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170.110 Excerpts from The Chronicle of Jonah ben Gabriel\fn{by Jonah ben Gabriel (1772-1843)} Ebril, Ebril
Province, Iraq (M) 1
We built the first structure of the synagogue in the year 5553 (1793). A second structure was added in the year
5563 (1803). We began building it on the first day after the Passover holiday and finished it on the first day of the
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month of Tammuz (July). We had a ceremonial meal for the dedication of the synagogue on the first day of the
blessed Tammuz. In charge of the construction were David Michael and I, the humble servant Jonah Gabriel. May
the Lord guard us and keep us alive.
*
It should be recorded that on Passover of the year 5566, during the reign of Sultan Selim,\fn{ Selim III (reigned
1789-1807).} may he be exalted, we purchased the town of Arbil from the high officials Hajji Qasim Agha, in order
to obtain the right of symbolic possession of the town, and thus to be able to move our belongings on the Sabbath
day.\fn{In accordance with certain Biblical injunctions which are mentioned in the Old Testament and which many Jews believe binding
on them.} We did not reach to purchase the town area during the reign of Sultan Mustafa\fn{ Mustafa IV, who briefly
succeeded Selim III in 1807. ) because he reigned for only six months and then died. However, we purchased it once
more during the reign of Sultan Mahmud,\fn{ Mahmud II (1808-1839).} may he be exalted, on Passover of the year
5569.
*
The year 5573 was a leap year\fn{ In the Jewish calendar.} On the twenty-fourth of Nisan, the Sabbath right after
Passover, after midday, the skies became overcast and rain fell. Afterward it hailed for about half an hour. The
hailstones were large and small, some as big as walnuts. However, a few people came forth afterward and claimed
that they had seen hailstones as big as hens’ eggs. Thereupon the floodwater surrounded the town wall and
destroyed about three hundred houses—some say about four hundred—and killed some Gentiles. Some died
indoors and others were carried away by the flood. The hailstones remained in the fields for about fifteen days.
The Gentiles would bring them and sell them in the marketplace.\fn{ They were often stored in cool pits in the mountaoins,
to be sold to the townspeople in the summer for refrigeration. } On that Sabbath, in the morning, the governor’s palace
collapsed and about eight Gentiles died beneath it. Ten days later the Gentiles brought a hailstone to town and
weighed it, and it weighed one waqiyah\fn{About 1½ pounds.} Moreover, before the Passover a Jew from another
town came forth and declared that in his town it had hailed so heavily that the hailstones killed several people, and
that each hailstone that was weighed came to one huqqah\fn{About 2¾ pounds.} May it be God’s will to have peace
in the world. Amen, so be it.
*
In the year 5584 there was so much blessing and abundance in the world that one Arbil bushel\fn{ The local
measure, about 6½ dry liters. } of wheat cost only one akilej and a half. However, in the year 5585, although crops were
good, locusts appeared but did not do much damage, except that one Arbil bushel now rose in price to eight akilej.
In the year 5586 crops were also good, but this time locusts ate up half of the grain, and one Arbil bushel sold for
twelve akilej. In the year 5587 there was little rain, crops were poor, and locusts ate up all the greenery in the
fields. As a result, one Arbil bushel rose to sixty akilej, and the people in all the villages around Arbil fled
elsewhere. Some died of starvation, and some kept fleeing further on. The villages, with no people left in them,
went to ruin. In the holy congregation of Arbil about two hundred Jews died—men, women, and children, having
had nothing to eat. Horses and cattle died as well. The Gentiles ate the flesh of dead donkeys, horses, dogs, and
cats. People offered to sell their household belongings very cheaply but found no buyers. In the year 5588 the area
surrounding Arbil was replanted, but one Arbil bushel still cost twenty-five akilej, for locusts remained active.
However, they ate only some of the crops and left others untouched, so that later on one Arbil bushel cost only
eight akilej. May the Holy One, blessed be He, send us our righteous Messiah and resurrect our dead. Amen, so be
it.
*
In that year (1828) there was also a horrible pestilence which spread from the gates of Diyarbakir\fn{ A town in
southern Turkey.} to the gates of Qantara\fn{ One of several locatrions in Syria, a small part of which is also considered to be part of
Kurdistan.} and carried away several thousand Gentiles, so many that they could not be counted. Also, from among
the Jews of Arbil about a hundred and fifty died. The Jews fled to the villages, but even there some people died. In
the year 5591 there was another pestilence in all the provinces as well as in Arbil. On the first day after Pass-over
the community fled again to the villages and remained there for about three months, returning on the first day of
the month of Tammuz. About seventy people from among the Jews died this time. May the Holy One, blessed be
He, deliver us from all kinds of misfortunes. Amen, so be it.
*
In the year 5603, in the month of Second Adar, a white pillar shaped like a long cloud appeared nightly in the
sky, beginning with the first hour of the night. It would appear in the west and turn to the south, remain there for
about two hours of the night, and then gradually diminish. The pillar appeared every night until the first night of
Passover, but afterward did not appear again. Scripture says, And be not dismayed at the signs of heaven.\fn{Jeremiah 10:2.} May the Holy One, blessed be He, send us our righteous Messiah and swiftly and soon resurrect our
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dead. Amen, so be it.
*
An emissary from the Land of Israel, Joseph Ozziel, borrowed from me the book Midrash Samuel, the book
Bet Peres and the book The Joy of the Festival. He promised that he would send them back to me from Kirkuk or
from Baghdad, but he never did.
1819
127.1 The Crazy Woman 2. The Goat And The Old Woman: Two Folktales\fn{by “the Baghdad Christian mentioned in
the Preface” (c.1865- )} Baghdad, Baghdad Province, Iraq (F) 4
1
There was once a woman whose intellect was feeble. She was not possessed, but wanting. Her husband was a
raqq’a, a cobbler, and he had a friend, a shepherd, who brought him one day two fleeces of wool from his sheep
and said,
“Get an ’aba\fn{The universal outer garment of the Arab, square in cut with wide sleeves, woven either of wool or of silk, and
embroidered at the neck and on the shoulders with gold thread .}made with that for yourself.”
The cobbler replied, “I am much obliged. Thank you!” and he took it home, and said to his wife,
“O woman, do you know who will spin this wool? I want to get it made into an ’aba.” Answered she,
“Yes! I know.”
He gave her the wool, and where did she go? She walked to the ditch outside the South Gate, which was full of
green water, and the frogs croaking in it,
“Qurrutch, qurrutch, qurrutch, krk, krk.” The woman called to them,
“Cousins! My cousins!” They answered,
“Qurrutch, qurrutch, krk, kik!” She thought they answered her, and said,
“I have brought you some wool for you to spin into an ’aba for my husband, can you do it?” They answered,
“K-k, k-k, qurrutch, qurrutch!” Asked she,
“And when shall I come for it?” Said they,
“Qurrutch, k-k!” Said she,
“Aye, a month! Good, I will come for it!”
And she threw the two fleeces into the ditch, and then returned home. Said her husband,
“Did you leave my wool to be spun ?” Answered she,
“Aye, husband, I left it with my maternal cousins!”
He thought to himself, “I never heard that she had cousins, but perhaps she has,” and he said to her,
“When will they bring it?” She replied,
“I am going to fetch it in a month’s time.” The month passed, and another month, and yet another month, and
the man said to his wife,
“It is now three months and my ’aba is not ready, I will go with you and get it. Where do your cousins live?”
Said she,
“Near the South Gate!”
So they walked and walked, and came to the South Gate, and when the man asked where the house was, she
pointed to the ditch, and said, “My cousins live there!” while the frogs said,
“Krr-rr, kk-kk, qtsch, qurrutch!”
The man looked, and there he saw the two fleeces in the water, all green, and rotten, and spoiled! How angry
he was! He beat her, crying, “You crazy creature! You idiot! you fool!” and when they got back, he shut the door
on her and went to bed, leaving her outside in the road, although it was growing dark.
As for him, he went to sleep.
The night wore on until it was nearly midnight. The woman still sat by the road, and her husband was asleep
inside. A cat passed by, and she thought that her husband had relented and sent the cat to fetch her in, so she said
to the cat,
Futi, futi, ma aji!
B‘ath ‘aleya pishpishI khatun
Ma aji!
“Go away, go away!
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He has sent Miss Pussy for me,
I won’t come!”

A little after that, a dog went by. The woman cried:
Eyhu! b‘ath ‘aleya aush-aushera
Ma aji, ma aji!
Fut, fut!
“Goodness gracious! He has sent a Bow-wow for me now,
But I won’t come!
So go away!”

Now it happened that a thief had been at work that night in the Sultan’s house, and presently he came walking
with the stolen treasure on the back of a camel. The camel strayed from the path, and stopped in front of the
woman who cried:
B‘ath pishpish khatun, ma ruhtu!
Aush-aushera ma ruhtu
Hadha hob-hobera, lazim aruh wiyahu!
“He sent a Miss Pussy, but I wouldn’t go!
He sent a Bow-wow, but I wouldn’t go!
But now here is Mr. Hump! I must go with him!”

So she rose and knocked at the door, and called to her husband:
“You sent Miss Pussy, and I wouldn’t come!
And you sent a Bow-wow, and I wouldn’t come!
But now you have sent Mr. Hump, I must come!”

Now the man was beginning to feel sorry that he had left the woman out in the cold, and he opened the door,
and there was the woman with a camel. He said,
“Where did you get this camel?” Answered she,
“You sent it to me!” So he drove the camel inside into the yard, and said to his wife,
“It is cold, go in and sleep!”
And when she had gone, and he knew that she was asleep, he opened the saddlebags, and found them full of
treasure! He got a spade and made a hole and buried it all, then he killed the camel, and buried it too, only
keeping a piece of the meat. This he took and made of it some kubbeh\fn{Rissoles of meat, within a casing of rice or
wheat.} and cooked it, then he went up to sleep.
Now there came some neighbors from a house near by, and they knocked at the door, and cried to the woman,
“We want to go down to the river to get water!”\fn{ A note reads: Women do not like to go out at night by themselves, or in
twos or threes, they prefer a larger number for safety.} He heard the women knocking, and roused his wife and said,
“Go, wife, see who knocks at the door!”
She went, and they took her with them to go down to the river to get water. While they were gone the man took
a dish of the kubbeh on to the roof, and as soon as his wife came back from the river, he threw some of the kubbeh
at her; then he went back to bed and pretended to sleep. Cried the woman,
“Come, neighbors! Come! It is raining kubbeh!”
The women picked up the kubbeh which he had thrown and ate it, and then they went away. Came the woman
to her husband and roused him, saying,
“O husband! Husband!” He answered,
“What is it? You won’t let me get any sleep!” Said she,
“Come! It has been raining kubbeh!”
He looked at what she had brought, and said, “Yes, it is indeed kubbeh! From whence did it come?” and ate of
it. She replied,
“It came from the skies: when we came back from the river, it rained kubbeh upon us!” Said he,
“Suduq?” “Truth?”
Then they both went to sleep.
The next day the cobbler went to his work as usual, and the next day and the next, but on the third day, a crier
went through the town, crying,
“Has anyone seen a camel bearing the Sultan’s saddlebags on its back?” The woman heard it, and she called to
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the crier, saying,
“The camel is in our house, come, come! My husband took it into our yard!”
She led them into the house, but they found nothing. Then they asked her,
“Where is your husband?”
She said, “In the suq,” and sent a boy to show them where her husband sat in the suq, mending old shoes. The
police seized him, and bore him off to the serai, saying,
“The Sultan wants you!” When he got to the serai they brought him before the mudir of the police, and
accused him saying,
“You have a camel, with saddle-bags on its back.” He answered,
“No! By Allah!” They said,
“Do not prevaricate, your wife has already confessed.” He said,
“It is a lie, I have no camel. I am a poor cobbler, and every one knows me for an honest man. Where should I
put a camel?” They said,
“Your wife came to the crier and said that you took into your yard a camel with saddle-bags on its back.” He
replied,
“Will you bring my wife here, and examine her before me, and allow me to ask her questions?”
They answered, “Yes, she may come,” and they sent for her, and said to her,
“Your husband has sent for you: he is in the serai. Come with us.” She replied,
“Aye, I will come, but he told me to keep guard on the door, and how can I do that if I go to the serai? I had
best bring the door with me!”
So she took the door off its hinges\fn{ Which can easily be done if it is not closed, since it is often made on the ancient Sumerian pattern, and hooks into its hinges.} and put it on her head and went to the serai. When she arrived, the mudir said,
“What is this? Why is this woman carrying a door on her head?” She answered,
“O my uncle, my husband told me not to leave the door of the house, so I’ve brought it with me!” Said the
cobbler,
“Tell the police all that happened the day you say I took the camel with saddle-bags into the house.” She
replied,
“That was the day you asked for the ’aba, and I took you outside the city to see if my cousins the frogs had
spun the wool. Then you beat me and pushed me outside our door. And that night you sent Miss Pussy to ask me
to return, and I would not, and then you sent Mr. Bow-wow to ask me, and I would not, and then you sent Mr.
Hump, and I went with him, and you let us both in.” Said the man,
“What else happened that night?” Answered she,
“Why, yes, husband! That was surely the night when it rained kubbeh!” The mudir cried,
“What is this rubbish?” Said she,
“But it is truth, O mudir, I was coming back from the river, and it rained kubbeh from heaven and I ate some!”
Said they, “The woman is crazy!” and then they said to him,
“Go! There is no accusation against you!”
And the man went home, and he divorced his wife, and after that he dug up the bags one night, and traveled
away to another city, where he lived like a rich man on the sultan’s treasure.
2
There was once upon a time an old woman who had a goat, and they lived in a little mud hut, and in the yard
there was a well. One day it began to rain, and it rained so hard that the roof leaked, and the old woman said to the
goat,
“My goat, we can’t keep dry here, let us get into the well.” The goat replied,
“I won’t go down.” Said the old woman,
“You won’t go down?” Said the goat,
“No.” Said the old woman,
“Shall I call the butcher to kill you?” Said the goat,
“Go away!” So the old woman went to the butcher and said,
lmshi idhbah ‘anuzi
Anuzi ma yirdha yinzal bil bir!
“Go and kill miy goat
My goat won’t go down the well!”
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The butcher said, “I won’t come out in this rain, go away, go away!” Said she,
“Shall I bring the smith to make your knives blunt?” Said he,
“Go away!” Then she went to the smith, and said,
“Smith, go and make the butcher’s knives blunt! The butcher won't kill my goat, and my goat won’t go down
the well!” The smith said,
“Go away, go away! I won’t go out in this rain!” She said,
“Shall I bring the river to quench your fire?” He said,
“Away!” So she went to the river and said,
“River, river, quench the smith’s fire. The smith won’t blunt the butcher’s knives, and the butcher won’t kill
my goat, and my goat won’t go down the well.” The river said,
“Away, away.” She said,
“Shall I go and call the camel to drink you?” The river said,
“Go away.” Then she went to the camel and said,
“Camel, camel, drink the river. The river won’t quench the smith’s fire, and the smith won’t blunt the butcher’s
knives, and the butcher won’t kill my goat, and my goat won’t go down the well.” The camel said,
“Go away, I won’t come in this rain!” She said,
“Shall I bring rope to strangle you with?” He said,
“Go away.” Then she went to the rope, and said,
“Rope, rope, strangle the camel. The camel won’t drink the river, the river won’t quench the smith’s fire, the
smith won’t blunt the butcher’s knives, the butcher won’t kill my goat, and my goat won’t go down the well.” The
rope said,
“Go away, go away.” I won’t come in such rain!” Said she,
“Shall I call the rat to come and nibble you?” He said,
“Go away.” So she went to the rat and said,
“Rat, rat, nibble the rope. The rope won’t strangle the camel, the camel won’t drink the river, the river won’t
quench the smith’s fire, the smith won’t blunt the butcher’s knives, the butcher won’t kill my goat, and my goat
won’t go down the well!” The rat said,
“Go away, go away! I won’t go out in this rain!” Said she,
“And if I bring the cat to come and eat you?” He said,
“Away!” Then she went to the cat and said,
“Cat, cat! eat the rat. The rat won’t nibble the rope, the rope won’t strangle the camel, the camel won’t drink
the river, the river won’t quench the smith’s fire, the smith won’t blunt the butcher’s knives, the butcher won’t kill
my goat, and my goat won’t go down the well!” Said the cat,
“Where is the rat? Lead me to it!” The cat was about to spring, when the rat said,
“No, no! I am going to nibble the rope!” The rope said,
“No, no! I am going to strangle the camel!” The camel said,
“No, no! I am going to drink the river!” The river said,
“No, no! I am going to quench the smith’s fire!” The smith said,
“No, no! I am going to blunt the butcher’s knives!” The butcher said,
“No, no! I am going to kill the goat!”
And the goat said, “No, no! No!” and it went down the well, and the old woman after it.
272.9 Some Poems And Fragments Of Poems\fn{by Maruf al-Rasafi (1875-1945)} Baghdad, Baghdad Province, Iraq
(M) 1
1
How can you hope for progress in Iraq
when the road of its rulers is not its own road?
There is no good in a country
where swords are in the hands of cowards and money in the hands of misers;
where wisdom is with exiles, knowledge witrh strangers and power with intruders;
where the few tyrannize the many
and the many bow their necks to the few
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3
I declare before free men that I am innocent
Of the evils of a nation imprisoned by its rulers,
A nation whose chains lie heavy upon it. …
I marvel that a people should submit to a power
Whose head rules them with vices;
And I marvel more that they should fear it
When its wealth and its soldiers come from themselves.
4
I ask: “When the might of the West does not sleep,
Is there no awakening for the sleepers in the East?”
The East, its glory past, is crushed by calamities
That have borne away everything.
5
Every son of Adam is conquered
By habits to which all his will-powers yield.
6
Tell Najla, tell Najla Abi al-Lam
That I am amorous of the light of her smiling dawn.
7
How are all the marvels I have seen
In a ring surging with earnest and jest.
They were afraid the lions would leap out,
So they built a wooden fence.\fn{Composed on attending a circus}
8
All the wealth of a country is only the result of work.
If our social life is good it is due to the workers
272.11 Some poems and fragments of poems\fn{by Mohammed Rida al-Shabibi (1889-1965)} An Najaf, Najaf
Governorate, Iraq (M) 1
1
Women are fitter for the household,
men are fitter for war.
Who would care for our children,
who would rear them,
if women were equal to us in every way?
2
In all five prayers your name remains
the communing spirit of my prayer,
The singing of praises in my mihrab …
Oh you who sleep all the night, your darkness gone away:
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the darkness of my night does not depart.
In my place of loneliness I have drunk with you,
have been your companion.
I am unique among my friends.
for the Giver of love has left no remnant of love
to my friends and compariots.
3
How often—Oh, God!—lovers have know the torment you suffer,
And all to no avail.
How patient they have been!
They have borne suffering beyond their strength.
They became different from humanity,
yet they were human beings.
When they came to the spring,
we exhorted them to turn back with ther dreams,
but they would not turn back.
Oh, my life, be as long as you wish,
you are no life for me unless I achieve what I long for.
4
I would hate to forget my love for you.
But as for love, by your eyes, I love it, I love it!
170.111 1. How Rabbi Samuel, a Hopeless Child, Became a Poet and a Scholar 2. The Flight of Rabbi Samuel
from Barazan to Amida and Hias Death There 3. The Death of Rabbi Simon Doga, the Astrologer: Three
Legends\fn{by Hakam Alwan Avidani (1890?-1982?)} Amidya, Mosul Province, Iraq (M) 5
1
This story, which I heard from my dear father, of blessed memory, is about a pious and God-fearing man whose
name was Rabbi Nathanael Hal-Levi Barzani, nicknamed Babo Sava, “Grandfather,” of blessed memory.
He had an only son whose name was Samuel. He wanted to teach him Torah and piety, but unfortunately the
child was very slow-witted. Whatever he learned one day he would forget the next, as if he had not learned anything, not even a trifle. His father hired a tutor for him who sat with him day and night, yet he benefited nothing.
Then he chastised him with all kinds of chastisements, but they too were of no use.
Thus the boy reached the age of fourteen and was still illiterate. His father then turned to God and prayed,
saying,
“Lord of the universe, if my son is to remain illiterate, I would rather have a willow plant, for then at least I
would enjoy sitting in its shade.”
What did the father do then? He locked his son up in a room all alone for three days and three nights, without
food or drink. Some people came by, and no matter how strongly they entreated the father to take the child out of
his prison room, or at least give him some food, he refused to do so and did not accede to their plea. His wife wept
and shed bitter tears, saying to her husband,
“My dear husband, we are surely quite old, and if our son should die, we shall remain forever childless. What
then will be the end of us? My lord, my husband, please have mercy upon our only child, who is all we have.”
Whereat her husband reproached her, saying,
“Your arguments and entreaties are in vain. I shall wait until the Holy One, blessed be He, responds to our
prayer from heaven and bestows His spirit upon the child from His Sanctuary, so that I will not see him die in
prison. I have one request from God: either make the child learn Torah or let him die there in his room.” The wife
wept,
“Are we indeed to perish childless?”
The child, too, was weeping and sobbing inside, while his mother was wailing and shedding bitter tears
outside.
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Our sages of blessed memory have said, “The heavenly gates of tears remain unlocked.” Thus any person who
sheds tears in prayer, the Holy One, blessed be He, accepts his prayer and delivers him from his trouble. In this
case, too, God heard the weeping of the child.
On the third day, early in the morning, before dawn, the Holy One, blessed be He, sent an angel from heaven
who taught the child all of Torah, with its revealed as well as concealed meanings. The child then began singing in
a pleasant and clear voice this hymn.\fn{Omitted here.}
When the father heard the pleasant and cheerful voice of his only son singing, he immediately opened the door
and cried out to him,
“Samuel, Samuel, is it you, my son?”
He then hugged him and kissed him warmly, examined him in Bible, Mishnah, Gemara, and Kabbalah, and
found that nothing was unfamiliar to him. Now the father rejoiced grearly and raised his bands toward heaven,
saying,
“Lord of the universe, it is revealed and known before the throne of Thy glory that I would have delivered my
son, my only son, to death for Thy great, mighty, and awesome Name. But now I am very thankful unto Thee.”
Later on the child became famous as one of the great men on earth. Indeed, he is Rabbi Samuel BarzanI, the
ancestor of the Barzani family in the town of Mosul—which is the Biblical Asshur, situated near the Tigris River
—and his daughter Asenath was nicknamed Asenath the Tannait.
2
This happened to Rabbi Nathanael and his son Rabbi Samuel Barzani, may they rest in paradise. They hailed
from the town of Barazan,\fn{In the district of Arbil.} a place of Jewish sages and eminent scholars. … It lies far from
the town of Amidya, a walking distance of two days. …
Once, on a Friday that was one of the intermediate days of the Festival of Tabernacles, father and son were in
the sukkah studying the second chapter of the tractate Hagigah of the Babylonian Talmud. They concentrated on
the twenty-second verse of Ezekiel’s prophecy, chapter 1: And over the heads of the living creatures there was the
likeness of a firmament, like the color of the terrible ice, stretched forth over their heads above.
While they were pleasantly discussing the mystical and plain meanings of this verse, a green fire descended
from heaven upon the booth and surrounded them. All the Gentiles, including the great sheikh of Barazan, saw
this fire, and the sheikh commanded his servants,
“Go and see what is this green fire upon the booth of the Jews.” When they came near and found that son and
father were sitting in the booth alone, busy with their study, they returned to the sheikh, saying,
“We saw only two of your Jews, father and son, sitting and studying, and nothing more.” He sent for them, and
when they came to him he said to them,
“You are not Jews but rather our sayyids, because we saw a green fire upon your booth. I decree that you be
immediately converted to Islam. We will honor you as we honor our sayyids. But if you are not converted, I shall
put you to death.” They replied,
“God forbid! We cannot do this.”
Thereupon the sheikh immediately imprisoned them in a cattle shed, and they were tormented by burning animal dung which filled the place with smoke. When the time came to welcome the Sabbath, Rabbi Nathanael said
to the sheikh,
“You know that we are forbidden to leave our homes on the Sabbath; hence we cannot escape. Please, let us
therefore go home. On Sunday we will give you our final answer, yes or no.”
The sheikh agreed and believed them, as it was well known among the Gentiles that a Jew would not leave his
home to travel on the Sabbath. He therefore freed them, and they returned to their home.
After the advent of the Sabbath, when they had finished the afternoon and evening prayers, pronounced the
sanctification blessing, and eaten the festive meal of Sabbath eve, the son asked his father whether one may
profane the Sabbath to save a life. The father replied,
“Yes, one may do so. My dear son, arise and flee. I, however, am ready and willing to give up my life for the
sanctification of His blessed Name. I am already grown old, but you are young and an only child to me, which is
why I feel pity for you. Arise and go whithersoever you can.”
Thereupon Rabbi Samuel took his linen shoes, which are called rafkiye, repaired them, for they were torn, and
put them on. Then he kissed his father’s hand and his mother’s hand and said to them,
“My dear father and mother, may you have a Sabbath of peace!” They, however, kept weeping bitterly, so the
son said to his father,
“My dear father, it is forbidden to.weep on the Sabbath.” The father replied,
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“I am weeping out of delight in the Sabbath.”
Then the son departed. The son walked all night until daylight, when he arrived at a river crossing with no
bridge, called Ruyesin, where it is joined by another river, called Zabe; both rivers merge together at a town called
Soriya, where he wanted to cross.
Early on the morning of the Sabbath, when two ordinary Jews went out to the river to relieve themselves (as
was the local custom), they noticed a pious Jew with side-locks and beard standing on the other side of the river,
motioning to them and pleading to the effect that he wished to cross the river. The two Jews summoned the
Gentile in charge of the river crossing, and he came out to transport the son across the river on a raft. When these
two Jews looked at him closely and recognized him as the famous Rabbi Samuel Barzani, they were amazed.
They said to him,
“Rabbi, if you profane the Sabbath, we too will forthwith go to work.” He upbraided them, so saying loudly,
“Woe unto you, you wicked villains!”
At that very moment they turned into two dry willow trees with only a few fresh branches at the top. Some old
men told me that they have seen these trees.
Then Rabbi Samuel continued on his way, arriving at the town of Amidya that same Sabbath day, at the time of
the afternoon prayer. He entered the old synagogue, the one dedicated to the memory of Ezra the scribe, peace be
upon him.
At that time there lived in Amidya a rabbi named Simeon Doga, who was famous; he too was later slain on a
false charge. He was sitting in the synagogue, delivering a sermon to which the congregation was listening attentively. When they saw the famous Rabbi Samuel Barzani suddenly entering the synagogue, they began asking
each other,
“Was Rabbi Samuel your guest last night?”
Each one answered “No,” and everyone was puzzled about it, but they kept silent until the afternoon prayer
was over. Then Rabbi Samuel proceeded to the pulpit and said,
“Sirs, I confess my sin—I have desecrated the Sabbath; I am ready to accept the deserved judgment.” Rabbi
Simeon replied,
“Our masters of blessed memory have already said that to save life one may profane the Sabbath. You are
hereby invited, with all respect, to partake of the third Sabbath meal at my booth. I have already prepared for you
a bottle of wine and a fattened hen, and you and I shall have this meal together. This is your judgment, nothing
else.”
People say that on the preceding Friday Rabbi Simeon Doga himself went to the marketplace, bought two fat
hens, and told his wife to prepare both of them for the Sabbath. His wife asked,
“Why two? One would be enough.” He replied,
“Tomorrow we will have an honored guest. Leave one of the hens for the third meal.”
He already knew, by way of the science of astrology, what was going to happen. That honored guest was Rabbi
Samuel.
After the Habdalah prayer at the expiration of the Sabbath, Rabbi Samuel Barzan told Rabbi Simeon Doga
about all that had happened to him, and asked for his advice as to what he should do. Rabbi Simeon Doga replied,
“It is a sore affliction that we Jews have no government of our own to save us from persecution. And there is
no trust to be placed in Gentiles. The hand of the sheikh of Barazan is even harsher than that of the Turkish
governor of Amidya. I have no other advice except that you wait for a little while until this danger is past.”
The people then hid Rabbi Samuel in the synagogue and supplied him with bread and other food, and he
remained there for a while.
We shall now return to Rabbi Nathanael Barzani, the aged father.
On Sunday morning the sheikh sent for him and asked him where his son was. He replied,
“My son has run away out of fear. However, I am in your hands—do with me as you wish. I will gladly endure
all torments, but I will never abandon the religion of the Torah, which we received on Mount Sinai.”
When the sheikh heard his words, he was filled with anger and was about to slay him. One of his counselors,
however, said to him,
“If you will accept my advice, leave this old Jew alone. After all, he will soon die, and our religion will derive
no benefit from him. If, however, you could bring back his young son who has escaped, our religion will benefit
greatly from him.”
The sheikh agreed with the counselor and let Rabbi Nathanael go free to his home. He then sent his servants to
look for Rabbi Samuel in all the Jewish communities, but he could not be fuund.
Finally the sheikh learned that the rabbi had escaped to the town of Amidya. He sent a letter to the governor of
Amidya, saying,
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“I have heard that a Jew of mine is with you. Look for him and send him back to me. It is quite clear to me that
he is indeed with you. If you do not send him back, I am prepared to come and wage war against you.”
When the governor heard his harsh threats, he became sorely frightened, and his heart failed him, for he knew
that he was not strong enough to fight the sheikh. He thereupon sent his servants to look very carefully for the
rabbi in every possible place, so much so that he did not leave even one place unsearched, including pits, bushes,
and caves. When the Jews saw what was happening, they put Rabbi Samuel into the genizah of worn-out books in
the synagogue named after the prophet Ezekiel, who was called Sayyid Ezekiel.\fn{ According to tradition, one of the
oldest in Kurdistan, originally constructed in 1248AD. } They hid him there after closing and plastering over the entrance\fn
{Of the genizah.} and he remained there for three days and three nights.
However, the sheikh’s decree was enforced more and more strictly day after day. When Rabbi Samuel realized
this, he grew weary of life in this world and asked to be taken out of his hiding place in the genizah, which
contained more than three hundred scrolls of Torah and countless old books. (What a pity that all these books
remained there and were eventually lost.)\fn{ So the text; but an accompanying note says that at least some of these books and
manuscripts were saved and are now part of various libraries in the United States and England. } They complied with his wish and
took him out. He then asked for a prayer shawl and a set of phylacteries, which he put on, and stood up in prayer,
saying,
“Master of the world, take my soul, and do not deliver me into the hands of mine enemies.”
Forthwith he was summoned to the Assembly on High, just like Rabbah bar Nabmani, who is mentioned in the
Talmud.\fn{A Babylonian amora of the 3rd-4th century, head of the Pumbeditha Academy (Baba Mesia 86a).} (My father, may he
rest in paradise, showed me the wooden pillar in front of which Rabbi Samuel prayed, and told me, “Rabbi
Samuel Barzani passed away on this spot.”).\fn{ So the text.}
After he had passed away, he was found still clad in prayer shawl and phylacteries. This was related to the
governor of the town, who came by and saw him thus, whereupon the governor said,
“Only Jews know how to be true martyrs.”
Then he himself, with his army, marched solemnly in Rabbi Samuel’s funeral procession, and the latter was
buried with great honor in the cemetery of Amidya. Many fruit trees were planted around his grave. Whosoever
became ill would take a fruit from those trees and say, “I plead with this righteous man who is buried here to cure
me,” and his ailment would immediately be healed. The location of his shrine is well known down to the present
day. He is called in the Kurdish language feradin, meaning “the lion of the faith.”
The governor of Amidya sent a message to the sheikh of Barazan to inform him of all this, whereupon his
anger subsided. People say that after thirty days the sheikh too died, and all the Gentiles realized that he was
punished and perished for this very reason. Thus was God’s name sanctified among all the Gentiles. Rabbi
Nathanael hal-Levi\fn{Samuel’s father.} however, lived on to reach one hundred and twenty years, and only then
was he summoned to the Assembly on High. He is called in the language of Kurdistan Babo Sava, meaning
“Grandfather.” He was buried right there in the town of Barazan.
3
There was once a legal dispute regarding the widow of a brother who had died without issue. Rabbi Simeon
allowed the widow to remarry forthwith outside,\fn{ Of her late husband’s family.} while all the other hakamim and
rabbis of Amidya said that she first had to perform the rite of halisah.\fn{The rite relieving the surviving brother-in-law
from the obligation of marrying the widow (so Deuteronomy 25:5-10). } They sent the problem to the court in Baghdad and
received an answer that the rule was according to Rabbi Simeon. Still the other hakamim disagreed with him,
whereupon they sent the problem to the court in Jerusalem, which also replied that the rule was according to
Rabbi Simeon. Still the hakamim and the rabbis of the town persisted in their disagreement, whereat Rabbi
Simeon said to them,
“I wish I could send this problem to the river Sambatyon,\fn{ A remark meant to be sarcastic; this is the legendary Sabbath
River, across which, according to a tradition, the lost ten tribes of Israel were led into exile. } so as to receive an answer from there;
unfortunately I cannot do so.”
It is related that when the rabbis of the Land of Israel saw from his halakic decision how brilliant Rabbi
Simeon was, an eminent rabbi from Jerusalem decided to come over and see him. He took with him as presents a
book on geomancy and astrology, a whetstone, and a ritual slaughtering knife. Then he set out from Jerusalem on
his way to see Rabbi Simeon. (I had owned this book on astrology, in mauscript, until 5694, when I left the town
of Amidya on my way to the Land of Israel, where I handed it to a man whose name was Samuel Miskafa, a
descendant of Doga’s family.)
While the rabbi from the Land of Israel was still on his way to Amidya, misfortune befell Rabbi Simeon. One
12

day the Turkish governor of Amidya noticed under his chair a paper covered with square Hebrew script. He called
in an ordinary Jew and said to him, “Translate for me what is written on this paper,” and the Jew innocently
translated it, saying,
“It is written on it, ‘Topple over the governor and set up someone else in his place.’” The governor then asked
him,
“Do you perhaps know who wrote this paper?” He replied,
“I do not know.”
After much investigation the governor eventually learned that Rabbi Simeon Doga had written it.
It is said that that same day was the eve of the Festival of Weeks. The governor sent four men after Rabbi
Simeon to slay him, commanding them,
“Do not bring him to me, but rather take him straight to the high city wall and cast him down from it. For if he
comes to me, he will surely win me over with his words.”
They did just that. They came right over to take Rabbi Simeon from the old synagogue named after Ezra the
scribe, peace be upon him, where they saw him lying on his belly and studying Gemara. They told him that the
Turkish governor wanted him, and he forthwith went along with them. When they reached the governors barracks,
they continued going further, so he asked them,
“Where are you taking me? Is the governor not at the barracks?” They replied,
“You just come along with us.”
When they took him inside the city wall, Rabbi Simeon became very disturbed. He immediately cast lots with
his hands and quickly realized that they were taking him to be slain. When they arrived at the top of the wall, they
suddenly cast him off that wall, which was more than thirty meters high, but immediately saw a green fire
surrounding him. He fell on the rocks at the foot of the wall, but no harm came to him.
Thereupon he got up, walked a few steps from where he had fallen, and sat down. When the four men saw that
he did not die, they came down and slew him on the spot. They then came back to the governor and told him
about the miracle they had seen. The governor replied,
“I said that his sentence was to be only that he be cast off the wall. If he did not die as a result of this, why did
you kill him?” He then grew furious, and said,
“I shall be innocent of his blood, but you shall be condemned by heaven for it.”
It is related that all four men who took part in slaying Rabbi Simeon did not live beyond that year, and all died.
As for the local Jews, when they heard,\fn{ Of the rabbi’s death.} crowds of men and women assembled before the
barracks yard, shouting and screaming so intensely that they even cursed the governor and held him up to contempt. He heard this but said to his servants,
“Be quiet and do not answer anything to the Jews, whether good or evil, because they are right.”
We shall now return to the rabbi from the Land of Israel who was mentioned above.
He arrived at the town of Amidya on the same day of the eve of the Festival of Weeks. When he heard that
Rabbi Simeon had been slain by being cast off the wall, he fell to the ground, lamented, and wept, saying,
“Woe unto me that I was not fortunate enough to see his face!”
He gave the presents to Rabbi Simeon’s family. This is all; there is more to tell, but I did not want to make it
long and tried to be brief in my account.
272.12 Some Poems And Fragments Of Poems\fn{by Muhammad Mahdi al-Jawahiri (1899-1997)} Najaf, Najaf
Governorate, Iraq (M) 3
1
Descend, night, on every side!
Descend, fog!
Descend, you barren clouds!
Descend, burning smoke, from the conscience!
Descend, torment!
Descend, ruin, on the defenders of their ruin!
Descend, perdition!
Descend, judgment, on the builders of their own graves!
Descend, punishment!
Descend, croaking, let the owl answer your echo!
Descend,desruction!
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Descend on the sluggish whose idleness is scorned even by the flies!
They have never seen the color of the sky,
so long have their necks been bent!
2
Oh Ja’far, my brother, it is not a dream.
A man with vengeance in his heart is awake;
he does not dream.
But by inspiration granted to the patient—
and those who seek inspiration may read the unknown—
I see a horizon alight with the color of blood,
and the stars vanishing,
and a rope from the earth,
ascended by men to the heights as stairs throw up their climbers …
and a generation that goes and a generation that comes,
and a fire kindled between them.
*
Out from behind the veil of time a hand stretches.
It draws on the horizon what it draws.
*
Do you not know that the wounds of victims
are a mouth?
3
Lean towards me with your hearts,
the fountains of life,
and let my thirsting lips suck …
Lean towards me,
for the fountain of this beauty is here only for a time
before it is drained.
And this unbridled youth will be tamed,
will be halted.
Lean towards me,
the sword of tomorrow hangs over us
and the ear of fate is keen.
Promise, and do not break your promise;
for death, your peer, as harsh as you,
breaks no promises.
4
I hate malignant death and its phantom
as I hate the phantoms of deceivers and frauds.
It fed my maturity with my youth,
it fed my old age with my maturity,
and grants an end to my old age;
a wolf lurking for me,
watching me,
on its fangs the blood of my brothers,
my relatives and my friends.
5
Sleep, You hungry people, sleep!
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The gods of food watch over you.
Sleep, if you are not satiated
By wakefulness, then sleep shall fill you.
Sleep, with thoughts of smooth-as-butter-promises,
Mingled with words as sweet as honey.
Sleep, and enjoy the best of health.
What a fine thing is sleep for the wretched!
Sleep till the resurrection morning
Then it will be time enough to rise.
Sleep in the swamps
Surging with silty waters.
Sleep to the tune of mosquitoes humming
As if it were the crooning of doves.
Sleep to the echo of long speechifyings
By great and eminent power politicians.
Sleep, You hungry people sleep!
For sleep is one of the blessings of peace.
It is stupid for you to rise,
Sowing discord where harmony reigns.
Sleep, for the reform of corruption
Simply consists in your sleeping on.
Sleep, You hungry people, sleep!
Don’t cut off others’ livelihood.
Sleep, your skin cannot endure
The shower of sharp arrows when you wake.
Sleep, for the yards of jail houses
Are all teeming with violent death,
And you are the more in need of rest
After the harshness of oppression.
Sleep, and the leaders will find ease
From a sickness that has no cure.
Sleep, You hungry people, sleep!
For sleep is more likely to protect your rights
And it is sleep that is most conducive
To stability and discipline.
Sleep, I send my greetings to you;
I send you peace, as you sleep on.
Sleep, You hungry people, sleep!
The gods of food watch over you.
Sleep, You hungry people, sleep!
The gods of food watch over you.
6
I greet your bank ‘Tigris’ from distant
Please welcome me
Tigris the welfare donor, Tigris the orchards owner
Please welcome me
I greet your charming bank thirsty seeking your shelter.
As if white-pigeons go back and forth within your mud and water.
Tigris the fresh water source, how can I leave you willingly?
Only in that once I leave you from time to time reluctantly.
I thrust painfully to each fresh water source eagerly.
One after one but none quenches my eager soul properly.
Mayest thou the watercraft dance between this gentle breeze!
Bouncing calmly attracting with howsoever the breeze plays.
I wish that cheap sail were my shroud. Woe!
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Wrapped this wrecked torture soul at death, if only vow!
Tigris the welfare donor; our wishes are less than possible.
Less than the unguaranteed ambition, alas it is terrible.
Do you secure for me a nap-shelter to repose?
Within your bank grasses and this flourish rose.
Peacefully grasp my painful torture soul even in distance border.
Yet the throbbing heart still conscious on thy torture.
Shakes me and drift me hallucinatory until I run swiftly.
Likes the wind hastens the milestone blades to run continuously.
Tigris the welfare donor and witch outlook-River.
You are the vat of wine putting in the shadow of vine-cluster.
However, you are the death-stroke, you have charming feature.
Although you are the olive branch, you have betrayal nature.
Tigris you are the jewel of Baghdad in cheering and flirtatious.
Till when you stay the jewel as far as with those in powers.
You Tigris is the witness of Thousand and One Nights.
Still its tone is eternal and stays delight.
One day you were the amusement resort of Abu Nawas the poet.
Since the civilization had attired one day the Harun al-Rashid ornament.
He was the courteous perfect man of sweet time.
Who, he made the act of sin to be wisely on his regime.
Who he dragged the jar of wine but in hatred.
Who he spent the money on charity thousand after thousand.
The pawner of the silk damask clothes dispraisingly.
A caliph … he is the inspirer of ancient arts to be diversely.
He was the hearer of era and its people the knocking of bells one day.
Still knocks and knocks at the festival of Palm Sunday.
Tigris the donor of welfare your sufferance affects my passion seriously.
The sadness that covers you turns to be my heart malady.
Yet the scourges of oppression still wet on thy pure water occasionally.
The offensive oppressive horses still lick up on your water.
Every morning they storm into the peaceful villages and cities center.
Tigris the welfare donor, however, the age is about to end.
Good deed and the vicious deed could never blend.
No good deed that is with viciousness is associated
Not to be free of Satan act unless with good-hearted.
127.5 1. Three Little Mice 2. The Sparrow And His Wife: Two Folktales\fn{by “a Muslim lady of a well-known family in
Mosul” (before 1931- )} Mosul, Nineveh Province, Iraq (F) 2
1
Kan ma kan
‘Ala Allah wat Tuklan
Kul men ‘aleyhu dhanb yaqul Istaghfar Allah!
“Was it, was it not,
Upon Allah, the Worthy of Reliance,
All who have sinned must say, ‘I ask pardon of Allah!’?”

There were once three little mice, who were sisters. The eldest was called Hanni, the middle sister was Manni,
and the youngest was called Tariaqsanni. Hanni lived in a baker’s shop and sat in it. Manni lived in a butcher’s
shop and sat in it. Tariaqsanni lived in a greengrocer’s shop and sat in it.
Now one day, Tariaqsanni fell sick. A man came riding into the town to buy bread, meat, and vegetables, and
the first shop he went to was the greengrocer’s to buy some dates. When he entered the shop, he heard a tiny voice
speaking to him: .
Ya rakib al faras
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Ya muchanchin bi jaras,
Qul, li ukhti, li Hanni, li Manni
Tariaqsanni qad tamut!
“O rider on the mare
With jingling bells,
Tell my sisters Hanni and Manni
That Tariaqsanni is like to die.”

The man on horseback then rode on to the baker, and as he bought bread from him, he said,
“When I was in the greengrocer’s shop just now, I heard a little voice coming from the shop which said,
“O rider on the mare with jingling bells,
Tell my sisters Hanni and Manni
That Tariaqsanni is like to die.”

Now Hanni heard his words, and no sooner had they left his mouth than she went running to her sister Manni
and told her,
“A man came to my shop, and he told me that our sister Tariaqsanni is like to die!”
Then Hanni and Manni went together, running, running, running, to the greengrocer's shop to see their sick
sister. They comforted her, saying,
“Please Allah, you will get well and we will all go out into the chol\fn{The townsman’s word for whatever lies outside
the city wall, a place of fear to him and always used in this sense in Baghdad (though to the tribesman it is his natural surroundings.) } for
a little change of air.”
And in time, Tariaqsanni got well. Then each mouse made provision for the journey. Hanni took some bread
with her, Manni took some meat with her, and Tariaqsanni took some dates. Then they set forth and journeyed into
the chol, each carrying her food in her mouth.
Presently they met a dog, who barked at them and pursued them. They ran away from him affrighted, and took
refuge in a hole at the mouth of a well. Then the dog came and barked over the well, saying thrice
Umm al bir, umm al bir\fn{The dog is addressing the spirit of the well; a female spirit is supposed to haunt every well.}
Tisqa fi rasech al kabir!
“Well-mother, Well-mother,
Thou who givest to drink from thy wide mouth"

Then crying, “If you had had sense or forethought, you would not have come to the Mother of the Well” he
jumped in and ate Hanni, Manni, and Tariaqsanni—all up!
2
There was once a sparrow who was happily married and lived in a tree. One day he went out and bought seven
grains of corn, for he wished to give a party. He brought the grains back to his wife, and then flew off to ask other
sparrows to come to the feast. But he lingered on his errand, and when she had waited a long time for her husband
to return, she was so hungry that she ate up all the seven grains, one after the other. Just as she had finished, her
husband flew back and his guests with him, and said to her,
“Bring the seven grains, for we are hungry!” She answered him,
“Pardon! O my husband, you were so long away that I became weary and faint with hunger, and I ate the seven
grains!” He was very angry, and then and there before his guests he divorced her, saying three times,
“Woman, I divorce you!”\fn{Which is a legal divorce if said between three witnesses; but this according to a note is a playful
indictment of hasty divorce.}
Then she flew off to her people and the guests flew away to their houses, and the sparrow remained alone to
repent his hastiness to his wife, for he loved her. So after a little, he flew to the tree where she lived with her
family and perched on a bough. The wife-sparrow called out,
“Who has alighted on my father’s tree?” The sparrow answered,
“It is I, it is I! Little witch, little pecker! Little feathered and billed wife, I want you back! I want you home!”
Ana! ana!
Bint as sahira
Bint an naqira
Bint abul rish wal manqara
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Jina nsalah marrtna
Ta ‘tuna illa naradd lil wara!

But she answered him, “Go away! Return whence you came!” The next day he flew to her father's tree again,
and she asked,
“Who has alighted on my father’s tree?” He answered as before:
“It is I, it is I! Little witch, little pecker, little feathered and billed wife! I came because I want you back, I want
you home!” But she answered,
“Go away I return whence you came!”
So it was each day. But one morning, the sparrow went to the sewing-woman, and said,
“I want a green thread, a yellow thread, a blue thread, a red thread, and a lilac thread!”
And the sewing-woman gave him all five threads in five colors. Then he took them in his bill and flew to the
tree of his wife’s father. Cried she,
“Who is it that has alighted on my father’s tree?” Answered he,
“It is I, it is I! Little witch, little pecker, little billed and feathered wife! I came because I want you back, I want
you home!” She made reply,
“Go away I return whence you came!” But he said,
“A red, and a green, a yellow, a blue, and a lilac (thread) I have brought. Will you give her to me, or shall I
return without her?”
Bil ahmari, bil akhdhari
Bil asfari bil mawi bil lilaqi
Ta ‘tuna illa naradd lil wara?

Then she uttered joy-cries and flew down to him, and took the threads in her beak, and flew back with him to
their nest. She wove the threads into it: then they bought some more corn and gave a party to all their friends.
127.7 1. The Old Couple 2. Shamshum al Jabbar 3. Husain an Nim-Nim 4. The Blackbeetle Who Wished To Get
Married 5. The Thorn-seller 6. The Blind Sultan: Six Folktales\fn{by “a Christian woman in Baghdad” (before 1931- )}
Baghdad, Baghdad Province, Iraq (F) 20
1
Once upon a time there was an old couple, and they kept a goat, of which they were very fond. Their house
was of clay and their door of reeds, and they two and the goat lived there together. One day a dami who lived in
the desert near by became hungry for human blood, and she said to herself,
“I will eat either that old man or that old woman!” So she went to the house and knocked at the reed door and
said:
Ya bab al qasab,
Akassar ‘anak
Lo ujaiz lo shwayib bi akul ‘anak!
“O reed door!
I will break you down!
I will eat up your little old woman or your little old man!”

Now the old woman was alone in the house, and when she heard this she was very afraid, but the goat was
listening and she answered,
“With my horns I will butt you and with my teeth I will bite you!”
When the dami heard this, she was frightened of the goat and ran away back into the desert. But she was still
very hungry, so the next day she came again and knocked at the gate. The old woman who was alone said, “Minu?
Who is it?” and the dami said,
“O reed door!
I will break you down!
I will eat up your little old woman and your little old man!”

And the goat answered, “With my horns I will butt you and with my teeth I will bite you!” and the dami was
frightened and ran away.
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Now as the dami was going along the road, whom should she meet but the old man? She said to him,
“Every day 1 come to your house to give you some food from the Sultan’s house, but your goat will not let me
in!” The old man went back and said to the old woman,
“What is this? The dami brings us food every day from the Sultan’s house and our goat will not let her in? I
shall kill the goat!” Answered the old woman,
“O husband, is your understanding wanting? The goat stands before the door because the dami wants to eat us!
Don’t kill the goat!”
The next day it was the same, the dami came and the goat would not let her in, and the dami complained to the
old man. But after the dami had complained for the third time, the old man took his knife and prepared to kill the
goat. The old woman cried:
“O husband, do not believe the dami! She wants to eat us! She is hungry for our blood! Do not kill our goat!”
But the old man went to the goat and cut her throat. The old woman wept and cried, .
“Shlon sowweyt! What have you done!”
But as the goat was dead, she roasted some of the meat, and made pacha\fn{A stew.} of the head and oddments,
and the rest she put in a pot of brine. The next day the dami came and cried:
“O reed door!
I will break you down!
I will eat up your little old woman and your little old man!”

And from the pot of brine a voice came from the meat, “With my horns I will butt you and with my teeth I will
bite you!”
And the dami was frightened and ran away.
That night the old man ate up the meat that was left. The next day the dami came before he had gone out, and
she cried to the door,
“O reed door!
I will break you down!
I will eat up your little old woman and your little old man!”

And this time there was no answer, but inside the house the old woman said, “Now you hear for yourself! The
dami wants to eat us!”
The old man ran off and hid in the clay oven, and the old woman rolled herself in some matting and hid in the
room. The dami cried again at the door, and there was no answer, so she pushed with her head, and the door gave
way, and she entered and wandered about the hosh.\fn{All the ground, including the yard, enclosed by the house-wall .} The
old man, in his fright, let a sound escape him in the oven. Called the dami:
Menu darrat?
Al hayit darrat?
Al bab darrat?
Al bait darrat?
“Who made that noise?
Was it the wall?
Or the door?
Or the house?”

And she wandered about looking. Di! She came to the oven. She looked in the oven, and there she saw the old
man! Said she:
Menu darrat?
Ash shaib darrat!
Shlon aktalak?
“Who made that noise?
The old man did!
How shall I kill you?”

The old man said, “Because I did not listen to my wife’s advice, when she asked me not to kill the goat, now
you are going to eat me!”
The dami took him and tore him in two halves, and ate him all up and returned to her lair in the desert.
As for the old woman, she brought some friends to live with her in the house, and the dami did not return there
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again.
2
There was once a very strong man called Shamshum the Mighty, and he married the daughter of a merchant,
who was very beautiful. He loved her exceedingly, and she bore him a son. But although she was lovely to the
eye, she was not faithful to him, but had forty deyus as her lovers. Every day they visited her, and took her to their
house in the desert, where she played chess with them. At last her son, who was grown to be a big lad, told his
father,
“My mother goes out when you are absent.”
So Shamshum followed his wife, and went into the house of the forty deyus, and attacked them, and beat them
and drubbed them and overthrew them, and brought his wife back to his house. Every day she went with them,
and every day he fetched her and beat and maltreated the deyus, for he was so strong that they had no power
against him. At last the deyus said to the woman,
“Ask your husband whence he derives the strength with which he overcomes us and beats us.” That night she
rose in her bed and asked her husband, as he lay by her,
“Whence do you derive your strength? How is it that you are so strong?” He replied,
“Why do you wish to know? And to what use will you put your knowledge?” She said,
“It is only that I wish to know.” He answered then,
“My strength is in the birds.’
The deyus then caught all the birds, wherever they might be flying, and killed them every one—there were
none left in the world. But for all that it was the same as before. Daily he beat them and overthrew the deyus in
their house. So they said to her,
“Lies! His strength is not in the birds! He continues to beat and torment us. Find out the cause of his strength.”
So that night she asked him again, and pressed him to tell her whence he derived his strength. He answered
her,
“My strength is in my broom.”
Then the deyus collected all the brooms and burnt them in the fire. There was not one left in all the world.
Bosh!\fn{A Turkish word.} Empty! No use! There was no diminution of his strength, and when she went to play
chess with the deyus, he came as before and beat them and drubbed them and overthrew them. That night she said
to her husband:
“Verily you have deceived me! Where is your strength? Tell me the truth.”
He said in himself, “She is a woman, what harm can she do me?” and he told her,
“My strength is in my hair.” When she heard that, she laughed, and went and played chess with the deyus and
said,
“His strength is in his hair!” And they said,
“When he is asleep, cut his hair.”
That night she cut his hair. This. And when he awoke in the morning he was sick and had not the strength to
walk.
Then the forty deyus came and seized Shamshum the Mighty, and bound him with chains, and put him into a
sack up to his armpits, and took him into the desert, and dug a hole, and put him into it up to his chest, and put a
large slab of marble on his chest to hold him down. There they left him.
But his son came every day while his mother went to amuse herself with the forty deyus, and he sat beside him
and asked his father how he did, and gave him bread. There Shamshum the Mighty stayed for a space of forty
days, and each day his hair grew, and as his hair grew, his strength grew. Di, di, di! On the fortieth day he said to
his son,
“O my son, give me help. With your effort and my effort we shall be able to throw off this stone.” The boy
answered,
“Yes, I will help you.” And, di, di, di! they strove and struggled, and made great effort, and at last they pushed
the great stone from his chest, and threw it into the desert. Then Shamshum said,
“O my son, go to my house, and bring me my sword which hangs from the ceiling. Bring it with care, and do
not flash it, or draw it, because it is very sharp and dangerous, but hold it by the hilt, and bring it here.”
The boy went, and as his father had ordered, he put a ladder on the table, and took the sword down from where
it was hung on the ceiling, and bore it with care to his father.
His father took it and cut open the sack, and severed the chains which bound him, and said, “Now, I will go
and slay the witch your mother,” and he went to the castle of the deyus and stayed by the door. As each deyu came
out by the door, di! he cut his head off, and the head of his wife he cut off also. Only the fortieth deyu had two
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heads, and when he had cut one head off, the deyu escaped with the other still on his shoulders, and so lived.
Now this deyu, the father-of-two-heads, loved the Khalifa’s daughter, as you shall hear anon.
*
As for Shamshum and his son, they went into the desert, and remained there, until one day they came to a sea,
and beyond the sea was an island. On the shore there was a big serpent, which was coiled about a tree. This
serpent lived upon the nestlings of an eagle which had its nest in the tree, and each year, when the bird hatched its
eggs, he ate the young birds. When he saw the serpent, Shamshum took his sword and slew it. Then flew back the
eagle, and she said,
“Woe, woe, son of Adam! Is it you who come each year and kill my brood?” But the eaglets cried,
“Wiss, wiss, wiss! Our mother, this son of Adam did nothing to us, but he has saved us from the serpent which
you see dead!” And the eagle saw the serpent slain beneath the tree, and rejoiced, and said,
“Son of Adam, you have saved my children from death, ask and desire!” And Shamshum answered,
“I have no desire, but take my son and myself, and throw us on the island.”
She answered, “Ma yukhalif! Let it be so,” and opened her two wings, saying,
“Get you on one wing, and your son on the other.”
And she flew with them over the sea, and threw them down on the island. They abode there, and Shamshum,
who was learned, and could read, taught his son knowledge and reading. But there was nothing to eat and drink in
the island, and the boy became hungry and thirsty, and at last he fell sick and died.
Shamshilm rose, and dug a hole in the earth, and made a tomb for his son and buried him, then he sat down
beside the tomb and read and read, and thought, and thus he stayed, reading and pondering for seven years. And
he said to himself,
“One day, I shall lie here beside my son!”
*
Now the deyu who had escaped with his life when Shamshum slew his brothers, was the lover of the Khalifa’s
daughter. And when he told her about Shamshum the Mighty she longed to see him, and said,
“Where is Shamshum the Mighty now?” The deyu replied,
“I do not know where he is hiding.”
So the princess sent for magicians and sorcerers and wise women. And they read, and they read,\fn{ Spells} and
they answered her,
“He is to be found, but he is very far.” At last there came a very old and skilled witch, and the princess said to
her,
“I want Shamshum from you, and if you can find him, everything you want I will give it to you.”
The old and skilled witch read in the sand,\fn{ I.e., she spread a little sand on a level surface, smoothed it out, told the princess to hold some sand near her heart and, at the witch’s command, sprinkle it on the prepared surface. This being done, the witch marked
the sand at random with her fingertips in four rows; added the marks up to see if they are odd or even, and consulted a book of divination .}

and took much trouble and read and read, and said,
“He is in an island behind the sea.” The princess said,
“Take me to him, for I wish to see him.” The witch was very skilled in witchcraft, and she answered,
“Good, I will take you and put you on the island. There is no objection.”
And she witched and witched and witched until the daughters of the jann came before her. Then she ordered
them, “Take this deywa and throw her on the island which is in the sea beyond seven seas,” for the witch was ruler
of the jann, and what she ordered them they must perform. Then she said to the princess,
“Shut your eyes!” And to the daughters of the jann, she commanded that they should take the girl and put her
on the island.
So it was, and they flew with her fr-r-r-r! to the island beyond the sea that is over seven seas. There, while she
was yet in the air, the Khalifa’s daughter saw Shamshum reading from an open book upon the tomb of his son,
and he was now an old man. And she descended. Shamshum lifted his eyes and saw her sitting upon the other side
of the tomb and he asked her,
“Nti ins, jins? Are you human, or fairy?” She answered,
“I am a human woman.” He said,
“You have come here—why?” She said,
“I want to know your story, and all that has happened to you.” Said he,
“Why do you wish to hear my story?” Answered she,
“I wish to know why you are here, for I too, have fallen into this island.” Said he,
“I will tell you, but on one condition, that is, when you have listened to my tale, you will kill me and bury me
beside my son.” She answered,
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“Good, let it be so.”
Then he told her his whole story, which you have heard and know, from the beginning to the end. When he had
finished his telling, he said to her,
“And now I have told you, take my sword which is on my son’s grave here, and cut off my head and bury me
with him.” She replied,
“No, how can I cut off your head? It cannot be!”
But he entreated her and gave the sword into her hand, and then she took the sword and cut off his head. And
she dug a grave so that he might lie beside his son, and buried him.
3
Husain an Nim-Nim was a Tekriti and a rafts man by trade. One day he and his companions loaded up a raft
and set off down the Tigris. When he and his companions were at some distance from Tekrit, the south wind
began to blow and the river became rough, so, unable to proceed, the rafts men drew the raft up to the foreshore
and ate a meal there.
As they were eating, a s‘iluwa came up out of the water and seized upon Husain an Nim-Nim while his
companions rushed to the raft and succeeded in getting away. Now, finding Husain a pretty fellow, the s‘iluwa did
not eat him, but took him to her lair on the shore, where she made love to him, licking his legs so that they
became thin and the bones lost their hardness and were like the wick of a candle. He was her paramour for three
days and nights, and on the morning of the fourth day the s‘iluwa said,
“We have nothing to eat: I must go to the market to buy bread, rice, and meat.” Answered Husain an Nim-Nim,
“Go, and I will await you here.”
She left him and he sat by the river alone. He had not sat long before he saw in the distance the raft and his
three companions who had returned to seek for him. As they approached they said,
“Is the s‘iluwa here? We dare not approach!” but he answered,
“Do not fear, she has gone to the suq!”
Then he went down to them and his legs wavered and bent from weakness. They helped him on to the raft and
pushed off. But before the raft was far away, the s‘iluwa returned, and finding him gone, went to the river and saw
the raft. She hurried to a point where the raft must pass, and called to her lover,
“You have played me false, but where I have loved, I cannot destroy. If you wish to leave me, you must leave
me!” Answered Husain an Nim-Nim,
“It is of the nature of a man that he should yearn for his home.” Said she,
“I will give you a gift so that you may remember me,” and she spat. The spittle, streaming upon the wind,
reached Husain an Nim-Nim.
“This is my gift,” said the s‘iluwa. “To you and to your descendants will be the power to cure red eyes by
spitting into them.”
*
There is another version, like the first up to the point where the s‘iluwa takes Husain an Nim-Nim into her
cave and licks his legs. According to this version, he stayed with her many years.
After the first nine months she bore him a daughter. Then she again became pregnant, and assuming the
disguise of a human woman by putting on an ’aba she went and sought a midwife, saying to her,
“Come and deliver me. Last time I bore a daughter, and this time I want a son, and if you do not contrive that
my child will be a boy, I will kill you.”
The midwife went with her, but before leaving her house, she slipped a candle into the bosom of her gown. In
time the pains grew upon the s‘iluwa and a child was born, but it was a girl. The midwife was afraid to tell the
mother the truth, so she slipped the candle between the thighs of the child, and holding it up, said to the s‘iluwa,
“You have brought a son into the world.”
The s‘iluwa rejoiced, and gave the midwife a piece of red onion-skin and a piece of white garlic. The woman
went home and, disgusted at such miserly payment, threw the onion and garlic outside the door, saying
“Shinu hadha! What is this!”
But the next morning when she looked outside her door, she saw that the onion had become gold and the garlic
silver. Meantime, the s‘iluwa had discovered that the midwife had deceived her, and that night she went to her
house and beat at her door, calling her by name,
“Mother Baji! Mother Baji!”
The midwife trembled and made no stir or sound. This happened every night until the s‘iluwa again became
pregnant, and this time she was delivered of a boy. After this she had yet another boy.
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But there came a day when the s‘iluwa tired of her human lover and mounting a raft, she went off down the
river while her husband stayed on the bank and begged her to come back. Finding her deaf to his entreaties, he
took their children and tore them in half, one by one, throwing her one half and keeping the other half on the
shore. As to her, she spat and said,
“I give to you and to your offspring power to cure sore eyes.”
Thus in the Mosul version; another Baghdad version has it, like the first I quoted, that it was Husain who
escaped. A third version is interesting as making the haunt of the s‘iluwa a forest and not the river.
*
Somewhere on the bank of the Tigris in Tekrit there was a forest which belonged to the s‘iluwa: it was known
as the Zor as S‘iluwa.\fn{The word zor, forest, is used of mere thickets of shrubs, such as thickets of tamarisk or licorice. } When
the s’iluwa captured Husain an Nim-Nim with whom she had fallen in love, she took him to this zor and lived
with him there, licking his legs in order to keep him a prisoner until they became so weak that they were no longer
able to support him.
Their first child was a boy: they called him Dabib al Lail, Creeper of the Night. The s’iluwa had a sister who
lived on the opposite bank of the river, and this sister had five children whose names were, Saida, Sumaida,
Samad al Bahr, Makka, and Madina.
One night Dabib al Lail became ill. She shouted to her sister on the other bank asking for medicine to cure
him.
Dada, dada, ‘andech hawaij lil lawaij?
Dabib al Lail tul al lail ya ‘alij min fuaduh!
“Sister, sister, have you medicine for aching pains?
Dabib al Lail is suffering from his heart all night long.

To this her sister replied, swearing by her five children, that she had not even the dust of a drug for Dabib’s
complaint
Wa hayat Saida
Wa Sumaida
Wa Samad al Bahr
Wa Makka wal Madina
Ma ‘andi ghabaruh!
“By the life of Saida
And Sumaida
And Samad al Bahr
And Makka and Madina
I have not even its dust!”

4
There was once a black beetle who wished to take a husband. She
Kanasat al hosh
Laqat bara,
Kanasat at tarma
Laqat bara,
Kanasat al gubbeh
Laqat bara.
“Swept the yard,
And found a farthing,
Swept the balcony
And found a farthing,
Swept the room
And found a farthing!

So she rose and went her way to the suq, and she bought paint and powder and antimony, and then she went
home and
Athammarat
Atpowdarat,
Atkhattatat
Addeyramat,
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Atkahhalat.
Reddened her cheeks
Powdered her face,
Penciled her eyebrows,
Colored her lips,
And put black round her eyes.

And then she stood herself near the door of her house. Came by a pedlar of abul halwa (sweetmeats) with a
tray of sweets on his head, who said to her:
Khunfisana
Dun fisana,
Leysh g‘ada
Bil bueybana?
“Beetle, beetle
Without feetle,\fn{A nonsense word.}
Why do you stand
By our little door?”

And the black beetle answered,
“I want a little husband!” The sweet-seller answered,
“I will marry you!” Said the black beetle,
“And when you marry me, with what will you beat me?” Answered the sweet-seller,
“I will beat you with my sweetmeat-tray—hard!” Said the black beetle,
Fut, fut, fut!
Al khunfuskhunfus ‘anak
Wal baghla tarfus ummak!
Wa ana beydha naqiya
U ukhdudi qarmaziya!
Fut, fut!
“Go away, go away, go away!
The beetle can do without you!
May the mule kick your mother!
For I am pure white,
And my cheeks are rosy red!
Go away!”

Next came by a radish-seller, and he was crying,
“Radishes! Radishes!” He saw the black beetle by the door and said to her,
“Beetle, beetle,
Without feetle,
Why are you sitting
By our little door?”

The beetle answered,
“I want a little husband!” Said the radish-seller,
“I will take you to wife!” said the beetle,
“And when you marry me, with what will you beat me?”
Abul fijl, abul fijl,
Yom al takhudni
Beysh tadhrubni?

He replied,
“With the radish root, hard!” Cried the beetle,
Fut, fut!
Ana qishr al basal ma ahmilu!
Go away, go away!
I couldn’t endure (to be beaten even with) an onion-skin!”
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Then there came by an onion-seller, and he was crying,
“Seed-giving onion! Seed-giving onion!” When he saw the black beetle sitting by her door, he asked her,
“Beetle, beetle,
Without feetle,
Why are you sitting
By our little door?”

The beetle answered,
“I want a little husband!” Said the onion-seller,
“I will take you to wife.” Said the beetle,
“And when I marry you, how will you beat me?” Replied the onion-seller,
“With an onion, hard!” Said she,
“Go away, go away, 1 could not endure to be beaten even with the skin of an onion.”
Next there passed by a pickle-merchant, with a basin of pickles on his head. He glanced down and saw the
black beetle by the door and said to her,
“Beetle, beetle,
Without feetle,
Why are you sitting
By our little door?”

The beetle answered,
“I want a little husband.” Said the pickle-merchant,
“I will take you.” Asked the beetle,
“And when you have married me, how will you beat me?” And the pickle-merchant answered,
“With this basin—hard!” She answered him,
“Go away, away, away!
The beetle won’t have you today!
Bad luck to you, I say!
For 1 am as white as dawn of day
And my cheeks are crimson as roses in May!
Away, away!”

And he went, and next there came by a big rat. He said to her,
“Beetle, beetle,
Without feetle,
Why are you sitting
By our little door?”

Said she,
“I want a little husband!” He answered,
“I will take you to wife!” Said she,
“And when you have married me, with what will you beat me?” He answered,
“I will beat you with my tail—hard!” And she cried,
“Go away, away, away!
The beetle won’t have you today!
Bad luck to you and yours, I say!
For I am white as dawn of day
And my cheeks are crimson as roses in May!
Away, away!”

And he went, And after he had gone, there came by a tiny little mouse, And it said (in a small voice),
“Beetle, beetle,
Without feetle,
Why are you sitting
By our little door?”
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And the beetle answered,
“I want a little husband!” Said the little mouse,
“I will take you to wife.” Asked the beetle,
“And if you marry me, with what will you beat me?” Replied the mouse,
“I will beat you with my tail—gently.” Said the beetle,
“Aye! This one shall take me!” So there was a wedding which lasted for seven days and seven nights, and
when it was ended, the beetle said to her husband,
“O my husband, I am in the family way, and I want you to bring me some honey.” Said he to his wife,
“Where shall I find honey?” She replied,
“The Sultan has vats full of honey.” And he to her,
“Give me a cup: I will go to fetch you some!”
So she gave him a cup and he went to the Sultan’s house to get her some honey from a vat. And when he
arrived at the palace, and found the vat, and went to open it, he tumbled in and died, and that was the end of him.
And the beetle looked for him in the street, and she waited and she gazed and she called, and at last she went out
to search for him. And when she came to the Sultan’s house, she saw him lying dead before the door, in a pool of
honey, for when they went to get honey from the vat they saw that there was a dead mouse in it, and emptied it all
into the street.
So she wept bitterly and mourned and wailed, and took his body up and brought it to their house and buried it.
Then she called the beetles and the lizards and the mice to mourn with her, and lamented her husband in these
words:
Ma khalleyt ‘attara
Ma khalleyt baqqala,
Shifet shaikh al chebir
Wa waqa ‘bit kawara.
“The chandler thou passed by
And the greengrocer’s shop,
But higher wished to try
And in the vat didst drop.”

5
There\fn{A note reads: The trade of selling desert thorn is limited to the very poor, who send their women or go themselves, to cut the
desert thorn and sell it for firewood .} was once a thorn-seller who went every day into the desert to collect thorn,
brought it into Baghdad, and sold it to buy bread for his children. Every day he did this; it was his only
occupation, and he was very poor.
One day there was a heavy rain, and the desert was deep with mire. He said to his wife,
“I do not think I can collect thorn today.” Said his wife,
“And what will the little children eat? Khatiya! Shame! What will the babies eat?”
Answered the man, “Good, I will go out and see what I can find,” and he went out into the rain and mire with
his ax on his shoulder, but he found no thorn to cut, for it was not worth cutting. So he went into Baghdad and
began to hunt among the refuse which the vegetable-sellers and the fruit-sellers had cast into the road, saying,
“Perhaps I shall find some bruised leaves and egg-plant, and if my wife can wash them well and cook them
(Allah is merciful!) my children will have something upon which to dine!” So he gathered up here and there the
leaves and vegetables which had been cast away, and amongst them lay a little dry-looking gourd which he picked
up with the rest, saying,
“Perhaps if we plant this it may become a useful plant.”
He took home what he had found, and his wife made a little soup, and upon that they fed. But the dry gourd he
put on a shelf in his room. That night at midnight, he woke, and he heard a voice calling him:
“Ya ab! Ya ab! O father! O father!” He answered,
“Eyn yab? Where is he that calls me father? What do you want?” And the voice came from the shelf where he
had put the gourd, saying,
“Will you take me to the daughter of the Sultan and betroth me to her?”
The thorn-seller laughed. He said,
“How shall I take you to the Sultan’s house? I am only a poor thorn-seller, how can the likes of me look upon
his house? Shlon akhtubak? How then can I betroth you to the Sultan’s daughter?” And the gourd said,
“Open your lap.”
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And he opened his lap, and tchringq, tchringq, tchringq, a hundred gold pieces came tumbling into his lap.
When he saw that, his reason flew away, and he was beside himself for joy. The next morning he rose early and
went to the suq and bought bread, wheat, rice, meat, chickens, vegetables, clothes for his children, and he and his
family rejoiced exceedingly. That night, at midnight, when they were sleeping, he was wakened by a voice from
the shelf.
“Ya ab, ya ab!” And he replied,
“Eyn yab? Where is he that calls father?” And the gourd said,
“Did you go to ask for the hand of the Sultan’s daughter for me?” The thorn-seller replied,
“How could I go, a poor thorn-seller, and ask the Sultan for his daughter? I went and bought bread and clothes
for my children.” Said the gourd,
“Open your lap.” And into the lap of the thorn-seller, tchringq, tchringq, tchringq, there fell two hundred
pieces of gold. Said the gourd,
“Go to the market and buy for yourself a mare, and fine clothing of the best that can be bought, and a black
servant, and go to the house of the Sultan and betroth me to his daughter.”
So the next day, the thorn-seller bought all that the gourd had ordered, and fine furniture and handsome rugs
and ordered improvements to be made in his house. Then he went to the Sultan’s house, mounted on his mare, and
tried to enter the courtyard, but the door-keeper stopped him and said,
“No one passes here, this is the Sultan’s house.” He answered,
“Yes, my father, I know it is, and I have business with the Sultan, I must speak with him about a certain
matter.” The door-keeper replied,
“You have no permit to enter, you cannot go in.” So he returned to his house, and that night, as he lay sleeping,
he was wakened, and heard the gourd say,
“Ya ab, ya ab!” And he answered,
“Eyn yab?” Then the gourd said,
“Did you betroth me to the Sultan’s daughter?” And the thorn-seller answered,
“Yes, my son, I went to the suq, and bought what you ordered me to buy and went on the mare, with the slave
following behind, to the Sultan’s house, but when I asked to enter, they refused me.” The gourd said,
“Open your lap.”
And into the thorn-seller’s lap there fell tchringq, tchringq, tchringq, three hundred gold pieces. And it
continued,
“Tomorrow, go to the town, and when you get to the Sultan’s house, push the door-keeper aside without a word
and go up the stairs, and you will see in the diwan of the Sultan, two chairs, one of silver and one of gold. He who
has a petition to make sits on the silver chair, and he who is a suitor to the Princess sits in the gold chair, so seat
yourself in the gold chair and speak boldly.”
The next day, the thorn-seller put on his fine clothes, and got on his mare, and went, and his black servant was
behind him, to the house of the Sultan, and he did not wait by the gate but went in without speaking, and up the
stairs and into the diwan and seated himself in the golden chair.
The Sultan was there, and his court and his Ministers. When the Sultan perceived it, he looked at him out of
half his eye, and said in himself,
“Who is this fellow that wants my daughter?” Then he spoke to the thorn-seller and said,
“Eysh aku ‘andak? What’s your business? Speak!” The thorn-seller, answered,
“I want to betroth your daughter to my son.” The Sultan was furious and turned to his wazir, and said,
“Whoever this is that wishes to marry my daughter, I will cut off his head!” The wazir answered,
“That is not suitable behavior for rulers! You cannot reply to him thus, but place impossible conditions before
him, and say if he fulfills them he may marry her, but if he does not fulfill what you ask of him, you will cut off
his head, and so your dignity will be preserved.” The Sultan answered,
“Zein! Good!” Then he said to the thorn-seller,
“If in the space of three days you can build a castle that will extend from your house to my house, each brick
of gold, and the galleries and gallery posts of gold, and the knobs of diamonds, and the bedsteads of gold with
bedspreads of pearls and emeralds, and the carpets embroidered with precious stones, your son shall marry my
daughter, but if you fail to fulfill these conditions, I will cut off your head.”
The thorn-seller answered, “Good,” and he turned and went out and returned to his house. He was cast down,
his heart had gone out of him, and he sat down and wept, and his wife said to him,
“What is it?”
He replied and told her that he must die because of the Sultan's words, and informed her what had happened in
the palace. She replied,
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“Why lose heart? Allah is merciful. Why not ask your son, the gourd up there on the shelf, perhaps he can help
you. Ask this night.”
They had supper, and went to bed, but the thorn-seller could not sleep, he was too troubled to close his eyes. At
midnight he heard the gourd cry, “Ya ab, ya ab!” and answered, “Eyn yab?” And the gourd said,
“Did you go to the Sultan and betroth me to the princess?” And the thorn-seller said,
“I went, O my son, and what a calamity, what a disaster! Since that time I have not eaten or slept! I can only
think of what is before me.” The son of the jinn who was in the gourd began to laugh,
“Qah, qah, qah!” Said the thorn-seller,
“How can you laugh when I am doomed to die!” He laughed yet more and answered,
“What the Sultan has asked is nothing, nothing at all! It is easy! Open thy lap!”
And into the thorn-seller’s lap there fell four hundred gold pieces. The gourd continued,
“Do not worry any more, do not think about the Sultan’s conditions, they are hich! Nothing!”
The thorn-seller took the money, and went to sleep, and when he got up the next morning he looked to see if
there were a castle, but there was nothing, all was as before. He began to fear again and could not sleep, but it was
as before, the gourd gave him five hundred gold pieces and bade him not fear.
The next morning there was still no stone of a castle to be seen, and that night he was troubled, and wept, and
the gourd spoke to him and gave him six hundred gold pieces, and bade him sleep and be unafraid.
The third morning he woke, and there was a golden shining in his room, and he went, and looked out, and
behold, there was a castle of bright gold stretching between his house and the Sultan’s palace!
The Sultan got up, and said when he saw the light, “What can this bright shining be?” and he looked out, and
saw also.
When he entered, he found everything as he had said, only yet more fine and dazzling. Then he sent for the
thorn-seller, and said,
“It shall be as you wish, today we will have the betrothal.”
Then he sent for the mulla, and there was a contract drawn up, and music and drums, and a feast, and guests,
and all that was proper for the marriage of a great prince. That night, when the gourd spoke to him, the thornseller told him that the betrothal was complete. Then the gourd said,
“Tell the Sultan that the bridegroom will come to the bride on Thursday. I wish to make her mine on the
Thursday. But I shall not come until the guests have gone away, and the bride must sit with the door open.”
So on the Thursday all was made ready for the bridegroom: guests were invited, musicians came, a feast was
cooked, and there were great rejoicings. When they had all gone away, the bride sat in the bridal chamber on a
couch, alone, dressed gorgeously, muzawwaqa, mulawwaqa embellished and suitably attired, waiting, waiting,
waiting.
At twelve o’clock a little bird flew in at the door, fr-r-r-r! and sat on the bed, and in its claw was a stick. It
came to the ground, and struck the stick on the floor, and took off its cloak of feathers, and grew, and behold! a
young man stood before her, subhan Allah, rabb al khaliqin wal khaliq ahsan, so handsome that, were the moon
absent, his beauty would have illumined the sky. Then he struck the ground again and it opened, and in the floor
there appeared a large pool, and out of the water came forty beautiful girls, one carrying a towel embroidered with
gold; another a loofah; another a golden basin;\fn{ Used for pouring water over the person being washed.} another a golden
comb; another qil;\fn{A saponaceous earth, mixed with rose leaves and rubbed into the hair .} another soap; another a
massage-glove;\fn{A coarse black-hair cloth stitched with white thread .} others brought pumice-stone,\fn{Used for the soles of
the feet.} a bowl to hold the jewels, bath-clothes, everyone something. Then they took off the bridegroom’s clothes,
and led him into the water, and washed him and his hair, and perfumed him and put on his robe and put him on the
bedstead beside the bride and began to utter cries of joy. This done, he struck with his stick, and they went into the
water, the pool disappeared, and the floor closed up, and they were alone.
Then he made love to her, and she to him, and in sweetness and love the night passed and it was near dawn.
Then he said to her,
“I lay a command on you, that you must keep silence about me. Do not say that I am handsome, or describe me
or say that I come as a bird, or utter one word about me, or I must go away and you will never see me any more.
She answered,
“Good.”
And he put on his dress of feathers, and flew away.
The next day was the Subhiya, or the Feast of the Next Day, and her friends and relations came, and the thornseller and his children, and there was music and feasting in honor of the married pair. They asked her,
“Shlonuh? What is the bridegroom like? Is he handsome, is he this, is he that?”
But she only answered, “Praise to Allah!” to all these questions.
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And for every night for two years the bridegroom came to her, and they had delight of each other, and she was
happy. But one day she said to her attendant,
“I want to go to the hammam in the suq.” Answered the handmaid,
“O my daughter, why go to the suq? There is a hammam here, more beautiful than the bath in the suq.” She
answered,
“But I wish to go outside today and bathe in the public bath.”
So when they perceived that she would go, they took a basin of gold, and bowl of gold, and a bath-robe of gold
cloth, and clogs of gold, and all the bath things, and went into the suq, and came to the public bath. When the
princess entered, all the women there greeted her, and she sat there in her splendor. Then the women began to
whisper about her maliciously,
“Liweish! Hadha kubriya, shinu?”
“Why such display and grandeur? Every one knows that her husband is only a sparrow!” She heard their
murmurings, and was furious, and unable to stop herself she cried out,
“My husband is a man, fashioned like other men; he is not a sparrow!” As she spoke, the sparrow flew down
through the hole in the dome of the bath and perched on her knee, and said,
“Did I not command you not to say anything about me? Now you will never see me again!” And it seized in its
beak her golden comb and her bracelet, and flew out again.
How she wept, how she lamented, how she bewailed her folly! The tears ran, and ran, and her eyes were like
fire. There came to the castle the wife of the thorn-seller, and she said,
“My darling, my daughter, do not weep, Allah is merciful, perhaps he will come again!”
But she could not console her.
The princess mourned her husband as if he were dead, and wept always, till di, di! a year passed. The princess
said to herself,
“There is no way out: I will set myself something to do!” So she called an usta, a skilled work- man, and said,
“Build me a hammam in fifteen days.” He answered,
“Aye, I will.” He and his fellows worked, and in fifteen days they had built a fine bath. When it was complete,
the princess wrote on the door of the bath the following couplet:
Kul men yiji yaghsal bil hammam
Yuhkiluh hikaya yughsil bilash wa yitla
“Who wishes a bath here a story must say,
Can be washed without price and then go away.”

For she said within herself, “If everyone who comes here has to tell a tale, I may hear something about my
husband.”
So she seated herself on a cushion within the door of the bath, and became the natura (door-woman) of the
bath, and guarded the jewelry of those who went within, and they paid her by telling a story.
One day there came to the bath an old, dirty woman. She said to the princess,
“O honorable princess, I wish to wash, my head is very dirty.” The princess said,
“You may wash for nothing, if you tell me a story.” Now the old woman knew no story, so she said,
“Grateful thanks, O excellent princess! I will go away now, and wash my clothes first in the river, for they are
very dirty, and buy myself a little soap, and return tomorrow, to wash my head.”
So the old woman returned to her house. But that night, when the moon came out from the clouds and shone
on the old woman, she woke and said to herself,
“The dawn has come, I will go and wash my clothes!”
And she walked, meshi, meshi, meshi, till she came to the shore of the river. There she sat and she washed and
washed her clothes, and put them on the ground to dry and waited beside them. While she sat there, she saw a
cock come up out of the water with two water-skins on his back. He swam to the edge, and filled his skins and
dived beneath the water again. The old woman marveled, and said to herself,
“If he comes again, I will seize the cock by the tail.”
Presently, he appeared again, with two skins on his back as before. He filled the skins, and when he had
finished, the old woman seized him by the tail. He dived underneath the water, and she clung on to him and went
beneath too. And below, under the water, they came to a castle, wa la awwal first in splendor, wa la thani! second
to none! And before the castle, a pool of water, and near the pool a long table, and upon it forty plates, and forty
spoons, and forty forks, and forty knives, and forty goblets. Said she,
“Here is a fine tale for me to tell the Sultan’s daughter! Allah has sent me this adventure, so that I shall have a
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story for her!” And she thought, “Bil qir wal Jehannum! By bitumen and Hades! I want to see all that there is to
be seen here!”
And she went into the castle and came to the kitchen, and there, on the fire, were dishes and meat boiling and
frying, and roasting and sizzling, but no one there. Dishes were being taken to the table outside, but she could see
no one carrying them, they moved in the air. She stretched out her hand to eat of a dish, but as she did so, some
one struck at her hand and a voice cried,
Jurri idech
Sidi ma yahibbech ma yaridech!
“Draw back your hand
My master doesn’t love you and doesn’t want you!”

So she withdrew her hand. Then she said,
“I will hide under the couch to see who is coming to eat this feast.”
So she crept beneath the couch and hid herself, and no sooner was she hid than there flew down forty doves,
and forty fair damsels came up out of the pool to them, each bearing towel, bathing-wrap, soap, friction-gloves,
and all that was necessary for the bath. Then the doves took off their dresses of feathers, and there stood there
forty beautiful youths, Subhan Allah! And the youths descended into the pool, and when they were wished and
dried and clothed, they sat down to the table and ate. The food that was put by them appeared without hands,
awadim maku, and they ate, and finished, and washed their hands and mouths, and then each arose and went into
the castle. Each went to his own room, for there were forty rooms. Said the old woman,
“I must go and see what is in these rooms.”
So she followed them and went up the stairs, and entered one room and saw the first of the forty youths
reading a book, another was sleeping, another was reading the gazette, and each one was doing something or was
asleep. When she came to the fortieth room and looked in, she saw the youth who was in it sitting, and on his
knees were bracelets and a golden comb, and he was sighing and weeping and saying,
Ya dar, ya dar!
Abchi ‘ala umm al mukhashkhash wal aswar!
“O house, O house!
I weep for the lady of the anklets and bracelets!”

And the tears fell, and ran down. The old woman said within herself,
“Surely this must be the husband of her who keeps the bath!”
Then she was afraid that she might not be able to come into the world above again, and she returned quickly to
the place where the cock had left her, and he came with two skins on his back. She seized his tail, and fr-r-r-r-r!
he flew up and through the water, and came again to the bank. It was dawn and the old woman picked up her
clothes, and said to herself,
“What a fine story I have for the Sultan’s daughter.”
Then she spent a metallik on soap, and did up her bundle for the bath, and went there. The Sultan’s daughter
said,
“Welcome my mother, welcome! Welcome, old woman of good omen.” The old woman said,
“O my daughter, what a fine story I have to tell you!” And the Sultan’s daughter said,
“Aye, old woman.” And the old woman said,
“Last night, I went to wash my clothes by the river, and I saw a cock come out of the water and on his back
two skins. And I seized his tail, and went under the water, and saw a fine castle, and beside it a pool—see, what a
fine story! Bawi, ey khosh hekaya!” And the Sultan’s daughter kissed her hand, and said
“Continue.” And she said,
“Beside the pool was a table, and on the table were forty covers. Then there came flying forty doves, and they
took off their dresses of feathers and entered the pool.”
Cried the Sultan’s daughter, “This is indeed a tale,” and she kissed the old woman’s knees joyfully. The old
woman told her all that happened, and when she had finished the princess embraced her, and said to the bath
attendants,
“Take this old woman and wash her well, and give her fine new clothes.”
It was done, and they brought her back to the Sultan’s daughter. Then the princess said,
“I shall not part from you, you must come back to my house, and tonight you can take me to the young man
who has my bracelet. I will enrich you, and God will prosper me.” Said the old woman,
30

“On my head; on my eyes, I will take you!”
At night, when it was dark, the old woman said, “Rise, my daughter,” and they went to the river bank and
waited.
Di, di, di, di! At midnight there came the cock, and the old woman said,
“When I seize his tail, hold you my dress.”
And so it was, and when the cock had filled his water-skins, the old woman held his tail and the Sultan’s
daughter held the tail of the old woman’s dress, and kh-sh-sh! they went through the water and came out at the
bottom of the river, close by the pool and the castle. The table was spread as it was on the first night, and the old
woman and the Sultan’s daughter went into the kitchens and saw food a-frying and a-boiling and a-roasting, and
dishes being carried to the table outside. The princess stretched out her hand and put it into one of the dishes, and
a voice cried:
Muddi idech, muddi idech,
Sidi habbech wa yaridech!
“Put out your hand, put out your hand,
My master loved you and wants you!”

So she put her hand into the dish and took the food and ate it. Then the old woman said to her,
“We must hide beneath the couch.”
So they hid beneath the couch, and all that had happened the night before happened again. When she saw her
husband, the princess could hardly restrain herself, and said to the old woman,
“That is he, that is he!”
When the forty sons of the jann had eaten, they washed their hands and mouths, and went up the steps of the
castle, each to his own chamber. Then the old woman and the Sultan’s daughter followed them, and looked into
each room. One was studying, another was reading, another was sleeping, another was singing, and so they came
to the fortieth room, and there sat the princess’s husband, weeping, and on his knee the bracelet and the golden
comb. And he was saying,
Ya dar, ya dar,
Abchi ‘ala umm al mukhashkhash wal aswar!”

This. And the old woman spoke over his shoulder and said,
“Do you want her? I will bring her!” And the young man said,
“You are a human creature, how have you dared to tread our house?” The old woman replied,
“Allah brought me here, and I have your wife with me.” He said,
“Where is my wife?” And she answered,
“Here!”
Then the young man rose and encaged his wife within his arms and embraced her. Then he said to her,
“You must go, or I fear that my brothers and sisters will kill you for seeing our secrets here. Go quickly, and I
will return to you in the guise of a man and will not leave you again.”
So they went below, and saw the cock with the skins on his back, and seized his tail and were drawn to the
shore of the river.
The next night there was a knocking at the door of the princess’s house, and, when she opened, there was her
husband, in the likeness of a man, although he was the son of the Sultan of the jann, and he remained with her like
a human husband always.
6
There was once a Sultan who had three sons by two wives, the one Arab like himself, and the other an
Abyssinian. The time came when the sons were grown, and they went to their father and said,
“Why do you not get us wives?” And he said to the two eldest,
“Go on to the roof, and take your bows and arrows and draw.” And the two sons of the Arab woman went on to
the roof and drew their bows.
And the arrow of the eldest fell on the roof of an amir who was abiding in the town. They sent to ask for the
hand of the amir’s daughter, they performed the rites of betrothal and the eldest prince was married to her, and she
came to his house.
The arrow of the second prince fell on the house of the wazir, so they sent to ask for the wazir’s daughter, and
performed the rites of betrothal, and on the appointed day she came to the house of her husband.
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As for the third son, the son of the Abyssinian woman, he left his father’s house and went out into the chol. He
walked and walked, earth making, earth taking, until he saw a lion. And the lion called to him,
“Come to me! Beni Adam, la takhaf! Child of man, do not fear! I will not hurt you. Approach, and help me.”
For this lion had wounded his foot, and he held it out to the young man, saying again,
“Do not fear, I will not hurt you: only cure my foot, and I will enrich you and God will give me abundance.”
So the young man stooped and took the foot of the lion into his hand, and there was a thorn in it, and he pulled
it out, and the abscess was eased, and the pain ceased. And the lion said to the young man,
“Pull out three hairs from my coat, and when you are in need, rub them together.” And he ran off into the
desert.
The young man immediately took the three hairs and rubbed them together, and there straightway appeared
before him three slaves, who said to him,
“Ask, and wish! What do you want?” The young man said to them,
“I wish for a mare that can fly (timshi bil hawa) and immediately a beautiful mare stood before him. Then he
asked for trappings for her, and for clothes for himself, and behold, the mare was caparisoned, and the youth
richly dressed.
He got upon her back, and thanking. the slaves, he rode through the air, until he was near a city. Outside the
walls he met a shepherd, and asked him for a sheep. The shepherd sold him a sheep, and the young man slaughtered it, and put the skin of the paunch upon his head, so that he appeared bald, and he bound it round with the
intestines. So disguised he went into the city, and coming to a garden near the Sultan’s palace, he went to the
gardener, and asked him if he might work for him. As he asked no pay, the gardener let him stay and work in the
garden, and the young man abode with him.
*
Now the windows of the Sultan’s palace looked over the garden, and one day, when the youngest princess was
gazing out, she saw a handsome young man, in fine raiment, on a beautiful mare,
Subhan rabb al khaliqin
Wal khaliq ahsan
Glory to the Lord of creation,
He who creates is more excellent than his creatures,

for the young man, seeing her, had struck together the three hairs, and appeared to her in all his beauty. Her eyes
rested on him with favor, and she loved him at sight.
The Sultan had three daughters, and as yet they were unmarried. One day they leant from the window and
spoke to the gardener in the garden below, and said,
“O gardener, sowwinna ferd chara, do us a good turn, and speak to the king on our behalf. It is time that we
were married, and you must go to the king and tell him that we are marriage-ripe.” The gardener said to them,
“I am the gardener, and I am ashamed to speak to the king, but I will give him your message.”
So he picked three melons, and the first was over-ripe, and the second approaching over-ripeness, but the third
was at its perfection. And he placed these three melons in a basket and sent them to the king. When the king knew
that the melons had been sent by his gardener, he lifted the napkin that covered the melons and looked, and saw
that the first was far too ripe, the second over-ripe, and only the third just fit for eating. He was angry, and said,
“Why does my gardener send me melons like these from my garden?”
And he ordered the gardener’s head to be cut off. But the wazir was with him, and said,
“Do not so, your Majesty! If the gardener has sent you these melons, it is to convey a meaning. Your Majesty
has three daughters, who should be wedded, and their condition is like that of the three melons. They are
marriage-ripe and husbands should be found for them. That is the meaning of the three melons, a meaning which
your gardener has not dared to speak.”
The Sultan’s anger was appeased, and he immediately sent for his daughters, and giving them each an apple,
he ordered them to throw the apples at the men of their choice.
The first to choose was the eldest daughter. She sat at her window and, by order of the Sultan, all the marriageable men were to pass beneath the window so that she might choose one of them. They assembled, and, di, di, di,
di, the men of the city passed before her, the princes, the senators, the rich men, the ministers, and the merchants.
She threw her apple at an amir’s son, while all the people clapped their hands. The betrothal was made forthwith,
and the marriage completed before seven days had passed.
The second week the second sister sat at the window, and it was the same with her, di, di, di, waly, pasha,
minister, all passed below her window. She threw her apple at the wazir’s son, and the people all clapped their
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hands. It was with her as with her sister, the betrothal took place at once, and they were married before seven days
had passed.
Then it was the turn of the youngest sister, and she too sat at the window. Waly, pasha, wazir, senator, deputy,
rich man, merchant, di, di, di, di, all passed beneath her window, and she did not throw her apple to one of them.
The second day the procession continued, and the third, and still she had not thrown her apple. Her ladies came to
her and said,
“All the men in Baghdad have passed before you. Choose one of these men, there is no one left in Baghdad
now!” She replied,
“Abadan! I will not throw the apple at any of those, and all have not yet passed; for I have not seen yet the
gardener’s apprentice.” They said,
“The gardener’s apprentice is dirty, bald, and lame, a poor fellow that works without pay.” She said,
“Nevertheless, bring him.”
So they brought him, and she said to him, “Why did you not go out into the street, you, and pass beneath my
window? I will choose you, and none other!” and she threw her apple at him. When the Sultan heard what his
youngest daughter had done, he was very angry, and said,
“Why has she refused all the wealthy men and chosen this lame, bald fellow? Throw her and her husband into
the stable!” And they did so, and the youngest princess and the gardener’s apprentice lived in the stables.
*
Now soon after this war broke out, and when news was brought of it to the Sultan, he went out to fight the
enemy at the head of his troops. The young man, when he heard of it, went outside the city, rubbed together his
three hairs, and when he had obtained the mare and the trappings and his fine clothes from the three slaves, he
went di, di, di, over the desert till he came to where the Sultan was fighting with his army.
Then he rushed into the fight with the utmost bravery: where the Sultan’s soldiers killed a thousand, he killed
two thousand with his own two hands.
The Sultan asked who he was, but no one knew him, and the Sultan had him brought to him when the battle
was ended and thanked him. Seeing that his hand was wounded, the Sultan, who was amazed by his beauty and
his bravery, tore a piece from the embroidered shawl that he wore round his waist, and tied up the wound with his
own hands, sighing as he did so,
“Why are you not my son-in-law?” And he would have honored him further, but the young man retired, rubbed
his three hairs together, got on his mare and flew back to Baghdad, and there pulled the sheep’s paunch over his
head and bound it with the entrails.
When the Sultan got back to Baghdad, he made inquiries of every one as to where the brave youth was who
had disappeared so suddenly from his camp. He said to his court,
“There was a youth who rode a mare and fought with us (Subhan rabb al khaliq, wal khaliq ahsan) and he was
beautiful as the moon of the fourteenth night, and as brave as a lion! With his two hands he killed two thousand
men! Who is he, from whence came he, how shall I find him again?”
And his grief at losing the youth was so great that he wept and wept until he lost his sight and became blind.
Then all the physicians in that place were summoned and they all tried to cure him, but they could do nothing. At
last there came a very old, wise doctor, and he said,
*
“I know of a certain cure, O Sultan! If your Majesty can procure a lioness’s milk, contained in a lion’s skin,
and brought on a lion’s back, and put some of this milk on your eyes, your Majesty will by the mercy of Allah
regain his sight.” The eldest daughter’s son, the amir’s son, when he heard this, went to the Sultan and said,
“I will go in search of the lion’s milk and bring it back.” The Sultan replied to him,
“Do not go, my son. There will be danger in getting it and I am afraid that you will be killed.” But the young
man insisted that he would go, and at last the Sultan consented.
Before going he went into the sirdab\fn{A subterranean room or rooms—in Najaf, particularly deep and extensive—where
most of the inhabitants of Iraq spend the hot hours of the day—or at least used to in the days before air conditioning. } and took a bag
of gold and then into the stable to get a mare to ride. Di, di, di, di, di, off he went into the desert, until he came to
a place where three roads met. And there sat an old, decrepit man spinning the thread of day and night (shaikh
kabir gargitma‘ qa' ad yaliff al lail wan nahar). And the young man said to him,
“God keep you, tell me the names of these roads, and whither they go.” The old man made answer,
“This is the Road Sadd-u-ma-Radd (Went-and-Returned-not), and the other two are both called “Goes-andComes” (Yarith u Yiji).
The young man said, “I will take the Road Goes-and-Comes,” and he went on and on and on, on and on, ardh
atshilu, ardh atshilu, until he came to a town, and entered it, and went into its streets, and stopped at a
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coffeehouse. There he tied his mare and sat down to rest.
In that coffee-house there was a man who approached him and greeted him, “Peace upon you! Ahlan u sahlan!
Welcome. How are you?” and other speeches of welcome and courtesy. And he said to him,
“Will your honor come to my house? All strangers who come to this place stay with me, and I entertain them
for three days and nights.”
The young man thanked him and the man took him to his house, where they ate and drank and amused
themselves for three days and nights. The third night the host said to his guest,
“Do you play chess?” The young man said,
“Aye.” And the stranger said,
“Yalla!”\fn{A note reads: A vulgarism for ‘Get on with it!’}
So they sat down and played chess, and they played for money. The stranger won the first game and the amir’s
son gave him gold from his bag. Then he won the second game, and the young man gave him more gold, and so it
went on until all the gold in his bag was gone. Then he staked his mare, and then his clothes, all but his shirt and
drawers, but the stranger won every time, and at the end, when he had won all, the host rose and bade him begone
in a rough voice.
The young man went into the suq and asked a pachachi\fn{A seller of sheep’s stew, a vulgar but popular dish made of
sheep’s offal, head, and feet.} if he wanted a servant. The pachachi said,
“I want a boy to help me, but I can only give you a little food for wages.” And the young man was glad to
accept.
*
A year passed, and there was no news of him at the palace of the Blind Sultan. Then the second daughter’s
husband, the wazir’s son, came and said to the Sultan,
“For twelve months we have had no news of my brother, and your Majesty is still blind. Allow me to go in
search of the lion’s milk, and also for my brother-in-law.” The Sultan said,
“No, don’t go. Your brother-in-law must be dead, and if you take this dangerous journey you too will die.
Don’t go, my eye, you will die too, and both my daughters will be widows. Stay here.” But the wazir’s son said,
“Abadan! I will go!”
So he sent to the sirdab and got a bag of gold, and to the stables to get a mare, and he set off. He went by the
same road as the amir’s son, and in time he came upon the old, decrepit man who sat where three roads met and
span the threads of day and night. The wazir’s son spoke to him, and said,
“Guide me, and tell me the names of these roads, and whither they go.” The old man said,
“The first is called the Road Went-and-Returned-not and the other two are both called Goes-and-Comes.”
So, like his brother, the wazir’s son took one of the roads named Goes-and-Comes, and, like him, he came at
last to the town, and entered it, and stopped at the coffeehouse. There he was greeted by the stranger,
“Ahlan u sahlan! How do you do? Deign to come to my house, for 1 always entertain strangers who come to
the town for three days and nights.”
The young man went with him to his house, and there ate and drank and spent the time in amusement and
pleasure until the third night. Then the host said,
“Do you play chess?” And the young man said,
“Aye!” And the host said,
“Yalla!”
And they sat and played chess until the wazir’s son had lost the gold in his bag, and his mare, and his clothes,
all but his shirt and his drawers, and he was turned out of the house. He, too, went into the suq to look for work,
and a kebabchi\fn{A vendor of kebab.} took him as servant, and gave him as wages a little food.
*
Another year passed, and the Sultan’s youngest daughter said to her husband,
“You went to fight for my father in the war, now go and bring back my brothers-in-law and cure his
blindness.” So the young man sent to tell the Sultan,
“I will go in search of the lost, and of the lion’s milk.” When they told the Sultan what he had said, the Sultan
became very angry, and said,
“I will not have that good-for-nothing brought near me, and I do not wish to hear the sound of his voice. Do
not speak to me of him.”
But the young man took leave of his wife, and went into the desert, took the sheep’s paunch off his head and
rubbed the lion’s hairs together. At once the three jinn appeared and said,
“Utlub u temenna! Shey tarid? Ask and desire! What is your wish?”
And he asked for the mare that flies through the air. And she was there, and he mounted her, and went quickly
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di, di, di, until he came to the cross-roads where sat the old, decrepit man who sat spinning the threads of day and
night. And he came politely to the old man and asked after his health and his family ( Shlon keyfak? Shlon
ailatak?) and said, “I am sorry for you that you must sit here day and night spinning,” and other pleasant
speeches. After these courtesies,\fn{The text has politenesses.} he said,
“I want to ask, my father, what these three roads are called, and whence they go.” The old man replied,
“O my son, the first is called, Went-and-Returned-not and the other two Goes-and-Comes.” Said the youth,
“O my father, I will go by the first.” Said the old man,
“O my son, do not so! Two youths have passed here, and both took the other two roads, which are easy and
straight, and they did not return. If you take the road Went-and-Returned-Not which is perilous, you may perish.
You are pleasant-spoken and intelligent, I should be sorry if you came to harm.” Replied the youth,
“Nevertheless, I choose the road Went-and-Returned-Not.” Said the old man,
“If you persist in taking this dangerous road, tell me why you are risking your life.”
And the young man told him all that happened to him from the beginning. Then the old man said,
“My son, you are kind-hearted and soft-spoken, and clever too, so I will tell you what you must do. When you
go along the road you will be attacked on all sides, and beaten, and hit with stones, but you must not turn round,
or you will die. Go straight on, looking neither to left nor right, and at the end of the road you will find a large
castle surrounded by a wall, in which are seven gates, each guarded by a deywa.
“These deywat are fierce and will eat you, should you try to enter, but I will give you seven hairs from my
beard, and you must make nooses with them, to draw from the mouth of each deywa the gum which she is chewing.\fn{Chewing gum to prevent thirst has been a commonplace in Arab countries for centuries .} As soon as the gum is removed
she will fall asleep, and will not harm you.
“When all the seven deywat are asleep, you can enter the courtyard of the castle, in which you will find
lionesses in plenty. They will not harm you, for a lioness does not eat the child-ren of Adam, it is only the male
which does this. Kill and skin one beast, and milk another, then place the skin of milk on the back of a cub, and
return by the road by which you came, taking care that you look neither to the right nor left when you are beaten
and stoned.”
Then he plucked out seven hairs from his beard and gave them to the young man, who set off on the road
Went-and-Returned-Not.
It was just as the old man said: and the young man was thumped and dumped, and beaten and shaken, but he
took no notice, nor glanced to right nor left, but went on, straight as a mile, di, di, di, di, until he came to the great
castle. There it was, and round it a high wall, with seven gates.
He went to the first, and at the gate a deywa was sitting chewing gum lest she should fall asleep. The young
man made a loop of one of the hairs from the old man’s beard, and came softly, softly, and slipped the noose into
her mouth, and drew out the chewing-gum, and that instant the deywa fell asleep. He said,
“I have finished with that one, now I will go on to the second gate.”
And he went on to the second gate, and softly, softly, he slipped a hair over the chewing-gum of the second
deywa and she too fell asleep. He said,
“Praise to Allah, she is finished too!” And he went on to the third, and the fourth, until all the deywat were
asleep.
Then he entered the courtyard of the castle, and there, in a big cage were many lionesses with their cubs. He
opened the cage, took his sword and killed one lioness, and skinned her whole, then milked a second lioness into
the skin. After that, he took one of the lion cubs, put the skin on his back, and drove it before him as if it were a
donkey out of the castle. He returned by the road by which he had come, and this time it hailed blows faster than
ever, and stones were hurled at him from right and left, but he did not turn his head, but continued walking
straight on, until he came to where the old man sat at the cross-roads. When the old man saw him he was
overjoyed, and said,
“Welcome, my son. I feared that I should never see you again, but I know now that you are as wise as you are
brave, and deserve the good fortune which will be yours.” The young man thanked him and then said to him,
“My father, I came not only to get the lioness’s milk, but to find my two brothers. Please tell me by which road
they went.”
And the old man told him. Then he asked the old man if he might leave the lion with him, while he went to
search for his brothers, and the old man said,
“Leave it, and Allah be with you, my son.”
So the young man went on the road Goes-and-Comes and in time he reached the town, and entered it, and
stopped at the coffeehouse near the gate. No sooner had he stopped there, than the stranger approached him and
said,
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“Peace upon you! Blessing upon you! Welcome! Deign to come to my house, for I entertain all strangers who
come to this place for three days and three nights.”
The young man thanked him, and went with him to his house, where he was received with honor, and feasting
and drinking for three days and three nights. But on the third night, the host said,
“Do you play chess?” Answered the young man,
“Aye.” And the host said,
“Yalla!”
So they played, and the host lost. They played again, until the host lost all his money, and his house. Then he
said,
“This time, I will stake my soul.”
They played, and the host lost. So the young man drew his sword, and prepared to take the host’s soul, but the
host seized his hand and said,
“Do not kill me! I am not a man, but a woman.” Then the young man said,
“I will not kill you, since you are a woman, but you should not have played chess with me. I do not play chess
with girls. Tell me, where are my brothers?” She answered him:
“There came two young men who played chess with me here, and their bags of money are hanging here in the
room, and their mares are in the stable, but they went away, and I do not know what became of them.” Said the
youth,
“I will hunt for them.”
And he threw her into the street, and went forth into the suq to look for them. After a little he came to the
pachachi’s shop, and there was the amir’s son, dirty, ragged, greasy, low, engaged in serving pacha to the
pachachi’s customers. The young man knew him, but his brother-in-law, who had only seen him with the sheep’s
paunch on his head, did not recognize him. So the youth took a mejidieh\fn{A coin worth about 3½ shillings.} from his
pocket and went to the pachachi, and said,
“Send your apprentice here to my house with a dish of pacha.” And the pachachi said,
“Mamnun! Gratefully!”
So the young man returned to the house, and the amir’s son behind him. When they got to the house, he bade
his brother-in-law follow him upstairs, and said, “Put the pacha on the table,” and he did so. Then he said,
“How long have you been with the pachachi?” The amir’s son said,
“Two years.” And he said,
“What wages does he give you?” And the other replied,
“Bi akil batni. I get my keep.” Then he said,
“Come, sit down and eat the pacha with me.” The other said,
“I am only an apprentice, how can I eat with your Honor?” But the youth said,
“Leysh? Why, don’t be ashamed, come and eat with me, for I shall not eat without you.” So they ate together,
and when they had finished, the youth said,
“Take the plate back to the pachachi, and then leave his service and come to me for your keep.” And the amir’s
son said,
“Aye.” And he returned to the pachachi, and said,
“I am leaving you, and entering the service of the effendi who bought the pacha.”
And so it was. When he got to the house again, the youth gave him clothes, and sent him to the hammam, and
they passed the evening in pleasure and amusement. The next day the youth said,
“I will search for the other.”
He went again into the suq, and he looked, and looked, this way and that, and then he saw his other brother
engaged in fanning the kebab as the meat roasted on the skewers. So he went to the kebabchi and gave him some
money, and said,
“Make me a plate of kebab, and send your fellow with it to my house—it is such and such a street.” And the
kebabchi said,
“Mamnun!”
The wazir’s son followed the customer back, and when they had gone upstairs, the youth said to him, “Come,
let us all eat together,” for the amir’s son was there awaiting them. The other two made answer,
“Abadan! Never! It is not seemly!”
But the youth pressed them, and in the end they all ate together, but neither of his brothers-in-law knew who he
was. At the end of the meal he bade his second brother-in-law take back the plate to the kebabchi, and leave his
service. The other agreed, went back to the kebabchi, and said, “I wish to leave you and enter the service of the
effendi who bought the kebab,” and so it was.
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When he got back, he, too, was sent to the hammam and provided with new clothes. Then they spent three
nights together in that house, feasting and amusing themselves. On the third night the youth said,
“I want to hear a story: tell me who you are, and whence you come.”
They answered him, “We are from Baghdad, and our father-in-law the Sultan was blind, and needed lion’s milk
for his eyes,” and told him their adventures in that place, and how they had lost all they had in gambling. The
youth said,
“I will give you some lion’s milk, and we will all go to Baghdad. Set you out first, and I will follow with the
milk and give it to you.”
The next day the two brothers-in-law set out on foot, but the youth got on his flying mare, and came quickly,
quickly to the crossroads, while they were twenty days behind upon the road. There sat the ancient man, and the
lion beside him. The youth thanked him and bade him farewell, and rode off on his mare, driving the lion before
him. When he had gone some way in the desert, he rubbed the three hairs together, and the three jinn appeared,
saying,
“Utlub u temenna! Shey tarid?” He told them,
“I want a tent fit for a prince, and within it servants, and a golden chair, and about it soldiers to guard it.” And
in the twinkling of an eye, they were before him.
Then he mixed a little of the lioness’s milk with some water, put it in a bottle, and waited until his brothers-inlaw came up with him. When they appeared, he sent a servant to them, and said,
“The Sultan wishes to see you, please to enter his tent.”
They followed him, and entered, and made obeisance, and saluted him. Then he said,
“Have you procured the lioness’s milk for your father-in-law?” And they said,
“By Allah, until now we have not procured it.” And he said,
“I have some here for you.” And they kissed his hand, and said,
“God keep you! We are thankful, we are very grateful.” He said,
“I will give you this bottle, but on one condition: and that is that you will bend down and let me put my seal on
your backsides.” They answered,
“Abadan! Never! That cannot be!” And he said,
“Then the bottle will not be given to you.” Then they consulted with each other apart, and one said,
“If we allow him to do what he says, who will know it? We are far from Baghdad in the desert, and shall never
see him or his people again, and our shame cannot be known.” And the other agreed with him, and said,
“O your highness, we are ready.” They bent down, and the Sultan sealed their backsides with his seal, and
having placed the bottle in their hands, he bade them travel in peace.
*
So after some days’ journey, they returned to Baghdad, and there was music, and cheering, and great joy when
the people knew them. They went to the palace of the Sultan, their father-in-law, and he rose to embrace them,
saying,
“I thought that you were dead, that wild beasts had devoured you, that we should never see you more!
Welcome, my sons!”
Then they told him that after many dangers they had procured the lioness’s milk to put on his eyes, and gave
him the bottle. He put in a drop. Hich! Nothing He was blind as before. Then another drop. Hich! He could not
see. Then all the bottle, but in vain, he remained blind.
Meanwhile, the youngest daughter’s husband, the son of the Abyssinian, rubbed the three hairs together, and
when the slaves appeared, he said, “Remove all,” and soldiers, tent, servants, golden chair, all went: their place
was empty. Then he went to Baghdad, and drew the sheep’s paunch over his head, and drove the young lion
before him into the stable. His wife met him with joy, and said,
“Where were you this long time! At last you have returned, and with the milk for my father’s eyes. Go quickly
and take the lion to my father, and tell him all that you have done for him, how you defeated his enemies, and
killed two thousand of them, and how you procured this lion.” He asked her,
“Your brothers-in-law, have they come?” She said,
“Aye, they came.” Asked he,
“Did they give milk to the Sultan?” Answered she,
“They gave.” Asked he,
“Were his eyes opened?” Answered she,
“No.”
Then he went to the wazir and asked to see him, and told him that he had the cure for the king’s blindness. And
the wazir said,
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“Your brothers-in-law have already brought milk, and it did him no good.” But he said,
“Nevertheless, I will go in with the lion.” And he struck the hairs together, and removed the paunch, he became
as beautiful as the full moon.
So he went into the audience-room, and the lion cub with him, and took some milk from the skin and put one
drop of the milk into the Sultan’s eyes. He asked,
“Do you see?” The Sultan answered,
“Allah is great, I see a little.”
After an hour, he put in another drop, and the Sultan saw more clearly, and another drop, after another hour,
and the Sultan saw the wide world clearly and was overjoyed. He said,
“Who are you and whence did you come, and how did you procure this milk?” And the young man answered,
“I am your son-in-law, husband to your youngest daughter.” And he told him the story from beginning to end,
and how he had given the milk mixed with water to the other sons-in-law, and added,
“If you do not believe me, look at their backsides!”
And the amir’s son and the wazir’s son were shamed. Then the youth said,
“It was I who fought in your army, and here is the shred of shawl with which you bound my hand.”The king
was very happy, and cried,
“It was you! And I did not know it, and put you in the stable! Forgive me!”
Then he called his people and they made great wedding festivities, and large feasts, and calling the
Abyssinian’s son, he took off his crown and placed it on his head.
And this is the end of the story of the Blind Sultan.
127.28 1. The Poor Girl And Her Cow 2. The Prince And The Daughter Of The Thorn-Seller 3. Uhdeydan,
Uch’eyban, And Unkheylan 4. Melek Muhammad And The Ogre: Four Folktales\fn{by “an illiterate Christian woman
in Baghdad” (before 1931- )} Baghdad, Baghdad Province, Iraq (F) 13
1
There was once a couple who had an only child, a daughter, of whom they were very fond. In time the mother
died, leaving her cow to her daughter, and the father married again, his second wife bringing him another daughter. The two girls grew up together, but the stepmother did not love the first wife’s child and made her life very
difficult.
Now the orphaned girl discovered that the cow which her mother had left her had a wonderful gift. If she gave
it cotton to eat, it returned it all spun. This she took to the Suq al Ghazl, the Market of the Spinners, and sold it.
Each day the girl took the cow into the desert, and there the cow spun her cotton. The step-mother was angered
with the girl for her absences, and said to her husband,
“That girl takes her cow every day and goes off into the desert. You must kill the cow.” Answered the father,
“Khatiya! That would be a sin! The girl has done nothing evil, and the cow was left to her by her mother. What
good would it do if I were to kill it?” And he refused.
*
One day, when the girl was in the desert, two pieces of the cotton which the cow was spinning for her flew
away on the wind, and the girl ran after them till they reached a cave, before which there ran a water-channel, and
in this cave was a s‘iluwa milling flour between two stones, her teats thrown backwards over her shoulder, after
the fashion of the s‘iluwa.
The girl picked up some of the flour which had fallen out, and sucked some of the s‘iluwa’s milk. The s‘iluwa
turned round and said:
“Had I seen you before you had drunk of my milk and eaten of my flour, I should have made one mouthful of
you, but as it is, you are my daughter. Now, I wish to sleep at the mouth of the cave. I will put my head on your
lap, and you can take the lice from my head, and all that you catch, bite them up!”
The girl looked this way and that, and she spied some loose grains of corn lying about, and she picked up a
handful of them. Then the s‘iluwa reclined, and put her head on the girl’s lap, and said,
“If the water runs white, rouse me,
If it runs yellow, rouse me,
But if it runs black, do not rouse me.”

Answered the girl,
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“As you order, my mother, sleep!”
And the s‘iluwa slept, and the girl began to pluck the lice out of her head, and what a lot of horrid creatures
they were! Black, white, large, small! From time to time the girl put the wheat into her mouth and said,
“How sweet your lice are, my mother! I am enjoying them.” Presently, she saw that the water in the channel
ran white, and she roused the s‘iluwa, saying,
“The water is white!” Said the s‘iliiwa,
“Rise, go and wash in the water.”
The girl did as the s‘iluwa told her, and when she came out of the water, subhan Allah! she was as fair as the
morning! The girl returned, and the s‘iluwa slept again with her head on her lap, while the girl picked the lice
from her head. Presently the channel ran yellow, and she roused the s‘iluwa and told her,
“The water runs yellow!” The s‘iluwa said,
“Rise, go and dip your head in it.”
The girl dipped her head in the water, as she was bid, and when she lifted her head and shook the water from it,
her hair was yellow as kalabdun,\fn{Gold wire used in embroidering ‘abas, especially round the neck, and at the edges. } glittering like gold, and so long that it reached her knees. But when the girl saw it, she was afraid, and said to the s‘iluwa,
“Alas, why have you done this to me? When she sees me, my step-mother will ask me what I have been doing
and will perhaps be angry with me.” Said the s‘iluwa,
“Tie up your head in a rag and go back. Do not fear! Your step-mother will kill your cow.”
When she heard that, the girl began to cry. And the s‘iluwa said,
“Do not eat of its flesh, but put the bones and skin and all that remains of the cow into a bag, and go to the
place where she spins cloth from the cotton, and bury the bag there and leave it there for forty days. At the end of
that time, take it out, and whatever you find in the bag is yours.”
*
So the girl left the cave and returned to her cow and drove it back to her father’s house. When she saw her, the
step-mother began to abuse her and revile her, saying,
“Where have you been? Why have you dallied so long? You bring shame on us. I shall tell your father, and ask
him to kill your cow.” The girl began to weep, but the step-mother went to the father and said,
“Your daughter is always gadding and gives the excuse of her cow. So now you must slaughter it.” The father
said,
“Khatiya! That would be a sin! My daughter loves her cow, and it was the gift of her mother who is dead.”
Said the step-mother,
“Either you kill it, or I leave the house.”
So the father rose, and went to the cow and slaughtered it, and skinned it, and cleaned it, and threw the head
and skin and hoofs and entrails away. Then the step-mother cooked the meat, but the girl refused to eat of it. They
said to her,
“Eat, eat! The flesh is good.” She said,
“Never! I will not eat of the cow!”
And she went secretly, and put the skin and bones and head and tail and feet and entrails into a bag, and took it
out into the desert, and buried it in the place where her cow used to graze and spin her cotton. Then she returned
to the house, and every day she wept about the cow.
*
One day she wished to comb her hair, so she went on the roof, and took off the rag about her head and combed
it. The step-mother came out to see what she was doing on the roof, and the girl’s hair was streaming out like the
rays of the sun, and shining like gold. Said the step-mother,
“How did you get your hair like that?”
Answered the girl, “It was the s‘iluwa,” and she told her how she had followed the two pieces of cotton to the
s‘iluwa’s cave, and all that had happened to her there. The step-mother said,
“Go, return to the cave, and take my daughter with you to the s‘iluwa, and ask her to make my girl’s hair like
yours.”
So the girl went with her step-sister, and on the road she told her all that had happened, so that the girl might
know what to do. The other girl was stupid, and she. said,
“I cannot remember all this!”
When they came to the cave, the second girl did as her sister had told her, and ate of the flour on the ground,
and sucked the s‘iluwa’s milk from the dugs that hung over her shoulder. Then the s‘iluwa turned and said to her,
“Child of Adam, if you had not drunk of my milk and eaten of my flour, and become my daughter, I should
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have made one mouthful of you.” Then she said as she had said to the first girl,
“Sit by the mouth of the cave, and I will put my head in your lap so that you may pick out the lice while I am
asleep.”
The girl sat down, and the s‘iluwa put her head in her lap, and the girl began to pick out the lice. But when she
saw what was in the s‘iluwa’s hair, she began to scream, and said,
“What creatures! I am afraid.” Then the s‘iluwa said,
“If the channel runs black do not rouse me. If the channel runs yellow, rouse me. If the channel runs white,
rouse me.”
Then she went to sleep. Presently, the girl, who had not listened well to what she said, roused her, saying,
“The channel has run black.” The s‘iluwa answered,
“Rise, go and wash your head in it.”
The girl rose, and went and plunged her head into the water. And when she withdrew it, there were two black
horns on her head! The s‘iluwa said,
“Did I not tell you, ‘Do not rouse me if the water is black’.”
And she sent the girl away, and the two sisters returned weeping, and the younger uglier than before. When the
step-mother saw her daughter, she was very angry and asked what had happened. Said the first girl,
“It was not my fault, I told her what to do.” Said the second,
“She told me, but I forgot.” The step-mother was angrier than ever, and said to her own daughter,
“You owl! Why did you not listen?”
*
Now the elder girl was counting the days, and di, di, di! they passed, until it was the fortieth. Then she went
into the desert and dug in the place where she had buried the bag. When she had uncovered it and opened it, what
did she see! The skin had become an ‘aba all embroidered with gold, the tail had become a dress of silk, and the
bones and the rest were changed into jewelry, each bone a piece; chains of pearls, bracelets, and precious stones,
and amongst the rest were a pair of clogs set with diamonds and emeralds. Never was there such an outfit in all
the world!
The girl was so delighted that she put on her finery and admired herself in the brook, and when she had
pleasured herself enough, she took them off, and put them in the bag, and buried them again. Then she returned to
her house in her old clothes. Every day she returned to the place, and put on her finery and looked at herself in the
brook, an then took it off and returned home.
*
One day when she was so arrayed and adorned, there came by the son of the Sultan, whose house was near that
place, and he watched her. When she had finished adorning herself, she changed her clothes, and folded up her
‘aba and jewelry, and hid them in the sack and buried them. But as she was hiding them she saw that someone
was looking, and in her haste she forgot one clog, which slipped into the brook. When she had gone, the Sultan’s
son called a servant, and said,
“In the brook there is a clog, go into the water and get it.”
The servant went into the brook and searched for it, and found it. He wrapped it up and brought it to the
Sultan’s son. When the Sultan’s son saw it, he exclaimed,
“What a clog! Such a fine one I have never seen.” Then he went to his mother and said to her,
“My mother, I wish to marry the owner of this clog.” His mother answered,
“Good, my son.”
She took a slave, and she went into the town, and she tried at one house after another, but the clog fitted no
girl: for one it was too long, for another too short, for another too broad, and for another too narrow. At last she
came to the house where the two sisters lived; it was the last house.
When she knew that the Sultan’s wife had come to find a bride for her son, the step-mother took her
stepdaughter, and put her in the oven, and shut the cover down on her; but her own daughter she adorned, and
dressed in fine clothes. When the Sultan’s wife saw her, she said,
“Is this your only daughter?” The woman answered,
“Aye, I have no other, this is the only girl.” And the girl in the oven cried out,
“Oh, oh, oh, Fatma Khan! My feet stick out of the hole.” The step-mother cried angrily,
“Hush! Hush!” The Sultan's wife said,
“Who is that? Let her speak.” The girl cried out again,
“Oh, oh, oh! Fatma Khan, my feet are sticking out.” Said the Sultan’s wife,
“I think there is a girl in the oven.” Said the step-mother,
“No—that is a cat.”
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Said the Sultan’s wife, “No, but I hear her,” and she went to the oven, and there were the girl’s feet sticking
out. So she opened the oven and bade her come out. Said the Sultan's wife,
“Put the clog on the foot of this one.”
And the girl put the clog on her foot, and it fitted perfectly, as a ring fits on a finger. Then the Sultan’s wife
said,
“I will take this one for my son.”
And they called the mulla and made the betrothal and there was a marriage for seven days and for seven
nights.
2
There was once a Sultan who died leaving an only son, aged about fifteen. The youth’s mother came to him,
and said to him,
“Take a wife, so that I may rejoice in you!”
But he would not accept.
One day the young man went out to hunt, accompanied by his slave, and they came to a brook. The prince
stooped to drink, and as he did so, his eye fell on a piece of paper lying beside the brook. He lifted it, and gazed at
it, and straightway his spirit left him for a time, and he was unconscious. Said the slave to his master, when he had
returned to himself,
“O my master, what is it? What ails you?” Answered the youth,
“Take me back to the palace, for I shall not hunt today.” They returned, and the prince’s mother cried to him
when she saw him,
“How now! How quickly you have returned from your hunting!” The prince said to her,
“My mother, do you wish me to marry?” She answered,
“Aye.”
He said, “Then I will marry the original of this picture,” and he showed her the paper, for it was a picture that
he had found lying on the ground. Said the mother,
“Oh, my son, your paternal uncle has seven daughters, will you not espouse one of them?” Answered the
youth,
“My cousins are all ugly: and unless I can marry the original of this portrait, I will marry no one.”
The mother was distracted, but she answered, “Good!” and the next day she went out with a slave, and
inquired from door to door if the original of the portrait lived there, but found her not. Everywhere she looked and
inquired, but she met no one who had seen the original of the picture. Said the mother,
“In the town there is no girl to compare with the beauty of this portrait: I will go out into the chol.” So she
fared forth into the desert, and in time she met a maiden who saluted her and asked her,
“O bibi, why have you come out into the desert, why have you traveled so far from the town?” Answered the
mother,
“I have come to search for the original of this portrait, for my son is sick of longing for her, and will marry
none other.” Said the girl,
“O bibi, you have reached your goal! In yonder house lives a thorn-seller, with three daughters. The eldest is
the original of the portrait, the middle sister is even sweeter than she, and as for the third, when you see her, your
understanding will fly from you and you will lose all knowledge of your surroundings.” Said the queen,
“Truth?” Answered the maiden,
“Yes, bibi, there is the door, go, and you will find her whom you seek.”
The mother went to the door and knocked and the thorn-seller’s wife opened, and bade her welcome, “Deign to
enter!” and gave her a mattress to sit on. Then the woman called her eldest daughter, saying,
“Our guest is tired, bring her water.”
The girl came with water, and the dame looked at her and then at the picture, and lo! it was the two halves of a
bean! Then the woman called to her second daughter, and bade her bring sherbet, and when the dame saw the
second girl she perceived that she was even lovelier than the first. Then the woman called her youngest daughter,
and told her to bring the coffee, and when the dame perceived this third daughter, she was rapt out of herself, and
exclaimed,
“Can such beauty exist in this world?”
And she could not endure to look at the girl, being abashed in the presence of such loveliness, for the girl
might have said to the moon, [saying]
“Absent yourself, and I will shine in your place.” Then the dame opened her mind to the thorn-seller’s wife,
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and said,
“I have an only son, and I have come to betroth your daughter to him.” Replied the thorn-seller’s wife,
“I and my daughters are before you! Take which of us you wish!” Said the dame,
“I will take the youngest! Do not give her gear or presents, for I will give her all that she needs, and she shall
be adorned with pearls and diamonds and gold. After fifteen days, when I have arranged the house, and prepared a
wedding feast, and bought her clothes, and invited the guests, I will send for the girl.” Said the thorn-seller's wife,
“As you command!”
And the dame returned to the palace, where her son was awaiting her. Said he,
“Ha, did you find the owner of this picture?” Answered his mother,
“I have found her! I went into the desert, and to the house of a thorn-seller, and this picture is of his eldest
daughter. The second is even lovelier than she, and as for the third, the youngest daughter, she is so exquisite that
when I saw her my senses left me and I swooned away.” Said the prince,
“Suduq? Truth?” Answered she,
“Aye! And I shall call the mulla and betroth you to the youngest of the three.”
The next day the mother began her preparations: she called a painter and told him to paint the house, and a
carpenter, and told him to make furniture, and a flocker and told him to flock a mattress, and the servants she told
to clean the house and spread carpets and prepare for a feast. From the jeweler she ordered jewels, and from the
robe-makers dresses, and from the ‘aba-makers, ‘abas. The wedding-chamber was complete by the end of the
fortnight, and guests were invited for the coming of the bride. How pleased she was that her son was to marry!
The day came when the bride was to arrive, and when she came to the house, all the guests were astonished at the
beauty of the girl, one gazing after the other, and crying,
“Was there ever such a lovely creature!”
The prince went to the hammam with his slave, and as he was returning, he had to pass beneath the
shenashil\fn{Windows—very common in Baghdad, at least in 1931—which jut out over the street, are protected by lattices, and are used
especially by women, who can see without being seen. } of his uncle’s daughters. They saw him, and began to talk as if they
knew not that he could hear them. Said the eldest,
“Did you see our cousin’s bride?” Said the second,
“Yes, and never did I behold such ugliness!” Said the third,
“She is crooked!” Said the fourth,
“She is blind!” Said the fifth,
“She is black!” Said the sixth,
“Her nose is awry.” Said the seventh,
“She has no teeth.” The young man stopped and heard what they were saying, and he said within himself,
“My cousins seem to have had a glimpse of the bride as she passed by, and I fear that my mother has deceived
me. My bride is not the beauty that she led me to expect, but as ugly as they have said!”
And he was very angry, and sent his slave to the palace with this message to his mother: “You have brought a
bride hither, marry her to whom you will, I will have none of her!” and he went to his country house without the
town and came not to the palace where the wedding guests were assembled and the bride waiting. The slave went
to the palace, and going to the prince’s mother, he said to her,
“My master says, ‘You have brought a bride to the house, marry her to whom you wish, for I will have none of
her!’ and he has gone to his country house in anger.” The prince’s mother was greatly troubled, and asked the
slave,
“With whom did he speak? Whom has he seen?” The slave replied,
“He has spoken with none.”
She did not know what she should do, for the guests were there, and the music was playing, and a feast being
prepared; and the bride ready in her chamber. She knew her son’s nature, and that when he was angry he was so
obstinate that nothing would change his mind, so she said nothing, but returned to the guests and told them, “My
son will come afterwards,” and did not let them know that which had passed. When all had gone, she went to the
bride and said,
“My daughter, my son is angry with me, and perhaps he will not come to you tonight! Tomorrow, if God wills!
And you, go, take off your clothes, and go to bed.”
The girl did as she had said: she took off her clothes, and folded them, and that night she slept alone.
The next day it was the same, the prince remained in his house, and the bride and her mother-in-law in the
palace, and so it was the second day, the third day, the first week, the first month, one year, three years! And all
the while his mother knew nothing of what had angered him.
Now one day the son of a neighboring Sultan was to be married, and his mother and relatives sent to the palace
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to invite the ladies to be present. According to the custom of that country, a guest to a wedding must spend seven
days with the hosts, and the prince’s mother wished to go to the marriage. But her daughter-in-law could not go,
for a bride may not visit a bride: it is shame.\fn{ A note says: It brings ill fortune to both, and magic must be employed to undo
the evil.} So the woman said to her daughter-in-law,
“My daughter, I am invited to a wedding, and am obliged to leave you here alone. I shall pray to Allah that my
son may be appeased and reconciled to us! And as for you, stay here: here are the keys of the house, open
whatever you like, and amuse yourself as best you can, and after seven days I shall return. Perhaps my visit may
bring us better fortune.” Answered the bride,
“Go, my mother, go! Do not trouble about me!”
So the mother-in-law took her road, and the bride was alone in the house. The next day the girl called her
groom, and said to him,
“Can you keep a secret?” Answered the groom,
“Yes, lady, whatever you wish.” Said she,
“I will enrich you, and Allah is the Bountiful. What I ask is this, go and get me a handsome mare, the finest
mare that you can find.”
Said he, “On my eyes and head,” and departed and brought the mare. Then she opened a chest, and took out a
rich zibun,\fn{A gown worn over a shit which almost reaches the ankles, but is divided on either side for several
inches to allow the wearer freedom of movement.} an 'aba, an embroidered belt, and a handsome fina,\fn{Red felt
skull-cap.} and a purse of gold, and she put on these male clothes, and put the purse in her bosom. When she was
ready,
Subhan Allah ar rabb, al khaliq,
Wal khaliq ahsan!
Praise to God, the Lord, the Creator,
He who creates is better than his creation

she was a youth so exquisite, that as she rode the mare through the streets, the passers-by gazed bemused and
could not take their eyes from her. Said one to the other,
“What sweetness! What beauty!”
So she came to the house of the prince, and knocked at the garden gate. Cried the gardener,
“Who is it?” Answered the girl,
Ana khashab al azhar
Kul men yashufni yiskar
Shedda warid asfar
U bi ghazi dhahab ahmar
“A spray of blossom am I,
Who sees me straight becomes intoxicated,
O you who in this garden delve,
For yellow flowers, here’s golden pelf.”

The gardener opened the gate, and when he saw the beautiful youth, he was as if intoxicated, and he gathered
the bunch of yellow flowers which the youth asked of him. Whilst he was so employed, the youth rode his mare
backwards and forwards amongst the flowers, slashing at them with his stick, and treading them underfoot. Then
he came back to the gardener, took the bouquet, threw him a handful of gold, and left. The Sultan’s son looked out
of the window of the harem and saw that there was havoc in the garden. Roses lay here, and lilies there. He called
the gardener and said to him,
“Gardener! What is this? Who has done this to the garden? And where were you?” Answered the gardener,
“Oh, Sultan! My son was sick, and I went to him. He died and I had to bury him, and when I got back the
garden was as you see!” The young man said,
“Put the garden straight.”
And the gardener worked and swept the paths, and put the flower beds in order, and watered it, and did all he
could to repair the damage. The next day the girl called to the groom,
“Go, bring the mare as before.”
And when he had brought it, she dressed herself in man’s clothes and rode through the town until she came to
her husband’s house. There she knocked at the garden gate, and the gardener cried,
“Who is it, who?” She answered,
“A spray of blossom is this elf, who sees me straight forgets himself. Oh, you who in this garden delve, for
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yellow flowers, here’s golden pelf.”
The gardener opened the door, and he went to pick her the flowers she asked, while she, as before, rode hither
and thither over the flowers, striking them down with her stick and trampling them under her mare’s feet. Then
she went to the gardener, took the flowers, threw him a handful of gold, and went. Then the Sultan’s son looked
out of the window, and saw the garden in worse case than ever, such havoc had been wrought, and he was furious
and sent for the gardener. Said he,
“Dog! Son of a dog! Come here, you accursed one! Who is dead today? Is it your mother?” Answered the
gardener,
“Sultan! Give me your judgment and mercy!” He said,
“Speak!” Spoke the gardener,
“For the past two days, there comes to this garden a youth, such a youth! Sweet, sweet, sweet! From the day I
was born never have I clapped eyes on such beauty! He comes and knocks at the door and says,
Ana khashab al azhar
Kul men yashufni yiskar
Shedda warid asfar
U bi ghazi dhahab ahmar

and when I open to him, and pluck him flowers, he rides his mare over the garden and makes havoc as you have
seen. Asked the prince,
“Why did you not tell me this yesterday?” Answered the gardener,
“O Sultan, I was afraid, and I thought he might not come another day!” Said the prince,
“If he comes tomorrow, tell him, ‘His highness wants you,’ and if you do not bring him before me, you shall
lose a hand!” Answered the gardener,
“Good.”
The third day the girl called the groom as before, and bade him bring the mare, and when he had brought it,
she donned man’s clothes and rode through the streets to her husband’s home. There she knocked at the door, and
when the gardener asked, “Who is it?” she answered with the same verse. He opened to her, then he ran and told
his master,
“The boy has come!” The prince followed him, and when he saw the lad, astonishment overcame him, and he
cried:
“Does this world possess such loveliness?”
And he embraced him, and said, “You are my guest, welcome!” and was undone and amazed by the boy’s
beauty, and led him to his diwan. There he plied him with sweets, and jam, and sherbet, and coffee, fondling him
and endearing him, and saying to him,
“Come every day, we will amuse ourselves together!” Answered the lad,
“Good, gladly will I come! But I ask your pardon for that I did to your garden!” Said the prince,
“I and my garden and the gardener are at your feet, do with us as you will. Only come here every day and
amuse yourself with us.” The boy asked after a little,
“Do you know how to play chess?” Replied the prince,
“Yes, I know.” Said the lad,
“We will play, you and I, but on a condition.” Said the prince,
“Your pleasure! What is it?” Said he,
“If I win, make a feast for me in your palace!” Answered the prince,
“I do not go more to the palace, for I have quarreled with my mother, but for your sake I will do what you
ask!”
They played chess, di, di, di! and at last the lad won, but in moving a piece, he managed to scratch his finger.
So enamored was the prince of his guest that he took off the costly embroidered shawl which was round his waist,
and tore off a piece to bind the finger, and wrapped it round tenderly. Great was his love for him! At last the lad
said,
“My people will wonder where I am tarrying, I must return.” Said the prince,
“It is early, and I cannot endure to part with you!” Answered the boy,
“I have been long away, and must return.” Said the prince,
“This night you are invited to my palace, will you come?” Replied the lad,
“I will come, why should I not come? Gladly! This night I will come to you!”
And the prince walked with him to the door of the garden, entreating him, and watched him till he was out of
44

sight, for indeed he was like a madman for love of the boy, and could think of nothing else.
As for the lad, the bride in disguise, when she returned, she took her man’s clothes off, and gave a handful of
gold to the groom. This. And as for the mother-in-law, who was at the wedding, she had told the women there of
her trouble, and they had comforted her, saying,
“Allah is the Opener! He is the Merciful! Perhaps our wedding will bring you good fortune.” And the mother
sighed and said,
“My son is obstinate, but hourly God works deliverance!” As for her son, he called his slave, and said
“Feyruz! Go to my palace, and tell my mother that there will be a feast at the palace tonight. They must
prepare the dishes and make all ready!”
When he heard that, the slave was delighted, and rejoiced, and ran until he reached the door of the palace.
There he knocked and cried,
“My lady, my lady! My master has sent me to say that there will be a party tonight in this house.”
They answered him, “Our mistress is away at a wedding!” and they told him where to find her, saying,
“Go, tell her!” The slave went to the other Sultan’s house and knocked at the door, and when he saw his lady,
he cried,
:”My lady, my lady, my master wishes to make a party tonight in the house, and wishes you to see that
everything is ready!”
How the mother rejoiced! Her joy was immense, and the ladies her friends said,
“Did we not tell you our wedding would bring you luck?”
She went quickly to the house, and sent for the cook, and told the servants to kill and prepare a lamb, and
geese, and ducks, and chickens, and turkeys, and to make pilaus,\fn{A dish of meat or chicken, cooked in melted butter with
rice, almonds, and sultana raisins.} and “bitter-sweet,”\fn{A Turkish dish, a meat stew with sweet dried fruit, cooked together .} and
every dish and sweetmeat necessary for a feast. Then she said to the bride,
“Go to the bath, and put on your wedding dress, for your husband is coming.”
And they set tables, and decorated the rooms. When all was ready, the bride sat in the marriage chamber
adorned with jewels and diamonds—she and the letrik shone together in the room!
Di! At two hours after sunset the Sultan’s son came from his house, and walked up and down on the upper
tarma\fn{A gallery which runs round the upper story above a courtyard .} waiting impatiently for the boy. In his walking he
passed by the bridal chamber, but thought not of his bride. Presently as he passed he heard a sound of moaning,
and at last he cried,
“Is there pain? Does your heart pain you?” Answered the bride from within,
“There is pain. And he tore his shawl and bound my finger!” He understood her words, and opened the door,
crying,
“Allah, was it she?” And when he beheld her, his understanding fled from him, and he fell at her feet, crying,
“Was it you?” She answered him,
“My husband, why have you kept me imprisoned and alone these three years?”
Then there were wedding festivities for seven days and seven nights, and guests were entertained, and the
drums beat, and the music played. And the bridegroom cried,
“O all you who love me and wish my presence, bring straw and bitumen and oil, and put them in the stable
cistern!”
They brought them, and then he caused his cousins to be fetched thither, and put them into the cistern with the
bitumen and oil, and burnt them all alive.
3
There were once three brothers, called Uhdeydan, Uch‘eyban, and Unkheylan (Little Iron, Little Knucklebone,
and Little Bran). One day they said to each other,
“Come, let us build ourselves houses.” Said Little Iron,
“I will build my house of iron, and the door of iron.” Said Little Knucklebone,
“I will build my house of knucklebones, and the door of knucklebones.” Said Little Bran,
“I will build my house of bran, and the door of bran.”
And each brother built himself a house and lived in it.
Now a s‘iluwa lived near them, and one day, feeling hungry, she came to eat them up. First she went to the
house of Little Bran, and cried outside his door.
“Little Bran, Little Bran, open your door, I have come to give you a treat!” But Little Bran knew her voice, and
he called out:
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Futi! adurrati, u dam adurrati.
Inshaqqi wa atkhaiyati!
Go away I . . . Tear yourself
And sew yourself up again!”

The s‘iluwa said, “Oh! You talk like that, do you!” and she blew at the door. The bran flew in all directions,
and she went in, ate him up, and went away. The next day she felt hungry again, and so she went to Little
Knucklebone’s house, and knocked at his door, crying,
“Little Knucklebone, Little Knucklebone, open your door so that I may come in and give you a treat!” Little
Knucklebone answered,
“Go away … Tear yourself and sew yourself up again! Why should I open the door for you to come in and eat
me up?”
Said the s‘iluwa, “Truth?”
And she butted with her head at the door. It fell down, and she entered, ate him all up, and returned to her
home. The third day she went to Little Iron’s house, and she said,
“Little Iron, Little Iron, I am invited to the Sultan’s house! Come with me: there is a wedding there, and there
will be a feast, with lots of good things!” Little Iron replied, like his brothers,
“Go away … Tear yourself and sew yourself up again! You want to eat me! Go you to the Sultan’s palace, but I
won't come with you!”
The s‘iluwa left his house, and went to the Sultan’s palace. She seated herself near the door, and began to eat
the bones and dirt that they threw out into the road. Little Iron had followed her, and hid close by. When she was
not looking, he took up a big bone that had been thrown out on to the road, and hurled it at the s‘iluwa’s head. The
blood ran down her face, and she licked it with her tongue and said,
“How good this blood tastes! Ah! Little Iron’s blood will taste like this!”
Little Iron burst out laughing, and ran back to his house and locked the door securely. After a little she returned
to Little Iron’s house and began to wail outside the door,
“Little Iron, Little Iron! I’ve been to the Sultan’s house, to the wedding feast, and I’ve eaten kubbeh, and lamb
and turkey and pilau, kebab and many other good things and succulent dishes. Come! There is still some for you!”
He replied,
“Off with you! Off with you! You have been eating refuse outside the Sultan’s palace, and I threw a bone at
you which made your forehead bleed, and you said, as you licked your own blood, ‘How good Little Iron’s blood
will taste!’” The s‘iluwa cried,
“Eya ba! It was you who threw it? It was you?” Little Iron said,
“Aye, it was I, so off with you!” She went, but the next day she returned and knocked at his door, and said,
“Little Iron, Little Iron! I am invited to the Sultan’s garden to eat fruit. There are mulberries there, quinces,
apples, grapes—every fruit that can be found in the world is in his garden. Come with me, and we will eat our
fill!” Little Iron said,
“Go away, eat your fruit, I am not going with you.”
So she took her way, and fetched her daughter, (for she had a daughter), and went to the Sultan’s orchard. Little
Iron disguised himself, and went quickly to the orchard after them. It was as the s‘iluwa had said, there was fruit
of every kind in the orchard, melons and watermelons and the rest, but the gardeners would not allow the s‘iluwa
to eat of the fruit on the trees. So she and her daughter crept about eating the rotten fruit and the peel which had
been thrown away.
Little Iron watched her from a distance. Then he took a very large water-melon, cut it in half, scooped out the
fruit, got inside it, and put the other half on top of him, so that it looked like whole fruit. When the s‘iluwa espied
this big melon lying beneath the trees, she cried to her daughter to come and carry it home.
The s‘iluwa’s daughter came, and tied the big melon up in her ‘aba, and put it on her head. Then she and her
mother set out for their house. On the road, Little Iron wished to make water, and he did so. The s‘iluwa’s
daughter cried,
“O my mother, O my mother, Little Iron has made water on me!” But the s‘iluwa answered,
“Pass on, pass on! Little Iron is in his house, how could he make water upon you? If Allah pleases, one day we
shall eat him.” They went on, the s‘iluwa’s daughter grumbled to her mother,
“How heavy this melon is!” When they reached their house, the s‘iluwa said to her daughter,
“Go and wash that watermelon, for we shall eat it for supper.”
The girl opened her ‘aba, and took out the melon, and as she was about to cut it, out sprang Little Iron! The
s‘iluwa’s daughter cried to her mother,
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“There! Didn’t I tell you that Little Iron had made water upon me?”
How glad they were that they had got Little Iron at last! They seized him and held him and the s‘iliuwa said,
“Now we will eat you up! My daughter will have one half of you, and I the other half!” Little Iron said,
“You would be foolish to eat me now! See how thin I am—there is hardly any flesh on my bones. Keep me for
a week, and fatten me up, then I shall be worth eating!” The s‘iluwa said,
“Aye! Truth! We’ll leave him a little.” Her daughter said,
“Don’t leave him, you had better kill him now.”
But the s‘iluwa wished to fatten him, so she kept him tied up. At the end of three days, she said,
“I am going to the garden of the Sultan to get a few vegetables to eat with Little Iron when we stew him. Make
ready a pot of water, and let it boil, and when it is boiling, throw Little Iron into the pot and let him cook. Then
you and I will eat him.” The daughter answered her,
“Aye.” When the s‘iluwa had gone, her daughter went and brought the big pot, and lit a fire, and set the pot
over it. After a while the water began to boil, and she went to Little Iron and brought him to it. Little Iron said,
“Before you put me in the pot, let me put on your clothes, and you mine! I want to see if I am like you in your
clothes, though you are a handsome girl.”
She agreed, and they changed clothes. He said to her,
“Now I am really a little like you, handsome as you are!” Then he said to her,
“Now throw me in the pot, but first see that the water boils, for I want to die quickly.”
She said, “Aye!” and went to look in the pot. As she did so he seized her from behind, and threw her into the
pot. Then he sat down and waited for the s‘iluwa. Presently she came to the door, and cried,
“My darling! My dear!” Little Iron answered,
“Yes, mother.” Said the s‘iluwa,
“Have you boiled Little Iron?” Said he,
“Aye, mother, I have boiled him.” Said the s‘iluwa,
“Then bring bread, so that we can put the meat upon it and eat, for I am very hungry.”
She sat down, and he went to the pot, and put on the bread a slice of the head, with the ear attached, and set it
in front of her, and then he went off and hid on the roof. The s‘iluwa had only taken a mouthful or two before she
bit on something hard, and she spat it on to her hand, and saw the ear-ring. of her daughter. She cried,
“What is this! This is my daughter! Woe, woe! I have eaten some of my daughter’s head!”
She began to mourn and mourn and rushed on to the roof to make hosa,\fn{An outcry.} and acquaint the world
with her grief. But when she reached the roof, she burst—boom! with her grief, and that was the end of her.
As for Little Iron, he went and took his way to his own little iron house.
4
There was once a ruler who had two wives. The one bore him thirty-nine children, but the other only one, and
all the forty were sons. The thirty-nine were not clever, and not very amiable, but the fortieth and youngest, whose
name was Melek Muhammad, was unusually intelligent and quick, and the ruler loved him more than all his
brothers.
Time was, and these forty children grew up and became marriageable, but their father, who had grown very
old, made no arrangement to marry them. So one day the elder brothers said to Melek Muhammad,
“Go you, as our father loves you so much, and say to him, ‘My brothers wish to get married. Give each his
portion, so that he may take a wife.’” Melek Muhammad did as they asked, and said:
“Baba: my brothers wish to get married, but they have no portion wherefrom to endow the bride.” The King
said,
“Truth. I will divide my kingdom and give to each his inheritance now, so that he can marry.” So he divided his
property, and gave each brother his portion, saying,
“Go and get married.” To Melek Muhammad he gave nothing, because he had asked nothing.
Then the brothers made up their minds to go out into the world, and Melek Muhammad, too, thought that he
would travel. So each set out into the chol, the brothers together, and Melek Muhammad by himself. Melek
Muhammad walked and walked, meshi, meshi, meshi, until he came to a country ruled by a Sultan. Melek
Muhammad went to the Sultan, and said to him,
“I am a stranger and I wish to earn my bread here. Can I become your servant, and work for you?”
The Sultan accepted him into his household, and soon became very fond of him, for he was such an intelligent,
capable boy. Before long, the Sultan was always calling for him, and would have none to serve him but Melek
Muhammad, for none was so clever and willing as he.
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Now Melek’s brothers had also come to that country, and one day he went to see them, and salute them and ask
them how they did. The brothers answered him,
“We have done nothing since we got here, we have been amusing ourselves, and we have spent all our money
—not a para remains. Help us to live, for we have nothing left.” Melek Muhammad promised to do what he could
for them, and he went to the Sultan and said to him,
“There are thirty-nine young men come here, they are very poor and have no money left, I beg you let them
come to our house and work for you and become your servants.” The Sultan said,
“Melek Muhammad, as you wish! whatever you wish!”
So Melek Muhammad went and fetched his brothers, and they worked with him in the Sultan’s house. After
they had been there for two days, they became jealous of Melek Muhammad, and went secretly to the Sultan and
said,
“You prize Melek Muhammad for his understanding and cleverness, Well, now, if he is so clever and devoted,
why does he not get the deyu’s\fn{An ogre.} tray for you?” The Sultan said,
“What tray?” They said,
“There is an ogre who lives in the desert not far away, and he has a tray which, if it be struck, will produce
enough food for thousands.” Said the King,
“But of what use would such a tray be to me?” Said they,
“Your Majesty, it would feed all your army,” Said he,
“Aye, truth, that would be very useful to me,” Then the Sultan called Melek Muhammad and said to him,
“Melek Muhammad!” He answered,
“Yes!” Said the Sultan,
“I want you to bring me the ogre’s tray.” Melek Muhammad knew that the Sultan’s order must have proceeded
from his brothers, but he replied,
“Yes, your majesty, I will go and get it! But I have a request to make of you before I leave.” The Sultan said,
“Speak!” Melek Muhammad said,
“While I am gone, I ask your Majesty to shut up those thirty-nine youths that I brought in to work for you. Put
them in the sirdab and give them only one loaf of barley bread and a little water apiece for three days. If at the end
of the three days I have not returned, kill them all!”
For in his heart, Melek Muhammad thought that he would surely be killed by the ogre, and he wished to be
revenged on his brothers.
The Sultan did as he wished, and imprisoned the thirty-nine young men, being ignorant that they were Melek
Muhammad’s brothers.
The first day passed, and they were given nothing but barley bread and water. And that day Melek Muhammad
went, ardh athattu ardh atshilu, until he reached the ogre’s cave. Before the cave ran a deep water-channel, and
the ogre was inside, sleeping near the tray, which was leaning against the wall of the cave. Melek Muhammad
crossed the water, and crept into the cave, then he seized the tray, which began to sing out,
“Tangq! Tangq! Tangq!”
Melek Muhammad fled, and jumped across the water,\fn{ A note reads: A deyu does not like to (or cannot) cross running
water.} just as the ogre woke and asked,
“What is this? Who is trying to steal you that you are crying out like this?”
The ogre looked, and saw no one, for Melek Muhammad had hidden himself. Then he went to sleep again, and
Melek Muhammad came a second time and seized the tray. It cried out as before, and the ogre woke, but Melek
Muhammad was so quick that he had leapt the stream and was hidden. Said the ogre,
“Why do you wake me like this? One would imagine that Melek Muhammad had come to steal you! And there
is no one here!”
A third time Melek Muhammad came, seized the tray, and it cried out. Again he fled and hid, and this time the
ogre, seeing no one, was very angry and said to the tray, “Why will you not let me sleep?” and he seized the tray
and beat it soundly, while Melek Muhammad peeped from his hiding-place.
Then the ogre covered his head and slept again, and when Melek Muhammad crossed the bank and seized the
tray for the fourth time, it was so indignant that it made no sound. He crossed the stream with it and went back
across the desert, to the city of the Sultan.
As soon as he had received it, the Sultan was delighted, and clapped him on the shoulder saying, “Al ‘afiya, my
son! Well done!” and he went to his diwan with it, and set it on the floor, and struck it. As soon as he had done so,
a black slave stepped from the tray and said,
“Labbeik, labbeik
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The Sultan said, “Be filled!” and immediately on the tray there appeared mounds of rice and lambs roasted
whole, kubbeh, chickens, creams, sweets, bread, and every kind of food. When they took this away, more
appeared, and, just as they had said, the Sultan was able to feed his whole army.
Meanwhile Melek Muhammad freed his brothers from the sirdab, but although he gave them no further
punishment for their treachery, they hated him more than before. They went to the Sultan in a few days’ time, and
said to him,
“O Sultan, Melek Muhammad brought you the ogre’s tray without difficulty, why did he not bring the ogre’s
mare as well?” Said the Sultan,
“What should I need with a mare? I have mares of the best blood in my stables.” Said they,
“This is a sea-mare, and it flies through the air like a bird—wherever its rider wishes to go, it flies there!” Then
the Sultan called Melek Muhammad, and he answered
“Yes!” Said the Sultan,
“Melek Muhammad, I want you to bring me the ogre’s mare also.”
He replied, “I will go,” but he knew in his heart that his brothers had told the Sultan about the mare. So he said
to the Sultan,
“Put those thirty-nine youths in the sirdab and give them nothing but barley bread and water for three days. If
at the end of that time I have not returned, kill them.”
The Sultan said, “As you wish,” and he shut up the nine and thirty in the sirdab.
Then Melek Muhammad wished him peace, and set off over the desert to the ogre’s cave. When he got there,
the ogre was sleeping, and the mare beside him. Melek Muhammad leapt the stream, and placed his hand on the
mare’s neck, and she whinnied. Melek Muhammad leapt back and hid himself, and the ogre woke and said,
“Has Melek Muhammad come that you are whinnying thus?”
Then he went to sleep again. This happened a second and a third time, and the fourth time the ogre, seeing no
one, was angry, and cried “Eysh biki? What’s the matter with you?” and beat the mare with his stick. He beat the
mare, beat it, beat it! Then he went to sleep again (and the sleep of a deyu is very heavy).
Melek Muhammad came again and took the mare, and because she was angry with her master, she made no
sound. As soon as they had crossed the water, he told her to fly to the Sultan’s palace, and she flew in the air until
she reached the palace and came down in the courtyard. The Sultan was delighted, and kissed Melek Muhammad,
and cried,
“What a beautiful mare! So handsome and full of race! “Al!”\fn{A common exclamation, indicating that the summit of
perfection has been reached in something.} And he put it in his stable. When he had released his brothers from the sirdab,
one said to the other,
“How did he escape from the ogre this time?” Another said,
“There is still a box belonging to the ogre, he will surely not let that be stolen! We will tell the Sultan about the
box!” So they went to the Sultan, and said,
“O Sultan, Melek Muhammad does not serve you well, or he would have brought you the ogre’s box.” Said the
Sultan,
“But what should I want with a box?” Said they,
“Ah, this box is the best of all the ogre’s treasures! In it is a vast army and wealth therewith to pay them their
wages. It would be very useful to you and your Government.” The Sultan sent for Melek Muhammad, and said to
him,
“Melek Muhammad, there is still a box which you have not brought me. Go and bring me the ogre’s box.”
Melek Muhammad pondered for a while, and then he answered the Sultan,
“Yes, I will go and fetch the box, but I ask for forty days to perform this task. Imprison the nine-and-thirty for
this period, and when it has expired, if I do not return, cut off their heads.”
The Sultan said, “Zein! Good!” and imprisoned the brothers as before.
As for Melek Muhammad, he took his way and traveled to the ogre’s cave. As before the ogre was sleeping,
with his wife beside him, and Melek Muhammad saw that the box was between them, and fastened to the ogre’s
leg by a chain. Melek Muhammad crossed the brook, and pondered,
“How shall I take it? How?” He seized the chain, but the box began to cry so shrilly that the ogre rose and
asked,
“What is it?” The box said,
“Melek Muhammad is taking me!” Said the ogre,
“Shlon? How? There is no one here!” He went to sleep again after a while, and Melek Muhammad came again
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and touched the chain, and the box cried out,
“He is taking me, he is taking me!” The ogre said,
“There is no one here!” Said the box,
“You are not quick enough, he was here and has gone away again! Next time, I shall not cry out, but I will
prick you In the leg so that you will wake!”
When he saw the ogre asleep again, Melek Muhammad crossed the stream once more, and took the chain, and
the box pricked the leg of the ogre, but kept silence. The ogre rose, and seized Melek Muhammad before he could
escape. He was very angry and roared out,
“How shall I eat you? I have eaten thousands like you! You stole my tray and my mare, and now you are
stealing my box! How shall I eat you?”
Now the sons of Adam are cleverer than demons, and Melek Muhammad answered him,
“No! Don’t eat me now! I am thin and ill-nourished! Keep me and fatten me, then I shall be a good meal for
you. I am here, if you tie me I cannot get away.” The ogre replied,
“True!”
So he and his wife brought him game and food of all sorts, and he ate them and grew fat. The ogre said to his
wife,
“At last Melek Muhammad is fat, so I will summon my friends to a feast, and we will eat him today. We will
boil him and feast all our friends and relations!” His wife said,
“Zein!” The ogre went and set out to invite his friends and relations, and said to them,
“Come! We are going to eat Melek Muhammad!”
The ogre’s wife was left to prepare the feast. She set a siferiya\fn{A large copper pot.} on the fire, and put fire
beneath it and kindled it. Then she brought Melek Muhammad, and said,
“Now I shall put you in the pot.” Said he,
“First loose me, for I must say my prayers.” She loosed him, and he said,
'Now see that the water really boils, for if I must die, I wish to die quickly!”
She turned to look at the pot, and he came behind her, and pushed her into the boiling water so that she died.
Then he took some of her clothes, and put them on. The ogre returned, and asked his wife,
“Have you done as I ordered, for our friends are coming?” Melek Muhammad answered,
“Aye, husband.”
The ogre dipped his hand in to see how the meat was cooking. He drew out a piece of flesh, and in it was an
ear-ring! When he saw that, he understood that it was his wife who was cooking there, and in his grief and anger
he tried to spring after Melek Muhammad, who had quickly leapt the stream with the box under his arm. The ogre
fell into the stream, and was drowned, and that was the end of him.
Melek Muhammad went his way with the box, and as he walked the jinniya of the box spoke to him and said,
“Are you mad (possessed), or are you simply foolish?” Said Melek Muhammad,
“Shlon? How[’s] that?” Said the jinniya of the box,
“You owl, why do you give me to the Sultan? Why should you take all this trouble for him, when you could
keep me and the treasure that I hold?” Melek Muhammad began to reflect and said,
“Truth! Why should I?” Said the jinniya of the box,
“Why do you not use the army which I contain to master the kingdom? If you are the victor, all the people of
the country will come to kiss your hand, and the Sultan will follow their example. You will be a king of kings!”
Melek Muhammad began to think to himself,
“Yes, indeed, I should not have performed these tasks but for the enmity of my brothers! Why should I not
profit by it?”
He set the box on the earth and struck it, and out came seven Sultans. Each cried to him:
“Labbeik, labbeik
Ana ‘abid bein ideik!”

He said to them,
“I have decided to make war with the Sultan, my master, and I need an army so big that it will cover the
desert.”
In an instant the army was there. Melek Muhammad rode at its head and came to the wall of the Sultan’s city
and said that he must speak with the Sultan. All took him for a strange Sultan, and all were greatly afraid when
they saw the huge army that was with him. When the Sultan had come, Melek Muhammad said to him,
“Resign your kingdom to me, and you shall live in peace all the days of your life: refuse, and you shall die.”
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The Sultan did not know him, and he answered, trembling,
“I resign, and thank you for sparing my life.”
Melek Muhammad went to the palace, and took 3800 possession of it, and the tray, and the mare, and took the
Government into his hands. He treated the Sultan with such kindness that the sultan kissed his hands and said,
“My people and I are grateful to you!”
As for Melek Muhammad, he ruled long and well and he made his thirty-nine brothers ministers beneath
him.\fn{A note reads: And so acted piously. A man is considered a member of his family rather than an individual. If he takes office, he is
expected to do all he can for members of his family, and if he lets family interests influence his judgments or appointments, he is merely
fulfilling a natural and pious instinct.}

127.41 & 127.49 1. Jarada 2. Hajir 3. Al Gumerya 4. Wudayya 5. Er Rum 6. The Cotton-Carder And Lazybones:
Six Folktales\fn{by “a Muslim schoolmaster in Baghdad” (before 1931- )} Baghdad, Baghdad Province, Iraq (M) 12
1
There was once a man whose laziness prevented him from rising in the world; in fact, he was a fellow with
neither energy nor intelligence. He was married to a woman called Jarada, or Locust, who was as quick-witted as
he was slow. One day she said to her husband,
“We have no food in the house, you must get out and earn , some money.” He replied,
“How shall I earn money, wife? No one will give me work.” She said,
“True, but you have not yet tried the trade of magician. That is a calling which brings in money. Go, sit in the
market and tell the people that you are a white magician and will write them hijab (charms) to keep off illfortune.” Said her husband,
“O Locust, how shall I do that? I know not alif from yay—I cannot write.”
“Dense-witted man,” said Locust, “is it necessary to write to make amulets? Make but a few scribblings on
paper and they will take it for hidden writing.”
She gave him a pen-case to stick in his belt, and paper, and forth he went to the marketplace and cried that he
was a fatahfal—a reader of secrets, a dealer in magic.
Wherever there is a deceiver there are always deceived, and the false prophet never lacks disciples. Locust’s
husband did a brave trade, and wrote charms against the Eye,\fn{ The evil eye.} amulets against bullets, protections
against fevers, cures for the palsy, and other charms, and at the end of the week he found himself the possessor of
more money than he had ever earned by honest work.
The fates which had given him a good wife had also contrived that he should prosper, for his fame quickly
spread. People began to talk of the cures he had worked, of witchcraft he had brought to naught, and of other
wonders he had wrought. One day as he sat in the marketplace a woman came to him and said,
“O wise man, I am in trouble and seek your help. Can you be secret?”
“The wise are always secret,” replied the husband of Locust.
“Then my trouble is this. I am a servant in the house of the Khalifa. One day I saw the Khalifa’s ring lying in
his chamber, and Shaitan\fn{Satan.} entering my mind, I took it. Now there is great hue and cry after the ring, and
I want to consult the stars to know if I shall be discovered.”
Locust’s husband pretended to consult his book and told her that the stars were against her.
“You must lose the ring.” Said the maid-servant,
“Sooner the ring than my head. What must be done?”
The magician looked again at the book and told her that she must instantly put the ring into the cistern:
otherwise, he warned her, her life would be forfeit.
“It shall be done!” said the woman, and she gave him a fee for his good counsel.
When he came home, he told his wife, and she commended him for what he had said, and putting on her veil,
she went to talk with some of the women of the Khalifa’s household, telling them that her husband was a wonderful wizard, and that if the Khalifa would only consult him, she was certain that he could find out from his magical
book where the ring was. They told the Khalifa’s wife, who mentioned it to her husband. The result was that the
magician was summoned to the palace and brought into the presence of the Khalifa, who ordered him to prove his
skill by discovering the ring. The wizard opened his book, and after a little scribbling he told the Khalifa that if he
looked in the cistern, the ring would be found. It was even as he said, and the Khalifa was so pleased that he
rewarded the wise man generously.
A short time after this there was a robbery in the palace, and a chest containing money and jewels disappeared.
The Khalifa sent at once for the magician, opened the matter to him, and instructed him to discover in his book
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where the chest was secreted. The charlatan was in the utmost difficulty, looked in his book and wondered what
he should do. At last he said,
“O Commander of the Faithful, I do not see clearly in my book, and I must work my spells at home.” It is a
bad thing to disappoint princes. The Khalifa frowned, and said,
“See that the spells do not fail, or it may cost you dear.” The husband of Locust answered him,
“My spells will not fail, but I need time.”
“How much time is needed?” asked the Khalifa.
“Forty days,” replied the charlatan, for he thought in himself that in forty days much might happen.
“Good,” said the Khalifa. “But if after the forty days you have not restored the chest, your life will be forfeit.”
“Hearing and obeying,” replied the magician, and he returned to his wife in great misery, and spent the rest of
the day in weeping and in prayer.
*
Now the thieves who had stolen the box of treasure were forty in number, and when news reached them that
the king had sent for the wise man who had discovered the lost ring so easily, they became disturbed in mind. The
chief of the band decided to send one of their number as a spy to the wizard’s house, to see if he could find out if
the wizard were indeed on their track. So at nightfall he crept to the house, and laying his ear to the door he
listened. Presently he heard the magician within say to his wife with a deep groan,
“O Locust, my wife, one of the forty is passing!”
He meant that one of the forty days left to him on the earth was drawing to its close, but the thief who was
listening took the words to himself. He went back to the chief, and said,
“O chief, this man knows all! While I was hid, he said to his wife, ‘Here is one of the forty!’ and I fled away.”
“We must discover more,” replied the chief. “Tomorrow night another of you must go to listen.”
The next night the second thief went to lay his ear to the door, like the first. The words he heard were, ‘O wife,
one of the forty has gone, and now another of them is passing!’ and the thief made off as fast as he could and
reported the words to the chief. The master-robber beat his breast and cried,
“Without doubt he knows each one of us! And he may go at any moment to tell the Khalifa.”
The thieves consulted together, and in fear of their lives they agreed to go to the wizard and throw themselves
on his mercy, promising him a large sum of gold if he would forbear to betray them to justice. This they did that
very night. Locust’s husband said to them,
“I know each one of you and his wickedness, but I am a man of clemency, and will do what I can to protect
you. You must tell me, however, where you have hidden the chest, and nothing of the treasure must be missing, so
that it can be restored to the Khalifa.”
“Life is more precious than treasure,” said the robber-chief. “We will show you where the chest is hidden and
give you a handsome reward as well.”
The next day the magician presented himself at the palace and told the Khalifa that the spells had worked more
quickly than he had at first thought, and that he could lead him to where the chest was hidden. He took the Khalifa
to the spot which the robbers had shown him beside a bush in the desert, and when the Khalifa’s servants dug in
that place, lo, the chest was laid bare, and none of its contents were missing.
*
The Khalifa was very pleased and bestowed a fine house and much money on the soothsayer, whose fame was
much increased thereby. The Khalifa boasted of the powers of his magician to all the princes that he knew, and
one day Locust’s husband was summoned to the palace, where a foreign prince was being entertained. The
Khalifa presented the magician to the prince, and told the latter that he beheld a very master of wonders. Said he,
“He can see through walls, and he can see through the earth!” And to prove the wizard’s power, he asked him
before his guest,
“Tell us what I hold here in my closed hand!”
The soothsayer cursed the day that he had taken up this trade, for he knew that if he failed now before the
foreign prince the face of the Khalifa would be blackened and that he would certainly die for his imposture. He
cast himself on his knees, and cried in despair, “Caught at last, O Locust!” of course meaning his wife.
As he spoke, the Khalifa opened his hand, and a locust flew out. One of the princes then plucked a bunch of
lentils and went with it in his closed hand to the magician, and said,
“Divine what is here in my hand,” and the magician exclaimed:
'Al yidri yidri,
Wal ma yidri,
Jadhbat ‘ades!

52

“Who knows, knows
And who knows not

A bunch of lentils!”\fn{A note reads: A symbol of despair. If one is in despair, they say of him, yakul ‘ades.}

and again he was right. The foreign prince was astounded at the magician’s powers, and rewarded him by a purse
of dinars. However, when he returned to his wife Locust, the soothsayer said to her,
“Chance has helped me three times, but I fear that next time fortune will forsake me. I live in constant fear that
the Khalifa will set me a task I cannot perform. What shall I do, O Locust?”
His wife advised him to feign madness, and that as soon as might be. So the next day when his friends came to
see him, she told them that Allah had afflicted her husband and that he was crazy. The news reached the Khalifa
and he sent at once to know if it were true. They brought the supposed madman, raving and singing, into the
palace. To prove his madness, the soothsayer pretended not to recognize the Khalifa, when brought into his
presence, but going up to him laid hold of him familiarly by the sleeve and sought to draw him from the room.
The Khalifa humored his whim, and the courtiers followed to see what the crazy fellow would do.
No sooner had they left the audience chamber than the ceiling fell in with a crash. The Khalifa turned to his
courtiers and said,
“Even in his madness this fellow is wiser than ordinary mortals! He was surely sent hither by the Compassionate, so that our lives might be spared.”
And he overwhelmed his savior with riches, so that the magician and his wife Locust lived in comfort all the
days of their life.
2
There was once a fair woman. In her prime she was fairer than the full moon and her fame was great amongst
all lands.
Her father married her to a rich man and in time she bore him a daughter. The name of this daughter was Hajir,
and as she grew up, she became so beautiful that her mother became jealous of her. At night, when the moon
swam in the sky, the woman asked it,
Ya Qamr!
Minu al helu?
Enta, lo ani, lo Hajir Khan?
“O Moon!
Who is the fairest?
Thou, or I, or the Lady Hajir?”

Answered the moon, as it passed like a silver ship across the roof-top,
Ana wein, enti wein?
Hajir Khan ahla minech wa minni!
“Where am I, and where art thou?
The Lady Hajir is fairer than thee and fairer than me!”

The woman was enraged by the moon’s answer, for she wished to be lovelier than her daughter. She had an old
maidservant who was devoted to her, and she called her and said to her,
“Tomorrow, take Hajir Khan to the wilds, and lose her there. Return alone.”
The next day, the maidservant took Hajir away into the hills, where there were many rocks and caverns. Giving
a pretext, she left the child alone in a wild place, never doubting but that Hajir would be devoured by the wolves
that lived in the rocks. Then she returned alone to her mistress and told her that by now the girl must have
perished.
*
Now when the servant had forsaken her, Hajir ran about the rocks, and towards nightfall, seeing a large cavern,
she entered it and was surprised to find that it was not like the other caverns, but was furnished with carpets,
bedding, and everything necessary to a house.
“Someone must live here,” said Hajir to herself, and she hid in a corner where she would not be seen.
As the sun set, there entered the cavern seven ‘afrit,\fn{Powerful jinn} who seated themselves and began to eat
and drink. When they had finished, they rose up and went out. Hajir came out of her hiding-place, and when she
had eaten, she began to sweep and clean the place, and finding some dirty clothes, she washed them in a stream
nearby, and mended them neatly. The next morning the ‘afrit returned, and were very astonished at seeing the
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cavern so neat and clean.
“Who has been here? Who has done us this kindness?” they asked.
In the day they slept, but towards the afternoon they went out for food, and on returning, ate as before. Said
they amongst themselves,
“Tonight we will leave one of our number behind in the cave, so that if anyone comes, he will see him.” So
when they went out, one ‘afrit stayed behind.
Hajir did not come from her hiding-place until she saw that he was asleep. Then she swept and cleaned the
cave, washing the dishes and setting everything in order as on the previous night. When the ‘afarit came back
they asked the ‘afrit they had left behind who had done the cleaning, and he replied,
“I saw no one!”
The next night another ‘afrit stayed behind, and it happened with him as it had happened with the first. So it
was for seven nights, a different ‘afrit watching each night, and each night falling asleep.
On the eighth night it was the turn of the first ‘afrit again, and he resolved that this time he would pretend to
sleep. So after a little he feigned sleep, and when he saw Hajir he leapt up and seized her. She was afraid, but he
told her that he did not wish to harm her, but to thank her. When his brothers came back, they were delighted to
see Hajir, and asked her to stay with them always and be their house-mother, while, for their part, they would
serve her and do everything to please her.
“We will be your brothers,” they said to her, and Hajir agreed to their proposal. So for some time they lived
happily together.
*
Now when the moon was again full, Hajir’s mother, believing that her daughter was dead, went on to the roof
and asked the moon as it gazed on the house,
Ya Qamr!
Minu al helu?
Enta, lo ani, lo Hajir Khan?
“O Moon!
Who is the fairest?
Thou, or I, or the Lady Hajir?”

Answered the moon,
Ana wein, enti wein?
Hajir Khan ahla minech wa minni
Wa‘ ad ha ikhwan sab' a.
“Where am I, and where art thou?
Lady Hajir is fairer than me and than thee,
And she has brothers seven.”

When she heard the moon’s reply, the mother wept and was troubled, and she sent for the old woman, her
servant, to reproach her, saying that the girl was still living. Said she,
“I have prepared some chewing-resin. My daughter loves to eat of it, but when she eats this resin of mine she
will die, for it is poisoned. Do not return until the girl is dead.”
The maidservant disguised herself and went to the place where she had left the girl, and before long she found
the cavern where Hajir lived with the seven ‘afrit. When she saw Hajir there, the old woman began to cry
“’Alech zein! ’Alech zein! Good resin for sale!” Hajir came to her, and said to her,
“I want some ’alech, give me some.”
The pretended peddler gave her the resin, and took payment for it, then hid herself. As soon as Hajir had put
the resin in her mouth, she fell down unconscious, as if she were dead. The old woman hastened back to her mistress and told her,
“Hajir Khan is dead. I saw her fall with my own eyes.” Then the mother rejoiced.
When the ‘afarit returned and found Hajir lying on the ground, they were much distressed. They touched her
head, her hands, and her feet, and said to each other,
“Hajir is dead! We must bury her.” Said one of them,
“Hajir is fair, let us not cover her face with dust, but wrap her in reed matting, and put her on the top of the
mountain.” The rest agreed, and did as he had said, and with much sorrow they left her on the mountain.\fn{ A note
reads: In early times in Iraq the dead were wrapped in matting. Many of the Sumerian graves opened at Ur revealed that the bodies had
been so buried.}
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*
Now, shortly after this, there passed that way the Sultan’s son in the course of his hunting, and when he saw
the girl’s body, he was amazed at her beauty and ordered his followers that they should take her up and bear her to
his city. When they reached the city, the young prince sent for a skilled physician and ordered him to examine the
body. The physician did so and reported that the pulse was still beating and that, with the help of Allah, the girl
could be restored. This indeed happened, and as the Sultan’s son loved her like one mad, he married her and set
her in a fine house.
Meantime the mother, when it was time for the full moon to appear, went to the roof and asked it the same
question. Said the moon in answer:
Ana wein, enti wein?
Hajir Khan zojat ibn es Sultan
Ahla minech u minni!
“Where am I, and where art thou?
Lady Hajir is wife of the Sultan’s son,
And is fairer than thee and me!”

At that, the mother became ill from her spite, and died, and that was the end of her.
*
Now after some months Hajir Khan bore the Sultan’s son a boy, and the child grew and became a fine lad. One
day the boy was playing with some companions in the road at knuckle-bones\fn{ A note reads: Knuckle-bones is a favorite game amongst the urchins of Baghdad.} and during the game the princeling began to quarrel with his companyions.
The boys began to mock him, and sang in derision,
Ibn ash shaqta!
Ibn al laqta!
“Son of a No-one-knows-who!
Foundling’s son!”

At that the boy ran crying to his mother, and told her of his companions’ taunt. She comforted him and said,
“Next time they say that, say you to them:
Tug, ya ch‘b, tug!
Wa khalna seb' a
U ummna bein hum neb‘ a.
“Crack, knuckle-bone, crack!
Our uncles are seven
And our mother bloomed amongst them.”

Now one of the ’afarit, flying over the town, passed by the boys at their play, and hearing Hajir’s son saying
this, he marked his beauty and resemblance to their lost sister. He alighted, and approaching the children, said to
the princeling,
“Go and fetch me water, I am thirsty!”
The boy answered, “Come with me, I will give you to drink,” and took him to his mother’s house. When they
arrived, he ran to his mother, and said,
“A stranger is here asking for water: he is thirsty.”
Hajir sent the child down with a cup of water, and the ’afrit hearing her voice was now certain that it was indeed their sister. So when he had drunk the water, he drew a ring off his finger and dropped it into the cup, saying,
“Take that to your mother, boy!”
The child did as he was told, and Hajir, seeing it, recognized it as a ring belonging to the ’afrit, and came
gladly to welcome him and to tell him of all that had happened to her. The ’afrit listened and rejoiced in her happiness, and when she had finished, said to her,
“Remember, Hajir, we are your seven brothers and ready at all times to do your bidding. If you are in sorrow,
we will come to you, and if your husband quarrels with you, or forsakes you, you shall return to us.”
Hajir thanked him and the ’afrit went back to tell the good news to his six brothers, while she remained to live
a long and happy life.
3
A merchant and his wife in a certain town once upon a time both died in one day of a mortal sickness and left
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behind them two children, a boy and a girl, who inherited their possessions. The name of the girl was Gumeyra, or
Little Moon, and the boy, her brother, loved her very fondly for her beauty and goodness. He went to the suq each
day to buy and to sell, and the girl looked after the house.
A young woman who lived near by was pleased to come in and help Gumeyra with her household tasks and to
cheer her in her loneliness, and the two became great friends. One day the young woman said to Gumeyra,
“We love each other like sisters, why do you not ask your brother to marry me so that we may always be
together?”
Gumeyra was delighted at the idea, and did not delay in telling her brother that it was her wish that he should
marry her friend. He consented to do so; a marriage contract was made, and the wedding took place.
No sooner had the bride entered the house, however, than her demeanor changed, for she became very jealous
of her husband’s fondness of his sister. It became difficult for Gumeyra, for her sister-in-law was always seeking
quarrels with her and trying to represent to her husband that Gumeyra was her enemy.
Gumeyra became very unhappy, and when at night the moon shone into her room in a friendly way, it comfortted her and she talked to it, and said:
Ya gumeyr yemwennes al gharaib
Bil leyl ‘andi, ou bin nahtir gha-ib!
“O Moon, O thou who amusest strangers,
At night with me, by day absent.

Her sister-in-law heard her, and said to her husband,
“Gumeyra has a lover who visits her at night, and his name is Gumeyr.”\fn{ A note reads: The diminutive is endearing,
and Gumeyr (Little Moon) is the masculine equivalent of Gumeyra .}
The next night the brother listened, and he heard his sister speaking as his wife had said. In anger he entered,
but found no one there. His sister protested her innocence, but he would not listen to her, and bricked up the window and the door, leaving only a small aperture in the ceiling through which he pushed down to her bread and
water. However, the angels visited Gumeyra and gave her meat and sweetmeats, so that her beauty did not suffer
by her immurement, but rather increased.
*
Now Gumeyra was loved by all who knew her, and when the neighbors heard of her imprisonment, they came
to the brother, and begged him to release her. He had already begun to doubt his wife’s tale, and when he heard
praise of Gumeyra from all, he relented, took down the bricks, and set the girl free. It was now nine months after
his marriage, and the young woman, his wife, was delivered of a boy; but instead of rejoicing at this event, she
could think only of her hatred of Gumeyra and her anger that her husband would not listen to her when she
complained to him of Gumeyra’s wickedness.
One day she went out to the suq, leaving the new-born child in the care of her sister-in-law. When she came
back, both Gumeyra and the child were sleeping.
The wicked wife took a knife and slew her own child, and putting the bloody knife beside her still sleeping
sister-in-law, she went to summon her husband, shrieking that murder had been done, and demanding justice. He
went with her to Gumeyra’s room, and there was the child dead, with Gumeyra and the knife beside it. Gumeyra
was aroused by the cries, and her brother, unable to doubt her guilt, sprang upon her and tore out both her eyes,
then drove her out of the house with curses and blows.
Gumeyra was almost beside herself with pain and horror, and wandered far into the country outside the town,
not knowing in her blindness whither she was going. At last she came to a big house, and when the servants of
that place saw her plight, they took her in and showed her to the lady who lived there.
That lady was a physician and she cured many people. When she saw Gumeyra, she pitied her, and took her
into her house and performed a cure upon her, so that before long she could see as well as ever. Then the lady
made her her servant, and because she was fond of Gumeyra, she told her her secrets and instructed her in the art
of healing.
Gumeyra abode in that place many years, helping the lady with her good work, until in time the lady died,
leaving Gumeyra her house and all her possessions.
*
Now, for their wickedness to Gumeyra, Allah had smitten her brother with blindness and his wife with elephanttiasis, and it happened one day that a neighbor told them that there was a lady in the country near the town
who had arts by which she worked the most marvelous cures upon the sick who came to her. The husband and
wife went together to the house, which was the house in which Gumeyra lived.
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When she saw her brother and sister-in-law, she knew them at once, and going to her brother, she used her art
so well that he soon saw the light of day again and looked upon her. Then she said to him,
“Do you know me, and do you believe that I did not kill your child?” He answered,
“I know you, and I testify that you are innocent.” Then she said to her sister-in-law:
“As for you, I will neither cure nor kill you: go, and trouble us no more.”
The woman fled from the place with her elephantiasis on her, and Gumeyra and her brother lived to old age in
the house which the lady had left to her.
4
There lived in Baghdad a man called Hamad, and his wife, and they had an only child, a girl-baby, whom they
named Wudayya, or Little White Shell.
The summer after the birth of their child, the woman sickened with a mortal sickness, and on her deathbed she
called to her husband, bade him make her clothes and her wedding ’aba together into a bundle, and suspend the
bundle by a rope from the ceiling so that it hung about the height of a tall man from the ground. He did as she
asked. Then she said to her husband,
“O, my husband, vow me a vow.” He answered weeping,
“All that you ask I will vow to you, my beloved.” She said,
“Vow to me that you will not take another wife until our daughter has grown so high that she can touch the
bundle that you have hung from the ceiling.”
Hamad vowed to his wife as she requested; then the woman died and wailing was heard in the house.
*
Wudayya was now motherless, but her father saw to it that she was tended, and as for himself, he grieved so
bitterly for his dead wife that he had no wish to take another woman. When Wudayya was seven years old, he
apprenticed her to a woman who taught sewing (ista at khayyata), and this woman, who was a deep schemer,
showed herself so kind to the child that Wudayya began to love her. Like all the neighbors, the sewing-mistress
knew of the widower’s vow, and one day she called Wudayya, and standing her upon a chair, said to her:
“Oh, my darling, touch the bundle that hangs from the ceiling!”
When she was stood upon the chair the child was just high enough to touch the bundle with her fingers. Then
the sewing-mistress said to her,
“You are motherless, my daughter, and your father lacks a wife. When he comes back tonight, say to him, ‘My
father, I lack a mother, and you a wife. Marry the sewing-mistress, whom I already love as a mother.’”
When her father returned, the child did as she had been bidden, and repeated the words that the sewingmistress had taught her. When she spoke thus, her father sighed and said,
“The time is not yet, my daughter. I vowed a vow to your mother that I would not marry for a second time until
you had touched the bundle that hangs from the ceiling.” The child answered,
“Today I touched it, oh my father.”
The next day the widower sent his mother to the house of the sewing-mistress to make negotiations for the
marriage, for he thought it was the will of God that he should remarry. In due time, the sewing-mistress was
brought as a bride to the house and herself took the wedding ’aba threaded with silver that was in the bundle with
the rest of the dead wife’s possessions.
*
Wudayya much resembled her mother in beauty and grace, and the sewing-woman, now that she was installed
as lady of the house, began to be jealous of her stepdaughter. Day by day the beauty of the child increased, and
day by day the hatred of the stepmother towards her grew and was bitter. She could not endure the tinkle of the
bell-adorned anklets which the child wore when Wudayya ran about the house.
There came a day when the man must take a journey, and the heart of the step-mother was light, for she
thought that now she would have opportunity to rid herself of Wudayya. So, some days after his departure, she
said to the girl,
“Put on your ’aba, we will take an arabana and drive into the desert to meet your father.”
The girl gladly went with her stepmother and they set forth into the desert and drove for many miles. Then the
woman said,
“Wait here while I go to see if I can espy your father.”
The girl sat down as she was bidden, while the woman went away in the arabana. But instead of returning, she
drove back to Baghdad, and left the girl alone in the desert, thinking that she would surely perish there. On her
arrival in Baghdad, she killed a sheep and wrapped it in a shroud and buried its body and was glad to think that
she had got rid of Wudayya.
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*
Meanwhile Wudayya, when she perceived that she had been abandoned, wandered about In the desert, hungry
and thirsty. But God the Merciful ordered that she should find a stream at which to quench her thirst, and floating
in the stream she found a loaf. So she ate and drank and was refreshed, and slept that night by the stream.
In the morning she awoke, and lo, near her, coming to drink, was a wolf. Wudayya was very frightened, and
seeing a tree close by she climbed into it, and called aloud for her father in these words:
Ud ‘ayya ib janajilha
U jaha ad dib yakulha!
Soda bi wijhak
Hamad, ya abuya!
“Wudayya with her anklets (is here)
And the wolf has come to her and will eat her,
Thy face is black (with shame),
Hamad! O my father!”

Now it happened that her father returned earlier than they had thought, and the place to which the child had
wandered was on the road he was traveling, and he heard her voice from afar. Hastening to her, he rescued her,
and when he had embraced her, she told her story. When he heard it he was amazed and angry, and said to her,
“I have here a chest in which are some rich stuffs that I was bringing to my wife as a present. Get into the chest
and hide beneath the silks, and take this needle. When she who betrayed you opens the box, prick her with the
needle on her hand.”
So the girl got into the chest, and it was strapped to the mule again, and they came to Baghdad. When Hamad
arrived at his house, his wife met him with a sober face and told him that Wudayya was dead. The man feigned
great grief, and then said,
“Didst call in our friends for the mourning?” The woman answered,
“No. I told no one. The girl died in the night and I was afraid, so I buried her. I will show you the tomb.”
And she took him to where she had buried the sheep and pretended to shed tears of sorrow. Her husband said,
“This will be shame upon us! Inform our friends and call them to the house that we may make ’azzal for my
daughter.”
So she sent to all their friends, and in the meantime he told his wife that he had brought her a chest filled with
embroilderies and silks. All eager to see them, she had the chest brought up, and opened it in the presence of her
husband, thrusting in her hands to pull out the stuff. When she did so, Wudayya, who was within, pricked her
finger, and when the woman shrieked, her husband bade her see what was in the chest. When she looked, lo!
Wudayya was inside.
The step-mother was astounded and frightened, and then her husband took her to the cemetery and forced her
to open the grave. When it was open, and the shroud undone, within it was revealed the dead body of a sheep.
When the mulla arrived to read prayers for the dead, and their neighbors were assembled for the mourning, the
man told all the company of the evil behavior of the woman, and all agreed that she had deserved death.
However, he contented himself with pronouncing the threefold divorce, and the woman departed with shame
from the house and never returned.
5
There was once a King and he had a tailor who was very clever at making clothes. Hearing that the tailor had
been boasting of his skill, the King sent for him, and when he hastened into the royal presence, the King told him
that he must accompany him on a walk without the city.
Much flattered, the tailor bowed to the ground, and walked beside his royal master until they were outside the
city walls. While they were walking in the desert, the King said to the tailor, “Pick me up that stone!” and the tailor, wondering, picked up a stone that lay by the wayside.
“Take the stone home with you,” said the King, “and show your skill by making me a stone coat.” The tailor
was frightened, and protested that no man could make a coat of stone, but at his first word the King feigned great
anger and cried,
“If you do not make me a stone coat in three days, I shall hand you over to the executioner.”
In great alarm, and convinced that the King had but invented an excuse to kill him, the tailor returned to his
home, and told his family that he was certainly doomed to die as there was no hope that he could contrive a coat
out of a piece of rock. His wife and his three daughters listened, and all but the youngest wept with him as he
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bewailed his fate. But the youngest daughter sat thinking, and after a little she said to her father,
“Do not weep, my father, I have a plan by which you can escape the anger of the King.” And she instructed her
father in what he should do.
The next morning the tailor demanded audience of the King, and when he was admitted bowed low before his
Majesty, placing a bag on the ground before him.
“What is this?” asked the King. Said the tailor,
“Your Majesty, I have completed the cutting out of the stone coat, and it promises to be a handsome affair. But
your Majesty has not furnished me with suitable thread. So I have brought some sand in this bag. If your Majesty
will kindly have it manufactured into thread, I will start on the completion of the coat.”
The King burst into laughter, and commended the tailor for his ruse.
“You have saved your head,” said he. “But you are a fool and cannot have thought out this jest by yourself.
Confess who helped your wits.”
“Your Majesty is too astute,” said the tailor. “In truth, it was not my own thought, but that of my youngest
daughter.”
“What is her age?” asked the King.
“Her age is fourteen.”
“Then I will marry this maiden for her wit and she shall live in a handsome house near my own.”
The tailor went home and informed his family of the honor which the King was doing them, and in due time
the marriage contract was completed and the bride taken to her new house with much rejoicing and many presents
from the bridegroom.
But when the moment came for the bridegroom to present himself, he did not come, and the bride waited in
loneliness day after day. The King had not seen her, and thought little more about the affair, except that when he
went to hunt, he tapped at his bride’s window and said,
“O tailor’s daughter, how do you do?” And to that she replied that she did very well.
The tailor was grieved for the slight put on his daughter, but for the whims of princes there is no accounting,
and the maiden was well provided with gear and money, so that it was not a bad business.
*
The day came when the King decided to take a voyage to the country of Rum;\fn{ Rome} and traveling by land
and sea he came at last to a fair valley in the pleasant land of Rum, and there set up his tents. As soon as she heard
that her lord was voyaging, the tailor’s daughter disguised herself, and following him, she came to the same place,
and set up for herself a magnificent tent. In the evening she walked abroad unveiled, and reached the place where
the King had pitched his camp.
The King’s coffee-maker was sitting by the fire when she passed by, and he was making coffee for the King.
When he saw the beauty of the tailor’s daughter, his understanding flew, and without knowing what he did, he put
salt instead of sugar into the coffee.
When the King tasted the coffee he was angry and sent for the fellow. The coffee-maker confessed his fault,
but excused his distraction, by saying that a damsel fairer than the moon had passed as he was making coffee and
had cast her glance at the tents.
The King was curious when he heard this, and instructed his servants to find out where the beautiful girl lived.
They reported to him that she lived in a fine tent in the same valley, and the King at once made haste to visit her.
He was hospitably received, and was so charmingly entertained that he could not leave that night, but stayed with
his sweet hostess three days and three nights.
The third night they played chess, but the King was so deeply enamored that he thought of his opponent more
than of the game, and the lady won. As a prize for her victory, he drew from his finger a costly ring and placed it
on hers. At the third dawn, when he still lay sleeping in her tent, the tailor’s daughter packed up and set out on the
journey home. The King could find no more pleasure in his journey after the disappearance of the beautiful lady,
and he too went back to his own country. But he paid no more attention than before to his young bride, unless it
were to ask her how she did from below her window when he rode a-hunting.
*
A year later he sought to allay the restlessness of his heart by another voyage. This time he visited the land of
Armenia, and stayed in the town of Erzerum. Again his forsaken wife followed him, and sending him a messenger, she invited him to visit her. Overjoyed at finding the lady he so much loved, the King repaired to her house,
and they spent three nights in endearments and merrymaking.
On the third night, as before she challenged him to a game of chess, and again the King lost. This time he paid
for his defeat by giving her the jeweled dagger from his belt, and as on the first occasion, she fled at dawn,
leaving the King asleep.
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Again the disconsolate King returned to his own country and sought to distract his sorrow, but in vain, and a
third time he set off for a far country. Once more his neglected wife followed him in disguise, and again he was
transported with joy when he rediscovered her. Three days and nights were spent in delight and joy, and the third
evening as before she challenged her husband to chess and won the game. As prize he gave her the gold-broidered
kerchief from off his royal head, and strove that night not to sleep so that she might not elude him. But she had
put henbane in his drink and when he was in a deep sleep, she left him, and returned to her own country, and he,
too, angry and disappointed, traveled back to his own land.
For seven long years the young King mourned the fickle lady and then, resolving that he would think no more
about her, he resolved to marry a new wife who should bear him children and cause him to forget his heartsickness. A suitable lady, the daughter of a neighboring prince, was selected, marriage contracts drawn up, and on
the appointed day, the people lined the streets to see the bride and her cavalcade ride in to the city.
*
Now each year, after her meeting with the King, the tailor’s daughter had borne him a child. The eldest was a
boy, and she named him Rum, after the country where she had known her husband. The second, too, was a boy,
and him she called Erzerum. To the third, a girl, she gave the name of Shelham.
On the day of the King’s marriage, she told her children to stand on the steps of the palace, one above the
other, near the place where the King was to wait to receive his bride, and she instructed them carefully what to
say. Besides this, she placed the ring she had won on the finger of Rum, the dagger she thrust into Erzerum’s belt,
and the kerchief she placed upon Shelham’s head. The three children obeyed their mother’s orders, and as soon as
the King had arrived, and the cavalcade of the bride was approaching, Rum cried to his brother,
“Oh, Erzerum, take care of my sister Shelham, lest the she-mule step on her!”
Hearing the child’s cry, and wondering at what he said, the King called the three to him, and asked them their
names. At the same time he saw and recognized his three gifts, and commanded the children that they should tell
him how they came into their possession. The boy Rum answered boldly, and told him that his mother had bidden
him speak as he had spoken, and had girt them with the ring, the dagger, and the kerchief.
“Where is your mother?” asked the King, and he was taken by the three children to the place where their
mother sat veiled.
The King soon understood that she was in truth the lady to whom he had given his heart in the land of Rum,
and he gave orders forthwith that the bride who had arrived for him was to be sent back to her father’s house.
So the tailor’s daughter was made happy, and she and her three children were the joy of the King’s heart.
6
There was once an industrious woman who earned a living for herself and her family by carding cotton. Her
husband earned nothing, for he was a lazy lout who did nothing but sleep in the courtyard of the house, and never
went without. All that he did was to clamor for food, and if his wife did not bring it to him, he would beat her with
his thick stick, which he kept greased with fat stolen from her kitchen. This stick he called Al Madhuna, “the
Greased One,” and if she dared to reproach him for his laziness, he would reply, “Bring me the Greased One,” and
as he was powerful and strong she quickly stopped her scolding and ran off lest she should be beaten.
One day when she was in the suq, she told a friend of her troubles, and complained that her husband had become an intolerable burden. The friend was a wise woman, and said to her,
“Endure his laziness no longer! When he has left the house, lock the door and refuse to let him enter until he
comes with money in his hand!” The cotton-carder said,
“How shall that be, seeing that he never leaves the house. He never leaves our courtyard, wallah, the whole
day he sleeps!” Said the old woman,
“Has he a favorite dish, my sister?” Said the cotton-carder,
“He is very fond of pacha.”\fn{“A traditional Iraqi dish made from sheep’s head, trotters and stomach; all boiled slowly and
served with bread sunken in the broth. The cheeks and tongues are considered the best parts. Many people prefer not to eat the eyeballs
which could be removed before cooking.”:W} Said the old woman,

“He is a dog, the son of a dog, and like the dogs must be led by the nose. Cook some pacha and throw it outside the door and entice him into the street, and then close the door upon him.”
The cotton-carder followed the advice of her wise friend and bought some pacha, which she cooked very
succulently. When it was ready, she scattered a little in the courtyard near the corner where her husband slept, and
the rest outside the door of their house. Then she shook him, and while he was yawning and still half asleep, she
cried,
“Ya Kasilun! See! In the night it has rained pacha!” He rubbed his eyes and took up the pacha and began to
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eat.
“Leave this here!” cried his wife. “Go outside, there is abundance there, and if we don’t get it, the neighbors
will eat it!”
So he ran to the door, and while the stupid fellow was still gathering up the pacha and cramming it into his
mouth, his wife closed the door upon him and bolted it.
“Hey wife,” cried Kasilun, “I have picked up pacha enough—come you and get the rest. Open the door, I want
to go to sleep again.”
“No, not I!” replied the cotton-carder from within the door. “I will not open to you until you return, as a man
should, with money in your pocket!”
“Bring me the Greased One!” shouted Kasilun in a great rage, and when she threw him the stick from a
window, he rattled at the door and made such a noise that the neighbors gathered to laugh at him. At last, mad
with anger, he set off, all bareheaded as he was, and walked far into the desert.
*
At nightfall, when he was far from Baghdad, he saw a fire, and as he was cold and hungry, he went towards it.
Round the fire were sitting seven ’afarit, and upon the fire a pot was boiling. Now ’afarit are addicted to human
flesh, and when they saw Kasilun approaching, they said,
“Here is good fortune! This man will make us a meal tomorrow!”
As for Kasiliin, when he saw the pot and smelt the hot meat, he was very pleased, for he had eaten nothing
since the pacha that morning; so, approaching them, he wished them peace. They gave him the salutation, and
invited him to join them. Said he,
“I will eat with pleasure, for since it rained pacha this morning, I have not eaten a crumb!” And so saying, he
dipped his frozen fingers in the pot and drawing out the lamb that was seething therein, he tore it in half, and
devoured it. After he had eaten he fell asleep, and the ’afarit, seeing how fat and big he was, decided to kill him
the next day so that they would have fresh meat to last them for some time. The next morning they roused him
and said,
“We are going to kill meat soon; go, take this water-skin and fill it with water and return to us so that we can
fill the pot ready for the broiling.”
“This will never do,” thought Kasilun when he saw the big skin that they gave him to fill. “They will make a
water-carrier of me!”
So when he had reached the river, he bent as if he were filling it, but in reality he put his lips to it and blew
until it was swollen with air and appeared full to the brim. Then, tying it, he began to return with the skin on his
shoulders. The ’afarit expected to see him bowed under the weight of the water, but lo! he walked as if the skin
were but a feather. When he was near their tents, however, he sat down, and putting his mouth to the skin, he
made as though he were emptying it, and did so until the skin was deflated.
“What sort of a man is this?” said the ’afarit. “He drinks more at a draught than an ordinary man in a week!”
They went up to him, and when he saw them, he said that he had drunk the water and was still thirsty, and
would go down and refill the skin.
“We will send one of our number,” said the ‘afarit. “But as you are a strong fellow, we will send you to get the
wood to make fire for the pot.”
“Where shall I find the wood?” asked Kasilun.
“There is a coppice of trees at a little distance from here. One of us will show you where it is.”
“This is very bad,” thought Kasilun, “they are making a beast of burden of me!” and he asked for a very long
rope. When they had reached the coppice, he said to the ‘afarit who had accompanied him,
“Take this end of the rope and walk round the coppice and come back with it here.”
“Why must I do that?” asked the ’afarit, but Kasilun insisted, and as the ’afarit was afraid of the strength of a
man who could drink a water-skin at a draught, he did what was required of him. Then Kasilun tied the two ends
of the rope and bent his back.
“Now we have the wood tied together,” said he, “hoist it on my back!”
“How can I hoist living trees?” cried the ’afarit.
“That is nothing,” said Kasilun. “I shall do the real work when I carry it back! Hoist the wood on my back and
be quick about it!”
“But,” said the ’afarit, “we only want a few faggots!” Then Kasilun pretended to be very angry.
“What is this?” he said. “You refuse to hoist a few light trees on to my back? Am I to do all the work? Then I
refuse to carry them at all!”
He went back to the camp and told his story as if he were in the utmost indignation.
The ’afarit became more than ever afraid of him when they heard he had wanted to carry the coppice on his
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back, and made up their minds to kill him in the night when he was asleep, lest he should prove too much for
them. So that night they took him to their house, and pretending to welcome him, they put him into the best room.
“There is something in this,” thought Kasilun, who had become suspicious of their intentions, and, when night
came, instead of sleeping beneath the fur mantle which they gave him to cast over himself, he went and hid in the
tannur, or oven, from which hiding place he contrived to overhear his hosts discussing their plot of killing him.
As soon as he understood plainly their intention, he went back to the room, arranged the fur mantle over some
carpets so that it had the appearance of a sleeping man, and hid himself in another part of the house.
At midnight, the ’afarit came with daggers and sticks and attacked the heap all at once, and went out making
sure that their guest was dead.
In the morning, Kasilun greeted them as if nothing had happened, and told them that he had been a little
disturbed by mosquito-bites during the night, but that towards morning he had slept peacefully.
The ’afarit then resolved on a fresh attempt to kill him. They had in their house a cupboard lined with scimitars, which closed upon the victim when a button was touched without. But Kasilun overheard their plan from his
hiding place in the oven, and made up his mind that they should die in their own trap. The next day they led him
to the door of the cupboard and told him that if he went in, he would find gold and treasure, which would be his
from henceforth.
“I am a big man,” said Kasilun, “and I could not get into the cupboard.”
The ’afarit assured him that he could.
“Why,” said they, “it would hold six of us!”
“I will believe that when I see it,” said Kasilun. So in they went, and when they were safely inside, he pressed
the button and the knives closed together and killed them.
There was only one ’afarit left, and Kasilun began to think that as he had disposed of the others so easily, he
need not fear him. Indeed the case was entirely otherwise, as the ‘afarit came to him and implored him to save his
life, saying that if he did so he would show him where his brothers had kept their treasure, for it had been their
practice to rob caravans in the desert and take possession of the goods of their victims after they had killed and
eaten them.
*
Kasilun filled a large sack with the stolen gold, and told the ’afarit to carry it, for he was going back to his
home. Thus they set off together; Kasilun clad in the rich robes which he had found amongst the stolen goods, and
the ’afarit walking behind like his servant with the sack of gold on his shoulders.
“Life in the desert does not suit me,” said Kasilun to the ’afarit. “There is too much hard work there! One is
better off in a town.”
At nightfall he came to his house in the city, knocked at the door, and bade his wife open, telling her that he
had returned bringing her some money. Though she could scarcely believe him the cotton-carder opened the door.
“Here is a guest, wife,” said Kasilun, “and here is a sack of gold. Make us a good meal, for 1 have hardly had a
bite since I went away.”
The cotton-carder prepared a sumptuous meal and they spent three days in feasting and music. At the end of
the three days the ’afarit said to Kasilun,
“I want to have a furwa\fn{A skin cloak or coat with hair inside} made, for it is cold.” Said Kasilun,
“Go to Hasan the tailor, he will make you a furwa.”
The ’afarit went and gave the order to the tailor, but each time the ’afarit went to see if the furwa was ready,
the tailor answered,
“Bacher! Tomorrow!” At last the ’afarit went to Kasilun and said,
“The tailor will not make the furwa that I need for my journey.” Kasilun said to the ’afarit,
“Tell him you are the guest of Kasilun, and that he must hurry with the work.” The ’afarit went to the tailor
and said,
“I am the guest of Kasilun, and you must hurry to finish the furwa!”
The tailor knew Kasilun as a good-far-nothing and lazy man, and when the ’afarit said this, he began to laugh
in the ’afarit’s face, saying,
“I am not afraid of Kasilun! He is always asleep! Come, we will go together, and will talk to him in his own
house!”
So the tailor and the ’afarit went together to Kasilun’s house, and the tailor knocked at the door and calling to
Kasilun bade him open the door as he was not afraid of him. When Kasilun heard, he roared out to his wife,
“Wife, bring me the Greased One!”
And the tailor had his hand on the door to open it, the ’afarit being beside him. When the ’afarit heard Kasilun
call for his stick, however, he pulled the tailor back in fear, and Kasilun coming out and seizing the tailor by the
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other hand, the tailor was torn in two pieces, and the ’afarit took one half and ran away in mortal fear and never
came back!
127.53 Bitter Orange, Daughter Of A Bitter Orange: A Folktale\fn{by “a Muslim lady,” (before 1931Nineveh Province, Iraq (F) 2

)}

Mosul,

There was once a man and woman who had been married for some years, and Allah had given them no child.
One day the woman was sitting with her friends, and she began to speak of her misfortune, saying,
“I do not know what I can do!” One woman asked her,
“Have you taken medicine?” She answered,
“Aye, I have drunk medicine, but it was no good.” Another said,
“There is a way, and I will tell you what you must do. Buy a bitter orange, bring it to the house, but do not let
your husband see it, go into your room and eat it, and you will have a child!”
The childless woman thought that she would try this, so she went into the suq, and bought a bitter orange, and
returned to the house with it, hiding it beneath her ’aba. Her husband met her and said,
“What are you carrying beneath your ’aba?” She denied, saying,
“No, I am carrying nothing!”
Then he came to her, and took the orange from her by force. She said,
“Do not take this orange from me, for if you do, you will become pregnant, and I shall chase you out of the
house!”
He laughed and said, “How can that be true?” and purposely he seized it and ate it before her.
After that, month by month, his belly grew bigger and bigger and the woman was ashamed and angry and
would not speak to him. When the ninth month was complete, and his pains began to come upon him, she opened
the door of the house, and put him outside.
He walked and walked, in the desert, and at last he sank down exhausted, and, his pains reaching their climax,
he brought a daughter into the world. As soon as he was able, he took a piece of paper, wrote upon it all that had
happened, tied it to the arm of the baby, and went away.
As for the girl-baby, Allah sent her a she-gazelle, which nourished her from her teats, and a falcon which
hovered above her head and shielded her from the sun, and so she lived in the desert.
*
One day the Sultan’s son was riding to hunt in the desert, and he saw in the distance something which glittered
in the sun. He cried to his slaves,
“What is that yonder which glitters? Go and fetch it!”
They went, and on the ground they saw a little girl, sweet, sweet! as dazzling as the sun in beauty. They
wrapped her up in an ‘aba and brought her to the Sultan’s son. The prince was delighted at her beauty and read
the paper tied to her arm, and knew from it her story. He set the child before him on his mare and returned to his
house, and said to his mother,
“My mother, I have brought you a lovely girl for you to bring her up like your own daughter.”
The mother brought her up, and when the girl was grown marriage-ripe, the prince took her for his wife. He
loved the girl madly, and could not bear to be parted from her one moment.
Now there was a great resemblance between the foundling girl and her mother-in-law; in fact, the one was the
mirror of the other, for the hair of both was golden, and their faces were so much alike that it was difficult to tell
one from the other.
One day there was a war, and the prince was obliged to go and fight. He asked his mother to take care of his
bride and bade them both farewell and went.
Now the mother-in-law was jealous of the girl, and began to torment her, beating her from morn to eve, and
giving her no food to eat. The girl wept, but her mother-in-law said to herself,
“Maku chara! There is no way out of it! My son has gone to the wars—who knows if he will ever come back?
Why should I keep this girl longer in the house?” So one day, she seized her, and pushed her out into the road.
The girl roamed about in despair, not knowing what to do. In her distress, she lifted her head and said to the
Lord of All things,
“My Lord! My Master, help me! Build me a house in this wilderness such as there is not in this world, and in
the garden fruit-trees which shall bear fruit in winter-time as in summer-time.”
And Allah, of his mercy, built for the girl a house as she had asked, in the middle of the wilderness, and the
key was beside her. She rose, and took the key, opened the gate, and went into the house. When she looked from
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the windows of the house, what a garden she saw—of all the gardens Allah has created this garden was the finest!
Every fruit grew in it, and blossom and fruit came together, for there was no season of winter in that garden.
*
But in spite of this, the girl was not happy, for she loved her husband dearly, and longed for his presence. Day
and night she wept for him and prayed for his return.
Now the war was over, and the Sultan’s son returned from the war, and went to his house. His mother was
frightened lest he should find out what she had done, so she pretended to be his wife. When he asked her, “Where
is my mother?” she answered,
“She is dead! And come to her end.”
Now the mother became pregnant from her son. She was ashamed and displeased at what had happened, but
there was no way out, for she knew that if he learnt what she had done to his true bride, he would kill her. One
day she went on to the roof and in the desert outside the city she saw a garden, and in it a vine in full fruit,
although it was winter, and snow lay on the ground. She came down from the roof and went to where her son was
sitting, and said,
“I want some grapes, go and bring me some.” Said he,
“It is winter, where shall I find grapes!” Said she,
“But I have seen some in a neighbor’s garden.” Said he,
“How can that be, with snow on the ground?” Said she,
“But there are grapes growing: I saw them with my own eyes from the roof.” Then the Sultan’s son called his
slave and said,
“Diamond, go to the house of our neighbor, and say from your mistress: ‘O our lady, give us a bunch of grapes
to satisfy our wahima.”\fn{Whim.} The slave went, and knocked at the door of the girl's house, and from within
the girl answered,
I am Bitter Orange, daughter of a Bitter Orange.
My mother bought me, and my father became pregnant of me.
And the she-gazelle suckled me,
And the falcon hovered above me.
The Sultan’s son has begotten a child on his mother,
Does her longing remain?
Go! I have no grapes!

The slave returned and repeated to his master the words that he had heard. The Sultan’s son began to ponder,
and to understand. Then he went himself to the house, and knocked at the door, saying,
“O lady, give us a bunch of grapes to satisfy our whim!” The girl replied in the same words, and her husband
cried,
“What is this! Come down and open the door!”
The girl came down, and he saw that she was his bride. He bade her tell to him all that had happened, and she
related everything. Then he returned and sought his mother, and said to her,
“Woman, where is my mother?” She replied,
“She is dead.” Said he,
“Where is her tomb?” Answered she,
“In such and such a place.” Said he,
“Take me to it.” The woman was confused, and wherever they went there was no tomb, and she said,
“I forgot! It is not here, it is elsewhere.” At last he seized her and said,
“You have lied! Tell me the truth!” And she was forced to tell him all. Then he went and brought a tin of
naphtha and poured it over her and set her alight, and she was burnt up.
But his own wife came back to him.
118.132 The Boy Who Killed His Mother: A Folktale\fn{by Hannah David, the folktale recorder’s father’s grandmother
(before 1962- )} Iraq (F) 1
There was once a woman who had seven daughters. She conceived. They took her to the hospital, and her
husband stood by the door waiting to hear the news. A breeze fluttered by his face. The man was a great sage, and
he knew that it was an angel. The rabbi asked,
“What have you written on his forehead?” The angel answered,
“He will kill his mother.” The rabbi said to himself,
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“There is no need for such a child.”
Women, children, men—on the face of all the man could see the news that his wife had given birth to a son
after seven daughters. He got up and went to a carpenter and asked him to make a small case. The carpenter made
the case and gave it to him. He took his son and wrapped him with all kinds of linens. The mother wept; he said to
her,
“There is no need for such a child—he will kill you.” She was comforted.
They set the case afloat on the sea. It floated and floated endlessly, floated calmly on the surface of the water.
On the other shore of the sea was a woman washing clothing. She saw the case approaching and took it, placing it
on the shore, and then continuing her work. When she finished, she took the case to her house and showed it to
her husband. He said to her,
“What have you brought?” She said,
“There might be something inside.” She thought that there might be silver or gold.
She and her husband began to open the case, and they saw that there was a small child inside. They decided to
raise him. So they did, until he was fifteen years old. He quarreled with his foster mother, and she said to him,
“Why are you quarreling with me, do you think I am your mother?” He said to her,
“Then who are you?” She said,
“I am a woman who saw you inside a case floating on the surface of the water.” He said,
“Good-bye; if you are not my mother, I will go.”
*
He went here and there through the world, passing mountains and hills and tiny brooks until he came to a
certain house, which was the house of his first father. The parents began to weep and said,
“If our son had remained until now, he would be as big as you.” He said,
“Why, what happened to your son?” They answered,
“We left him on the sea.”
“If that is so, I am your son, for they took me from the sea.”
They decided to make a party. The party was magnificent. He was with them for about two years, when
suddenly he quarreled with his mother and said,
“I want to marry the daughter of the millionaire.” They said to him,
“We are poor; marry someone poor, for they won’t want you.”
At that time, he gave his mother something, and she was killed. Thus whatever is written on the forehead of a
child cannot be erased.\fn{The following folktale belongs to a member of the same family as the lady above: it was told by one
Murad Hakak, the recorder’s grandfather:H | Once there was a rabbi who was a wise counselor in the king’s court. He was an expert in
incantations and amulets and in the secrets of mystical literature. But it was an act of Satan: he had no son. The rabbi served the king, and
he constantly comforted him. Through his incantations, many barren women were saved and cured, but his own wife was always sad, and
her soul found no peace. All her life she hoped for a son whom she could carry in her arms, whom she could caress and embrace with love,
but all her hopes were in vain. The woman besought her husband:
“Seek the help of God, that I too may have a son.” But her husband
had a heart like stone. He did not grant her request, but said:
“I have no need for a son.” In this way he would answer her with a quiet
look, without explaining his enigmatic words. But the sobs and the entreaties of the woman helped her: one day her husband consented to
her request, and in the course of time she became pregnant.
The woman’s spirit soared; she was filled with joy that, after all, she was
saved from the shame of barrenness. Each day her joy increased as she felt the fetus growing in her belly and taking on skin, sinews, and
life.
But the woman did not know what was wrong with her husband recently. While she was entirely blooming with bliss, he took on an
appearance of sadness, sorrow, and gloom. It was hard for her to understand what had happened to her husband that caused him such
sadness. She asked him about it, but he refused to answer, saying:
“Why should I end your joy and your happiness with sad and
depressing matters?” The woman implored him for a long time until he consented to tell her the answer:
“It was not for nothing that I
refused so long to save you from the shame of your barrenness. I knew that I would cause you unimaginable suffering, but all that I did was
done out of love.” The woman was astounded, but out of the respect she was accustomed to show for her husband, she remained silent
and allowed him to continue with his measured words.
“A son will be born to us. This was made known to me by the
Shekhinah.\fn{Divine Presence.} A son so handsome and strong that no one will want to stop looking at him. But it was inexorably stated
and decreed long ago that this son of ours will do something evil and cruel. He will murder someone from his own family.” The woman
was stupefied and confused. She was unable to say anything, and so she remained silent. Both were silent, silent and sad.
From the time
the child was born, the woman looked at him with fear and love. His sight was difficult to bear because of the thought that some time he
would lift up his hand and kill a man. But despite this she was unable to keep from loving him. Her disposition was troubled, and her face
showed fear because of the imminent future.
One day, as the sun was going down, the mother came to loathe the infant because of her
great fear of what was in store for her. What did she do? She took the child with her, wrapped him in a blanket of wool, went to a cliff, and
tossed him into the stormy waters of the sea.
But the child was lucky; a fisherman passed by in his boat, and he saw a baby with
beautiful eyes lifted by the waves and not sinking. The fisherman marveled; he drew close to the infant, lifted him from the sea on his
shoulders, took him to his home, and brought him to his wife. The woman had been longing for a baby boy for some time, for she had only
girls, and she was very happy about the gift from heaven. She nursed him, and the food was pleasant to the infant.
Thus the boy grew up
and became strong in the house of the fisherman. Day after day he became more famous because of the heroic deeds he performed, and his
reputation as a courageous man whose strength exceeded the strength of several healthy and well-fed horses spread throughout the land.
The king also came to hear about the mighty youth, and he commanded that he be brought before him. The king’s runners hurried to the
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house of the fisherman, and the youth was taken to the king. He bowed his knee before the king and said:
“May his splendid Highness
be praised and blessed.”
The youth was apprehensive, for he did not know what the king wanted with him. His voice trembled as he
spoke, and his eyes were full of terror. With great fear he approached and kissed the king’s feet. But the king looked upon him with esteem
and said:
“It is my desire to appoint you to the position of jilad bashi.”\fn{The executioner who carries out the commands and decrees
of the king.} The youth’s heart filled with pride, but in his desire to win the king’s heart and to acquire his favor, he said in a low tone:
“It will be a great honor for me to serve His Royal Highness and to stand at his right hand.”
Then he bent his back slightly and lowered
his eyes. Thus he began with his new position.
Every day he would cruelly cut off men’s heads with the king’s sharp sword. His blood
grew cold, and he became a hard and evil man. Even the fisherman was terrified of his deeds when he saw that the youth no longer came to
visit him, for he had forgotten all the kindness the fisherman had done for him. The sage in the king’s court would see the jilad bashi every
day, but he did not know that it was his son.
One day, ministers of the king falsely accused the sage of having cursed the king in a
sermon he gave in the synagogue. The king grew angry and decreed a punishment of death upon him. The sage tried to combine Holy
Names and to discover what was his sin, but he was not answered from heaven. The jilad bashi carried out the king’s decree and cut off the
head of the sage, without knowing that it was his father.
After the execution, the king commanded his hangman to marry the sage’s
widow, for he had left no descendants. At night after the wedding, when the youth wanted to come to his wife, she suddenly saw the image
of her husband. She was terrified. The youth again tried to come to her, and again she saw her husband’s image and was terrified. When this
had occurred several times, she requested him to wait until the following night. That night her husband appeared to her in a dream and said
to her:
“This youth, who is now your husband, is our son. Take care that you do not sin.”
Then the rabbi told his widow that he had
sinned and was punished because he had used combinations of Holy Names for vile purposes. Therefore he had not been answered from
heaven before his death, and they had not revealed to him that the jilad bashi was his son.
The woman was alarmed and deeply troubled.
She told the entire matter to the youth, who was so terrified that his entire body trembled. Then he fled from the city, with only the clothes
on his back. This was in order to atone for his sins through exile.
When fourteen years had passed, they informed him that his sin had
been atoned for, and that his mother had died, and then he returned to the city. What did he do during those fourteen years? He studied a
great deal and became a learned sage. Some years later he was appointed as rabbi, and after that—as sage and advisor to the king. No one
knew that he was the former jilad bashi.
Indeed, the man changed his name, and his heart also changed. He actually became another
man. }
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143.62 1. The Miser Who Married 2. How The Daydreams Of The Mother And Daughter Came True 3. The Sign
Of The Tassel 4. The Builder Who Was Strong 5. The Woman Who Wanted To Drown Her Mother-in-Law 6. The
Father Who Taught His Son The Value Of A Friend And Lira 7. The Woman Trouble-Maker 8. A Woman And The
Fortune-Teller 9. The Cloth Merchant From Najaf 10. The Judge And The Green-Grocer’s Daughter 11. The First
Wife’s Revenge 12. The Doctor’s Helper 13. The Man Who Put His Trust In Allah 14. The Lucky Jars Of Pickles
15. The Poor Man Who Married Five Wives 16. The Prophet And The Death 17. The Cooking Pot That Gave
Birth 18. The Man In The Coffin 19. The Portrait That Saved A Man’s Life: Nineteen Folktales\fn{by Bahiya Jamali
(c.1900?- )} Kadhimain (now a suburb of Baghdad), Baghdad Province, Iraq (F) 19
1
Once there was a man who was old in years. The old man used to marry, but no woman would stay more than a
month with him before asking for a divorce. There was a girl who asked the former wives,
“Why did you get a divorce? Your former husband is a merchant, and a rich man. Why didn’t you stay with
him?” They answered,
“He killed us with hunger. Every day he would give us only a piece of bread this big, with a piece of cheese on
it. We almost died of hunger. May Allah curse him and curse his wealth! We don’t want such a rich man. We can’t
live with him.” The girl went to her mother and said,
“Perhaps that rich merchant will come and ask my hand. If he does you must agree to take him for me.”
“Huh,” said her mother. “That man takes wives and divorces wives. No one can live with him because he is
such a miser. Don’t be fooled by his wealth.”
“Well,” Mother, answered the girl, “I want him. I’ll take the heart out of him and get his money.”
“What are you saying?” The mother went to the father and said,
“This is what your daughter is saying.”
“Let her marry him,” he said. “She’s a clever girl.”
Well, do you know, the old miser came and asked her hand and the parents gave her away. The daughter said to
her mother,
“Mother, you allowed me to marry, but don’t take my marriage into account. Whatever clothes I want, give
them to me just as if I were still your daughter living at home. Bring me food, too, until I see my way clear with
the miser.”
“All right,” agreed the mother.
*
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The miser used to come to the house every day with a loaf of bread for himself and his wife and her servant,
with sometimes a few greens or a little cheese to eat with it. His wife said,
“O my Husband, why do you go to all this trouble? My people will bring lunch and supper from my house for
me and my servant and for you, too.
“Huh!” he replied.
Every day they would bring a tray and knock at the door. Knock, knock. Who’s there? I, and here is your
supper. Every time they would bring stew and rice and fruit and drinks. The miser was pleased. He thought Allah
was bestowing those blessings. He was happy as long as he didn’t have to take money out of his pocket to pay for
something.
One day the bride pretended to be a little under the weather and she slept all day. She was awake during the
night and she saw the miser get up—get up very quietly and go downstairs walking softly. When she got up and
looked over the railing she saw that he had reached the top of the cellar steps. She went down after him barefooted. She saw him light a candle, take out a purse this big, full of gold and begin to drop them one by one into
the drain hole in the floor. When he was about to finish she quickly went back upstairs and got into bed. Her
husband came up and went to sleep.
The next day she went to the cellar and spread out a reed mat and got a long stick, put a little soft tar on the
end of it and lighted a candle. She heated the tar over the candle and then thrust the stick into the drain. She
pressed it down into the drain and drew out a golden coin. She worked all day long.
Now she had plenty of money. She gave some to her family so that they could cook and bring her food. She
would go to the bath and pay for a servant, and she would be sent an excellent lunch with all kinds of fruit to eat
at the bath. All day long food would be sent to her from her own home on trays, one course after another for her
and her callers and her guests. Those other women who had been divorced said,
“I wonder what she did to him to make him spend so much on her. She has golden ornaments, dresses well,
spends much. She sits all day or goes out visiting. It must be her good luck.” They didn’t know about her cleverness.
One day her husband came and told her that he had invited fifteen people to lunch the next day.
“What will you prepare?” His wife answered,
“Bring us a kilo of meat.”
“Fifteen people and only one kilo of meat?”
“We’ll cook meat hash, and spinach stew, and meat with nut and pomegranate sauce: Bring us some walnuts,
some spinach, and so forth. Bring a chicken also to go with the nut and pomegranate sauce.”
“But how can one chicken be enough for fifteen people?” he asked.
“Oh, I’ll open the upstairs windows and spread some seeds and catch some sparrows and cook them also with
the nut and pomegranate sauce.” However, he had some sense and said,
“No, I’d better bring three chickens as well.”
“As you like,” she answered.
The miser returned at noon and saw, extending out into the street, the preparations for staging the lunch. Each
saucepan was as big as this. The spinach was black with the amount of oil used in its preparation. The nut and
pomegranate sauce was boiling and bubbling in oil with whole chickens lying in it. The meat was so deliciously
seasoned with saffron and cardomon that the aroma wreathed out into the street. The pot of rice was covered with
saffron, almonds and raisins so that I can’t begin to describe it, but there was one half of a sparrow hanging in the
doorway of the kitchen.
The miser came in with his walking stick and saw the sparrow, and suddenly came to his senses.
“Seven pots aboil, with half a sparrow to spare? Couldn’t you find a place to put this one-half of a sparrow in a
saucepan with the rest?”
He was standing there leaning on his walking stick and he began to understand what was going on and his
beard began to tremble and he had a heart attack. His wife took him by the hand and pulled him into the nearest
room where he took one deep breath, ha-a-a-a, and died. His wife said to the servants,
“Silence. Don’t anyone of you talk about this.”
She called her father and she called her mother and they took care of all the guests who had plenty to eat. The
servants carried the food upstairs to the dining room. When the guests had finished eating, the wife began to cry,
“Boo hoo hoo!” The guests said,
“What is the matter? And why haven’t we seen the haji, your husband?” She said,
“We didn’t want to spoil your good time, but just now the haji passed away. You were eating and the haji was
having a hard time of it. He was not at all well, and just as you finished eating, the haji gave up the ghost. He is
dead.”
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*
What a shock! So the guests became the mourners for the haji and followed him to the grave. His wife had
killed him by the shock he had sustained when he suddenly realized what was going on and that she had found a
way of getting his money and spending it. He saw it all at the moment that he saw half of a sparrow hanging in the
kitchen doorway.
Half a sparrow.
Half a sparrow.
Hang it in the kitchen doorway and save it as something special for another time?
The old man was buried and his inheritance had to be settled. The wife agreed to accept the house as her share
of the inheritance. She counted out the money, and, as much as they tell you she had, it was still more. Of course
no one knew about what was in the cellar drain. She opened up the drain and found that the drain had been lined
with tar and that it was almost full of gold pieces, each worth a pound.
Later the clever woman married again. Her second husband was a man of very great importance. A very important man came along and married her and she began to have children. He was fortunate and she was fortunate
and so they lived to the end of their lives in happiness.
Wealth finds wealth,
And lice find the saddle bag.
2

Once there was a mother who lived all alone with her daughter. One night they had, as a guest, a man who had
supper with them and stayed over night.
The mother had a notion she would like to give her daughter to him in marriage. She said to her daughter,
“Well, O daughter, I’d like our guest to be my son-in-law, and he would be your husband, and he would give
you a wedding dowry, and we should prepare the trousseau and furnishings, and you would marry and conceive
and give birth to a baby boy, and I should be a grandmother, and how cute your son would be when he learned to
walk, and he would climb the steps up to the roof and on our roof there is no railing, and he would look down at
me from the roof and say, ‘Peek, Granny,’ and he would fall down from the roof and die. What a tragedy!”
The daughter began to cry, the mother began to wail.
“I sacrifice, I sacrifice, I sacrifice myself for you. In the name of Allah. In the name of Allah.”
The guest had been listening to the story in his room upstairs. Now he came down and said,
“I want my son. My heart is burning for the sake of my son. Why did you kill him?” Embarrassed, the mother
said,
“O father, we were just amusing ourselves.”
“No,” he said, beating one hand on another, “I want it to be just as you said, and I want to marry your daughter.”
They were very happy and in the morning the contract was signed, and the daughter married. and conceived,
and gave birth to a baby boy, and they built a railing around the roof of the house to protect their son, for Allah
had given them their hearts’ desire.
3
Once there was a man who married and took a wife. Every few days he would return home in a temper, and
she would feel badly about it. She said,
“O my Husband, this will never do. You are often in a temper. You come home in a very bad temper.”
“Yes,” he said. “Things go on in the town that upset me and I come home in a temper.”
“But,” she said, “this will never do, because I also have a very bad temper, and if we are both in a bad temper
on the same day, who knows what may happen? You must give me a sign so that I’ll know that you are coming
home in a temper, and so that I’ll make allowances for you.”
“Yes,” he said, “you are right. That’s a good idea.”
In those olden days the men used to wear on their heads a red fez with a long black tassel hanging down at the
side. So he said,
“I’ll put the tassel of my fez toward the front on the day that I am coming home in a temper, and when you see
the tassel hanging at the front you’ll know that I am in a temper and whatever I say, or whatever my words may
be, you mustn’t feel bad or take them to heart. She said,
68

“That’s a good idea. But, when I am in a temper, what about that? I’ll also give you a sign.” She did .this
purposely to help him get rid of his bad habit. She told him, “I’ll wear a white apron, and when you see me
wearing a white apron you’ll know I am in a temper and you must put up with me.” He said,
“All right.”
She began to wait for him every day about the time of his return and to watch for him from the window. She
could look out and see, when he reached the top of the street, if he had put the tassel at the front of his fez. When
she saw him come stamping along with the tassel swinging back and forth at the front of his fez like the tail on the
rump of an elephant, she would quickly get out her white apron and put it on. When her husband came in and saw
her wearing the white apron he moved the tassel to the side of his fez, for it wouldn’t do for both of them to be in
a temper at the same time, or they might beat one another. So he gave in. Time after time, once, twice, thrice, the
same thing happened, until the husband said,
“O wife, your fits of temper come at the same time as my fits of temper. They come together.”
“O my husband,” she said, “give up your bad habit and I will give up mine. A temper does no good. Allah has
given human beings wisdom, but temper drives out wisdom. If you are in a temper in the city, what excuse have
you for coming home in a temper? So my temper goes with your temper. But I can control and put aside my
temper. I beg you also to put aside your temper and not to bring it home with you.” He said,
“Indeed, you are quite right.”
So from that time onward he did not put his tassel at the front of his fez and he gave up his temper just as his
wife had suggested that he should, and they lived happily ever after and neither he nor she gave way to their
tempers.
4
Once there was a builder who was in very great demand. No important building was put up in the city if he
wasn’t there to supervise and direct. Besides, he was very strong. He could toss a brick from the ground to the top
story of a building.
A merchant for whom the builder was working was very much impressed by the builder’s ability and he
wondered what the secret of it was. He thought it might have something to do with the builder’s wife so he sent an
old woman to investigate and bring him word. He said,
“Go to the builder’s house and find out how his wife treats him. When I see him so strong I think he must have
a wife who treats him well and backs up and supports his strength.”
The old woman went to the builder’s house and she found it was a tidy house. The wife worked at home all
day. She had water ready and heating on the fire. The old woman asked,
“What’s the water for?” The wife answered,
“So that when my husband comes home I can give him a bath.”
The builder finished work and came home. His wife met him.
“Welcome. May Allah give you strength. May Allah help you.”
She took her husband to the bath, entered with him, scrubbed him well, put a towel on his shoulders, brought
clean clothes to him in a basket, and all the time she was caring for him she was smiling and saying,
“I hope you aren’t too tired. How are you feeling? I’ve been thinking of you all day long.” The old woman
went to the merchant and said,
“O father, the builder has a wife and she is keeping up his strength. She received him in such a way that all his
fatigue left him, and she is always smiling.” And she went into a description of all the details of how the builder’s
wife prepared for his homecoming, helped him off with his robes, never complained, etc., etc. She told him that
the builder’s wife was a most unusual woman and very beautiful besides.
“Strange,” said the merchant. “Don’t you think you could get her away from the builder and arrange for me to
meet her and have a good time with her?” The old woman said,
“I’ll try.” She went to the builder’s wife and said,
“O mother, it’s a pity for a person like you to be married to a builder. He isn’t suited to you. You should be the
wife of a merchant, someone well-known, someone with a big position. What’s your husband? He comes home all
dirty, and you have to wash him and change his clothes before he is a human being. What’s he to you?”
“What of it, aunt? It is trade. Allah has ordained the position of everyone. He isn’t a cripple. He provides for
me and he is the father of my son. What’s wrong with him?”
“You need someone with a nice perfume to sleep beside you.”
“Well what do you think, my husband uses the very best perfume.”
“Nevertheless, if you would only agree, I could tell you about someone who loves you. It is the merchant for
whom your husband is building a house.”
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In the end, the old woman made the wife of the builder dissatisfied and she began to dream of being the wife
of a merchant. When her husband came home she had no hot water ready, and she didn’t wash him or care for him
at all. The next day when he went to work and he wanted to toss a brick to the top of the building he could hardly
throw it up two meters. He was worried. He had something on his mind. Finally he said,
“Stop work for the day.” But the merchant said,
“If you stop the work, when will the building be completed?” He called the old woman to him and said,
“Go back to the builder’s wife and patch up things between them.”
The old woman went to visit the builder’s wife and asked how she was. The old woman had brought an old
water jar with her. When she went to the toilet she took her earthenware water jar with her. Deliberately she
dropped the jar and broke it. She came out crying on account of the broken jar. The wife of the builder said,
“Aunt, why are you crying?” The old woman said,
“My water jar is broken.”
“Well, use this other water jar for now and I’ll buy you a new one.”
“Shall I expose my private parts to a new water jar every day? I’ve had that old jar for a good many years and
I’ve always taken care of it. I’m accustomed to my old jar. Am I to have a new one every day?”
“O aunt, are you weeping when you have only to change one jar for another? Then why did you try to persuade
me to change one man for another?”
“Yes, that is the truth. I sacrifice myself for you, and I admit that you would be very wise to remain faithful to
your husband.”
The wife of the builder gave up her disloyal thoughts at once. When her husband returned in the evening
everything was as before. His wife met him smiling. “May Allah help you. The water is hot for the bath.” And she
thought only of the comfort of her husband.
The next day, when the builder went to work, he was no longer worried and the work went well.
5
Once there was a poor weaver whose wife used to grind wheat into flour, and they lived in a house by the river.
When cereals were cheapest they bought enough to last them a year. They bought wheat, lentils, beans, etc. The
poor weaver said to his wife one day,
“Look at our stores and see how much food is left.”
“O Husband,” she answered, “I have looked and there is enough for you and me and my mother—without your
mother.” The poor weaver answered,
“I don’t have money to buy any more, so what shall we do with my mother?”
“The river is near us. At night we can tie two stones to her feet and throw her into the river and get rid of her. If
she doesn’t die this year, she will next. She is an old woman.” The weaver said,
“All right. Let’s get rid of her.” In the evening as soon as the old women slept, the weaver said,
“O wife, put a mark on one of her feet so we won’t make a mistake.”
She put a mark on the foot of the weaver’s mother.
When his wife was asleep the weaver got up and put the mark on the foot of his wife’s mother and gently
moved his own mother out of the way. In the middle of the night he woke his wife and said,
“Get up so that we can throw my mother into the river. Take care that you have the one who has the mark.”
“Yes, this is the one. Here is the mark.”
They picked up the old women carefully and carried her to the river bank and threw her into the river. It was
almost morning by the time the deed was done, so the wife went to her mill feeling very happy and began to sing:
O mill stones, O mill stones,
The fish have eaten my mother-in-law
And nothing’s left but the bones.

Her husband was busy at his loom and sang over and over to himself:
Just wait and see
If it’s you or me
Who’s going to groan and moan.

When it was broad daylight the husband’s mother got up and began to wash for her prayers. The wife rushed to
her husband and cried,
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“What have you done?”
“What have I done?”
“That is your mother. It was my mother we threw into the river.”
“Hush. If she hadn’t died this year she would have died next year. She was an old woman. Keep quiet or we
will both go to prison and be hanged.”
So the wife had to keep quiet for fear of the government and the people.
If you dig a well for someone else, you will be the one to fall into it.
6
Once there was a rich man who had only one son who squandered his father’s money without thought. He had
so many friends that they came and went in droves. Today ten friends for dinner. Tomorrow twenty friends for
dinner. Clothes, porters, and what not. He spent on them extravagantly. The father asked him,
“Who are these people?” The son said,
“They are my friends.”
The father, then and there, sent his son out of the house. The father disowned him. When his father sent him
away from home, the son went to his friends. He knocked at the house of a friend who said,
“O brother,\fn{The text has: father.} what’s the matter?”
“My father has disowned me.”
“Sorry,” said the friends, “we have no room for you here.”
From those former friends, twenty of them, not to count the acquaintances that used to hang around him, he
received no help. Two or three weeks later his father sent for him.
“See, my Son, those are your friends. They did not lend you money. They did not say, ‘Our friend is in trouble
with his father. Let us invite him for dinner and give him a good time until he makes up with his father.’ Are those
friends? Real friends? You know the saying:
When I was rich my friends were like flies around date syrup;
When I became poor my friends flew away.

I, your father, am your friend-and-a-half. You should know the whole-friend, the half-friend, and the nofriend.”
The same day the father was passing a vacant lot and there he found a stranger lying dead. He was trying to
think of a way to hand the body over to the government when a soldier passed by and accused the father of strangling the man. The soldier saw the father standing there and said,
“No one but you has killed him.”
They took the body and went to the judge. The soldier said,
“The dead man was in the vacant lot, and we saw this man coming out of the vacant lot.”
“Strange,” said the judge.
The father was released on bail. The case ran on until the judge pronounced on the father a sentence of death
by hanging. Then the soldiers seized him and marched him through the market. One of his friends was a cloth
merchant. Another was a butcher. When they saw what was happening they followed the father to the court and
joined the procession to the place of execution. On the way they began to talk to the judge. The butcher said,
“I’ll sacrifice all that I have for that man—everything that I own—so that he won’t be hanged.” The judge
would not change the sentence. The cloth merchant then said,
“If the butcher’s wealth is not enough, I will add everything that I possess which is four times as much as the
butcher owns.”
The judge did not change the sentence.
“Then don’t change the sentence,” said the cloth merchant, “but you won’t hang him either. Hang me instead.”
And he got up on the platform and put the noose around his neck.
At that moment a new decree arrived from the governor and pardon was granted to the rich man. When the
father returned home he said,
“See, my son, there are real friends. They are not like those who left you and did not offer you supper or a bed
to sleep in at night. The half-friend offered all he possessed. The whole friend offered his possessions and his life.
Those are real friends. Be a wise young man and don’t be foolish any more.
“A materialistic friend comes for your money. He’ll never help when the time of trouble comes. Do you think
you can have many real friends? You should know the value of a friend. When I disowned you, was there one of
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those previous friends of yours to protest to me? I would have repented the first night. Was there one of them to
take care of you, of all those friends to whom you used to give lunch and dinner and on whom you spent so
much?
“You spent almost all my money. However, I am going to give you another chance and another sum of money
so that you can start out on your own. Here is the money. Now go.”
The son went and opened up a small shop to sell wood and charcoal. After a while he added sugar and tea to
the contents of his shop, and little by little he became a grocer. Two years later his father came to see how he was
getting along.
“Well, how are you doing? How much money have you made?”
“One hundred lira, answered the son.” In those days that was a large sum of money.
“Close down this shop. I’ll open a better one for you,” said the father, and he and his son went for a walk
beside the river. As they were walking along the river, the father took the bag containing the hundred liras and
threw it into the river.
“O Father, by your fate, what have you done?”
“Hush! You must give up the hundred liras. I deliberately threw them into the river, and see how it upset you
because you had worked to get them.
“But do you remember how many hundreds of my hard-earned liras you spent on your faithless friends? You
must know how dear money is to its owner and how it is earned, and how hard I worked for my money. You
began with a little shop for wood and charcoal and you added sugar and tea to the store and little by little you
added more and more until after two years you had earned one hundred liras.
“You should know how dear honestly-earned money is.”
With his father’s permission the son undressed, dived into the river and brought out the bag of money.
“Now,” said the father, “now you are really my son. Now come and be my partner and work with me.”
7
Once there was an old woman who boasted to the devil that she could do better than he.
“You,” she said to the devil, “only cause trouble, but I can cause trouble and patch it up again if I want to.”
“How’s that?” said the devil.
“I’ll do it and then I’ll tell you all about it.”
*
The old woman went to a cloth merchant to buy some cloth. As she was looking at this kind of cloth and that,
she kept crying and saying,
“May Allah not grant your wishes! Cursed be your fate! Yesterday you were nothing, ya mother!” The merchant said,
“Aunt, what is the matter with you?” She said,
“I have a son who is a rascal. Every day he loves another woman, and he has ruined me with the presents he
gives them. Now he insists that I must buy him a dress length of silk to take to his sweetheart and I’ve come to
buy it for him.”
She bought a piece of silk, and, as she took it, the ash from her cigarette fell on it and burnt a little hole.
“Into the tar with it,” she cried in exasperation.
“What now, aunt?”
“Into the tar with it! May she be bitten by a dog, Allah willing, so that she’ll never wear it.” She counted out
the money for the cloth, took the bundle and went away.
When the old woman left the market she went straight to the house of the cloth merchant from whom she had
just bought the cloth. She rapped on the door, knock, knock, knock. The wife of the merchant opened the door, but
she didn’t know the old woman who said,
“Aunt, I sacrifice myself for you, please give me your water jar. I want to go to the toilet and I want to pray.”
The wife of the merchant let the old woman come in, and she said,
“Where do you pray? Where is the prayer rug?”
“Upstairs,” said the merchant’s wife. She took the old woman upstairs and got out the prayer rug. Then she
went downstairs again to cook. She had been married only six or seven months and she was alone in the house.
The old woman prayed and then she put the prayer rug back in its place under the mattress, and she put the
piece of cloth beside it and went downstairs.
“Ha aunt, what shall I give you now? May Allah give you his blessings. I have prayed.”When the cloth
merchant came home his wife said.
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“Ha Haji, shall I dish up the food?”
“No,” he said, “let me pray first. Where is the prayer rug?”
“Lift up the mattress. It is under the mattress”. She was busy heating the fat for the rice.
Her husband lifted up the corner of the mattress and what should he see but the piece of cloth that he had sold
the woman. It was lying right beside the prayer rug. He was sure it was the same piece because it had a hole in it
burned by cigarette ash. The merchant went out of his mind. He rushed out of the room shouting.
“O Wife!”
“Yes,” she answered.
“Put on your aba and get out. Tomorrow I will divorce you. No, right now I’ll divorce you.
“But, what—”
“Don’t stand there. Either I’ll kill you or I’ll kill myself. Get out of the house right now!”
She saw that her husband was in a wild state of mind. In fact his eyes were starting out of his head and he was
raving. She picked up her aba and ran out of the house in her bare feet. She was in a daze when she got home. Her
mother, her father, and her sisters said,
“Well, what is the matter?” She said,
“The matter is like this and this.”
They worried—the father, the mother and the sisters—all night long. What was the matter? Had he really gone
mad? When morning came the father got up to look into the affair. From a distance he saw that the merchant was
sitting in his shop. Soon the old woman appeared and she said,
“O father, I am going to die. That son of mine is going to kill me. Give me the sister of the dress length that I
bought yesterday.”
“Why, aunt, you took it yesterday and gave it to your son. She said,
“O father, my troubles have made me lose my mind. I have sold three houses and my son has spent all the money on prostitutes and when I came to buy the cloth I hadn’t prayed. And from the morning until now I have been
going around knocking on doors trying to find which house I entered yesterday to pray, and I can’t remember
where it is, and my son stands and tells me I am lying and that I never bought the cloth. I tell him, ‘O son,\fn{ The
text has: father.} give me a chance. Wait a few days until I remember and go around the streets and alleys and find
out where I went in to pray.’ I went into a house and there a woman, a daughter of goodness, was busy cooking. I
prayed and stuffed the cloth under the mattress with the prayer rug. I’ve become that absent minded, I didn’t
know what I was doing. The merchant replied,
“Aunt, may Allah be not pleased with you. You went to my house and I have a wife whom I married six
months ago. Yesterday I was about to kill her or kill myself. I sent her out of the house in such a hurry that she
took only her aba for fear that I should kill her or kill myself. She ran out of the house bare-footed and I am
sitting here depressed by the thought that my wife, whom I married and spent money on, has become the
prostitute of your son. This is all on account of the cloth you bought from me. What did you do to me?”
“O father, O father, may my face be black! I sacrifice myself for you.”
The merchant took the old woman to his house, opened the door, gave her the dress length, and then he went to
his wife’s home. He went in and greeted her family and said to his wife,
“Get up and come home with me.”
“What was the matter, O father? Till morning we didn’t sleep. The mother was ill, and the father and sisters
were wrecks. The wife was faint with grief.”
“I’ll tell you later. It was something that just happened,” he said.
*
The old woman went to the devil and said,
“Look. I made trouble and I cured the trouble, too.
“You aren’t like me. You only destroy. Just the other day, when there was a wedding at so-and-so’s house, you
went and threw a flower into the irrigation ditch and a little child tried to reach the flower and fell in. He choked
and drowned in the water and the wedding became a funeral.
“You only destroy, but I destroy and afterwards I build.”
8
Once there was a man who roamed the streets and lanes made up like a fortune-teller. One day a woman called
him and said,
“What do you do for a living?” He said,
“I tell fortunes and I learn the tricks of women.” She said,
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“You’ll never know all the tricks of women, but come in and tell my fortune.”
He went in to tell her fortune, but just then her husband returned, so, before opening the door she hid the fortune-teller in a big chest. The husband ate lunch and began a game of chess with his wife.
“O my Husband, she said, if I win, what will you give me?”
“Whatever you ask for,” said her husband. She won the game and said,
“O my Husband, I have a man in that chest. I met him in the street and I desire him.”
“What are you saying?” He got up in a fury to look in the chest.
“O father, it isn’t true. It’s not true,” said the wife laughing, and her husband sat down again. When her
husband had gone out, the woman opened the chest and said to the fortune-teller,
“Huh, were you able to foretell what was going to happen to you? Did you know whether I would let my
husband kill you or not? Just as you can’t foretell the future, so you’ll never know all the tricks of women. If I had
let my husband get at you he would have killed you and torn you limb from limb.”
Without a word the fortune-teller took up his things and crept out the door.
9
In the olden days there was a man who used to buy cloth in Najaf and travel to the neighboring tribal Arabs,
the Beni Hassan, to sell the cloth. When he had sold everything he returned to Najaf, bought a new supply and set
out again, and he made a living in this way.
One day that man became ill and died. He left an only son and a number of women relatives, a mother, sisters,
etc. The dead man’s brother said to the son,
“Don’t feel so sad. I will help you.”
He dressed the son in men’s clothes, bought him a supply of cloth, wrote a letter to the Arab sheik, and sent the
boy off to sell the cloth. He set out on his journey.
Now, every Arab sheik has a religious man from Najaf to instruct him in religion. The Najafi living with this
sheik saw that the boy was inexperienced and he wished to fleece him. He said,
“Look, I want a turban, and a shirt, and underpants for myself, and things for the women and children at
home.” The boy said,
“And what shall I gain if I give away so much?”
“Look out for yourself if you don’t come across,” said the Najafi.
“I won’t give you anything,” said the boy.
In the morning, the Najafi spread the word to the Arabs that the boy was a follower of Omar and a Sunni. The
Ja’afari were not on good terms with the Sunni. They didn’t like them. Besides they were ignorant desert Arabs so
they began to shout and get worked up, shouting,
“Loot the so-and-so! Loot the so-and-so!”
They dashed at the boy and robbed him of all his cloth. The boy returned to Najaf empty handed and told his
uncle what had happened.
“Strange,” said his uncle. “Is that what he did to you, that wicked person? I’ll fix him.”
*
The uncle put on his white turban and went out and bought a supply of cloth and went to the Arab sheik. It is
the Arab custom for a stranger to be the guest of the sheik until the stranger has finished his business and moves
on. So the uncle went to stay with the sheik. It was also the custom, after the guests had eaten, for them to sit on
pillows on the floor of the guest’s house so that they could relax and each in turn could tell his wishes to the
Najafi who would try to help them. When it was the uncle’s turn, the Najafi said,
“Look here. Have you brought cloth to sell?”
“Yes, I have.” He said.
“I want a turban, and a shirt and underpants for myself, and things for my wife and children.”
“Anything that you want, just ask and you will have special treatment. I have everything you want.”
“Fine, fine, said the Najafi.”
“And I,” said the uncle, “will sell the cloth for ten times its value, every fil for ten fils.”
This talk was all under the aba.\fn{Was all done in private} Then the Najafi proclaimed to all the people present,
“This is a true believer who has come from Najaf and his cloth has all been blessed on the window of the
Prince of True Believers so it is sure to bring blessings.”
The next morning the uncle began to sell cloth and everybody wanted some. An aqad, about ten inches, went
for a rupee. Even the black slaves wanted a shirt. In the end he had recovered the cost of the cloth that had been
stolen, with profit on it, and the cost of his own stock of goods with profit on it also. He had made 100% profit.
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He took his money and returned to Najaf.
Sometime later the uncle put on his white turban, and took a Qur’an under his arm. He went once more to the
Arab sheik. After dinner they were all sitting around in the guest tent. The uncle spoke to the Najafi and said,
“Since you left Najaf our patients have not been recovering as before.”
“Why?” asked the Najafi.
“We used to burn a hair of your beard as incense over anyone who had a headache or a fever and they always
got better.”
“Well, I’ll give you a hair of my beard, said the Najafi graciously.” Now, the desert Arabs are quite different
from town Arabs. They said,
“Is a hair from the beard of our religious sheik good for sick people?”
The desert Arabs piled on top of the Najafi and pulled at the hairs of his beard until his chin was bare and
bleeding. Then the uncle said,
“Your enemy planned this humiliation for you and this humiliation has a sister. Do you remember what you did
to my brother’s son, an orphan, who came to sell cloth? I haven’t finished with you. I’m going to drive you out
and take your place.”
*
The Arab sheik said,
“Why do you keep the stranger near you so long?” The Najafi said,
“He is a religious sheik and a true believer and he is teaching me about what is clean and what is unclean
according to religion and different religious rules. The uncle said,
“Oh Sheik, let the Najafi take out his Qur’an and I will get out my Qur’an. Let us see who is the possessor of
the true word of Allah. (The uncle had added some pages to his Qur’an in order to play a trick on the Najafii.)
The Najafi got out his Qur’an and they began to compare their Qur’ans.
“What chapter is this?” asked the uncle.
“The Cow.”
“What chapter is this?”
“The Woman.”
“What’s this?”
“The Cattle.”
“What’s this?”
“The Bee.”
“What’s this?”
“The Spider.”
“What’s this?”
“The Fig.”
“What’s this?”
“The Elephant.”
“What’s this?”
“The chapter of Beni Hassan.”
“Yes,” said the uncle, “the chapter of Beni Hassan. I see you don’t have the chapter of Beni Hassan in your
Qur’an.”
“But there is no book of Beni Hassan in the Qur’an. Where is there a chapter of Beni Hassan in .the Qur’an?”
Those were the days when people were very ignorant indeed. The sheik said to the Najafi.
“I see you eat my food and have every comfort and have a salary from me and wheat and rice and dehin
(clarified butter).\fn{Elsewhere called ghee:H} Why don’t we, the Beni Hassan, have a chapter in your Qur’an?
“The cows are valued by Allah, the spiders are valued by Allah. All those others have chapters. What do you
mean by saying that the Beni Hassan have no chapter in the Qur’an?” He spit on the Najafi, and said,
“Get out, son of a bitch.” Turning to the uncle he said,
“You must come and stay with me.”
And so the uncle completed his revenge which was enough to have killed seven people.
10
Once there was a green-grocer who became the enemy of a judge. They were deadly enemies. The greengrocer said,
“I want to play a horrible trick on the judge, horrible enough to pay him back for all the damage he has done
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me.” He went to a woman who was very beautiful and said to her,
“Go to the judge and talk to him a little and tell him you are the daughter of such and such a green-grocer and
your father doesn’t want to give you in marriage and that you have come to him without your father’s knowledge
and that you want to find a way around your father.” The woman did as she was told and she went to the judge
and said,
“My father is such and such a green-grocer, and whoever comes to ask my hand is refused by my father. He
tells them that his daughter is bald, black, thin, tall, one-eyed, deaf, dumb, and lame, so the suitors go away and
don’t want to marry me.
“Very strange,” said the judge. “Who is your father?” The woman answered,
“My father is such and such a green-grocer.”
The judge himself desired to marry the woman because he saw that she was young and beautiful. He decided
to marry her regardless of the consequences, so he said,
“If I come and ask your hand would you wish to marry me?”
“I’d be very happy,” she answered. “I’d kiss your feet.” Then she went away.
The judge sent matchmakers to ask the hand of the green-grocer’s daughter. He said,
“I am a grocer and a poor man. What am I and what is the judge in comparison? Would it be a suitable match?
Of course.”
“You should be happy.”
“Of course I am happy, and I shall be very proud of the connection. I regard the judge very highly but my
daughter is not suitable for him.”
“Why isn’t she suitable?” He said,
“She is lame, black, tall, with hair as black as tar, bald in spots, one-eyed, deaf and dumb. Is such a girl
suitable as a bride for the judge?”
“He wants her no matter what. Why do you turn us down? Just because she isn’t suitable for the judge. That
story convinces no one but you.” The matchmakers returned to the judge and said,
“The green-grocer says his daughter isn’t a suitable bride for you. He says that she is lame, tall, black, dried
up, with black hair, one-eyed, deaf and dumb.”
“I can put up with whatever defects she has. I agree to take her no matter what he says.” The matchmakers
went to the green-grocer and said,
“O father, we went to the judge and told him and he said that he agreed to take your daughter with all her defects if only her father agrees.”
“By Allah, I am reluctant to give him such a bride. Afterwards I shall be terribly embarrassed. I shall be giving
him a purge if I so much as let him look at her. The very sight of her makes a person sick.
“However, if he wants her, let him have her. Let him come and take her, but let him not come to me later and
complain. I shall write out a list of all her defects and submit it to him. Don’t let him say later that I fooled him.”
One-eyed, lame, tall, black, dried up, black-haired, bald in spots, deaf and dumb, and ugly. He wrote this list of
defects on a paper. The matchmakers took it to the judge who wrote on the paper that he wanted the girl as his
wife in spite of all her defects and he signed his name. When he received the paper the green-grocer said,
“So be it, in the name of Allah.”
“How much do you want for her dowry?”
“Two hundred dinars in advance and three hundred later.”
“Let the judge come and we shall be honored.”
The matchmakers went and spread the news. They took the judge to the green-grocer’s the next day and completed the marriage contract between the judge and the green-grocer’s daughter. The bride’s trousseau and furniture were prepared and everything taken to the judge’s house and arranged in the bridal bedroom. The wedding
night came and they made a procession to escort the bride to the house of the bridegroom.
The judge was happy because he expected that other girl, the one who had come to him at his office and who
had told him that her father, the green-grocer, would not agree to give her in marriage. Then the judge went in to
his bride and found her one-eyed, lame, black, dried up, tall, black-haired, bald in spots, deaf and dumb, and ugly.
He was terribly disappointed. He gave her a push and went and slept on a couch. In the morning he went to the
matchmakers and told them,
“The girl is exactly as the green-grocer said she was.”
“Oh honorable Judge, why did you almost kill yourself to get her? Why were you so eager to have her as your
wife?”
“He tricked me. It was all a trick. The one I saw, who said she was his daughter, was a different girl.” He sent
for the green-grocer who said.
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“Huh? Is the daughter of the green-grocer beautiful?”
“I know that this is a trick you have played on me to get revenge.”
“Hah! At one time you knew how to crush my rights. You made right wrong and wrong right. As you hurt me, I
hurt you. What a big scandal—you married the ugly daughter of a green-grocer as well as giving a big dowry.”
“Pretty smart, pretty smart,” said the judge. “But she won’t remain my wife. Here is three hundred dinars
which is the rest of the dowry, and I herewith divorce your daughter.”
“Do better in the future. O Judge. A person in your position can’t afford to be crooked and make right wrong
and wrong right. If you don’t change your ways someone greater than I will come with a still better trick to teach
you a lesson.”
11
Once there was a man who married a second wife. The first wife was terribly upset on the wedding night when
she thought of her husband lying with another woman and enjoying himself. She said to herself,
“Am I going to let him enjoy himself without taking my revenge?”
She took a scythe and went out into his fields. She let down her hair and began to cut down the fields of grain,
and as she cut the grain, her long hair flew back and forth in rhythm with the strokes of the scythe. She cut and cut
and cut. The peasants saw her and wondered whether it was a human being or a jinni chopping down the wheat.
“Stop, stop,” they called out. She replied,
“I won’t stop.” So it went on. Stop. I won’t stop. Stop. I won’t stop. And she cut away at the grain. The peasants went to the owner and said,
“Come and see what is in the wheat field. We don’t know whether it is a human being or a demon.” The owner
came out and found that a good part of the crop was gone.
“What are you doing?” he asked his wife.
“Do you think you are going to hurt me and that I won’t hurt you? Do you think that you can break my heart
and that I won’t burn yours? I am going to cut down more and more of your green wheat.”
The owner was forced to take his first wife back to her room and spend the night with her calming her down.
After that he took a second house for his second wife and spent one night with each wife in turn and so he satisfied them both.
12
Once in the olden days there was a famous doctor who did not want anyone to observe his treatments or learn
his ways for fear they might become greater than he.
But in his practice he needed potions. A young man who wanted to become a doctor pretended that he was deaf
and dumb and applied for the job. Since he came from another part of the country, everyone accepted him as a
deaf person and he spent his whole day pounding medicines. If the doctor called him he did not answer and he
acted completely deaf and dumb.
One day a patient was brought who had a centipede in his brain. It had entered the man’s ear and wriggled into
his brain, making him mad. The doctor said,
“Well, rent the bath for private use and have it very hot. Take the patient there, and I’ll operate on him in the
heated bath. The insect must be removed before it eats more of the brain.”
The assistant wanted to watch the operation, but he would have to use stealth to accomplish his purpose. He
had read all the doctor’s books, sitting up at night to study while the doctor slept, and now he wanted to see the
operation, so he hid himself on a beam in the roof of the bath.
The doctor began the operation by opening the patient’s cranium and exposing the brain lying in its net of
tissue. The centipede slithered here and there under the net. The doctor did not want to injure the net, but he had to
catch the creature with his tweezers. He touched the centipede and it moved here. He touched it again and it
moved there. Every time he failed to seize the centipede he merely tickled it and it darted to another part of the
brain. The assistant, who was watching from above, said,
“Master, O my Master, that isn’t the way to do it. An insect, when touched with cold tweezers will naturally
move away. Heat the tweezers and point them at the insect, and the insect will hold still long enough for you to
catch it.”
The doctor lifted his head and saw that his deaf assistant was lying along one of the beams. The doctor said
nothing at the time, but he heated the tweezers, pointed them at the insect, from between a space in the net, seized
the insect, and drew it out. He replaced the top of the cranium, applied some ointment, sewed up the wound,
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bandaged the head, and went out of the bath. The patient remained with the doctor for several days until the
patient became fully conscious and well again.
*
But the point of the story is what happened next between the doctor and his assistant. The doctor called his
assistant to him and said,
“Look here. My name is the most famous one of all the doctors in this country. I do not want anyone to
outshine me. I brought you here as a deaf person to pound my medicines. How has it happened that you have read
my books on medicine, and become a professor and a half? Either you will kill me, or I will kill you, for I cannot
bear that anyone should surpass me in the art of medicine.” The assistant said,
“Yes, I studied medicine so that I could help people. Why do you feel so sad about it? You won’t live forever.”
“I don’t care for your ideas.”
“Then kill me,” said the assistant. The doctor appointed a day, and said,
“Come on the appointed day and I will poison you.”
The assistant went and prepared every known antidote for poisoning. He collected them and cooked them and
put them in a very large jar. He also got a very large piece of cotton and spread medicine on it. Then he called his
mother and said,
“If I come home mad, like someone with a fever on the brain, immediately give me first aid by taking off my
clothes, wrapping me in the medicated cotton and putting me in the jar which is full of medicine against poisoning. I must remain in the jar for three days with only my mouth appearing above the surface of the liquid, and
from time to time, you must give me some milk to which you must add this medicine. After three days I will come
out of the jar.”
The doctor collected all the strongest known poisons and put them together and gave them to his assistant to
drink. He drank the poison and had hardly time to get home so that his mother could wrap him in the medicated
cotton and put him into the jar. He immersed himself so that only his lips showed, and he stayed there for three
days, and his mother gave him medicated milk from time to time.
After three days the liquid in the jar and the cotton were black as charcoal, but the assistant came out and there
was nothing wrong with him. He went to the doctor and said,
“Salaam alaikum. Good morning, Doctor.” The doctor said in amazement,
“Are you alive?” The assistant said,
“I am alive, and now it is my turn. I will give you poison.” The doctor said,
“That is your right.” The assistant said,
“I’ll poison you sometime within the next two months.” He didn’t appoint the day, but postponed setting a
definite day, saying,
“Not now, but soon.” The doctor kept on thinking and thinking,
“Next week he will poison me. After three days he will poison me. Tomorrow he will poison me.”
This affected his health, and so, little by little, the doctor got thinner and thinner until he became like a thread,
and even his bones were weak. At last he said,
“How long are you going to keep postponing the poisoning? Why don’t you go ahead and poison me right
off?”
“This week,” said the assistant. Again the doctor asked the assistant,
“When are you going to poison me?”
“Tomorrow,” said the assistant. The next day the doctor asked,
“When are you going to poison me?”
“Today,” said the assistant. He went and bought two fils worth of tumeric, a yellow spice, from the spice
merchant, boiled it in water and gave it to the doctor. It had not reached his lips before the doctor fell down dead.
So we have a proverb in this part of the world:
“I’ll swear to kill you and give you a drink of tumeric.”
The assistant had been promising the poison for so long that the doctor had become poisoned and worn down
by the thought of it. Thoughts can kill a person. That’s what happened to the doctor, so that two fils worth of
yellow spice had not reached his lips before he died.
13
Once there were three brothers sitting in the street near the door of the king’s palace. One of them lifted his
head to look at the palace. He looked and looked at it. His brother said,
“I see you are staring hard at the palace of the king.”
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“I am wishing the king would give me one hundred dinars,” said the first brother. The second brother said,
“I wish the king would give me his daughter in marriage.” The two brothers asked the third,
“What do you want from the king?” He answered,
“I don’t want anything from the king. Whatever I have should come from Allah, I want nothing else.”
The king happened to be in a room just over the door of the palace. He heard what the three brothers said and
he sent a servant to them who said,
“The king wants to see you up there.”
They went up. They greeted the king and were seated. The king asked them,
“What are your wishes? What were you talking about down there?” The first answered,
“I wished that you would give me one hundred dinars.”
“Agreed,” said the king. And you, what did you want?” The second brother said,
“I can’t say it.”
“Tell me,” repeated the king.
“I desired your daughter,” said the second brother.
“She will be yours,” replied the king. “What did you want,” he asked the third brother.
“I wanted whatever I have to come from Allah.”
“Then get out,” said the king. “Why did you come to me?” The third brother got up and left at once.
The king took one hundred dinars and gave them to the first brother. He ordered his daughter and all her goods
and possessions to be prepared and handed them over to the second brother. That king was very generous.
Whoever asked something from him was never refused.
*
The three brothers spent two nights in the city preparing to return to their own people. Then they went on
board a boat and set out on their journey.
The owner of the hundred dinars was sitting in the prow of the ship. He moved like this, and he fell into the
river and drowned.
The husband of the king’s daughter also had bad luck. He was very much shocked by something, and he died
of heart failure on the boat.
The third brother was left. The hundred dinars were now his and the king’s daughter was also his, although he
had not asked anything from the king. He returned to his house where he lived alone and there was no one else at
all living in his house with him. He was a very simple man. He said to the king’s daughter,
“You are my sister and I am your brother.”
*
So they lived together in that house. The third brother had been the servant of a butcher all his life, so he returned to work for his master. One day his eyes became inflamed and sore, so he did not go to work. The butcher
sent after him saying,
“Why don’t you come to work?” The third brother sent word,
“My eyes are inflamed and full of pus.”
The butcher was very fond of the third brother because he was a good servant. If he had ten sheep to cut up and
sell, not a bit of meat would be left unsold at the end of the day. So the butcher sent word again to ask him to
come even if he only put a chair at the door of the shop and sat there. The brother replied,
“I can’t do it. Perhaps tomorrow I can go out.” The servant carried the message,
“I can’t go today but tomorrow I may be able, Allah willing.”
After delivering the message the servant was so absent-minded that the butcher asked him what ailed him. The
servant answered,
“Master, the third brother has such a sister at home! She is very beautiful. She has stolen my heart. If you
search the whole city you will not find such beauty. I have never before seen such a beauty.
“That’s strange. O son of flesh, you have aroused my desire. I also want to see her. How can I do it? First I
must get rid of her brother.” He sent his servant again to say,
“My master knows of a good medicine for inflamed eyes. You must come to the shop.” So the third brother
went to the shop and his master said to him,
“There is a garden in a certain section outside the city. You must go to the garden, take a leaf from a certain
tree, put it on your eyes and they will get better.”
The third brother went as directed. That garden had long been neglected. No one passed that way at all because
any stranger who entered that garden never came out again. The third brother went toward the garden. People who
met him said,
“Where are you going? That garden is inhabited by jinn. You don’t know what is in there.”
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The third brother paid no attention. He continued on his way. At the garden he met a man who took him into
the garden where the leaves were lying deep on the ground. The garden was dying from neglect. The fruit had
dried on the trees and no one had picked it. The man said.
“Where have you been all this time? Why haven’t you come to take care of your property? I have been
guarding it, and, whoever has come, I have killed. Thank Allah you have come to relieve me of my duties.” And
he handed over the keys to the third brother.
In that garden there was a house, well-built in a grand style, and furnished with everything imaginable. The
man said,
“Now I will show you the treasury of the house.”
He showed him treasures and boxes full of gold coins.
“I have been caring for all these things cleaning and guarding them all day long and living on fruit. Thank
Allah you have come. Now I am free. I was in debt and was waiting for you. I have served my time and paid my
debt so now I am free.” Thereupon the man vanished.
*
The third brother took the keys and enjoyed himself looking around. Then he locked up the place and returned
to his sister. He said,
“O my Sister, see how generously Allah gives. Allah has given me a great blessing. Come with me and see
what I have seen. The sight has completely cured my eyes.”
He took his sister and went to the garden.
“This is what Allah has given to me, and it is a very suitable dwelling for you.”
They returned to their old house, took all their belongings and lived in the house in the garden.
*
The third brother began to buy and sell. His good fortune became known because his old master searched to
find his former servant who did not return to work because he was now busy with his own affairs.
One day the news came that a neighboring king was coming to visit the king of that city. Wazirs and high
officials were invited and the third brother also, because money raises the position of its owner. The sister
reminded the third brother that the visiting king was her father, and they planned to invite him to their house.
After dinner the sister said,
“Don’t let the king go before I have a chance to greet him. Tell him someone wants to see him in the women’s
apartment.” The third. brother carried the message to the king.
“Someone in the women’s apartment would like to greet you.” The king was surprised and said,
“May this bring a blessing.”
The king went to the women’s apartment where he saw a veiled woman who greeted him and asked about his
health.
“Don’t you know who I am, O Father? I am your daughter,” she said, removing her veil. When he saw his
daughter before him the king was very much amazed.
“How strange! Whatever brought you here?”
“Didn’t you give me to one of those brothers who sat at the door of the palace? Your host is the one who
wanted whatever he had to come from Allah. The first brother who received one hundred dinars fell into the river
and drowned. The second, who was my husband, had a heart attack and died. I am living now with the third who
asked blessings only from Allah. He is just like my brother and I am his sister, and see what Allah has given him.”
The king said to the guests,
“You may go, for I am going to spend the night here.”
He and his guards stayed for a whole week. The king decided to give his daughter to the third brother in marriage, and he made a very big wedding party for them and everyone in the city knew that the bride of the third
brother was the king’s daughter and that he was now the son-in-law of the king. The bride and groom lived happily for many, many years and every year the daughter of the king visited her father.
14
Once there was a man who went to Mecca every year at the time of the pilgrimage. He used to take things with
him to sell to the pilgrims and so he would make a profitable pilgrimage and return.
One year he embarked on a ship with his luggage, and he carried in him arms three small earthen jars of
pickles which he took along to share with friends on the voyage. He put the three jars in a row in a sheltered place
on deck.
Another traveler, a Jew, got on the boat and put beside the first three jars of pickles three more jars, but his jars
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were cheap, old, dirty, and not like the merchant’s jars which were pretty, new, and decorated. However, what
difference did that make? Then there were six jars.
The Jew was taken ill on board ship. He trembled violently and died. The sailors came to collect all his
belongings and they took away three jars of pickles, but, by mistake, they took the merchant’s jars—the clean,
pretty ones. When the merchant noticed the mistake he said,
“These old jars aren’t mine. The ones you have taken away are mine.” The sailors said,
“We’ve thrown the jars overboard, so take the other three instead.” The merchant said to himself.
“I can’t eat the food of a Jew. I’ll go and empty the jars down the drain.”
He took the jars and went to the toilet. When he started to empty the jars he found pickles at the top of each jar
and underneath them gold coins. He took the three jars to his cabin and poured out the gold coins and wrapped
them up with the rest of his luggage.
*
As he was walking toward Mecca he saw a young man with a very yellow face who approached him and said,
“I am hungry.” The merchant said,
“You have such a yellow face that I am afraid you are ill.”
“No,” the young man said, “I am only hungry.” The merchant said,
“Go to the market over there where they sell food and have lunch. Eat as much as you want. Eat until you are
no longer hungry and I will pay for it.” When the young man was satisfied, the merchant paid for his food, gave
him a new shirt and a gold coin, and continued walking toward Mecca.
*
The merchant did not try to sell his merchandise to the pilgrims that year because he had plenty of money and
thought he would have a rest from buying and selling. When he left Mecca he went to Egypt. But when he entered
Egypt he had trouble with his unsold merchandise which was held by the customs officials. So he left his goods in
the customs warehouse and went on into the city. He took a room in a hotel and settled there.
He went walking one day in the market and came to a very large shop which he entered to look around. The
owner of the shop came to him and give him most cordial and profuse greetings saying,
“Welcome, welcome. How are you? How have you been? I’ve been longing to see you.”
He sent out for a cold, sweet drink, and he sent out for tea. The Egyptian merchant seemed to know him, but
the Iraqi merchant did not know the Egyptian. After a while the Iraqi merchant said,
“You seem to know me, but I don’t know you. Who are you? I must ask.” The Egyptian merchant said,
“Tonight you will sleep at my house.” The Iraqi merchant said,
“I have a room in the hotel. How can I accept your invitation if I don’t know you?”
“Soon I’ll tell you who I am, but first we will go to my house.” When they reached the Egyptian’s house he
said,
“Haji, don’t you know me yet?”
“No. I don’t know you.
“Haji, I was the one with a very yellow face whom you met on the way to Mecca and you asked if I was ill,
and I said, ‘No, but I am hungry,’ and you gave me a gold coin and a shirt and you told the string-bean seller to
give me all I could eat and you paid for my food.” The merchant was surprised and said.
“How have you become so well-to-do? How did it happen?”
“I’ll tell you how. Didn’t you give me a lira? Well, I went and stood near a boat with the intention of sailing to
Syria. A man came along with two boxes. He said. ‘Will you carry these two boxes on board for a rial?’ I said,
‘Yes,’ and I carried them on board the ship and he gave me a rial. Then he said,
“‘I’ll pay your passage on the boat and take you with me to Sidon if you will carry the boxes for me.’
“I agreed and I was very pleased with the arrangement. So I went with him from Mecca to Sidon and I carried
the boxes for him because they were very heavy.
“When we reached Sidon we walked and walked and walked. The man said,
“‘You seem tired.’
“‘Yes. by Allah I am tired.’ We were near a wall surrounding a vacant lot. He said,
“‘Put the boxes here on this wall and you can rest while I go into this vacant lot to relieve myself.’
“I rested the boxes on the wall and he went into the vacant lot. I waited and waited and waited and the man did
not come back. I went into the vacant lot and found him lying face down and dead.
“I took the boxes to a hotel and took a room, carried the boxes there, and on opening them, found them full of
money of all kinds. I took out some coins and went to the market and bought myself a complete outfit of new
clothes so that I could change everything I had on from head to heel. I went to the bath, shaved, put on the new
clothes, and returned to the room, took the boxes and journeyed to Egypt after destroying everything that could
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identify the owner of the money.
“I came to Egypt and found this shop for sale because the owner had recently died leaving no son. When I
bought the shop, people said,
“‘Where are your goods? Why do you need such a large shop if you have no goods?’ But I said,
“‘I buy and sell for cash. You will soon see the shop full of things bought with cash and not credit.’
“The other merchants were impressed by this speech and showed me much respect. Then they said,
“‘The merchant’s wife is left with no children and she is very wealthy. Why don’t you take her as well as the
shop? You would make a good couple.’ They went to the widow and said,
“‘This merchant can more than take the place of your dead husband.’
“She agreed and we were married. I sent for my mother and we are living very comfortably. My good fortune
began on the day you were so generous to me on the way to Mecca.”
“Blessings and congratulations! Now perhaps you can help me. The goods which I didn’t sell in Mecca are
being held by the Egyptian customs and I’d like to clear them and sell them before returning to Baghdad.”
Everything was arranged and that year the merchant had the most profitable pilgrimage of his whole life.
15
Once there was a poor man who was a woodcutter. Whenever he wanted to petition Allah he used to visit
Allah’s prophet, Moses, and say,
“Pray Allah to send me prosperity.” When Moses returned from speaking to Allah he said,
“Praise be to Almighty Allah, He says, ‘Let him marry.’”
The poor man married and his poverty increased. He went back to Allah’s prophet, Moses. and said,
“When you go again to speak to Allah say that I married and my poverty increased.”
Every time the prophet, Moses, went up into the mountains to speak to Allah he was gone for forty days. This
time he said,
“O Allah. You know that this poor man is Your servant, and he wants to be relieved of his poverty a little. Allah
said,
“Let him marry.”
“But he is married.”
“Let him marry.” When the prophet, Moses, returned he said,
“Allah, the Almighty, says, ‘Let him marry.’” Amazed, the poor man said,
“But I did marry.”
Anyway he married again and his poverty increased. And so it was until the fourth time that Allah told Moses,
Let him Marry. O Allah, he is married. Let him marry. The poor man took his fourth wife and before a month had
passed she said,
“The work of a woodcutter is a poor sort of work. I’ll tell you of a better job.”
“What’s that?”
“Haul sand and earth. Haul it from the desert for the people who build.” He said,
“I have no money to buy donkeys.”
“Here, take my gold necklace, sell it and buy a few donkeys.”
He took the necklace, sold it, bought three donkeys and three saddle bags and he hauled earth for whoever was
building. The three donkeys became four, the four became five, and, not to make a long story, the five became one
hundred donkeys. He hauled earth until he became quite prosperous and decided to sell the donkeys and open a
shop.
Four men bought the donkeys and began to work with them. The very first day that they went to the desert they
began to dig and their axes struck against some metal with a clang. When they dug farther they uncovered the roof
of an underground room. One of them went down and he found that the room contained seventy earthenware jars
with covers of iron dipped in tar. He opened one of them and found it full of gold coins of olden times. One of
them said,
“What shall we do?”
“Let us not carry earth today, but load the donkeys with gold and cover the gold with earth and take it back to
the city.”
So they opened the seventy jars and loaded the gold onto the donkeys and covered it up with earth. Then one
said,
“How now, father? We are tired and we cannot return to the city with a load of gold before nightfall.” Another
said,
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“Let two of us go to the city to bring food and two of us will stay here to guard the gold.”
So two went to the city and two remained with the treasure and the donkeys. The two who went for food began
to talk together. One of them said.
“How is it? Why should we divide the treasure among four? Why not divide it between us two and not let the
others have any?”
“What’s your plan?” asked the other.
“Aren’t we going to the city for food?” answered his friend. “We shall eat our fill in the city before we return,
and in the food that we take to the others we will put poison and they will eat it and die and we will bury them in
the underground room and the donkeys and the wealth will be ours alone.”
“That’s a good idea,” said the other.
They went and ordered bread and kibab and bought greens according to plan and went back to their friends.
The two men who stayed with the donkeys also made a plan. One of them said,
“When the two who have gone to the city come back we will attack them from behind as soon as they sit down
and kill them so that this wealth will be for the two of us.”
“That’s a good idea,” said the other. The two men came back from the city bringing the food.
“Please come and eat,” said the two hungry men.
“No, you eat. We are not hungry; we ate in the city,” said the other two and they sat down at some distance
from the food.
“Well, let us eat,” the others said, “but first we will bring the water jars from over there.”
So they went behind their friends who were sitting on the ground and each man had in his hand his ax which
he buried in the head of one of the men who had just come from the city. They dragged the bodies to the
underground room, washed their hands and began to eat the kibab. The poison entered their blood and they also
died.
*
The donkeys remained standing patiently until the usual time to return in the evening and then they started to
return home. They followed the road they knew until they reached the house of the man who had sold them. The
man and his four wives were sitting at supper when they heard a strange knocking at the door. The donkeys were
knocking on the door with their heads. The husband said,
“Go and see who is there.” One of the wives went to open the door and said,
“O, here are the donkeys you sold; they have lost their way. Poor things. Let them come in and take off their
loads. They can stay until their master comes for them.”
The courtyard of that house was very large because it was built on the edge of the desert. They let in the
hundred donkeys and dumped their loads which they found were golden coins. They called their husband,
“Come and see what is here.”
They closed the door and worked all night until near morning picking the gold coins out of the dirt and putting
them in all sorts of containers which they buried in the earth. Today, tomorrow, the day after, they waited for
someone to come for the donkeys.
No one came. No one came at all. So the donkeys became theirs as well as the gold.
*
One day Allah’s prophet, Moses, came to see the man with the four wives.
“How are things with you now?” he asked. “I ask Allah to bless you.”
“Praise be to Almighty. I did as He said, and He provided for me. Good luck was on the forehead of my fourth
wife who brought me fortune. Praise be to Allah.”
16
One of the prophets of Allah called on the people to believe but they would not believe. They simply would not
believe until someone said,
“I’ll show you a way to test the prophet. Examine him this way.”
“How? the people wanted to know.”
“O father, tell the prophet that you want him to ask Allah to grant that you will never die. Never. There will be
no death. If he can do this, he is a true prophet.” They said,
“Hah, that is a good idea.” They went to the prophet and said,
“If it is true that you are a prophet sent to us by Allah and that we should follow you, petition Allah and ask
that we should not die until we ask to die. If you can do this we will believe that you are a prophet sent by Allah.”
The prophet petitioned Allah, and Allah answered,
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“I have granted your petition.”
Allah cannot be seen, but he hears our petitions and judges justly.
No one died for many years until the old men and the old women became so old and decrepit and shriveled
that the younger ones put them in baskets which were hung on hooks on the wall. The old people were so old that
they could not talk but only mewed like cats. Miew, miew, miew.
Furthermore, the old people were so numerous that the young people could not walk or move around without
bumping into them or stepping on them. They were fed up with the number of old people, fathers, mothers,
grandfathers and grandmothers, great grandfathers and great grandmothers, and so on. Some were so old and bent
that their heads touched the floor when they moved and they cried like babies.
“What’s this?” the people said. “This will never do. Now we know that death is a sign of the mercy of Allah.”
They went to the prophet and said.
“O Prophet, petition Allah, and let Him send death to whomever He chooses.”
Then death began to work among the old people and take them, one after another, one after another, until only
the young were left, and all of them became believers.
17
Once there was a stingy man who took extra good care of everything that belonged to him. Everyone knew that
the man was a miser, and his name was famous. One day a certain man said,
“I am going to play a practical joke on the miser.”
“How?” asked his friends.
“You’ll hear about it,” the practical joker said. Then he went to the miser and said,
“Today I am expecting guests and I want to borrow a cooking pot, a big one.” The miser stammered,
“I don’t think mine are good enough for you.”
“I am sure you have many; your house is well furnished.”
Finally the miser gave him a large cooking pot because he was shy to keep on refusing. The joker used the
cooking pot and when he returned it, he put a small cooking pot inside the big one. The miser said,
“What is the small cooking pot doing here? What’s it for?” The joker answered,
“The cooking pot gave birth to the little one. I have noticed that whenever I borrow a cooking pot from anyone
it gives birth to a small cooking pot.”
“By Allah, that is strange; but it is a very fine thing, at that.” He took the cooking pots.
After a time the joker asked again for the loan of a cooking pot. He used it and he put another small pot in the
big one when he took it back.”
“What’s this, another cooking pot?”
“That’s what it is. Whenever I borrow a thing it gives birth to another of its kind.”
The miser was very pleased. The gain of even a small cooking pot could make him happy. Another time the
joker said,
“I am expecting guests and I want to borrow five cooking pots, five big ones.”
“Certainly,” said the miser and got out all the cooking pots he owned and gave them to the joker. One day went
by and another, and than a week. The miser went to the joker and said.
“I see that you haven’t yet returned my cooking pots.”
“O brother, it embarrasses me to face you.”
“Why, why’s that?”
“The cooking pots died in childbirth.”
“And how could cooking pots die?” said the astonished miser.
“If you don’t believe it, then let me ask you how cooking pots could bear children? When I gave you a small
cooking pot with each big one, you took it. When the pots gave birth you were delighted. If they died, what can I
do for you? They are dead, and that’s that.
“Go tell the people about it. Tell them the story and see what they will say. When I asked for a cooking pot the
first time and I brought you a small one with one large one, why were you happy? Now that the cooking pots are
dead, you will feel sad, but what can I do about it?”
The miser knew then that he had been the butt of a practical joke, so he kept still and didn’t talk or tell his story
to a soul.
18
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One day a bus was running from Najaf to Karbala with an empty coffin on the top of the bus. On the way a
man stopped the bus and wanted to get on. There was no room inside, so he climbed onto the top of the bus.
Soon it began to rain and rain very hard. The man on top of the bus couldn’t bear the rain, so what did he do?
He got into the coffin and lay down and closed the lid over himself.
Farther on, the bus was hailed by another passenger. He also went up to the roof of the bus. The new passenger
did not know that someone was sleeping in the coffin.
The man in the coffin had had a good nap and he woke up and wanted to change his place. He put out his hand
to see if the rain had stopped.
The passenger saw a hand coming out of the coffin, and he was so frightened that he jumped from the top of
the bus to the desert hurting himself badly. The driver stopped the bus and said,
“What’s wrong with him? Why did he dump himself off like that?” He shouted to the passenger,
“Why did you throw yourself from the bus, huh?” The passenger, whose arms and legs were bruised, said,
“Dog, son of a dog, the corpse in the coffin put out his hand to grab me and I jumped off.”
“Why didn’t you stop to find out if it was alive or dead? Why did you jump?” The man in the coffin said,
“I didn’t mean to frighten him. When it began to rain I lay down in the coffin. When the rain was over I put out
my hand and that man was frightened and jumped off the bus.”
“How did I know that someone was riding in the coffin? Only a crazy man would ride in a coffin.”
“Only a crazy man would jump off the top of a moving bus. Since both of you are crazy,” said the bus driver,
you’d better shake hands and be friends.”
19
Once in the olden days there was a wali, or governor, who was sent by the central government to govern
various districts in Persia. Wherever he was appointed, his first act was to investigate the headman and to kill him.
He came once to Kermanshah. He investigated their headman and killed him. He came to Teheran, examined their
headman and killed him. At last he came to Isphahan.
As soon as the headman learned of the appointment of the new governor he became desperately ill. That night
he had a fever. When he came home his son asked him,
“What is the matter with you, Father? I hope you are well.” He answered,
“I am your guest, O son. The governor who killed the headman of so many districts has been appointed here.
Soon he will send for me and condemn me to death.”
“O Father,” his son said, “act as though you were ill and stay at home, and I will go and answer to the governor
for you.”
“How can that be? Shall I stay alive at home and let the governor examine you and kill you?”
“Rest assured that I will not be killed.”
“May Allah protect you!”
After a few days the governor sent for the headman. The other officials said,
“The headman is ill in bed at home.”
“That makes no difference. Let him come,” said the governor.
As agreed before, the son got ready and went in place of his father. He went up to the governor’s audience
chamber. The governor asked him,
“Who are you?” He answered,
“I am the son of the headman whom you sent for.”
“Why didn’t your father come himself?”
“He is ill and I am his son, so I came instead of him.”
“Isn’t there anyone bigger than you to be sent?”
“Why, yes, there is bigger than I.”
At a sign from the son a mule was brought into the room. The governor said,
“What’s that?” The son said,
“He is bigger than I.” The governor said,
“Is there no one with a beard?”
“Why, yes, there is one with a beard.” At a sign from the son a billy-goat was brought into the room. The
governor said,
“Is there no one with a turban?”
“Why, yes, there is.”
At a sign from the son an ox was led into the room with a white turban wound around its horns just as in the
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old saying “an ox in a turban.” The governor said,
“Good, my son. I don’t want anything specia1 from your father. Give him my greetings. But I know that there
are wonderfu1 artists in Isphahan. The people are very artistic. I just wanted to see him and have him draw my
picture.” The son understood the trick but he answered,
“Certainly. Why not?” The governor served him with a sweet drink and coffee and let him go, saying,
“Go, in the protection of Allah.” The son told his father all about the morning’s interview and said,
“The governor wants you to draw his picture. He has heard that Isphahanis are good artists and he wants his
portrait done. The father said,
“My son, do you know how he will manage to have you killed? He is blind in one eye and he is going to catch
you with his blind eye.”
“How? If you draw him with one eye he is going to take exception to it and kill you because Allah didn’t
create him blind in one eye; by accident he became blind in one eye. If you draw him with two eyes he will say
that he doesn’t have two good eyes, and, since your drawing is false, he will kill you.
“Yes, O Father,” said the son. “I know his trick, and I know how to get around it.”
The son drew a picture of the governor out hunting on his horse and aiming at a gazelle in the distance, so one
eye was squinted up as he took aim. Then the son said to his father,
‘If the governor asks me why I drew him one-eyed, I’ll say he isn’t one-eyed, he is simply taking aim, and
everyone closes one eye when taking aim. If he asks me why I drew him with two good eyes, I’ll say that the
squinting eye is blind. In this picture he is neither one-eyed nor two-eyed.”
When the governor saw the picture he understood at once that he had no excuse to kill the son. He released
him and said,
“You are free. Go, under the protection of Allah.”
So all Isphahanis are known everywhere from that day to this as people who can’t be tricked or fooled.
8.22 & 125.55 1. A Pillar Of The Tower Of Babel 2. The Little Gods: Two Short Stories\fn{by Dhannoun (or Dhu ’lNun) Ayyoub (1908-1988)} Mosul, Nineveh Province, Iraq (M) 6
1
The sound of the train’s whistle shrilled out, warning the passengers of its departure.
The noise had a pleasing effect on the ears of Ibrahim, for it was the signal for a change in his life, from the
phase of study and his student days to the phase of manhood and work; a change from a world of vexations and
sitting up late over his studies, to a world of relaxation and evenings to be spent in clubs and places of entertainment.
It never occurred to him that one’s working life could be more full of trouble than life as a student, and involve
more pains and weariness.
Ibrahim was on his way back from London to Baghdad, after obtaining the highest degree in agricultural
science from the most progressive university in Britain. He had been ambitious that his degree should be the first
of its kind and the most advanced degree so far obtained by an Iraqi student. To use his own expression, the stage
of sowing was over, and the stage of harvest had arrived.
He had poured an amount of knowledge into his head greater than that contained by any Iraqi mind up to now.
This was evidenced by his university degree, an incontestable proof which no-one could controvert, or hold any
doubts as to its value.
How strange is the student’s life! How it teems with memories! How many words and utterances it stamps on
the mind of the young, remaining an influence in the direction of life and an influence on one’s work the length of
one’s days. If one had asked Ibrahim whether he remembered the school-master, Ghagban Efendi, repeating the
caution which he was accustomed to give to every lazy pupil—“Remain lazy, and you’ll never be more than a
policeman in your future life!”—or his words to every industrious pupil (he had been one of them)—“Bravo my
boy, one day you’ll be a Minister: don’t forget to look with a sympathetic eye at your lazy comrade and appoint
him a porter in your department!”—he would have roared with laughter, and admitted that he remembered it well,
as though he had heard it yesterday.
But if you had told him that he was still under the influence of those words, and subject to them, he would
indignantly have denied it, for no other reason than that Ghagban Efendi, and the likes of Ghagban Efendi, were
too lowly to have had any effect on the life of a great man like him.
London disappeared from his view, with its lecture rooms and books and notebooks, as did that boring life, the
life of long, wearying study; and here he was embarking on his working life which in his view involved no more
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than presenting his diploma to the Ministry of Agriculture for him to be a candidate for the occupancy of the very
highest government post in the Ministry of Economic Affairs. He would insist on people addressing him as
“Doctor,” and would embellish reports with the designation “Doctor of Philosophy of the University of —–.”
Some of them might be jealous, of him, and strive to get a similar degree; but he would have been the first, and
would occupy the important position before anyone else. Having arrived there he would begin to take the necessary steps to lay down a well-made line of defence to protect himself and his position from rivals.
*
As the reader will have observed, these hopes were sweet and honeyed, their. purity unalloyed. They had a
pleasing effect on Ibrahim’s face, and he continually smiled, without regard to the other travelers.
In his compart-ment were two travelers whose curiosity took note of this person (who appeared to be Arab or
Indian from his looks and his brown complexion), one of them saying jokingly to his companion:
“How lucky this young fellow is! He must be the son of an Indian rajah. He must be on his way home to take
over the affairs of his principality after the death of his father. Can’t you see how he’s dreaming of jewels and the
harem and golden sedan chairs?” His friend replied:
“I’ll bet you’re wrong in what you think. He’s a Berber from North Africa, returning to his emirate and his
harem after a trip to Europe.”
Determining to ask him, they seized the opportunity to get into conversation. When they had asked him about
his nationality and who he was, he answered proudly that he had obtained the degree of doctor in agricultural
science and was returning to his native country of Iraq; but the name “Iraq”was a strange one to their ears, and
one of them, no stranger to the bottle, said,
“I remember a drink called that. Perhaps it’s made in your country?”\fn{ A learned pun, probably on the alcoholic
beverage arrak, traditionally drunk in South Asia and Southeast Asia, but perhaps on the alcoholic drink arak, traditionally drunk in the
Eastern Mediterranean and North Africa.:W,H}

This reply made him laugh, but wanting to make him understand the importance of his country by some other
means, Ibrahim said “It’s Mesopotamia, the country of oil.”
They answered together, “Why didn’t you say so first?,” one of them adding, “You must own one of the oil
fields.” He returned jokingly,
“No, but some of the proceeds will come to me when I am a senior official in the Iraqi government, and get a
big salary.”
*
Dr. Ibrahim applied himself to his dish, and proceeded to convey the spoon from dish to mouth with a speed
which prevented him from chewing properly and tasting the food. He ate like someone who is performing an unpleasant task, which has to be done. Eating, for him, had no value compared with the meeting which was to be
held in his house that day.
He had stayed later at the department than usual. He had not been late in order to get through his tasks which
were piling up, and to clear up his overdue duties, but in order to have more time to spend in being affable to
several prominent persons whom he expected to be people of importance in the future. Today he had become acquainted with two important personalities, in addition to various other people. They were not visiting him regarding matters connected with his official position; these were personal visits for the sake of conversation, the
exchange of greetings, the sipping of coffee, the smoking of cigarettes, the expatiating on political and social matters, the recounting of world news, and the expression of personal opinions on everything connected with these
matters.
Sometimes a quarrel would flare up in this sort of session, and people would start shouting. As many as five
people would all speak at once, and the one whose voice drowned the voices of the others would be the winner.
All this went on with the door barred against businessmen and petitioners and everyone having official business. The doorkeeper would do his job on these occasions in a manner which satisfied the Bey: when his chief
was visited by men of some standing, whom he was well able to recognize from their paunches and glasses and
disorderly, expensive clothes, and their accents filled with arrogance and self-satisfaction, he would bar the door
against other visitors.
Today Ibrahim had made an appointment with his visitors to meet in his house at a specified time for an important purpose.
They arrived eventually, and he received them with a welcome at the door. Today there were ten prominent
personalities, among them being three lawyers, a journalist, three ex-Ministers and three Deputies; and the reader
must have perceived that a meeting like this was one of the important meetings.
*
At the time of which we speak they were held openly, but they became secret when political parties were sus87

pended and opposition movements were paralyzed; they were changed into conspiracies in the form of visits,
news of which was not allowed to reach any spy or observer. They were held in houses instead of clubs, and their
minutes kept in heads instead of files. It would seem that the government did not realize when it closed down the
parties that the sitting room in the house of every prominent person would be a headquarters for an independent,
secret party.
The conversation revolved around politics and politicians and the actions of the government; the latter suffered
from defects and shortcomings. They discussed the careers of Ministers; these were no more than stupid fools, or
perfidious traitors, or lying thieves, or wicked hypocrites or selfish egoists. When they discussed the matter of reform they all agreed that “the important thing was that the Ministry had to be brought down, and another had to
take its place in order that the desired reform should take place.”
The Ministry which was to take its place was to be composed mainly of their friends and the men who had
connections with them, and worked for them. They determined to launch a ruthless attack on the Ministry, with a
view to bringing about its fall. They distributed the tasks between them.
It was the job of the newspaper owner to devote the pages of his paper to everything written in commendation
of the opposition and in condemnation of the government. Everyone took upon themselves to attack from some
direction, and the one who paid more attention than anyone to the role entrusted to him was Dr. Ibrahim.
He began with the carrying out of his task the moment his visitors had left. He penned a detailed article criticizing agricultural affairs. He did not rely on statistics, or a report, or research, or an investigation he had carried out
himself. He was above depending on things of that kind. If he were not, what was the advantage in having a
higher degree?
He was not content with writing one article, but wrote a second one in which he accused the government of
shortcomings and neglect which had led to the occurrence of such-and-such a situation. Moreover he was not
satisfied with writing in that journal under an assumed name, but proceeded to speak at every gathering in the
eloquent tones of an orator, laying bare the inadequacies and iniquities of the government, and its failure to give
scope to the specialists and holders of degrees for service, in such a way that he left the listener delighted with his
eloquence and rhetoric, and convinced that Iraq’s Golden Age was imminent. Often an enthusiastic and wellmeaning listener would rush to comment on what he had said and would announce:
“Here are our sons returning from the educational institutions of the West bearing the fruits of science and
culture to bring about a marvelous renascence in the country!”
*
Dr. Ibrahim, Director-General for Agricultural Affairs in the Ministry of Economics and Communications,
finished all his daily duties—which did not extend beyond signing a few official letters—and then leaned back in
his chair, becoming immersed in deep thought.
On his face were signs of joy, happiness and satisfaction. He had taken two splendid leaps upward in the very
short space of time of not more than four months. He had become a Director-General, having considerable importance; he was receiving a salary which all his equals in age and educational attainments envied.
But he was under no delusion as to the manner in which he had obtained this post: if it had not been for the
present Ministry, for which he had worked hard, he would never have dreamed of a post like this; and he most
definitely had to take precautions against the perfidy of fate and the reversals that time might bring.
If this Ministry were destined to fall, he would fall with it, and all his efforts would be blown to the winds. It
was therefore incumbent upon him to take precautions for the future, and to take account of the rivals who would
graduate from his own college, having obtained the same degree as he himself—and it was necessary to take
account of his enemies, whom he had robbed of their positions, and on whose rights he had trampled during his
rapid rise to the top.
Thus it was natural that he should think about drawing up a well-made plan to protect him from unpleasant
surprises, and to take the opportunity of perfecting his arrangements and ensuring that they were free of any
defects.
This plan of his consisted in identifying persons of importance, visiting them frequently and talking a lot in
their presence in order to produce for himself a palpable effect on their hearts and minds; in joining all available
societies and philanthropic organizations, whether patriotic, religious or cultural; and further in studying the tunes
to which people danced—in order to be able to play them at the appropriate times, so that he should be the eloquent orator of the hour.
It was also part of his carefully-designed plan to win the confidence of newspaper owners and proprietors of
local journals. In this his method was to subscribe to all the papers in question, and to publish lengthy articles in
their columns, and to distribute advertisements among them fairly. The first of the topics on which he had written
revolved around respect for holders of degrees and the bestowing of complete confidence upon them. Later he
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turned to his massive plans for the elimination of shortcomings in agriculture, plans which he and everyone else
knew were nothing but ink on paper.
The only point of these was to convince the simple-minded that he had begun to carry out what he had promised before he had achieved his position, plans which he knew better than anyone else were impossible to put into
effect.
Nor was he satisfied with just this, but hastened to be of service to the proprietors of these newspapers whenever an opportunity occurred for the appointment of a relative, or the promotion of a kinsman. Thus he had become accepted as a “reliable chap”\fn{ A stock phrase within the British old-boy network.} with the newspaper owners. No
issue was without commendation of him or some propaganda in his favor. He crowned all these measures by gaining authority over the missions sent to study agriculture, to the point where the government sent no one on these
studies without his consent and agreement.
*
The reader now having become acquainted with the details of Dr. Ibrahim’s planning, he will not be surprised
to find he was an active member of the Young Men’s Muslim Association, because he was a Muslim zealous for
his religion; and of the Young Men’s Christian Association, because his wife was a religious Englishwoman; and
of the Society of Freemasons, because he was a man of high moral principles; and of the Muthanna ibn Ijarithah
al-Shaybam Club, because he was a staunch nationalist. He made bitter attacks on the Shiites,\fn{ A note reads: The
name of a heterodox party within Islam which is distinguished from the orthodox (Sunnites) by their special veneration for the fourth
caliph, 'Ali, and the political and religious rights of his descendants. Today their numerical strength lies mainly in Iran and Iraq. Here in
America, we increasingly refer to these people as “Shias”, and the orthodox members of Islam as “Sunnis.” They stand in proportion to one
another at approximately 85% to 14%. Perhaps 1% of Muslims belong to other expressions of Islam, chiefly Sufism, which in America are
usually known as “Sufis.”} and dubbed them “foreigners” before zealous Sunnites, in order to win the trust of his

party, while he confessed before the communists that he had been a communist when he was a student. One of
them once made bold enough to ask him how he could reconcile all these conflicting, contradictory principles,
and clubs and societies with differing aims, and he replied with a smile that the Heir Apparent of Great Britain
had done exactly the same.
Neither will the reader be surprised to notice that the candidates for overseas missions were distinguished for
their dullness, lack of education, and weakness of physique, so that they came back no better than when they
went, inflicting great financial losses on the State Treasury. And this constituted the proof that Dr. Ibrahim was a
unique genius—otherwise he would never have been able to obtain that degree of his with such ease.
*
One day something occurred which aroused the anger of Dr. Ibrahim, and upset him.
A young man came to him who held a degree similar to his—indeed somewhat higher—from the same college,
seeking employment in his department. He was astonished that this youth should have broken through all his
snares and by-passed all his traps without him being aware of it. He would have been inclined to put the blame on
himself, had he not found out that the young man had studied at his own private expense. He then felt as though a
nightmare had been removed from his chest, since the government was not obliged to employ him under these
circumstances.
Accordingly he informed the young man with regret that all the posts in his department were filled with quailfied officials, and he did not omit to advise him to apply to the Ministry of Education for them to give him a job
as a teacher—of English, for example.
The young man left undismayed, for he was a true Iraqi who knew how the impossible could become quite
easy, and how what was barred could be rendered accessible, and how the illegal could become legal and legitimate; and so he had recourse to his family and relatives, and got them to look for an important personage to mediate between him and this dictatorial doctor. They had no difficulty in finding an important personage of a kindly
disposition among friends of the doctor, for whom he had a high regard.
The doctor was annoyed when he realized that his friendship with an important person was about to come
under strain because of this persevering fool, and did not scruple to lie about the young man, averring:
“If you had come to me with any other request, or about something more important, I should not have hesitated
to oblige you. But this young man is an atheistic communist, who wants to establish contacts with the peasants to
spread communism among them. To appoint him to an agricultural post is simply to pave the way for him, and to
put a powerful weapon in his hand.”
His shaft found its mark: the man was appalled at the mention of the word “communist,” and at its implications, and left angrily, swearing to himself that he would wash his hands of the person who had saddled him with
this task of mediation.
*
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The young man was forced to search for someone else, who was not easily deceived or taken in by lies, to undertake the task in which this important person had failed. He sought the good offices of a friend; this last friend
sought the good offices of another friend, and this latter sought the good offices of another friend who came from
a prominent aristocratic family, and he entrusted the task to his father, who saw no objection to undertaking this
beneficent task as a good deed.\fn{The text has: turn.} He therefore approached His Excellency, and asked him to
find room for this bright young man in his department.
Dr. Ibrahim was overcome with wrath at this, and cursed the hour in which the young man had been born, refusing his visitor’s request with the words: “How has this young devil deceived you? He’s a schemer who belongs
to a factional society which aims to separate the South of the country from the North, and annex it to Iran. Do you
want me to give him the opportunity to spread his poison?”
His interlocutor was an old man, and a zealous Muslim; he detested the followers of Shi’ism for reasons which
had originally been religious; then they had become nationalistic; and who knew what they would be in the
future? He turned against the wretched young man, instead of helping him.
*
The young man at last realized the kind of underhand methods this man was using for opposing him, and it
made his blood boil. He swore that he would revenge himself. He rushed to the Doctor’s department in a blind
rage, entered his room without asking permission, and lifted him out of his chair as one lifts up a puppy, and
threw him to the ground. He then began to mete out to him kicks and blows. It took four porters from the august
department to rescue him from his hands.
The young man was thrown into prison in return for the crime he had committed, and His Excellency submitted a detailed report to his Minister, in which he explained the reason for the attack; he also claimed that it was
his zeal for the good of his department which, had exposed him to this type of insult, and that this incident would
increase his iron determination to defend what was right, and that he would defy death itself in carrying out his
duty, and that in any case sacrifices had to be made.
This incident suggested to him a new method of reconciliation between satisfying people and ridding himself
of responsibility: when he was approached by an influential person seeking a favor in regard to something which
touched upon the interests of his department, and he suspected governmental neglect in the matter, he would entrust one of his subordinates to carry out the task in a way that would not place the consequences on his shoulders,
and if the matter passed off without trouble he would acquire the gratitude and esteem of his petitioner; on the
other hand, if it came to light, then woe to the subordinate who had fallen short.
Thus His Excellency became one of those who sacrifice even their own personal honor, and expose themselves
to the most extreme dangers in the cause of the national interest, being a model of punctiliousness and energy in
his work.
Everyone knew of his mistakes, but no newspaper criticized him, nor did any official call him to account. No
organization attacked him, nor did any leading politician work against him.
*
But in spite of these splendid victories in the field of politics won by Dr. Ibrahim, that holder of the first degree
in agricultural science, the incident of the impudent attack on him continued to vex his life, since it showed that
none of his precautions had succeeded in making him feared and respected.
His fat salary, his prominent position and authority, might surround him with flatterers and hangers-on (who
however, would quickly detect his falseness if favors stopped, and severity took their place), but these things had
not made him a respected person.
He realized that it would be impossible to be loved and respected and the occupant of a prominent. post at the
same time; and he came down in favor of the second.
In all his personality, actions and behavior he was a living example of the Tower of Babel from head to toe.
2
The wheat field, stretching to the horizon, received the morning breezes with a light rustle. The tender ears
swayed on their pliant stems, sending soft waves that rippled over the green sea. The sun shone in a blue sky
without trace of cloud, a sky itself like a sea, calm with the silence of the dead. That blue sea above met the green
sea below at the horizon, their colors meeting and mixing at the place of sunrise.
A large, dun-colored village stretched along the seashore, its mud huts straggling at random, some as small as a
fox’s den, others the size of beasts’ stalls, like blotches of earth on the shore of that wondrous green sea. The
greenness of the wheat shimmered beneath the rays of the warm March sun, which found its way into every pore
of the plants, bestowing life on all it touched—except for those living behind the windowless mud walls.
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It was a day of sweet calm, following one of rage in which the sky had lowered, the wind howled, the thunder
cracked, the rain poured down, yet without any spring cold to nip the wheat. The water had flooded the land,
reviving the plants, so that the peasants could rest for two weeks and more; the village lay in unaccustomed sleep,
even though the sun was up. No living thing was to be seen, except for the larks sending out long, sweet tones that
descended from the sky like angels’ whispers, and the swallows chirping then sweeping low to the earth in search
of untilled ground to snatch some mud for their new homes.
*
A mile from the village rose a great, strongly built palace. Three thousand years before, Babylonian peasants
had filled this place with buildings of their own. Had one of those peasants been restored to life, he’d have taken
the new building for a mighty mansion of the gods, into which grains and foodstuffs poured through every day of
the year!
This stately palace was the mansion of the shaikh, the owner of all that broad district and many more like it,
possessions larger than the whole of Belgium. The shaikh held sway, too, over the peasants and all the others who
worked there; plants, beasts of all kinds, men, the very sun and rain and winds were harnessed to his use. Having
all this, he was every bit as mighty, as exalted as Marduk, and Enlil, and Etonabashtem;\fn{ Gods of ancient Babylon.}
and they were mere gods of the imagination, whose worshippers saw only their idols, while this was a living god
who commanded and withheld, gave life and took it, bestowed happiness or misery—and yet was a man exposed
to all the storms that buffet human life.
Shaikh Mughamgham ruled over a very large tribe, which his father, Shaikh Budair, had used to spread terror
near and far. In those days there had been less use of irrigation; his father, along with the tribe, had lived on tithes
and booty from raids, from the money paid by their terror-stricken neighbors. Not a tenth of the present cultivated
land had then been tilled.
Budair never lived to see these new developments. He was succeeded, at last, by his oldest son, Matar, a fierce
and awesome ruler whose name had echoed through the times of revolution and the independence that followed.
Even in the new state the diwans felt his crushing power and influence and fearfully submitted to him, so that he
grew ever stronger. He played the despot over his own tribe even, over the members of his very blood family,
ruling his brothers with a rod of iron, holding unrelenting sway over his followers, killing and imprisoning with
none to reprimand or keep watch on him.
His brothers, bitterly though they suffered, found no fault with his actions; for the tribal customs and the
traditions of the country had made them used to abject obedience and the endurance of cruelty. Besides, they were
all too young to do anything—all except Mughamgham, who shared his brother’s qualities and was his trusted
counselor. Mughamgham advised him to send their younger brothers, along with Matar’s own sons, to receive a
modern education in the nearby cities; for this, he was far-sighted enough to see, would confirm their ancient
status and fit better with their radiant glory.
Matar died and was succeeded by Mughamgham, who inherited vast possessions and carried on his brother’s
iron-fisted power and dreadful cruelty. Indeed, he took his tyranny and cruel sway still further, until the peasants
made up a song about him.
“Mughamgham bowed down to God,” they sang. “Then he picked God up, that’s the truth, and carries Him on
his shoulders!”
*
As for his brothers and nephews, city life had corrupted some, while others had been exalted by learning.
Those delighted with learning were content with little, so that the crumbs from Mughamgham’s table more than
satisfied them.
But the corrupted ones were spurred on to drink wine and gamble and pursue women, so prodigally that all the
vast possessions of their ancestors would have been too small to last a single year. Aziz, the oldest of the dead
shaikh’s children, and bold and cruel and haughty as his father had been, belonged to this second group.
But when Mughamgham assumed power, he took Aziz in hand, forcing him to moderate his conduct. Things
became strained then, between the uncle who wanted his sway to be as great and cruel as his dead brother’s and
the nephew who thought himself the legitimate heir, the rightful successor to his father’s title and rule. And things
were made worse still by Mughamgham’s utter failure to produce children, a source of shame in his country,
which only served to increase his despotic cruelty.
*
Now just an hour later, on the day of splendor we described at the beginning of this story, two masked horsemen rode out of the palace gate, wrapped in their cloaks, and galloped at full speed toward the farm, passing
fleetingly by the village where the slavish greetings of the peasants were carried to them on the wind. They galloped along the middle of the field, on a track made by the feet of cattle, alongside a ditch large enough to take a
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boat.
The ditch was full to the brim with rain water, but the two horses sped on unheeding, their heads high, showing
no interest in the pure water or the succulent plants along the way. No doubt they were stuffed as full as their
masters! Aziz, who was one of the horsemen, turned to his companion.
“How high would you put the revenue of this field, Khalaf?” he asked. “You ought to know. You’ve acted as
our agent for enough years now.”
“Last year,” Khalaf answered, “this village alone yielded twenty thousand dinars, from summer and winter
yields combined. On that basis, the revenue from your ten villages should be a full two hundred thousand dinars.”
Aziz grunted.
“And do you know,” he asked, “how much that cursed man allows me each year? Two thousand dinars, that’s
all! And if he weren’t afraid of my spirit, he’d have given me a mere thousand dinars, the way he does to his
cowardly brothers and nephews who are satisfied just to fill their bellies. Two thousand, out of two hundred
thousand that belong to me by right. I’d like to break his neck, by God!”
“But he’s strong,” Khalaf replied with a smile. “He holds vast sway and has many followers.” Aziz laughed,
refusing to be impressed.
“All this will be mine,” he retorted, “when he’s dead and buried. I haven’t been wasting my time there in the
city. The strongest head cowers in front of me when I show a hundred-dinar note. Curse my stingy uncle!” He
thought long and hard, then said,
“Listen, Khalaf. I’ve finally had enough of this scoundrel. I can’t take any more. I’ve often talked to you about
doing away with the man, but you’ve always put off your decision. My old offer stands. You’ll receive the next
village as your part in it—you’re married, after all, to his cousin Shannouna. When he dies, the whole inheritance
will be freed. Shannouna will have her rights, and through her you’ll have yours.”
“Aziz,” the agent answered, “I’ve been waiting for the proper moment, and now it’s come. He’s grown suspicious about my relations with you and he’s threatening to deprive me of my post. He didn’t realize the threat was
his own death warrant!”
“It’s time to strike, you say? So, what’s your plan?”
“Do you remember that quarrel between your uncle and the peasant Ammouri? Your uncle beat him with his
club, so hard he broke two of his ribs, and the peasant’s son threatened in front of the whole village to have his
revenge. I warned your uncle to take care, not because I was worried about his safety but to draw attention to the
peasant’s threat. Your uncle almost spat in my face. He wasn’t afraid of buzzing flies, he said.
“Now, he’s invited to the city tonight—the city governor’s honoring a visit from the minister of the interior.
And since your uncle’s driver’s sick, he’s decided to drive himself. It’s only twenty miles, after all. The road
passes by that reed thicket, which makes such a wonderful hide for hunting. I’ve secretly bought two repeat-firing
rifles. We’ll burn him along with his car, and to hell with him!”
“Wonderful!” Aziz exclaimed. “That’s the perfect pretext! Although there’s really no reason for all this caution.
Who’d dare accuse us anyway, and who’d want to avenge him? Those policemen of his who are virtual house
servants, or his wives who can’t stand the sight of him, or the peasants who hate him so much? He doesn’t have
any son, thank God. As for that flock of sheep in the city, his relatives, I’ll double their annual income.”
“It’s just as well to be careful even so,” Khalaf answered. “Where’s the harm in letting people think Ammouri's son killed him? There’ll be no one except his father to say he was at home. As for us, we’re going to the city
now, which will put us beyond suspicion—even if we do find a way to steal out again and hunt this savage tiger
down!”
*
That dark, moonless night, following on from the lovely day, witnessed a brutal and ugly crime—though not
the ugliest crime in the Iraqi countryside.
The nephew killed his uncle. How often a brother kills his own brother, or a son his father—and the hand of
justice stretches out to the weak and the simple.
But as for the strong, they are the little gods who kill as Cain killed Abel, and as the gods killed one another in
the old myths.
The gods have had their fill of everything; but they are still thirsty for blood.
125.59 & 252.41 1. The Billy Goat And The Menfolk 2. The Soul: Two Short Stories\fn{by Samira al-Mana’
(1935- )} Basra, Basra Governorate, Iraq (F) 4
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She didn’t die without a hard struggle.
Her labor pains that evening had been excruciating, and everyone in the house had come rushing out on
hearing her anguished bleating and the rumble of her heavy breathing. Mahmoud had come from his room in
confusion, with just one of his slippers on, and Zakiyya’s clogs could be heard clattering as she hurried closer.
The father was already there, by the goat’s head, but there was little he could do. None of them could help this
goat, which had been so generous before with offspring but was feverish and weak now and, it seemed, about to
die—their coffee-colored goat with the wide eyes. They stood helplessly around her with their arms crossed,
watching the half-born kid, as death worked its way through the mother’s trembling frame. In a single heavy
draught the goat drew in air from around her and, as her newborn dropped, turned her mouth away from it, her
eyelids motionless with pain and fatigue. The newborn kid was just a lump of soggy, sticky flesh, with watery
eyes and flabby limbs. Earth and fine bits of straw clung to it the moment it touched the ground and started
wriggling closer to its mother, a dirty, viscous lump.
Soon the house was ablaze with anger and sorrow.
The goat had died. Their house goat was dead!
The neighbor, hearing the news, came running to the house with a troop of her children. She was an expert on
difficult births, and she examined the dead beast, feeling all over the body for some throb of life. But, with the
born obstinacy of sheep and goats, it wouldn’t revive.
Meanwhile, it emerged the newborn kid was a male, a mere billy goat, whereas the dead mother had been
fecund and given plenty of milk. The kid had killed their goat. It was because of him she’d died; even if he had
some value himself, nothing could alter that. And what was the use of a billy goat without a mother, a billy goat
that would have to live on bought milk? When he was full-grown, he wouldn’t pay back the money laid out to
foster him. In fact he wouldn’t pay for a single drink of milk. How, after all, could a milkless creature pay?
The wretched kid had killed his mother. He lay prostrate by her side now, like an innocent child fearing
punishment. The smell of the blood was still fresh on his soft body, recalling the mischance that had left this small
creature untended and uncared for.
The family bade farewell to the goat with all due form and honor. She was placed on top of the dustbin and
covered with a tattered mat to keep the flies away. The father went grieving back to the house, while Mahmoud
trudged back to his room. As for Zakiyya, she stayed behind to clean up the spot where the goat had given birth to
the last of her offspring—the last of her generous gifts to the family.
*
The eyes of the tiny kid were dark and sad. His little belly twitched like the belly of a coward seized with fear,
his legs were folded beneath him, and his body was spread out limp and soft. Zakiyya took care not to get him wet
and thought of fetching him a cover or laying him down by the fire in her room. She’d have to clean up all the
mess he’d left, and she’d have to wipe him clean too, getting off all the things that had stuck to him. She fetched a
rag and started drying him, till his skin was velvety and shiny and the little ears shapely and comely. He looked
very small, but all babies grew, and this kid of their goat’s would grow up one day too.
He’d drink milk, which Zakiyya would feed him from a spoon till he could drink from a bowl himself. Perhaps
he was hungry now. Why shouldn’t she feed him? She started feeling a little happier, for the first time since the
goat had died. The goat had been very dear to her, and she’d cried when its body was carried out, just as her
mother had been taken from the house three years before.
Zakiyya had wailed and cried both times, but neither her father nor her brother had seemed to pay much
attention to her grief. She’d grown used, after her mother’s death, to milking the goat every morning and evening.
She’d been ten then, and soon, as she and the goat came to be left alone in the house, a deep bond had developed
between them. Her father would go off to work each morning, to the auctions at the market, while her brother,
Mahmoud, who was a private in the army, was often away at his barracks. He had a day’s leave each week, but
he’d spend this with friends at the café, playing backgammon and sipping tea.
The goat had been very tame, very docile and gentle. She’d never bleated except when her feed of clover was
late, and she knew the times of her meals well enough.
Young though she was, without any experience of looking after animals, Zakiyya had had no problems tending
her. The goat’s part of the courtyard was still alive with her presence, with its own special homeliness, just as the
barley and clover still scattered about was a reminder of her. Zakiyya’s poor mother had left nothing but her
clothes, which had been distributed among the poor, and her two children, Zakiyya and Mahmoud. If only she’d
lived on, to give Zakiyya and her brother more brothers and sisters! She would have given them new names,
Zakiyya thought, modern names. She wished she herself had been called something like Hana or Wafa, not given
an old-fashioned name like Zakiyya, which made her hate herself sometimes.
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At least she’d give the kid a suitable name. She’d call him Shawqi. She even looked inquiringly at the kid, as if
to see what he thought of his name. Then, imagining the kid’s lips had actually moved to murmur something, she
stifled a laugh.
If only she had a small sister. She’d sew all kinds of embroidered clothes for her and take her with her when
she visited some of her friends. And she wouldn’t let anyone cut her sister’s hair. She’d let it stay long, so she
could tie it in plaits to hang behind the ears. She liked little girls, but there was no reason, after all, why this tiny
kid shouldn’t be a male. She’d tie a green ribbon around his neck, and maybe a bell too, or anklets around his
legs. And when he got bigger, he’d start drinking milk by himself, maybe come to the kitchen, whinnying in his
own way, to say he was hungry.
He could eat clover. It was plentiful and cheap in their district, and she’d ask her father to bring a bunch or two
every day. She’d ask him to bring barley as well, and crushed date stones. There was plenty of animal feed, of all
sorts, in the Abu ‘l-Khasib district.
*
When she woke next morning, she found the kid huddled under the cover, just as she’d left him, peering about
in an attempt to find someone he knew. She got busy preparing breakfast. Her father had his tea without any milk,
resentful of how they’d been short of milk since the goat died—and all, he said, because of this kid not worth a
quarter of a dinar.
Zakiyya kept quiet. The kid would get bigger, she knew and, with a little patience, be worth a lot more than
that. And why should he be sold anyway?
Before her father went out he told her to buy some milk and feed the kid, so that he wouldn’t starve to death.
She’d had exactly the same idea herself. How clever of her father, she reflected, to think of that. But her father
just glanced quickly at the kid, with a calculating air.
“We’ll slaughter him in two or three weeks,” he said. “We’ll slaughter him if he lives that long, God willing.”
She felt her lips turn stiff and dry.
“But why?” she said. “He was only born yesterday.”
“Why? Because it’s no use keeping him, that’s why. He’s a male kid. What good will he be?” Zakiyya plucked
up her courage, then said entreatingly,
“I want to keep him.” Her father gave a sarcastic laugh.
“Keep him? How long are you going to keep carrying on like a woman?”
Zakiyya said nothing. She didn’t tell him the kid’s name was Shawqi, that this was the name she’d chosen for
him herself. That would only have led to scenes, and her father would have made it a talking point at the market
and with his friends, going on about her girlish ways. He would have made endless fun of her at home too. He
hurried out, slamming the door after him and leaving her alone with the kid.
So, she’d tend him for just two or three weeks; that was her father’s decision. She’d live with him till he died.
There wasn’t much to look forward to, beyond that short time, and there was nothing more to wish for him now.
She couldn’t hang a bell around his neck. And she couldn’t give him a name—what was the point?
*
She bought the milk, but he wouldn’t take it from the spoon; he kept his mouth tight shut and the milk spilt.
Nothing would persuade him to drink. Still she tried, with dogged patience, to feed him. He should have had his
feed the night before, but still he refused food, turning his head away, as if disgusted, to right and left.
Could it be he knew what was in store for him? He’d been there, after all, when her father made those threats.
That really would be sad. Still, he must eat something.
“Here,” she said. “Have a taste at least. Just a spoonful, just one spoonful. Please!”
For two days the kid wouldn’t take a drop. Then, on the third day, her father brought a rubber teat and handed
it to her.
“Give him the milk in this,” he told her. “That’ll encourage him to drink it.”
Zakiyya was jubilant at this. Perhaps her father had changed his mind and wouldn’t slaughter the kid. He’d
bought him something to get him used to feeding.
The kid sucked the milk with utter contentment now, closing his eyes and relishing it to the last drop. There
was no difference, for him, between the cold rubber teat and the warmth of his mother’s teats he’d never had the
chance to enjoy. He had a full feed, and this was followed by others. He seemed certain to grow and thrive now.
Zakiyya, delighted, had visions of him grazing in the neighboring field, along with the other sheep and goats.
After a few days he got confidently to his feet and started looking curiously around for herbage to graze. Zakiyya never left him alone for long; she was around him constantly, holding and fondling him. She was sure now
he’d be good for something, and wasn’t about to be slaughtered.
*
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Early one morning, in the third week, her father put his cup of tea to his lips, not forgetting to remark on the
poor quality of the milk, so different from the milk of their old, generous goat; and he remembered, too, her kid
that he was going to slaughter that day, before inviting some friends of his to a sumptuous meal.
Shaikh Dari was to be one of the guests, along with his son Ghazwan, and Taqi and Rahim might be coming.
The kid should, he thought, be big enough for five or six people now. He gave his daughter precise instructions on
how it should be stuffed with rice and the necessary condiments, then roasted in their earthenware oven. His
mouth watered as he explained it all.
“Take care over the condiments, Zakiyya,” he said. “Get them all just right. They’re the secret of good cooking, the way your mother and our neighbor Um Jabbar used to cook.”
Zakiyya said nothing. Then she asked,
“Do you want another cup of tea?”
“No, no, I’ve had enough. I just wanted to be sure you won’t let me down in front of my guests tomorrow.”
Zakiyya remembered all the chickens her father had killed when they’d had guests; how he’d held them by the
neck after first fixing their wings firmly under his feet, so they wouldn’t flutter about and spatter everything with
their blood. Sometimes, too, he’d go shooting in the Shatt al-‘Arab district and come back laden with all kinds of
birds, proud of being such a good shot and knowing where the best coveys and hides were. He’d take hold of the
kid today, in the same easy, unconcerned way, and slaughter him neatly and efficiently.
But she knew this kid. She’d seen his two small sad eyes when he was born. They’d tended him, and she’d
known his mother long before that.
What harm would there have been in sparing the kid, in memory of past days?
She was afraid, though, of revealing any of these thoughts to her father. He might be annoyed or else take the
chance to make fun of her. She wished Mahmoud would say something to dissuade him, but he was quietly eating
his breakfast. He finished it and went off with a muttered good-bye.
Her father spoke more sharply.
“Zaikyya,” he said, “fetch me the rope and the knife—the sharp knife, not that useless kitchen one.”
She gave him the knife and the rope but didn’t tell him she was going over to the neighbor’s house.
2
Where did Carmen go to, leaving all these animals? Perhaps she’s out on an errand? He leapt out of his bed to
see what all that the commotion was down in the garden.
He saw the rooster at the top of one of the highest trees, far from the battle below, its eyes glitter ing like
diamonds as if watching intensely the scene of confusion. Was it possible for a dog to prey on a hen? The
rooster’s traumatised neck was twisting like a question mark. All creatures, it seems, are the same, the stronger
victimising the weaker.
The hen’s ceaseless clucking was a cry for help. When he first heard it, Adam thought she was laying an egg,
an enterprise that was always accompanied by that clamorous prologue. But he couldn’t tolerate it when it went
beyond that, so he hurriedly jumped out of his warm bed and in his pyjamas and slippers went through the closed
doors like an unannounced tornado.
He came upon that wild dog assaulting the poor creature. It clucked and leapt in all directions, and tried to fly
into the tree to join the rooster, but fell helplessly short of that—the dog didn’t leave her alone for long. Her
helplessness must have incited his appetite, and he seemed determined to finish her off. That finally hap pened
when he got her behind one of the bushes.
The man loathed that display of the law of the jungle and grabbed a stick from the ground thinking of hitting
the dog with it. Instead, he swished it about and lashed uselessly at the dog in all the languages he knew. He
searched for a rock to throw at it but found none. It outraged him that the garden at that time was full of flowers
and shrubs in bloom. He had to rattle the only weapon then available, the stick, and finally the dog gave up. As it
left the bush the dog dropped the hen, ran towards the neighbour’s fence, and jumped over it and disappeared off.
The hen was dying, feathers scattered all around it. A last breath violently shook its breast. He bent over it,
tenderly stroking it as he recalled what one of his vegetarian friends had once said,
“I can’t eat a soul.”
Yes, it certainly had a soul.
Suddenly, it opened its eyes and revealed their light pink colour. It stood up and tried to move a little, and
Adam stepped away to let it go where it wanted. He convinced himself that he had tried to save it and felt
relieved.
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Life went back to normal and peace descended on the place again. Adam heard the rooster crowing as if calling
the time for sunset prayers, it left its safe place up the tree and nonchalantly went to its den.
Anyway, we need not go any further into this sentimental little drama. Adam won’t fool anyone by appearing
kind-hearted. His hypocrisy was transparent. Yes, the hen’s apparent demise aggravated and touched him, but if it
were to come to him on a dish, well roasted, he wouldn’t hesitate to devour it.
*
He was going to tell the anecdote of the vicious dog, of course, to Carmen, his Spanish girlfriend, and he was
going to try to be as detached and casual as he could be. She, too, was considerate, you could tell from her behaviour that day when she left the house quietly so as not to disturb his nap. And he couldn’t really be sensational
anyway, since at the time they were absorbed with arranging his visit to Spain.
After Carmen had met Adam in London and found out that he had not seen the Alhambra she had invited him
to visit her in Spain. It’s in her native city of Granada and it’s part of his Arab heritage, as he used to say. She
enthusiastically promised all kinds of trips to introduce him to Spain’s pluralistic culture.
It was his third day in Spain and they were still drawing and revising travel plans. Should they start with
Cordoba, the ancient Roman city and later the first capital of Moslem Spain? They would go to the mosque there,
with its spectacular marble pillars and to the Moslem and Jewish quarters. Or should they begin with Toledo? Or
the Moslem castle overlooking Malaga? They were both must-see places even though they’re hundreds of miles
apart. These endless considerations only whetted his curiosity and excitement.
He felt divided most of the time—between intimate places he didn’t want to leave and a promising itinerary
that was inviting him to other places. There was generous sunshine despite January’s bitterness and skies filled
with stars that quivered every night like lovers’ hearts. He nostalgically remembered the Arab cities he had unwillingly abandoned to go and live in Europe: the glories of Damascus or Baghdad before all those wars and hatred.
Seven days among plains and hills and farms and palaces and mosques and churches and cas tles no longer
fortified. Passionate verses written on walls in his native tongue more than rewarded him for his trouble in deciphering the characters. Reliefs of wise sayings in Arabic calligraphy embodied power and humility and compasssion and humaneness and tolerance. On one of them, “No victor but Allah,” letters appeared like spir its bonding
on the wails and in the air.
There were countless olive and lemon and almond and orange trees. Carmen playfully suggested that some
must have been planted by his ancestors, and she would tease him by wondering what he would bring to the landscape.
“I’m here to admire and love you.”
*
On the last day, they returned to her house in Granada, a place that straddled the city and the countryside. Her
mother had left to spend the Christmas holidays with her married sister in Madrid. Perhaps she had thought of
possible marriage plans and had wanted to give the couple some privacy.
Carmen insisted on taking him to see the house in the city’s suburbs where Lorca had lived,\fn{ Garcia Lorca
(1898-1936) Spanish author} and in Malaga she took him to the place where Picasso was born. She was thrilled to find
more connections with her lover since her native geniuses were also Andalusians.
Now, at the end of this superb trip and the pleasures of intimacy with a beautiful girlfriend, would he remember the hen episode?
He tried hard to forget it, even though the hen was still pecking at his subconscious, and in the garden as it
used to do. Anyway, Carmen was absorbed in her personal affairs, and her mother had left the animals enough
food in the garden before she left for Madrid.
Adam found great pleasure in the cock crowing, much more entertaining than a concert at a celebrated music
or opera hall. With the crowing he almost forgot the pressures of his stressful urban life where computers, speed,
and modern technology ruled. The relaxed life here in Granada was like a basket full of scrumptious fruit.
He sat back and enjoyed the offerings of a city that chose not to dwell on pain and catastrophe. Its people reflected on its history through songs and music and dancing. If they protested, they did so through the tapping of
dancing feet, and if they rebelled, they did so through the pounding of their hands and chests to the tunes of guitars and the clashing of cymbals.
They were not interested in past discords and they saw themselves as the descendants of all races and cultures.
No wonder people flocked to this place from all over the world.
*
The hen was completely forgotten. However, they could not fail to notice her disappearance a few days later.
The cock was alone and swaggering around on his own in the garden but the hen was nowhere to be found. They
looked for her in the bushes and shrubs in vain. Perhaps she was sick or something.
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After a while they stumbled on her remains; black and white feathers blown about by the wind, most probably
her feathers. The sole remains of a rather short life.
It didn’t take them long to identify the culprit—that vicious dog was barking non-stop. Yes, it must have found
the chance to assault the hen in their absence.
This was enough to bring Adam’s girlfriend close to tears; her curses rained down on him. Adam could not
bring himself to say anything. Would he keep his word if he were to promise her right now he would never eat
chicken again? Should he say, “Take it easy, I won’t touch a soul ever, a soul like the hen’s, the soul of a
defenseless creature.”?
But how could words help?
And wouldn’t they both forget about it after a few days? Man has forgotten much more serious things.
After all, it was just a hen and the prey of a vicious dog.
Its life came to an end.
That’s all.
Period.
124.32 & 172.55 1. The Future 2. The Eyes Of The Mirror: Two Short Stories\fn{by Daisy al-Amir (1935Basra, Basra Governorate, Iraq (F) 4

)}

1
She paid for the dress hurriedly, not even sure whether it fitted her, but aware that it was made of a thick material suitable for spring or autumn. It was now midsummer, she thought. Perhaps there really was an autumn or a
spring coming, but would she see it arrive? Would there be a spring or an autumn?
Last spring and autumn had not happened. Time had stood still, as it had stood still during all four seasons of
the year.
Not so the fighting, which never stood still, annihilating every minute, every whisper, every emotion, every,
every, every …
She hid the dress quickly in the bag. She didn’t want to admit to herself that she was committing a crime by
buying a dress while the war of destruction assailed everything. Two whole years of weeks and months?
No. No. She could no longer concentrate. She could no longer calculate the number of weeks that were in
those many months, or the number of days, or minutes, or seconds. She was like everyone else, waiting every moment for news, news that was not too distressing, or news that made no mention of the massive destruction and
the deep darkness.
She had bought the dress at the apartment next to hers. She hadn’t had to cross a single street or go down a
single flight of stairs. The woman who lived next door sold clothes.
The shops no longer opened for business. When she had contemplated buying a dress, she felt that tar would be
thrown at her and her house, the sort of hot burning tar that was thrown at the houses of dishonorable women, so
that every passerby on that road would know that the house pelted with tar was inhabited by an immoral woman.
Then her hair would be cut off and her house burned down and …
She touched her hair with one hand, and clutched the bag that concealed the dress with the other. The dress
was for the autumn, and it was summer now. Those who had managed to stay alive were either imprisoned in their
houses, or else heroes. They had been lucky—or were cowards—not to have been hit by a sniper’s bullet or a
rocket that had gone astray, accidentally or intentionally, or not to have been kidnapped at a roadblock, or slain in
the cause of religion.
What other ways of dying could she recall, old and new, common and rare, which people had known over centuries of human civilization?
How could she have bought a dress when minutes ago she was wondering how she could possibly get hold of
bread for the next few days?
If the days actually came, would the fuel she had be enough for lighting and cooking?
Would there be a night when she didn’t suffer hunger cramps?
Had she really bought a dress, when there were hundreds and thousands of people with no roof to shelter them,
and hundreds more longing for a mouthful of bread, and hundreds beyond that who were now corpses, flung
about and consumed by death?
*
Lebanon was dying. Newspapers and news broadcasts the world over began with reports about the fighting in
Lebanon. Everybody tried to diagnose the disease, and everybody knew what it was—but there was no remedy for
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the chronic ailment.
Wouldn’t it have been better if she had saved some of this money rather than buying a dress? On the other
hand, if she had kept the money in her bag or in her cabinet, or if she had hung the dress in the wardrobe, could
she be certain of holding onto either of them?
The whole place—property, money, people—was a target for plunder. So what difference did it make whether
she bought a dress or saved the money, since everything could be looted?
The dress that she had bought—where had the woman who sold it got hold of it? How did these dresses, displayed for sale, come into her possession? Were they purchased? And those who traded in dresses, did they buy
them, import them, or make them themselves? There were constant reports of theft from warehouses and banks
and firms and private houses.
Armed people were fighting for a national cause and dying willingly as martyrs; other armed people were
fighting to steal. How could you tell one from the other? Who was stealing from whom? And who was protecting
the possessions of those who were not armed? The fighters thought themselves entitled to steal and plunder. What
did the armed faction in defense of the national cause do when they saw the other armed faction plundering and
stealing?
Was it not in the national cause not to let the country be plundered? Was it not in the national cause not to
deprive individuals of their possessions as they were deprived of their souls?
The dress she had bought was paid for with money that she had earned by the sweat of her brow. So was the
dress she was wearing, and there was no shame in it. Other people … other people deserved to have hot burning
tar thrown at them and their houses, so that every passerby would know that true shame must be put to the flame
and made public.
*
She ran her hand over the bag containing the dress, smoothing it out. It was no longer folded. She had the urge
to tell someone that she had bought a dress from a vendor who didn’t sell stolen goods, and that she had bought it
with honestly earned money. She wanted to scream at the top of her voice,
“I didn’t steal! I didn’t steal, and I never shall! And I’ll wear the dress next spring or autumn!”
Next spring or autumn? She no longer waited for anything anymore. She didn’t know what season it was. Why
think of the seasons and wait for the next minute, when in an instant the end might come … the end … death.
If she had only one moment left, wouldn’t it be enough to enjoy herself and vent her anger by buying a dress
with honestly earned money from an honest garment seller? What did it matter whether she wore the dress or not?
What mattered was that she had derived joy from buying it. Save the money for the future? Was there a future?
Would she still be alive the next morning?
She wanted to feel that life was going on. She wanted to experience the desire to possess. She wanted to prepare for days to come.
And so, suddenly, she felt she wanted to live, to prepare for the future, for the autumn or the spring, and have a
new dress to wear. She didn’t want to feel that she might die at any moment. Were these excuses to get rid of her
feelings of guilt? Buying a new dress when people were dying from hunger, and the bombs and rockets were falling everywhere? Death was waiting for her at every corner, and she was clutching the dress, as if by clinging to it
she was clinging to life.
*
Lebanon was dying and calling for help, while the whole world … the whole world, one way or another, was
plunging a new knife into it, administering a new, deadly poison to it, and burying it more deeply.
Political leaders the world over were plugging their ears with new wax, and reaching out to plunder. They sent
provisions that never arrived, and delegations that made empty promises, sold the truth or concealed it, and told
lies.
All this was happening in Lebanon, while she was busy buying a new dress for an autumn that she knew would
never arrive?
The seller of the dress said that she was forced to trade at home because her husband and children had stopped
working. In this way, she tried to make a living. Even the seller felt compelled to justify her garment business by
her need for sustenance, whereas she had bought a dress for an autumn that would never come!
Could the dress save her from hunger?
Could it avert the sniper’s bullet, or a rocket, or a bomb, or explosives?
Could it abolish the darkness she was afraid of?
Could it eliminate the fearful waiting in the autumn or the previous summer?
She folded the bag so that its volume would not attract attention. She folded it again, reducing its size still
further. Perhaps that would help her forget that she was carrying a dress in the bag, a dress just for her.
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A car filled with fighters passed through the street. They shot into the air to frighten people, but she wasn’t
afraid. She was accustomed to the bullets, explosives, rockets, and darkness, and at the same time she wasn’t accustomed to any of them. She was still alive, in spite of all the dead, wounded, and mutilated people whom she
saw and heard about, or whom she didn’t see and hear about.
But did she have the right to buy a new dress on the pretext that she was still alive?
And would she be able to keep it?
Would her house remain safe from looting?
Would she be able to get to a doctor, or would the doctor be able to get to her, if she fell ill? If she were
wounded? If she got hit?
Would the armed people at the roadblock give her the chance to explain that she might die if she didn’t get to
the hospital?
*
And the fighters? What did the word death mean to them, when they had experienced death every day, every
hour, every minute for the past two years? What significance did the individual have—whether he or she remained alive or the death toll increased by tens or hundreds or thousands? When did the individual’s life ever
have significance in the eyes of the fighters who were exposed to death all the time?
But the fighters who were exposed to death had a barricade and weapons with which to defend themselves.
Weapons and fighters and commanders and leaders and presidents and parties and followers and organizations—
they approached and avoided each other, supported and fought each other, cursed and praised each other, and she
… she was one of thousands of individuals who didn’t belong to any of these groups. How could she overcome
her fear of the moment, of the hour, of the day, and of recent memories?
Would she see the next day arrive? Would a new dawn break? Would a new sun rise after the long dark night lit
by rockets? And what about her?
So she had bought a dress for the autumn. What kind of season was that which they called autumn? The seller
of the dress had said that it was suitable for spring or autumn. Which of these seasons was nearer at hand? Which
season’s days would she experience as they really were, without having the world, and the house, and the sky shut
off around her?
A bomb fell on the entrance to the building. She wasn’t afraid. She didn’t panic. She didn’t run away. She
stood motionless, observing the broken glass and listening to the cries of fear. Where did this courage come from?
Was it from the future she was holding in a bag hidden under her arm?
The residents of the building were hurrying to the shelter. She stood at the top of the staircase, watching them
racing each other and screaming, with their little children in their arms. She couldn’t tell whether the children or
the adults were more frightened. Which of them would still be alive the next minute, and which was death waiting
for?
And she … she touched the dress. Her soul was profoundly sad, unable to find a justification for buying a new
dress.
*
The bombs came thick and fast, piercing the walls and windows.
She descended the dark staircase, holding onto the railing, and reached the shelter door. She didn’t know what
made her stand motionless there, instead of rushing inside with the others. She touched the dress and felt reassured.
And yet, who could explain to her at that moment why she had bought the new autumn dress? And if anyone
asked her about it, how could she explain that she felt reassured holding her new spring dress?
Another bomb fell, followed by rockets. The screaming and crying intensified. She held tightly to the bag with
the dress.
The fighters came into the building, wearing combat clothes. They had long beards, and on their shoulders they
carried a variety of weapons. One of them rushed toward her and shouted,
“Get into the shelter! Can’t you hear? Can’t you see? Why are you standing there like a statue? The shelter’s
the only safe place!”
He raised his Kalashnikov and shot into the air. The panic increased, and the sound of the screaming grew
louder, but she remained motionless. The fighter became angrier. He approached her, yelling,
“I told you to come down! Get into the shelter! What are you doing there? Start moving! What are you
clutching so nervously? Give it to me and come down!”
She held the bag with her autumn-spring dress more tightly and didn’t reply. Terrified screams rang out again,
and he yelled again and shot into the air.
He looked at her furiously and advanced toward her. But then she shouted,
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“This is my future, my autumn, my spring. I’m hanging on to it, and what I’m most afraid of is that you’ll take
it away from me!”
2
I called the hotel’s headwaiter to send dinner up to my room. He was silent, before saying that the hotel administration did not allow food to be eaten in the rooms.
Didn’t allow! That’s the first time I’ve ever heard that food is forbidden in rooms.
Whenever I’m alone in a restaurant, I eat breakfast early and in a hurry and never feel relaxed. How would I
feel at dinner?
However, I had to obey the orders. Would I be able to sit in the corner I had chosen for myself? I convinced
myself that it was nothing, and hunger insisted, so I had to obey its demands.
Nine p.m. and the hotel restaurant was packed—packed with men. I looked at all the tables and could not see a
single woman. Were hotels created for men? I looked for a remote table that was tucked away in a corner without
lights. I sat down and turned my back on the dining hall.
Suddenly I saw a group of men around me. How did they manage to surround me? A sea of eyes staring at me.
I raised my eyes and saw mirrors covering the restaurant walls. The restaurant grew and the number of men
increased and the staring became more intense as they speculated about this strange bird.
A woman in a hotel restaurant dining alone? What is this crime? What is this sin?
The hotel administration does not allow food to be eaten in the rooms, so what crime had I committed to be
obeying their orders?
*
I thought about leaving the dining room before the waiter came. The staring eyes made me forget my hunger,
but the waiter’s arrival reminded me of my growling stomach. I took the first dish that he recommended. It was
crucial that the food come quickly, that I eat it quickly and leave the restaurant quickly.
But I had a long wait. The minutes refused to pass, my watch refused to move. The clock hanging on the wall
disappointed me, it kept up with my watch which I had hoped was out of order. I stared at the ground. I guessed
the number of colors there were in the carpet, the kind of designs, I even began to count the number of knots.
When I looked up toward the kitchen door I did not see the waiter but I saw the eyes that had increased in number
and intensity. I shrank back into myself and looked for something else that I might count.
I wished that the waiter would bring my order before anyone else’s. I wished that I were not hungry and could
just escape to my room.
Suddenly the dining hall was filled with an uproar, voices and loud music bearing down from loud speakers
and scattering noise in all directions.
At home there was silence, a beautiful silence to which I listened with pleasure. I put my hands over my ears
and imagined myself there but the mirrors surrounding me assured me that dreams are useless. I am alone in a
hotel and curious eyes are staring at me with strange doubts. I wished that I were a snail carrying its home on its
back, a home into which it can enter whenever it wants and then close the doors behind it.
I wished that the staring eyes knew who I was. I wished that I could talk to them to tell them that I had come
here to do a job and that I was shy.
My clothes are modest … I am not beautiful … I am not lost … I am not a refugee. Remove your accusing
glances. What is my sin? To be the only woman in a hotel restaurant teeming with men?
Is hunger a disgrace?
*
Again I looked up toward the door leading to the kitchen. He had not yet come out. I fixed my eyes on the
door. Finally the shadow emerged carrying a tray piled high with food and drink and placed it on another table
and then retraced its steps.
I returned to the carpet to consider its colours, designs and knots and … and … who will give me a vanishing
cap? Now I knew why that fairy tale had been invented. Had the inventor been in something like my situation or
was he perhaps a sinner?
Criminals want to vanish. I am not a sinner. I swear by all that is holy that my stomach knotted in hunger is the
cause and that I shall pay the restaurant price and that I will have won the price by the sweat of my brow. I am a
good citizen and I … and I …
What’s the use of telling all this to myself. What if I were to stand up and shout this all out? Everyone would
laugh and think I was crazy to be answering questions that had not been asked. But the eyes that filled the mirrors
asked a thousand questions so how should I answer?
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How should I pull myself together while sitting on a chair at a table in a hotel restaurant?
How could I hide these facts? Whenever I looked up I saw herds of eyes.
How could I remove their stabbing?
How could I remove the mirrors from the walls?
How could I stop the hunger pangs?
A thousand hows, so how could I have no answer.
125.64 The Kingdom Of Bulls\fn{by ‘Abd al-Rahman Majid al-Rubai’I (1939(M) 2

)}

Nasiriya, Dhi Quar Province, Iraq

Sa‘di yawned openly, then patted his chest and shook his numb arms. The customers flashed meaningful winks
at him; he pretended indifference and let out a long sigh, after which he went back to yawning again.
Lips and ears exchanged secret cutting whispers about him, mercilessly exposing him to the world. He had
long ago become accustomed to such mumbles, just as he had grown used to the occasional slaps dealt him by
some of his more violent customers. Someone said,
“Look at him, sitting there like a sultan, the son of a bitch!” Another said,
“He’s as haughty as Khosrow’s Iwan!”\fn{ The Iwan of Khosrow, a courtroom built with a raised floor, a famous and grand
example of ancient Persian luxury.}
“Don’t you see his horns?”\fn{An allusion to the practice of this man to allow other men to be intimate with his wife .} asked a
third.
“What? No!”
“Then you’re blind!”
“So what if he has horns or ears, who cares? The important thing is he makes it possible for us to lie with that
delicious whore, Salwa.”
Sa‘di, with his rosary beads and glass of whiskey, was sitting in front of his house. Customers would pass by
and pay him in advance. As soon as the street emptied, he would send out the men who had finished, then return
to his seat to direct the rituals of night and pleasure. He spoke like a conductor.
“You came first, you came late. Don’t be in a hurry, your turn will come. The night is long … it’s only five
dinars. Haven’t you ever taken a close look at her? She’s beautiful and rebellious as a racehorse. She’s worth fifty
dinars, but we are not greedy people.”
After two A.M., the door would close behind the last customer and Sa‘di would concentrate on counting his
takings. Salwa would stretch out on a sofa next to him, her loud breathing filling the place.
“Today’s takings have been fifty dinars.”
He wiped his thin cheeks with his hands, then poured another whiskey for himself. She did not answer but rose
sluggishly and went to the bathroom.
She could never stand under the shower. She would place a chair under the spigot and sit on it, while the water
poured over her body, massaging and refreshing it like a dozen hands of love. Later she would open her eyes,
feeling more alert, put on her bathrobe, and go to her room.
I expected you, Salwa, to be in a different situation.
I expected to see blisters on your body, dirt filling your eyes, your clothes in rags, and you running in tatters
from shade to shade, your hand outstretched for alms. Yes, this is what I expected! I tell you the truth without any
exaggeration.
But how could that ever have happened when you were so bewitching and so alone? One glance of yours
would bring back the dead to life! Suddenly you stopped visiting me and I had no one I could ask to inquire about
you. Then when I was released after a year and a half, everything had drastically changed. How did you manage
this, Salwa? He filled his glass again and called out,
“Salwa, are you asleep?”
“No. Come and massage my back. My bones are aching, that fat dog tired me out.”
*
I entered prison on another charge, only to emerge as a regal bull with two firm strong horns to protect his
kingdom.
Ha! I was completely immobilized in front of you, a hostage to the charm with which you encircled me. You
sucked my blood until you were satisfied, then tossed me out like chaff. Whenever you opened your cloak to me,
the dog inside me would begin to pant.
Then I ran away with you. We executed the plan we had concocted in my shop. It was prayer time and our
neighborhood was empty and quiet when we stealthily left for the train station. When I lay over you for the first
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time, I felt I was lying on top of the world, I had become the master of the seas and continents. I was singing
praises at the top of my voice like a bedouin chanting to his camel in the moonlit desert night!
I almost devoured you! Took you in with my body, nerves, and soul. I inhaled the smell of sandalwood and
ebony, incense and forests. And you ran in front of me, neighing like a mare. I chased you, falling and tripping
over and over again … then I would get up and continue.
But where did I anchor at the end? One of the customers whispered in my ear,
“That damned woman! Where did you ever find her?”
“In this big wide world.”
“I assure you that whoever sleeps with her once will remember her forever: That damned woman! I don’t
know what she does to you! She transforms a man’s whole body into a sensual organ, and extracts all your sap.”
Then he rose and went to her room, for his turn had come. Sa‘di poured down the rest of the whiskey and
turned on the television to watch the evening’s film program. What a monotonous life, Sa‘di! The customers, the
whiskey bottle, then the evening film program.
And sometimes, but only rarely, he would listen to a news bulletin from a far-off station. The world was dead
around him. People were dead. The time of black days and painful nights had arrived.
“Cheers to you!”
“To your health!”
“No, let’s drink to Salwa’s health.”
“Ha ha ha …”
Night laughter. Charm and bewilderment. A bad reputation. Lusts and desires.
“Open the door!”
“Who are you?”
“Jabbar, the builder. Don’t you recognize me? Where’s Salwa?”
“She’s not here.”
“I’ll pay any amount you want. I’ve won 500 dinars in the races today. Al-Mughira has won the race. Get rid
of everybody—I want Salwa all for myself tonight! Open the door! I’ll get rid of them myself! Won’t you open
the door, you pimp?”
Ha … let’s plunge deeper and deeper into the sea of vice. Ah, the myth of honor, the destruction, the
hallucinations, the flames, the repression, the hounding by family and tribe. The trip on a train of joy and sorrow.
What’s to come next, night? What’s to come next, sky?
“I won’t open the door.” Jabbar kicked the door.
“I want Salwa!” He stood in the street, roaring,
“I want Salwa!! If you don’t let me have her, I’ll kill you!” Sa‘id hurried to open the door, and motioned wildly
to Jabbar to be quiet.
“Come in then, do not disgrace us! Lower your voice! Do you want to expose us to the neighbors?” Sa’di
closed the door after him.
“The neighbors think we are an ordinary couple. Do you think you are in al-Maidan?”\fn{ A red-light district in
Baghdad.}
“So why didn’t you open the door then?”
“There were three men before you and it is now one o’clock.”
“I told you that I have won five hundred dinars and I shall stay with her until morning. I shall pay you one
hundred dinars, is that enough?”
“First sit down here, next to me. Let me fix you a glass of whiskey.”
“I’ve had enough. I’ve drunk half a bottle already, and eaten a whole broiled chicken, and am quite ready for
the ride—I’ve got to be careful or your mare will buck me off and trample on me.”
*
When I was released from prison, everything had drastically changed. No sooner had I rung the bell than she
appeared. God! It was Salwa herself, but how had she become like this? Coolly she whispered,
“Is that you?” Then she puffed her cigarette smoke into my face.
“Is this how you welcome your husband?” She laughed bawdily before she said,
“Now you wake up!”
“Shut up, you—”
“Why don’t you say it?”
“Why are you speaking like this to me?”
“Come in first. Come on.”
I did. Good heavens! Where were our worn-out cushions that I had bought in the auction? Where was my own
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picture that used to hang in the middle of the wall?
“I’ll kill you!” She let out another lewd laugh.
“What are you waiting for then? You will only be biding time for me, nothing more. Since I ran away with
you, everyone has been looking for me. If you don’t kill me, someone else will.”
“You’ve soiled my honor!” Ha … O city of calamities and wonders!
“I have a gun, do you want it?”
“I shall hand you back over to your family.”
“Then they’ll kill us together. Have you forgotten?” After a while in which bewilderment overtook me completely, I said,
“I’m leaving.”
“Where to?”
“I don’t know.”
“They’ll run into you and ask about me. They will kill you, don’t you realize this?”
Then she threw herself upon me, embracing me affectionately. She mewed like a kitten and my legs trembled;
my whole body rose up in hunger. I hugged her close to me with the repressed desire of a year and a half of
deprivation.
Oh, that terrible prison cell! Those long horrible nights, empty guffaws, and quarrels of thieves and drug addicts! And here was the warm body I had missed so much! The body I cried for, for a year and a half, since they
arrested me in that loud demonstration I had joined out of sheer boredom.
I kissed her lips and neck, her belly and legs. I devoured her.
She had asked Sa‘di for his decision.
“I still don’t know.”
“Stay here, Sa’di, hide with me behind this door that protects us. This is the only solution. Let’s prolong our
lives until they find us. What do you say?”
“But what will happen to us after this, Salwa?”
“There’s no future. The wall around us is quite complete. There’s no use looking for an escape.”
“I must think about it.”
“It can be a safe life, Sa’di, before the end finally comes. It’s true, it will not be completely free of annoyances,
but you are strong enough and can protect me from those who might try to harm me. Isn’t that right?”
And when he nodded his head, he felt it heavy as a big block of marble.
He raised his hands to touch it, and they collided with two small horns.
138.233 Clocks Like Horses\fn{by Mohammed Khudayyir (1942-

)}

nr. Basra, Basra Governorate, Iraq (M) 6

This meeting may take place. I shall get my watch repaired and go out to the quays of the harbor, then at the
end of the night I shall return to the hotel and find him sleeping in my bed, his face turned to the wall, having
hung his red turban on the clothes hook.
Till today I still own a collection of old watches; I had come by them from an uncle of mine who used to be a
sailor on the ships of the Andrew Weir Company; old pocket watches with chains and silver-plated cases, all contained in a small wooden box in purses of shiny blue cloth. While my interest in them has of late waned, I had, as
a schoolboy, been fascinated by them. I would take them out from their blue purses and scrutinize their workings
in an attempt to discover something about them that would transcend ‘time stuffed like old cotton in a small cushion,’ as I had recorded one day in my diary.
One day during the spring school holidays I was minded to remove one of thee watches from its box and to put
it into the pocket of my black suit, attaching its chain to the buttonholes of my waistcoat. For a long time I wandered round the chicken market before seating myself at the café. The waiter came and asked me the time. I
calmly took the watch out of its blue purse.
My watch was incapable of telling the time, like the other watches in the box, nothing in it working except for
the spring of the case, which was no sooner pressed than it flicked open, revealing a pure white dial and two
hands that stood pointing to two of the Roman numerals on the face. Before I could inform him that the watch
was not working, the waiter had bent down and pulled the short chain towards him; having looked attentively at
the watch, he closed its case, on which had been engraved a sailing ship within a frame of foreign writing. Then,
giving it back to me, he stood up straight.
“How did you get hold of it?”
“I inherited it from a relative of mine.” I returned the watch to its place.
“Was your relative a sailor?”
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“Yes.”
“Only three or four of the famous sailors are still alive.”
“My relative was called Mughamis.”
“Mughamis? I don’t know him.”
“He wouldn’t settle in one place. He died in Bahrain.”
“That’s sailors for you! Do you remember another sailor called Marzouk? Since putting ashore for the last time
he has been living in Fao.”
“Yes, near the hotel.”
The road to Fao is a muddy one, and I went on putting off the journey until one sunny morning I took my place
among the passengers in a bus which set off loaded with luggage.
The passengers, who sat opposite one another in the middle of the bus, exchanged no words except for general
remarks about journeying in winter, about how warm this winter was, and other comments about the holes in the
road. At the moment they stopped talking I took out my watch. Their eyes became fixed on it, but no one asked
me about it or asked the time. Then we began to avoid looking at each other and transferred our attentions to the
vast open countryside and to the distant screen of date palms in the direction of the east, that kept our vehicle
company and hid the villages along the Shatt al-Arab.
We arrived at noon, and someone showed me to the hotel, which lies at the intersection of straight roads and
looks on to a square in the middle of which is a round fenced garden. The hotel consisted of two low storeys,
while the balcony that overlooked the square was at such a low height that someone in the street could have
climbed up onto it. I, who cannot bear the smell of hotels, or the heavy, humid shade in their hallways in daytime,
hastened to call out to its owners. When I repeated my call, a boy looked down from a door at the side and said:
“Do you want to sleep here?”
“Have you a place?” I said.
The boy went into the room and from it there emerged a man whom I asked for a room with a balcony. The
boy who was showing me the way informed me that the hotel would be empty by day and packed at night. Just as
the stairway was the shortest of stairways and the balcony the lowest of balconies, my room was the smallest and
contained a solitary bed, but the sun entered it from the balcony. I threw my bag on the bed and the boy sat down
beside me.
“The doors are all without locks,” said the boy. “Why should we lock them—the travelers only stay for one
night.” Then he leaned towards me and whispered:
“Are you Indian?”
This idea came as a surprise tome. The boy himself was more likely to be Indian with his dark complexion,
thick brilliantined hair and sparkling eyes. I whispered to him:
“Did they tell you that Basra used to be called the crotch of India, and that the Indian invaders in the British
army, who came down to the land of Fao first of all, desired no other women except those of Basra?”
The boy ignored my cryptic reference to the mixing of passions and blending of races and asked, if I wasn’t
Indian, where did I live?
“I’ve come from Ashar,” I told him, “on a visit to the watchmaker. Would you direct me to him?”
“Perhaps you mean the old man who had many clocks in his house,” said the boy.
“Yes, that must be he,” I said.
“He’s not far from the hotel,” he said. “He lives alone with his daughter and never leaves the house.”
The boy brought us lunch from a restaurant, and we sat on the bed to eat, and he told me about the man I had
seen downstairs:
“He’s not the owner of the hotel, just a permanent guest.” Then, with his mouth full of food, he whispered:
“He’s got a pistol.”
“You know a lot of things, O Indian,” I said, also speaking in a whisper.
He protested that he wasn’t Indian, but was from Hasa. He had a father who worked on the ships that
transported dates from Basra to the coastal towns of the Gulf and India.
*
The boy took me to the watchmaker, leaving me in front of the door of his house. A gap made by a slab of
stone that had been removed from its place in the upper frieze of the door made this entrance unforgettable. One
day, in tropical years, there had stopped near where I was a sailor shaky with sickness, or some Sikh soldier
shackled with lust, and he had looked at the slab of stone on which was engraved some date or phrase, before
continuing on his unknown journey.
And after those two there perhaps came some foreign archaeologist, whose boat had been obstructed by the silt
and who had put up in the town till the water rose, and his curiosity for things Eastern had been drawn to the
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curves of the writing on the slab of stone and he had torn it out and carried it off with him to his boat.
Now I, likewise, was in front of this gateway to the sea.
On the boy’s advice I did not hesitate to push open the door and enter into what looked like a porch which the
sun penetrated through apertures near the ceiling and in which I was confronted by hidden and persistent ticking
sounds and a garrulous ringing that issued from the pendulums and hammers of large clocks of the type that strike
the hours, ranged along the two sides of the porch. As I proceeded one or more clocks struck at the same time. All
the clocks were similar in size, in the great age of the wood of their frames, and in the shape of their round dials,
their Roman numerals and their delicate arrow-like hands—except that these hands were pointing to different
times.
I had to follow the slight curve of the porch to come unexpectedly upon the last of the great sailors in his den,
sitting behind a large table on which was heaped the wreckage of clocks. He was occupied with taking to pieces
the movement of a clock by the light of a shaded lamp that hung down from the ceiling at a height close to his
frail, white-haired head.
He looked towards me with a glance from one eye that was naked and another on which a magnifying glass
had been fixed, then went back to disassembling the movement piece by piece. The short glance was sufficient to
link this iron face with the nuts, cogwheels and hands of the movements of the many clocks hanging on the walls
and thrown into corners under dust and rust.
Clocks that didn’t work and others that did, the biggest of them being a clock on the wall above the watchmaker’s head, which was, to be precise, the movement of a large grandfather clock made of brass, the dial of
which had been removed and which had been divested of its cabinet so that time manifested itself in it naked and
shining, sweeping along on its serrated cogwheels in a regular mechanical sequence: from the rotation of the
spring to the pendulum that swung harmoniously to and fro and ended in the slow, tremulous, imperceptible
movement of the hands. When the cogwheels had taken the hands along a set distance of time’s journey, the striking cogwheel would move and raise the hammer.
I had not previously seen a naked, throbbing clock, and thus I became mesmerized by the regular throbbing
that synchronized with the swinging motion of the pendulum and with the movement of the cogwheels of various
diameters. I started at the sound of the hammer falling against the bell; the gallery rang with three strokes whose
reverberations took a long time to die away, while the other clocks went on, behind the glass of their cabinets,
with their incessant ticking.
The watchmaker raised his head and asked me if the large clock above his head had struck three times. Then,
immersing himself in taking the mechanism to pieces, he said:
“Like horses; like horses running on the ocean bed.” A clock in the porch struck six times and he said:
“Did one of them strike six times? It’s six in America. They’re getting up now, while the sun is setting in Burma.” Then the room was filled again with noisy reverberations.
“Did it strike seven? It’s night-time in Indonesia. Did you make out that last twelve strokes? They are fast
asleep in the furthest west of the world. After some hours the sun will rise in the furthest east. What time is it?
Three? That’s our time, here near the Gulf.”
One clock began striking on its own. After a while the chimes blended with the tolling of other clocks as hammer coincided in falling upon bells, and other landed halfway between the times of striking and yet others fell
between these halfways so that the chimes hurried in pursuit of one another in a confused scale. Then, one after
another, the hammers became still, the chimes growing further apart, till a solitary rock remained, the last clock
that had not discharged all its time, letting it trickle out now in a separate, high-pitched reverberation.
He was holding my watch in his grasp.
“Several clocks might strike together,” he said, “strike as the fancy takes them. I haven’t liked to set my clocks
to the same time. I have assigned to my daughter the task of merely winding them up. They complete with one another like horses. I have clocks that I ought from people who looted them from the houses of Turkish employees
who left them as they hurried away after the fall of Basra. I also got hold of clocks that were left behind later on
by the Jews who emigrated. Friends of mine, the skippers of ships, who would come to visit me here, would sell
me clocks of European manufacture. Do you see the clock over there in the passageway? It was in the house of
the Turkish commander of the garrison of Fao’s fortress.”
I saw the gleam of the quick-swinging pendulum behind glass in the darkness of the cabinets of the clocks in
the porch. Then I asked him about my watch.
“Your watch? It’s a rare one. They’re no longer made. I haven’t handled such a watch for a long time. I’m not
sure about it, but I’ll take it to pieces. Take a stroll round and come back here at night.”
That was what I’d actually intended to do. I would return before night. The clocks bade me farewell with successive chimes. Four chimes in Fao: seven p.m. in the swarming streets of Calcutta. Four chimes: eight a.m. in the
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jungles of Buenos Aires … Outside the den the clamor had ceased, also the smell of engine oil and of old wood.
*
I returned at sunset. I had spent the time visiting the old barracks, which had been the home of the British army
of occupation,\fn{The British East India Company established itself in Basra between 1720 and 1752; but it was not until November
22, 1914, that a British army, collected at Bahrain, occupied Basra, with the objectives of securing Britain’s position in the Gulf; preventing
hostile Turko-German penetration of southern and eastern Persia, such as to threaten India; and safeguarding the (at that time infant)
petroleum industry in southwestern Persia, where oil was first produced by the Ango-Persian Oil Company in 1912. With increasing local
contacts and commitments in the southern areas of the Basra province, a rudimentary British civil administration came into existence under
the chief political officer, Sir Percy Cox; a job to which he was to return in October, 1920, as High Commissioner .} then I had sat in a

café near the fish market.
I didn’t find the watchmaker in his former place, but presently I noticed a huge empty cabinet that had been
moved into a gap between the clocks. The watchmaker was in an open courtyard before an instrument made up of
clay vessels, which I guessed to be a type of water-clock. When he saw me he called out:
“Come here. Come, I’ll show you something.”
I approached the vessels hanging on a cross-beam: from them water dripped into a vessel hanging on another,
lower crossbeam; the water then flowed on to a metal plate on the ground, in which there was a gauge for
measuring the height of the water.
“A water-clock?”
“Have you seen one like it?”
“I’ve read about them. They were the invention of people of old.”
“The Persians call them bingan.”
“I don’t believe it tells the right time.”
“No, it doesn’t, it reckons only twenty hours to the day. According to its reckoning I’m 108 years old instead of
ninety, and it is seventy-eight years since the British Basra instead of sixty. I learned how to make it from a
Muscati sailor who had one like it in his house on the coast.”
I followed him to the den, turning to two closed doors in the small courtyard on which darkness had descended. He returned the empty clock-cabinet to its place and seated himself in his chair. His many clothes lessened
his appearance of senility; he was lost under his garments, one over another and yet another over them, his head
inside a vast tarbush.
“I’ve heard you spent a lifetime at sea.”
“Yes. It’s not surprising that our lives are always linked to water. I was on one of the British India ships as a
syce\fn{Groom.} with an English trader dealing in horses.” He toyed with the remnants of the watches in front of
him, then said:
“He used to call himself by an Arabic name. We would call him Surour Saheb. He used to buy Nejdi horses
from the rural areas of the south, and they would then be shipped to Bombay where they would be collected up
and sent to the racecourses in England. Fifteen days on end at sea, except that we would make stops at the Gulf
ports.
“We would stop for some days in Muscat. When there were strong winds against us we would spend a month
at sea. The captains, the cooks and the pilots were Indians, while the others, seamen and syces, were from Muscat,
Hasa and Bahrain; the rest were from the islands of the Indian Ocean. We would have with us divers from Kuwait. I remember their small dark bodies and plaited hair as they washed down the horses on the shore or led them
to the ship.
“I was the youngest syce. I began my first sea journey at the age of twelve. I joined the ship with my father
who was an assistant to the captain and responsible for looking after the stores and equipment. There were three
of us, counting my father, who would sleep in the storeroom among the sacks and barrels of tar, the fish oil, ropes
and dried fish, on beds made up of coconut fiber.”
“Did you make a lot?”
“We? We didn’t make much. The trader did. Each horse would fetch 800 rupees in Bombay, and when we had
reached Bengal it would fetch 1500 rupees. On our return to Basra we would receive our wages for having looked
after the horses. Some of us would buy goods from India and sell them on our return journey wherever we put in:
cloth, spices, rice, sugar, perfumes, and wood, and sometimes peacocks and monkeys.”
“Did you employ horses in the war?”
“I myself didn’t take part in the war. Of course they used them. When the Turks prevented us from trading with
them because they needed them for the army, we moved to the other side of the river. We had a corral and a
caravansary for sleeping in at Khorramshahr. From there we began to smuggle out the horses far from the clutches
of the Turkish customs men.
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“On the night when we’d be traveling we’d feed and water the horses well and at dawn we’d proceed to the
corral and each syce would lead out his horse. As for me, I was required to look after the transportation of the
provision and fodder; other boys who were slightly older than me were put in charge of the transportation of the
water, the robes, the chains and other equipment. The corral was close to the shore, except that the horses would
make a lot of noise and stir up dust when they were being pulled along by the reins to the ship that would lie at the
end of an anchorage stretching out to it from the shore.
“The ship would rock and tiny bits of straw would become stuck on top of our herds while the syces would call
the horses by their names, telling them to keep quiet, until they finished tying them up in their places. It was no
easy matter, for during the journey the waves, or the calm of the invisible sea, would excite one of the horses or
would make it ill, so that its syce would have to spend the night with it, watching over it and keeping it company.
As we lay in our sleeping quarters we would hear the syce reassuring his horse with some such phrase as:
“Calm down. Calm down, my Precious love. The grass over there is better.”
However this horse, whose name was Precious Love, died somewhere near Aden. At dawn the sailors took it
up and consigned it to the waves. It was a misty morning and I was carrying a lantern, and I heard the great carcass hitting the water, though without seeing it; I did, though, see its syce’s face close to me—he would be
returning from his voyage without any earnings.
Two or three clocks happened to chime together. I said to him:
“Used you to put in to Muscat?”
“Yes. Did I tell you about our host in Muscat? His wooden house was on the shore of a small bay, opposite an
old stone fortress on the other side. We would set out for his house by boat.
By birth he was as highlander, coming from the tribes in the mountains facing the bay. He was also a sorcerer.
He was a close friend of Surour Saheb, supplying him with a type of ointment the Muscati used to prepare out of
mountain herbs, which the Englishman would no sooner smear on his face than it turned a dark green and would
gleam in the lamplight like a wave among rocks.
In exchange for this the Muscati would get tobacco from him. I didn’t join them in smoking, but I was fond of
chewing a type of olibanum\fn{The fragrant gum resin of frankincense.} that was to be found extensively in the markets
of the coast. I would climb up into a high place in the room that had been made as a permanent bed and would
watch them puffing out the smoke from the narghiles\fn{Hookahs.} into the air as they lay relaxing round the fire,
having removed their dagger-belts and laced them in front of them alongside their colored turbans. Their beards
would be plunged in the smoke and the rings would glitter in their ears under the combed locks of hair whenever
they turned towards the merchant, lost in thought. The merchant, relaxing on feather cushions, would be wearing
brightly-colored trousers of Indian cloth and would be wrapped round in an aba of Kashmir wool; as for his silk
turban, he would, like the sailors, have placed it in front of him beside his pistol.”
“Did you say that the Muscati was a sorcerer?”
“He had a basket of snakes in which he would lay one of the sailors, then bring him out alive. His sparse body
would be swallowed in his lustrous flowing robes, as was his small head in his saffron-colored turban with the
tassels. We were appalled at his repulsive greed for food, for he would eat a whole basketful of dates during a
night and would drink enough water to provide for ten horses.
“He was amazing, quite remarkable; he would perform bizarre acts; swallowing a puff from his narghile, he
would after a while begin to release the smoke from his mouth and nose for five consecutive minutes. You should
have seen his stony face, with the clouds of smoke floating against it like serpents that flew and danced. He was
married to seven women for whom he had dug out, in the foot of the mountain, rooms that overlooked the bay. No
modesty prevented him from disclosing their fabulous names: Mountain Flower, Daylight Sun, Sea Pearl, Morning star.
“He was a storehouse of spicy stories and tales of strange travels, and we would draw inspiration from him for
names for our horses. At the end of the night he would leave us sleeping and would climb up the mountain. At the
end of one of our trips we stayed as his guest for seven nights, during which time men from the Muscati’s tribe
visited us to have a smoke; they would talk very little and would look with distaste at the merchant and would
then leave quietly with their antiquated rifles.
“Our supper wold consist of spiced rice and grilled meat or fish. We wold be given a sweet sherbet to drink in
brass cups. As for that almond-filled halva of Muscat that melts in the mouth, even the bitter coffee could not
disperse its scented taste. In the morning he would return and give us some sherbet to drink that would settle our
stomachs, which would be suffering from the night’s food and drink, and would disperse the tobacco fumes from
the sailors’ heads.”
An outburst of striking clocks prevented him momentarily from enlarging further. He did not wait for the
sound to stop before continuing:
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“On the final night of our journey he overdid his tricks in quite a frightening manner. While the syces would
seek help from his magic in treating their sick horses, they were afraid nonetheless that the evil effects of his
magic would spread and reap the lives of these horses. And thus it was that a violent wind drove our ship on to a
rock at the entrance to the bay and smashed it. Some of us escaped drowning, but the sorcerer of Muscat was not
among them. He was traveling with the ship on his way to get married to a woman from Bombay; but the high
waves choked his shrieks and eliminated his magic.”
“And the horses?”
“They combated the waves desperately. They were swimming in the direction of the rocky shore, horses
battling against the white horses of the waves. All of them were drowned. That was my last journey in the horse
ships. After that, in the few years that preceded the war, I worked on the mail ships.”
He made a great effort to remember and express himself:
“In Bahrain I married a woman who bore me three daughters whom I gave in marriage to sons of the sea. I
stayed on there with the boatbuilders until after the war. Then, in the thirties, I returned to Basra and bought the
clocks and settled in Fao, marrying a woman from here.”
“You are one of the few sailors who are still alive today.” He asked me where I lived and I told him that I had
put up at the hotel. He said:
“A friend of mine used to live in it. I don’t know if he’s still alive—for twenty years I haven’t left my house.”
Then, searching among the fragments of watches, he asked me in surprise:
“Did you come to Fao just because of the watch?”
I answered him that there were some towns one had to go to. He handed my watch. It was working. Before
placing it in my hand he scrutinized its flap on which had been engraved a ship with a triangular sail, which he
said was of the type known as sunbuk.
I opened the flap. The hands were making their slow way round. The palms of my hand closed over the watch,
and we listened to the sea echoing in the locks of the den. The slender legs of horses run in the streets of the clock
faces, are abducted in the glass of the large grandfather clocks. The clocks tick and strike: resounding hooves,
chimes driven forward like waves.
A chime: the friction of chains and ropes against wet wood. Two chimes: the dropping of the anchor into the
blue abyss. Three: the call of the rocks. Four: the storm blowing up. Five: the neighing of the horses. Six … seven
… eight … nine … ten … eleven … twelve …
*
This winding lane is not large enough to allow a lorry to pass, but it lets in a heavy damp night and sailors
leading their horses, and a man dizzy from sea-sickness, still holding in his grasp a pocket watch and making an
effort to avoid the water and the gentle sloping of the lane and the way the walls curve round.
The bends increase with the thickening darkness and the silence. Light seeps through from the coming bend,
causing me to quicken my step. In its seeping through and the might of its radiation, it seems to be marching
against the wall, carving into the damp brickwork folds of skin and crumpled faces that are the masks of seamen
and traders from different races who have passed by here before me and are to be distinguished only by their
headgear: the Bedouin of Nejd and the rural areas of the south by the kuffiyeh and ‘iqal, the Iraqi effendis of the
towns by the sidara; the Persians by the black tarbooshes made of boat-skin; the Ottoman officers, soldiers and
government employees by their tasseled tarbooshes; the Indians by their red turbans; the Jews by flat red
tarbooshes; the monks and missionaries by their black head coverings; the European sea captains by their naval
caps; the explorers in disguise …
They rushed out towards the rustling noise coming from behind the last bend, the eerie rumbling, the bated
restlessness of the waves below the high balustrades …
Then, here are Fao’s quays, the lamps leading its wooden bridges along the water for a distance; in the spaces
between them boats are anchored one alongside another, their lights swaying; there is also a freighter with its
lights on, anchored between the two middle berths. It was possible for me to make out in the middle of the river
scattered floating lights. I didn’t go very close to the quay installations, but contented myself with standing in
front of the dark, bare extension of the river.
To my surprise a man who was perhaps working as a watchman or worker on the quays approached me and
asked me for the time. Eleven.
On my return to the hotel I took a different road, passing by the closed shops. I was extremely alert. The light
will be shining brightly in the hotel vestibule. The oil stove will be in the middle of it, and to one side of the
vestibule will be baggage, suitcases, a water-cooling box and a cupboard.
Seated on the bench will be a man who is dozing, his cigarette forgotten between his fingers. It will happen
that I shall approach the door of my room, shall open the door, and shall find him sleeping in my bed; he will be
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turned to the wall, having hung his red turban on the clothes hook.
125.61 Autumn Clouds\fn{by Burhan al-Khatib (1944- )} al-Musayyab, in the old district of Babylon, Babil
Province, Iraq (M) 3
She raided her voice, smiling.
“What’s that you said?” she shouted. “I can’t understand a thing!”
Another wave came, thrusting her away from him. He swam toward her, shouting and smiling too:
“The sun. It’ll burn your skin.”
Her smile widened as she closed her eyes to avoid the drops of salt water flying from the surging waves. She
shouted again, her voice almost lost amid the rough sea,
“Talk in English, or French. I can’t understand what you’re saying.”
But the tiresome breaking waves balked all attempt at conversation. He came closer to her and put on a comic
voice, pausing between each word and stressing each sound.
“Come and let me put some cream on your back. You’ll get sunburned.”
As she listened to him, she looked toward the beach, where her family sat under an umbrella buffeted by the
strong wind. The holiday makers had mostly left the beach now. There were just a few left, laughing and running
toward the sea, chasing one another, splashing one another with water, then going back to dry themselves and eat
something, before running off to the sea once more. Her lovely smile faltered a little. She shook her head, the
waves caressing her.
“Oh, no, no, thank you—” He spat the sea water spouting from his mouth.
“Look what the sun’s done to my back,” he said.
He turned to let her see the black and red spots that covered his shoulders all the way to his neck. She waved
her arms this way and that in the surging blue water.
“I’m used to the sun,” she told him.
Her candid smile revealed a set of teeth like glistening pearls. She kept shooting glances back at the beach,
trying to watch her family. Then she added,
“Go a bit further off, then talk. I’m afraid my father might spot us.” He too looked toward the beach, where the
gale was blowing empty bags and torn newspapers in all directions.
“Curse this wind,” he said. “The beach is almost empty.” She went on smiling her lovely smile, as the wave
pulled her back and forth.
“I can’t understand what you say. Are you Lebanese?” Her bathing cap was pistachio-colored, and she had thin
rosy lips.
“No, I’m Iraqi.”
“Do you live here or are you on holiday?”
“I’ve been sent by the government, to do some training at a plant in Alexandria.”
Her arms were slim and bronzed, her smile truly beautiful. It washed away heartache, like spring rain falling
gently on someone plunged in anxiety.
“What kind of training are you doing?”
There was beauty in the way she asked her question. Without her the sea seemed meaningless, the waves to be
without purpose.
“Mechanical engineering,” he answered.
Her laughter, her looks, the way she danced in the water. It was all quite entrancing.
“Really? My father’s a mechanical engineer too.”
The waves became calmer, friendlier, and filled with harmony. Nothing meant anything, apart from those eyes
of hers.
“I like these signs of fate,” he said. “Why don’t you go with me to the beach, and I’ll put some cream on your
back. This sun really will hurt you.”
She gazed once more toward the beach. The few people scattered there began coming together as the wind
blew colder, and some of them even started putting on their clothes. They were smiling and shivering at once. The
torn papers and bags flew about as if racing to reach some unknown goal. Umbrellas came down, people started
hurrying away. Gray clouds began crawling from the direction of the sea, breaking up the blue sky. But still, from
time to time, the sun shone out from behind the clouds.
“It looks as if they might be getting ready to leave,” she said.
“Where do you live?” he asked.
“Twenty kilometers from Alexandria. Near the plant.” She was still looking at the beach.
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“They’re going to leave,” she said, disappointment in her voice.
“I hope I’ll see you again.” The question left her confused.
“I don’t know.”
“Shall I give you my phone number in Alexandria?”
“Write it down.”
“Just memorize it.”
Her hazel eyes squinted as she looked toward the beach. Then she said, in a crushed tone:
“They’re getting ready to go.”
“Six, one, six—”
“Write it down,” she broke in. “I’m bound to forget it.”
“Where am I going to find pen and paper here on this beach?”
“I have to go. They’re waving to me.”
The wind blew ever harder, playing roughly with the waves, which broke on to the beach with a mournful
sound. The coast guards blew their whistles to announce the end of swimming for the day, that it would be
dangerous to stay any longer in the water. Black flags were hoisted along the line of the beach. She moved away
from him, tender emotion evident in her eyes. There was a heavy silence, for all the crashing sea. The heavy
silence between them awaited a word, sad or happy, a good-bye or an arrangement to meet again very soon, but
their lips were unable to utter a word. At last he said, in a dry voice,
“I’ll try and find a piece of paper and a pen …” Her look shifting between him and the beach, she carefully
entered the water, the waves playing on her slim body.
“Don’t give me the paper in front of my family.”
A shaft of sun pierced the clouds, breaking on the water drops blown from the far-off waves, then turned to a
lovely rainbow, as though a ladder were joining the sea to the sky. She was standing on the beach now, apart from
him, framed against a gray gloomy sky.
“I don’t know. Write it down and wait for me over there.”
She pointed her slim hand toward the boats that had been plying for hire. A wave rushed into her foot marks, as
if the sea wanted her back in its raging arms.
He gazed at her, for some time. The cold wind began blowing once more, carrying his soul above the people,
the sea, and the white sands. Then he rushed, like a happy child, toward his clothes, his feet scattering sand on to
his small bag, there alongside the great umbrella hopelessly fighting the wind. He looked in his bag for paper, in
the pockets of his clothes for a pen, but found neither. He looked around. Where were all those torn newspapers
and bags the wind had been blowing around just a little while before? Had paper, all of a sudden, turned into a
rarity?
He walked aimlessly, his feet sinking into the soft sand. Then he started running toward the brick wall that ran
parallel to the long line of cabins facing the sea. He leaped over and started looking this way and that, as if
scanning for a rescue ship on the skyline.
But the torn bags and newspapers seemed to be in league against him. They’d simply vanished. He ran back to
his place, foraged through his pockets, through the corners of his bag, but his hand just grabbed at emptiness. He
got up and gazed at the sea where the waves, far off, looked like a school of poisoned fish, striving to come nearer
the shore and lie down dead.
Then he walked slowly over the soft sand, searching for a pistachio-colored cap among the heads gathered near
the buffeted umbrella. That was her family, over there. They were moving quickly, collecting up their belongings,
changing their clothes, leaping briskly around. Now the pistachio-colored cap would be visible, now it would
vanish, just as the sun lay concealed behind the gray clouds, which were gathering and multiplying now, as if
trying to block all light from streaming on to the sea.
His eyes wandered over their heads the way a bird flies over a brook. And, as a splendid beam of light pierced
the clouds, as it shone over the crashing waves to light up the far distance with shining joy, their eyes met. He
smiled at her for a second.
Then a fat woman drifted across and stood between them, blocking his view of her. The clouds returned, gathering up the spilled light, smothering the sea once more. The fat woman kept shouting with laughter. She moved
heavily. Cigarette smoke hung over their heads, but the wind gusted it away as the woman, with her dark fingers,
took the cigarette from between her lips.
He went back to his place, searching for his own pack of cigarettes. He tried to light one, but the wind blew out
one match after another. He sat there, gazing at the spent matches in his hand, his fingers using them to draw
meaningless lines on the cigarette pack. The clouds gathered over his head. The sky seemed far off, the sun pale
and imprisoned in the white frozen distance, beneath which the waves broke one on top of another, hurtling
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toward the beach as if eager to escape being trapped on the horizon.
He lowered his head, staring at the pack of cigarettes, where his fingers with the spent match stick had finished
writing his phone number. Tearing the cover from the pack, he let his gaze take in the upturned boats and, behind
them, the rough sea with its promise of mystery, of an unknown fate to all who sailed on it. Then he turned his
eyes to the small group of her family, finally making ready to leave. He found her, and he saw the endless sea and
the sad autumn clouds in her eyes. He beckoned to her to follow him, to where the boats were lying like small
whales by the side of the sea. He went over himself, then watched from a distance, his teeth biting hard into his
lower lip.
“Watch out, young man,” a voice said. “Watch out.”
He looked toward the sound and saw the coast guard tugging a small beached whale and setting it next to the
upturned boats. Shocked, he gazed at the creature for a while, then asked the guard,
“How did that get here?”
“Who knows?” the guard replied absently. “Maybe the sea didn’t have room for it any more.”
Above, the sun shone dully behind barriers of cloud, as if smothered by its thick veil. It grew pale, as if all its
light had bled away. As they left the beach, she looked over at him. Her look turned to a call, silent yet resounding, spreading to the far distance then fading away in the roar of the waves and the whisper of the wind. The sun
vanished totally, behind the gray clouds. The sedan came and parked at the end of the sandy path that separated
the huts overlooking the sea.
He rushed over to her, his eyes speaking of a failed, infantile scheme, his hand firmly gripping the piece torn
from the pack of cigarettes. Still, as the others carried their belongings to the car, she gazed at him in silent, senseless confusion. He approached the car, and she tried to come closer to him. Discreetly, he raised his hand toward
her, but a masculine voice from the car told her to get in.
Heavily, with disappointment, he let his hand drop. She looked out of the car window, and her clouded eyes almost let two tears fall. The engine roared into life, and the car pulled off, like some wounded animal. The wheels
left two parallel lines on the sand, lines that went on as far as the asphalt road, with no hope of meeting. He stood
for a while, his eyes following the back of the car as it drove further off. Then, slowly and carefully, he tore up the
small piece of paper, letting it scatter in the wind like a flock of seagulls setting out on their journey.
249.131 Excerpt from The Loved Ones\fn{by Alia Mamdouh (1944- )} Baghdad, Baghdad Province, Iraq (F) 8
1\fn{In what follows the punctuation indicating double, single and literary quotations has been restored:H }
… “In airports we are born and to airports we return.”
I am certain that my mother, Suhaila, uttered this sentence, though I can’t pin down the day she said it. As she
talked to herself, preparing for our departure, I heard it distinctly. Such things happen from time to time, when we
are sleeping and she sits in the living room or when we are out and she moves around the kitchen slicing bread
and assembling salad greens in a bowl. She bends forward slightly and then her short figure straightens, thrusting
her slight body a step to the rear. She does her best work when she knows that none of us is watching her.
“My intuition tells me”—she would say—“that they will come, like father and then son, one after the other
they’ll come and they will talk with me, even though I’m only a mother who shortens the distances between every
one else.”
She believed in the truth of her intuitions. Her premonitions came as if she were a prophetess—and one whose
prophecies never erred. Her intuition remained her best friend among friends. She measured out time between
those who were living and those who were dead. But, I would ask her,
“What’s the dividing line between the two of them, Mother?”
“Nothing separates them, nothing.”
“But—”
“No buts”.
My mother spoke then in a hushed voice as if she were addressing a ghost.
“We used to say—we women—that weeping and talking were possible as long as we were all together. Those
things that happened drove us to recollecting things: no one is treating us with the proper kindness”—we would
say—“and yet being kind is one sort of treatment when you are ill.
“No, we did not exaggerate; we just had plenty of intuition about what was happening to us, and to those men,
and about what would happen later on, too. At times when one of us was away, far from all of the others … well,
those were moments when we believed there was no hope for us. But as soon as we came together, even if all we
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talked about was other people, because we felt like gossiping and working the rumors, still we’d discover that one
of us, or a few—no, all of us—were in need of some help.
“We were not women alone. We were three women, four, sometimes more. Maybe two in franji\fn{Foreign}
clothes, looking like the trendiest Paris fashion, and a third in skintight blue jeans with all sorts of fancy stuff
down the legs.
“And then there was me in a pleated skirt, a long one; it makes me look a bit taller. A skirt always paired with a
loose blouse to conceal the size of my chest. Sometimes, joking, I would say to them,
“‘Just imagine, now—what if we had the moustaches, hair on our faces like theirs, what if we were to wear a
husband’s hat and what if instead of those drivers we were the ones to drive them to work?’
“But they don’t laugh at my laughable words as I am expecting them to do. That’s when I shift my body from
one position to another, going over to sit on the floor and supporting my back, in my usual spot (you know the
spot I mean). I move the pillow so that it is behind me—that pillow, the one covered in Indian cloth with the
sequins and tiny mirrors and silver threads; it does make my back prickle slightly but I don’t pay any attention.
Yet I cannot maneuver my legs and back quite as I should be able to move them.
“My women always figure that I am ill—well, that is what they assume before they come to know, for
instance, that just the night before I got a beating worth its name. Knowing that is not simply a matter of intuition,
not in this case,
“Nader, because just the fact that I am there in front of them scuttles their doubts and suspicions. I may be
standing or sitting; my skin is tinted and my cheeks are rosy as usual with the bright rouge I use, my eyes—
already large—made larger by the bluish gray eye shadow I put on my lids to camouflage their bruised swelling.
“But not a single one of them gave me a word of advice on how to resolve things. We all seemed to be more or
less in the same fix as we talked about some subject that, it was perfectly natural to discuss, all of those matters,
call them whatever you like but don’t label them a tragedy. For it is laughable, yes, what a joke it all seemed! As if
these things had happened to someone else, not to us, as if we were seeing them on a video and we had no
feelings of anger about the events themselves, and no resentment toward them. For us it wasn’t a matter of losing
respect, in the way that a person loses personal honor—that’s the least of it as far as I’m concerned. This might be
what distinguishes us women from them.
“Of course it was a problem that upset and worried us, but it wasn’t one that could force us to say their names
—not enough to drag those names from our lips! We would dredge up the name of so-and-so, and then we’d talk
on and on about someone else, and move to a third and a fourth name and so on and so on. Even an intense
thrashing didn’t dislodge me from my submissive state.
“As for those words—pride, dignity, and sobbing until a very late hour of the night—those words are meaningless. Our sense of hurt and vexation arose from our pity for them; that feeling wasn’t a consequence of anything
else. What’s amazing is that we look to be women who have forgiven everything: the intense pain, those particularly humiliating slaps to the napes of our necks, and the army bats.
“Sometimes the pistol would be out of the drawer and aimed straight at one of us in a matter of seconds—after
all, pleasure gripped them and would not let go whenever they saw us primed to escape from them. Those things
we would tell each other, laughing together; but the horrific images of it all would come back to us to stun us all
the more.
“How could we not have fled? How did we go back to them? How did we go back, smiling into their faces and
concealing our anger behind the high walls?
“It wasn’t a matter of being just stupid or silly. After all, we would refuse to sleep on the very same bed or perhaps even in the very same room. We did not—at all!—stumble over our clothes when trying to escape, as they
imagined. No! To the contrary, we were good and ready. We bore up under it and we mocked them until it tired
them out and they stopped. We had to handle it by acknowledging that what happened to us in private rooms, concealed from all eyes—to be specific, from your eyes and then there were also the eyes of servants and drivers—
was just some excessive and misplaced energy, and it was not something to boast about, of course. Granted, it was
a mistake, but it was not a sin or even a scandalous social ill.
“Don’t try to apply labels—it all comes down to the same thing. From my point of view, being beaten granted
me a license to sleep from pure exhaustion. It drugged me as my condition was getting worse, but there wasn’t a
single day when you saw what was going on. I never let you see it. As women, we were all fenced in by barbed
wire and very high walls; all of us lived in the same neighborhoods. We rode in late-model cars. We colluded with
each other and covered for each other. But no one ever said in our presence that what we were going through was
actually caused by our severe and remorseless husbands.
“Can you imagine? One of those times your father tried to call the ambulance after I had fainted collapsing
into his arms. When I awoke I was like a deranged woman. But what possessed me was my fear about what would
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happen to him if such-and-such should happen. He was the one who shoved it all aside. A day came when I was
even able to tell myself that when and if he abandoned all of this foolish and illicit behavior I would go back to
the folk dancing that I loved so much but which my very nature had come to despise for his sake, back when I
was studying theater in the Fine Arts Academy. And now here I am and you are seeing me jiggle my body as I
have fun with your little Leon.
“I bend and sway every which way; he is in my arms and I’m like a woman possessed. It used to be that I
danced as a way to ward off this and that, packing into my body every new move, every added gesture and bit of
imagination. I was ignorant of myself and my body: what I wanted was to look better than I’d looked the night
before. Later—years later, during our time in Paris—I would tell Sarah, who was my Iraqi housemate and co -conspirator in life just then: It may be that dance is the dynamic energy that puts life into the world’s weak peoples.
“But your father, coming home at night from the military base, looked as though he had been far away, somewhere beyond the seas. He resembled one of those corsairs of long ago. He suffered; maybe he was more in pain
than I was. I would look into his eyes ignorant of everything except that he was in another and unknown place,
and that he was suffering from an ailment in his endocrine gland, or in his brain. Likely his suffering had to do
with his inordinate sexual needs.
“In the beginning we didn’t touch each other, not really. No caresses. He did not look directly at me, didn’t
look for my reactions. He was bashful to the point of being completely shamefaced, and too decent for words, so
pro-per that it always seemed as if we were meeting each other for the first time—and I loved that way of his. He
hov-ered over me, agitated and uncertain, like a wounded bird both stunned and thrashing, one wing sticking out
at an awkward angle and the other held tightly against his body. His feet would get tangled up in the clothes
which he’d shrugged out of so fast and tossed onto the floor, out of the way, he thought. He would all but fall and
that would send him into a fit of very ugly cursing. He had this ridiculous way of moving his hands, clownish, and
vulgar, too, which galled him but he couldn’t keep them still. I would be standing there in front of him watching
in complete seriousness. He would jerk the coverlet up nervously and dive underneath and in seconds that
irritating snoring of his would start as if the noise and its timing had been precisely calibrated by him.
“I’d stare at him as if he were on the brink of death. I would turn out the light and practically leap into bed
beside him. His manner when asleep was extremely seductive and it had its own kind of power over me. But it
was never long before I would again be my passive, weak self.
“When I was apart from him I would hear myself saying quietly as I shut the door,
“‘He is my Superman—strong and robust, certainly fertile, full of lust and always able to do it, again and
again.’
“Forgive me, Nader. But you must let me raise the curtain for you on those years of our life that are now over
and gone. So that you can see us the way we were. It was always as if we were doing daily exercises, each of us
with our own particular routine, in order to present to you—to you specifically—a particular image. We each
wanted you to see the best possible image of our separate selves. As long as an exception was made for certain
fairly vile parts of it, and for some of the stupid little stuff, I would imagine that we were deserving of at least
your silence although probably not your sympathy.
“Your father was in his mid-thirties and I was still a fresh young thing, twenty-four years old and from a middle-class family, with a father who was a recognized theater producer and a mother who’d been principal of an
elementary school and had gotten early retirement for health reasons when she was no more than forty-eight years
old. So there was enough time in the future for me to have a daughter by him. Or even two.”
She rose to stand at the big window that overlooked a small garden and the neighbors’ homes. She took a deep
breath and exhaled a forceful sigh. Some memory came into her mind: she spoke again, her voice fragile.
“We didn’t turn into passionate lovers right away. It wasn’t like the love stories you read about or hear of.
Later, though, Nader, he started calling me the Deadly Bullet and I called him the Hunting Rifle. We teased each
other and joked around in that sort of way, making use of all those things of the moment and devices and equipment that surrounded us, whatever we saw in the streets or on television. It was more than just a few flower vases
and the public gardens. Our love letters were always dipping into the military dictionary. After all, he was a courageous and daring officer, an athlete who had graduated from the Military College, the prize product of his middle-class family. He was my mother’s relative, but a distant relative. The day he came to ask for my hand she was
the one who refused; my father insisted, though, that he was the one for me.
“He used to stick the letters we sent to each other during our engagement—we weren’t engaged very long—
into his cartridge clip and so they smelled of gunpowder, and every time we extracted those little scraps of paper
the traces of it sent us into spells of hysterical laughter.”
She smiles and for the first time I catch sight of a satiric twist in the way she moves her lips. Her sarcasm has
always been bitter but quiet. She turns but does not look at me. She walks over to the table calmly and goes back
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to work arranging the tablecloth. She straightens every edge, stoops and peers below to make sure that it isn’t
crooked or hanging too low on one side. Suhaila prefers such details. She stands straight again to observe everything carefully from a distance.
“It’s your turn, now, Nader,” she says. “Put out the forks and spoons, and the plates, and don’t forget to change
the water in that vase. Don’t set it down right in front of us as if we’re at a farewell party. Put it over to the side—
we still have plenty of time before going to the airport. Is Sonia done in the bathroom?”
2
“In airports we are born.”
I repeated the words to myself again and again as if I were at Leon’s bedside, chanting the phrase to him in my
usual singsong tones that would make him go quietly off to sleep. It was hard to come up with any other locution
but the fact that there was no other phrase was even harder. When the French security policeman at Charles de
Gaulle Airport started to study my temporary Canadian papers I was suddenly uneasy to the point of alarm. I was
afraid, in fact, my fear acid-like, fully able to scorch my skin and then burn all the way to my heart without
emitting the slightest telltale smoke.
That fear has been with me all my life; I don’t know where it came from or when it will ever leave me alone. It
has always been there for me to follow in its wake, winding through the cities and people and houses in which I
have lived. We have stuck together; we’re twin-like. My mother says,
“No, it is not like that. My fear”—she says—“is arsenic-like: I put it away, stuff it into whichever pocket is
handy, and it’s there to be sucked on and swallowed.
“On the edge of collapse, I clutch at the wooden barrier that keeps me from moving forward. I have come to
know ultimately that my blood will stay with me, loyal to the end as I push it away, trying to cover it up and hide
it as if it’s a sin or a physical handicap. Arab blood. I stand to the rear while everyone here stares at me, giving me
cryptic looks. I’m no longer in love with my own good intentions toward the other.
“The policeman stares me in the eye, uncovering my anxiety. Your eyes, Nader—they carry responsibilities,”
exclaims my mother.
“And they’re due some responsibility, too. Put your eyeglasses aside and let me see you as you are, whether
your flaw is nearsightedness or the squint of being farsighted. This is your gift to me. Do not retaliate by hiding
your eyes from me. I want to make sure of something: are they dry or are they tearing over as you say goodbye to
me?”
That’s the way Suhaila is, demanding a concession from me, demanding even that I look at her as she wants
me to, and even in the moments when we part—and we’re addicted to the game of these separations, for hundreds
of weeks, I think. I can even explode in pure anger and yet hide it so well that she completely fails to notice. For
me, utter misery was not a matter of being expelled from paradise, that heaven of queenly motherhood to which I
clung in the belief that it was the very center of the universe, the pole of existence but which she—in her severe,
even ruthless, way—disregarded as we grew further apart. For I figured that in my case, this paradise of the
mother was not even there. My own mother. An absence.
It all seemed a laughable exercise in futility as I tried to place the policeman’s gaze. His stare was arrogant—
that was the word. We were alone facing a battle that had to be joined even if it were to be fought solely with
“white weapons”. Words, just words.
“Is there anything out of the ordinary here, Officer? My name is Nader Adam. I changed it.” That was also for
the sake of the other. My French isn’t too bad.
But his gazes were equipped with magnifying glasses that put me on a giant screen, making me thousands of
times bigger so that I looked as if I should be in a cage or a cell, as if I required a guard, chains, locks, and keys.
Gripping the wooden rampart between us, I answered his questions. When I turned around to look behind me I
found that I was alone. That’s what made me feel embarrassed, ashamed.
Now, how strange was this! We had exactly the same skin color. His questions weren’t able to pierce to the
depths of my secret Arab self. And after all, my answers were cooperative.
“These are my residence papers for Canada. That’s where I live and work. Here’s the file documenting that I’m
about to get my British citizenship because of my marriage.”
He examines me, his gaze steady and firm. A young Iraqi guy, he is thinking. All that this young Iraqi guy
wants is a foothold, or maybe two, in order to see himself worthy of this lucky break, the two blessed citizenships
that he’ll very soon possess. Two lucky young fellows, the parts of body and mind all back together once again
after having been driven apart by torture, by a miserable and deprived existence, and by the international
organizations that hem in this young man in the long journey of discovery. Standing still or walking, he tells
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himself the lie that he exists, that he is here. He believes in his own presence. But without having to hear it from
anyone else he feels that he isn’t coherent or solid.
He is clever, though. He senses that he is incomplete, but he is trying. He is not a hero and his body can’t
handle such superhuman efforts as these. He is not capable of being a fighter, a possibility that did strike his father
one day and remained with him all through these years past as he tried to blow courage into his son’s limbs,
repeating in his hearing day and night,
“You are my recompense; you are the payment that I can claim for the days to come.”
I did not attain the goal he had for me. Nor would he attend my wedding, that occasion which meant that I was
soon to grasp, with my own two hands, the sacred wreath of those two divine nationalities. So here I am now in
front of you, sir. My smile is not a swindle and my quickness is hateful to you as I stand on the stage. This is not
the theater of my poor grandfather and mother. Confused, all I’ve wanted is to obtain some role in the next season’s program.
“Where are you from, Mister—you’re Iraqi, aren’t you? That’s where you’re really from, oui?”
With the tips of his long fingers—the nails are clean—he grasps the file that holds my papers. No absolution
from Iraqiness for me, then. Even poison won’t absolve me of it.
I smiled. If luck were to be on my side, if I were to see Suhaila once again, I knew what she would tell me
when I related all of this to her.
“Don’t you see, my darling? That he’s sicker than we are? And more tired—as well as more tiring—than we
are. All of those who wear official uniforms are sick—yes, w-Allahi, you just have to ask me.”
*
“One day you will go back there.”
That is what she said. Not to the same places, once seductive, that put me where I am now. “You’ll go back,”
she said, and she went on saying it.
But I did not believe it, for which road would I choose in the end? To leave, to journey, to live in fright and
leave all the instruments and acts of reprisal and revenge behind my back? Or would I take the path of forever
answering stupid questions as I moved from one airport to another? Or, even if I were to obtain the nationalities of
the civilized world—every single one of them—what then? What then, after everything had been stolen from me,
even the scraps, the refuse?
What happened in the course of it all? The reason I am here has nothing to do with my occupation as an electrical engineer who works in a Canadian-American firm that produces, equips and sells spare parts for all the
world’s electronic gadgets. And she—is she this woman, the very mother who stopped all contact, who stopped
writing and visiting, for no reason? Who had neither an excuse that was convincing nor one so trivial that I could
quickly dismiss it?
“Yes, Monsieur, I came for her sake. She is in a coma. None of her friends has told me the date it happened,
not exactly. Here—this is the address of the hospital. Here are letters from Caroline, her friend, sent by e-mail,
inviting me before—”
This conversation was hurtful, and because of it I was all set to let out a string of toxic language in his face. If
Suhaila pulls through this, here is how she will describe me:
“Here is my son who was incarcerated by the blunders of his parents, people who lost the gamble and went
astray, each going bust in his own peculiar way; my son who always shows up when it’s too late. The days go by
and as they do, he does recollect that he must keep his despair about these parents within the boundaries of a
reasonable notion of ‘despair’, and that he must not let his sadness become too strong for him to bear.
“Nader,” she said, “you will go back;” and I did not believe her. Did she believe, or not; forget, or not?
Whatever the case, she went on repeating the same things.
“I won’t forget,” Nader. “If I stop remembering, my self will get the better of me and take me to a place where
I do not want to be. This self of mine contains more fright and more ferocity than other selves do. Yet I’m not
capable of hanging myself—this self of mine. Maybe such was the fate of your father, but I cannot do it—it’s that
simple. Not at this age—I am not up to killing myself. I’m not defenseless, Nader, not unarmed.” But then she
would say, almost in the same breath,
“Nader, I’m in worse shape than you think.”
She was no longer capable of putting together a single coherent sentence.
That’s what Caroline had let me know a short while before.
It did not worry me, however. I fancied she was playing with me since she has always been very fond of taking
my breath away as a strategy to weaken me. For I am not, nor have I ever been, the noble and generous son; and
no, I am not entitled to the role of the gutsy young hero capable of withstanding and handling her rapidly chang115

ing moods. I heard the policeman’s voice and the sound of his moving hands he bore down on the file with his
stamp. He raised his head.
“Do you know anyone here besides your mother, M’sieur?”
“Of course—her friends. Here, just a minute, please,” I opened my case of papers, pulled out the address book,
and turned the alphabetized pages.
“Asma, Blanche, Tessa, Caroline, Sarah, Naijis,Wajd, and—”
“Okay, okay, that’s enough. I just want two. Choose two names, please.”
“Blanche and Caroline.”
3
My son Leon was at my side, poking at me in fun with his soft fingers, pushing up the hem of my shorts and
playing with the hair on my thigh as I read Caroline’s email on the screen in front of me.
“At this point”—Caroline had written—
Suhaila is captive to her own dismissal: she has admitted defeat. We don’t know how long she’ll remain in this state of
complete isolation. She’s in an indefinable place between depression and final despair. Not because of your wife. I
worry about this: I worry that ever since her last visit to you, this is what you will assume. And it certainly isn’t because
of you. Don’t take what I say as a sign that I’m against you. Look, the two of you, yes, you are one of the reasons, and
likely we are another, and then, her—first and foremost, there is her. She is the immediate cause, the obvious one, but
not the only one.
What I’m saying might need some finessing, it probably should be more precise from all angles, but I’m passing it
on to you exactly as I’m thinking it since we all need to summon our courage if we are going to uncover the causes of
things when it’s a question of illness or death. One day as we were drinking the wine she adores, in my apartment, and
were looking out over the Seine, your mother said to me,
“Sickness is the least hurtful of pains. Haven’t you thought, my dear, about the other kinds of pain, and the miseries
and troubles that one can’t see, like waiting for a hug from a man, that man, him, him or another, why not?”
Nader, I am just repeating your mother’s own blunt language. Don’t judge her—and I do know your traditions. I’m
talking about a dear friend whose life I entered through the coincidence of Théâtre du Soleil, whose productions are
written by the French writer Tessa Hayden. That’s where I got to know her. There is no doubt that her friendship for me
is priceless. Daily she menaces me, saying,
“It’s the fierce sun of Iraqi friendship that will melt your Swedish skin slowly, and you will join our lovely gang.”
She goes on, your mother.
“Even if I were to die after that embrace,” she says, “it wouldn’t matter.”
She waves her hand at one of the scientific journals that I have subscribed to, repeating what she read there one
time. Sciences drew her, and news of space and the astounding galaxies of the universe. She has always teased me.
“What a splendid thing it would be,” she’ll say to me, “if we could be alive at a time when we can see other human
beings coming to us from there. Let’s hope they will re-educate us, give us a new education, that of the rational and the
insane, the strong and the weak. This might be the ideal solution for the people of the world.”
She’ll laugh, and I can see her continuing to chuckle as she nibbles on French cheese.
“Do you know, Caroline, she says, that the body of that man”—most likely she means your father, because she never
ever mentions him by name, she always says “he” or “that man”—or maybe he is some other man, any man, I don’t
know, but she goes on—“I wonder where he is now? Is he in prison or did he die in crossfire at the barracks? It seems
probable that he is somewhere beyond the country’s borders. Perhaps he got married and had children. Who knows?”
Your mother goes on talking; she doesn’t seem particularly concerned or upset about any of this.
“His body carried secret love letters exactly as animals’ bodies do,” she says, but when she reaches that point she
stops for a moment and then corrects herself:
“No—it was my body that carried those letters, in gummy, acidic secretions from warm places inside of me, to swirl
out and enfold him in grace and the charm of a coquette. I was like an animal in heat—a radiation that drenched me
completely, that came over me only at moments of anticipation or confusion, that might seep into me at those times
when I was on the edge of breakdown. What could I do but galvanize that substance and keep it always vigorous to
keep me in a state of passion—for such were my only letters to him.”
She would tell me, then, that she had sent tens of letters to the Red Cross, and to the Yellow and the Orange! Smiling
weakly, she would add, her voice wry,
“These outfits hatch themselves everywhere, running the length and breadth of this globe as if the folks who spawn
them are specialists in the running shoe industry.”
Every day she would sit down and write out those opinions of hers as if it were a sacrosanct duty. By the way, the
name of that substance is hormone discharge. She would write each letter of it in a different style and a new color; she
records things like a professional. I think it renewed her mental powers to do that. To me she would say,
“That substance, Caroline—it’s the only matter in reserve I’ve got left. It is my last opportunity to stay alive.”
She wanted—she really wanted—him to hear that, to read it, even if he objected, or you did, to all of this loose talk.
She no longer cared about that, at least.
She gets up slowly as if she’s about to perform the prayers. She puts herself from me and from everything around
her and now she is a being beyond anyone’s ability to subdue or control. Later, on the point of bursting into tears, she
whispers,
“The body dancing is striving to keep secrets secret, but all people think about is letting the secrets loose.”
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*
The airport corridors loop and coil endlessly. Dragging my suitcase behind me I shuffle down them like an
elderly man. I don’t peer into the glass or through the steel—this place, after all, is yet another one of those
residences to which we moved at some time or another. I have kept my fund of fine names for its architecture,
every possible way of naming beauty and expensive elegance, but when I am actually here I feel as though I’m in
a prison cell that closes in on my chest.
I had the strong sensation that everyone who walked by me could hear the sound echoing inside my ribcage:
yes, surely they could hear my loud heartbeat. I waited my turn in the taxi queue. I gave the driver the address
written in my pocket diary. I was completely incapable of speech, so much as a single word.
I sat scrunched up in the left hand corner of the back seat. My head, slumping back against the seat, was
heavier than the barbells on which I used to train every day in hopes of strengthening my muscles. I kept my
scream inside of me. I felt sharp pangs in my belly.
Everything in existence seemed to parade by in front of me—my parents, me, and the entire world—to settle in
one enormous barrel below which the flames were beginning to shoot upward.
Whenever they calmed down those tongues of flame always blazed again; and the recipe is always tucked
away inside the cook’s pocket. There are no old recipes that are right for us, ones that will satisfy our hunger. But
there aren’t any new recipes either, recipes for which we’re waiting, knowing they’ll show up and so we can keep
ourselves happy just by imagining them. We are afraid of sepsis if the ingredients are measured any differently
than usual, and of vomiting if we eat the whole meal.
I have lost my appetite and my ability to swallow has gone as far as it can. I’m no longer capable of swallowing new truths or new catastrophes either. In the mirror the driver’s cold eyes keep tabs on me, his gaze as hard as
rock.
And I long for my mother’s food. Bewildered, ineffectual, I feel as if I have come to search for a vacant position and now here I am, suddenly employed but not sure how, on my way to record my name and address at the
syndicate.
Whom will I come upon first? Blanche, Caroline, Asma, Narjis? Or Tessa of whom Suhaila wrote on the day
she met her: Tessa—“a species of being unsuited to descriptions or qualifiers.” In our beautiful Arabic literature,
storytellers used to launch their stories by saying,
“There was once a certain place, toward which we will set our face. That’s the sort Tessa is—she’s worthy of
all of us setting our faces toward—she’s a destination in herself. Nader, I expect you will encounter her one day
since she lectures in literature, theater, criticism, the novel, and poetry in the universities of the United States and
Canada as well. I will tell you about her sometime.”
I put my hand up to my face and ran it over my rough skin. I hadn’t shaved for three days. I always found it
annoying to perform this stupid repetitive task simply so that I could appear to be in the prime of my youth. For
Suhaila it was a matter of overwhelming importance. I would be a bit stubborn about it but before long I would
give in to her desires. Whereas with Layal, the Lebanese girl, I’d find all my plans changing the moment I faced
her, trying to confront a personality that I found very forceful.
Layal would exploit my strained nerves, trying all means of irritating me. Once she stripped me of all my
weapons I would yield to her. She was the first girl to put an end to that shy adolescent boy—here in this very
city, years ago—so that he burst into young manhood, no longer listening to advice or putting up with complaints,
lost among furtive embraces and hasty touches and stolen kisses in the side streets.
Those kisses were taken from girls who didn’t stretch any helping hands in his direction. The girls in
particular! This blossoming young man vied with an awkward youth who associated with silly girls but made no
further effort at acquaintance or real friendship or sex for that matter. He groped and stumbled; he suffered; and he
resorted in desperation to the secret act.
Being in Layal’s presence would transform me, even if only momentarily, into a raging wind. For a few paltry
seconds the claims of male pride would be satisfied. But she would close me down, roughly, and so I would stand
there completely impotent as she stood watching. She was freer than I. I was determined to appear to her in all my
elegance, my face shaven and my clothes pressed, cologne drifting from me. But she was resolute about treating
me as if she were my boss, and she would storm at me.
“What’s the meaning of this, Nader? I don’t like your shaven face. Your skin is so clear that it makes you look
too sweet, like a bit naïve. I really like you better aimless and lost among people, a little crazy, oddball, not
looking like yourself. So that I don’t know you at all and the nearer I get to you the more you separate yourself
from me—I get dizzy trying to follow you and I have to work really hard—and that’s what I want!”
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Suhaila, on the other hand, would stand me there in front of her even though I was already twenty-six years old
and my hair was beginning to thin. Seeing its long coal-black locks flying across my forehead and down into my
face, she would tie it back for me in a rubber band and tug me forward a little and sigh.
“Would you tell me, now, how such respectable seriousness can come together with such youth in a single
face? Now, would you just tell me that?”
I loved to really make myself sly and clever in front of her as I also worked to do in Layal’s presence. But Layal! No sooner did she meet me in Paris, long after those years of stupid pride, than she let out a dramatic sigh in
my face and gave me a firm hug.
“You’ve always been attractive, ever since adolescence, but I never imagined that you would truly fascinate me
like this! You are aware of it, aren’t you? Don’t you think your attractiveness is your major talent?”
What’s the use of appeal and youth when Layal isn’t with me—when she isn’t my lover or my wife or a friend
of mine? A relationship without clarity, so much so that I could not even say what it was that we had had between
us throughout those years. My “respectable seriousness” had held no attraction for her in that past—to the contrary, it brought me low from the start and it still does, because it appears in the wrong time and place. Nor has my
gravity been of any help since I have become a married man. My mother did not take Layal’s characterization of
me seriously; she couldn’t consent to it. In my first visit to Paris after graduating from the university she would
beam a little-girl smile into my face.
“You’re very sweet and nice but you don’t look like someone who inspires confidence!” she would say.
It wasn’t a description of my traits that I had ever given any thought to. All I wanted was to disappear from her
life, to make my own way, even if my back were to stoop with cares or my forehead to go wrinkled and my hands
rough with cracks.
Suhaila makes me look at myself and so I forget her a little. My faraway mother—that’s what she is, and that
city, Paris, took from her and gave the takings back to me. I would become stronger: my backbone would firm up,
my bones would grow strong, and my manipulative abilities would double, while Suhaila wilted, and was
diminished, and grew smaller.
All of the cities to which we came, leaving other places behind, stole something from her. What it was I do not
know, but I would witness it in those storms, in the long spells of silence and the feelings of aversion as she
shrank from what lay around her. As for that torturous suffering: she called it the mask that has settled permanently into place, turning into a sort of regime in itself. I see that right in front of me, face to face, as she starts to
look more and more like charcoal briquettes that someone left outside. When I come near I can see that she was
once aflame but the fire has gone out.
Layal, too, was much changed the last time I saw her. She had finished her university studies and gotten a
master’s degree with honors and then had begun to work toward a doctorate. Somehow or other she had
dampened the flame; now she seemed quieter, deeper. Layal, almost Layali. Nights had become a single Layla
now that Beirut and Paris had taken from her, and from me, all of those nights.
And now, here I am, returning to this place. Was that inclination of mine a love gone astray or was it a patent
misery whose steep price I was still paying to this very day? I don’t know. Layal had made my blood curdle with
fear: in my dreams I faced her in one-to-one combat. Awake, I would not be strong enough to lift my head in her
presence.
I look like I’m falling asleep as the taxi driver leads me to my new destiny. I have traveled from Montréal to
New York. I tried to sleep on an uncomfortable seat until the Concorde flight to Paris was announced. Much
earlier, I saw Sonia’s anger as she read the price of the ticket but a look from me had silenced her.
Among the many words that came crowding into my mouth not a single one came out. She noticed. She was
alarmed at my silence for she no longer knew what she ought to do.
*
“Like my grandmother, Suhaila suffers from high blood pressure. She takes medication and reduces her salt
retention with long walks. And yet, she treats herself carelessly—perhaps as I already knew she would—and as if
it is of no consequence. Isn’t that so?”
“No,” Caroline responds, “that is not true at all. She’s playing tricks on you. She is doing it to try to provoke
you, and she has gone on provoking you for her own sake as well as for yours. It’s amazing, Nader, how like my
mother she is. In this one respect, they are peas in a pod. Mothers in general are alike when it comes to this sort of
situation. But this is purely her—to the contrary, she is coming up with new kinds of artistry in the service of
health and bodily strength and liveliness.”
“How is that?”
“She has a great deal of enthusiasm for following lectures on maintaining a fresh and varied diet,” Caroline
explains. “Her spirits rise every time she reads or hears about some new idea—everything you could possibly
118

imagine. The fragrance of the honey that alters her troubled mood: she chooses the finest sort from stores that
specialize in organically produced food. She practically breathes in vegetables and seafood, and she keeps track of
all different kinds of river and ocean fish, not to mention fish that comes from lakes. Your mother laughs, Nader,
when this comes up. She says that fish have discharges like women do and to eat them makes us as strong and
frisky as newborn fillies.”
“‘Don’t you see, Caroline’—your mother says to me—‘that one’s enjoyment of the world grows many times
over when one has the pleasure of sipping or swallowing, exactly in the way bodies lap up the gestures of dance
and the notes that make up music.’
“She began saying that a lot in our hearing—when I was around, and some of our girlfriends were, too. She
would go into the little kitchen in the studio next to the Théâtre du Soleil—Tessa put her there. I told you, of
course, that Tessa arranged it so that she would have a decent stipend, for the time being, as a non-permanent
member of the foreign acting company. She rolls up her shirt sleeves, puts on that striped vest over her own
clothes, puffs out her chest, and launches into it.
“‘Mood and mind will change for the better—there, Caroline. Get in touch with Blanche, Narjis, Hatim, Asma
and Wajd, because today I’m going to rob the World Food Bank. I’m a thief, my dear. We have to learn how to
steal good things from within us, as long as the gods are as stingy as this toward us. All we can do is to compose
our own sources for our health and amusement, for our short lives. My saliva runs just thinking about the dishes
I’m intending to make for Nader, Leon, and Sonia, and for Tessa and all of you. I am playing tricks on the illness
and on age. Maybe these are ruses whose only benefit is more dishes washed and more swollen hands, but they
ensure whatever remains, whatever there is, whether it is days or seconds. They are a warranty that I can spend
my only remaining wealth—what lies in my imagination, and in my senses, the intuition I have. Once again I’m
consuming the world. Instead of the world consuming me.’” …
173.165 Steppenwolf Goes To San Francisco\fn{by Samuel Shimon (1956(M) 3

)}

Habbaniyah, al-Inbar Province, Iraq

In December 1999, browsing in one of the bookshops at Heathrow Airport I noticed a new elegant edition of
Steppenwolf, the novel by German author Hermann Hesse,\fn{ 1877-1962} for one pound each. I bought three
copies of this fine novel. As I read it on the plane I felt I’d had too much food and drink, courtesy American
Airlines, so feeling sleepy, I put Steppenwolf to one side and watched the film I Got Mail. I didn’t like it at all and
I was sorry that a great star like Tom Hanks was in such a boring film.
The woman sitting next to me kept glancing at the cover of Steppenwolf so I asked her if she would like to read
it. She gave me a big smile and said:
“Certainly, it would give me great pleasure to read Steppenwolf again.” I gave her the copy and found myself
saying:
“You can keep it as a present,” adding, “I have two other copies in my bag.”
“Of the same book?” she said with surprise.
“Yes, of the same book.”
Arriving in New York I took a direct train from Central Station to New Haven in Connecticut to visit a Palestinian academic friend of mine at Yale University. It was not far and instead of reading I amused myself by looking at the New York suburbs.
Two days later I remembered Steppenwolf, and took one of the copies out of my bag, starting to read it in the
gardens of Yale University. Then I bumped into the head of the University’s Centre for Jewish Studies; I had met
him the day before with my Palestinian friend and he now invited me to lunch. In the student canteen at the
Centre a student who was sitting near me caught sight of Hermann Hesse’s novel on the table. He told me how
superb it was and went on about the technicalities of the novel and how it was first published in 1924 and
translated into English in 1926. I was so taken by his enthusiasm that I gave him the book, saying:
“I have another copy at home.” I vowed to myself not to part with my third and final copy.
On my last night in New Haven I was at the house of a Norwegian academic. When she heard I was travelling
to San Francisco, she told me that it was a delightful journey by train from New York. It would take three to four
days “from the East Coast to the West Coast,” and passed through the Rocky Mountains.
“You’ll see the Rockies,” she said, “the plains, the valleys, the cities, the villages and the rivers of eight states.”
“But what will I do with my New York—San Francisco plane ticket?” I asked myself as I thought of the
adventure of a long train journey. After only a few moments’ hesitation, I went to a bar near Pennsylvania railway
station. An hour later I left the bar and tore up my ticket, saying:
“Four days will give me plenty of time to read Steppenwolf.” That is what I thought.
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*
It is very hard to express the sense of excitement I felt as I took my seat on the Amtrak—I had spent a lifetime
watching huge American trains in Hollywood films. I sat near the window watching the passengers on Pennsylvania station where everything was unfolding before my eyes like a film.
Some minutes later a teenager came and sat down on the seat in front of me. Then I noticed a woman—her
mother—with Latin-American features, and tears in her eyes, kissing her daughter through the window. She was
bidding her little one farewell. Later I would learn that the girl was travelling to stay with her divorced father.
“I love living in California,” Jennifer was to say to me. “I’m fed up with New York.”
“Watch out! Watch out!” cried the young girl, warning her mother, who was in tears with her face stuck against
the window, as the train started to move, leaving Pennsylvania station and plunging into the vast Ameri-can night.
I took out my last copy of Steppenwolf and stretched out on the spacious comfortable seat. I started reading the
novel with great enjoyment.
Suddenly a young African-American burst into our compartment. He was in his early twenties and smartly
dressed. He walked up and down the compartment, gazing into our faces, and started to shout theatrically. He said
he worked as a writer, but it was becoming difficult to get published.
“Publishers only publish bad books by the same people, over and over again,” and so on.
The young man, who reminded me of a young Sidney Poitier, added that he wanted to read passages from his
stories to us, which he hoped we would enjoy. He asked for no more than a few coins or a cigarette “if you don’t
mind.”
The young man began to read the text he held in his hands. He did it in a theatrical manner, capturing our
attention from the very first lines. He looked into the eyes of the passengers as he read his stern words about the
horrors of alienation. His style of reading was truly amazing. This is what he read:
“I held my hand over my glass when the landlady wanted to fill it up once more, and got up. I needed no more
wine. The golden trail was blazed and I was reminded of the eternal, of Mozart, of the stars. For an hour I could
breathe again and live and face existence, without having to suffer torment, fear or shame.
“A cold wind was sifting the fine rain as I went out into the deserted street. It drove the drops with a patter
against the street-lamps where they glimmered with a glassy sparkle. And now, where to?”
From the first moment I felt that this text wasn’t at all foreign to me. I had read something like it only a short
time before. Perhaps I would have remained silent in my seat if the young man had not continued reading and
mentioned the name Harry Haller. I then realised without doubt that our young writer was reading extracts from
Steppenwolf.
The young man stopped reading after fifteen or twenty minutes. His reward was a unanimous chorus of approval and applause. When he came near me I concealed the book I was holding. I congratulated him and said:
“The passage you read was really great.”
“There are some things that need more work,” he replied. “If I had had time I would have rewritten the text.”
“You’re right,” I laughed. “There is something rather old about the text.”
“What do you mean?” he asked strangely.
“Nothing, but I felt you had written it a long time ago.”
“When do we arrive in Sacramento?” asked Jennifer from her seat.
“Next week,” said the young man with a laugh, as he moved away and I gave him a packet of Dunhill
cigarettes.
“English Cigarettes in America,” he said with a smile.
In Chicago we had to wait six hours before we could board another train, which set off on a journey that would
take us to San Francisco in two and a half days. The train would pass through the states of Illinois, Iowa, Nebraska, Colorado, Utah, Nevada and California. I suggested to Jennifer that she spend some time with me in Chicago.
She told me her mother had told her not to get familiar with strangers.
“Your mother’s quite right,” I replied, “but I’m all right. Come with me and we’ll have a pizza together.”
“My mum would die of fright if she knew if I was going off with some stranger,” Jennifer said as she followed
me. She told me she was going to Sacramento to live with her father because he wanted her to complete her studies under his supervision.
“He doesn’t want to set eyes on my mum.”
“The mother is better than the father,” I said, when we had had our pizza.
“What do you mean?” she asked.
“I don’t mean anything, but don’t forget your mother.”
We walked back to the station. Jennifer went into a phone booth and I looked at her from outside. She was
quite calm for a while and then began to talk, gesturing violently and kicking the walls of the booth. She slammed
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down the receiver and came out in tears.
“Why are you crying? What’s happened?” I said, while avoiding any physical contact.
“My mum is very angry because I went and had a pizza with you. She said she was going to kill herself.” She
added, wiping away her tears and looking at me:
“I promised her that I wouldn’t speak to you any more. Please go away.”
“Yes, of course, but now we’re at the railway station.”
“If you’re good, take me to the train going to Sacramento.”
I told her that we would be boarding the same train and that Sacramento was just two or three stops before San
Francisco.
*
On the train heading for San Francisco I met up with a fresh group of passengers. A couple, Samantha and
Nigel, who came from England and who were going to get married in Las Vegas. Norman, a retired American,
who had lost an eye at work, and was on his way to Sacramento. Three young women, one an Australian tourist
and two Americans who were going to San Francisco, hoping to become singers. Then we were joined by a young
American. In the course of time we became a gang of more than twenty people. Apart from when we slept, we
spent most of the time drinking Margaritas together as the train crossed the plains, the mountains and rivers and
through cities and under skies that were alternately cloudy, sunny and full of rain. Norman or “Normie” became
closest to me. I told him he was like the American writer, Jim Harrison.
“I worked in the Post Office,” he said, “and I don’t suppose there’s much difference between being a writer
and being a postman.” Samantha laughed and said she was going to the loo.
“Where’s Samantha going?” Normie asked.
“The English say ‘loo’ for toilet,” I said.
“We’re learning new words on this journey,” he laughed. Afterwards Norman looked at us all together and
said, joking:
“I’m off to the loo.” He carried on laughing as he went down the metal staircase to the lower floor.
On the morning of the next day, the train arrived at Denver, capital of Colorado. When I learnt that the train
would be here for half an hour, I took my camera and went out to take pictures of the outside and the inside of the
station. A long time ago an American-Italian friend living in Denver used to write to me about this station. When I
returned to the train Normie asked me whether I would still be on the train tomorrow.
“Have you forgotten that I’m on my way to San Francisco?” He shook his head in apology.
“I want to share something intimate with you,” he said in a low voice, “something that concerns my family.”
“Certainly, Normie, if it has something to do with your family.”
I went down to the bar on the lower floor and brought back a few cans of Margaritas, a few plastic cups and a
bucket of ice cubes. We sat in the observation car drinking Margaritas and gazing at the stunning scenery of the
mountains and valleys of Colorado. The glass-panelled compartment was specially constructed for viewing the
scenery, and we were able to see the last part of the train emerging from the tunnel in the belly of a mountain
while the front of the train was piercing another of the Rocky Mountains. Normie kept going on more than once,
and with the same intimacy, about sharing matters with me that concerned his family. He was whispering to me:
“It’s something very special between us. I don’t want it to be generally known.”
And every time I nodded my head in support.
Samantha and Nigel had lived together for eighteen years and finally decided to get married. Samantha was
therefore in seventh heaven. She was carrying a video camera and was taking pictures of us all the time. She was
dancing and singing. She brought some more Margaritas and shouted out:
“Here’s to you, Las Vegas!” Then she turned to me.
“Darling Saddam, will you join in a Margarita competition?” We all laughed. Then Normie shot back at her:
“If my friend is Saddam, then you are Mrs. Thatcher!”
“Thatcher is a million times preferable to Saddam,” I said to Normie. He seemed disappointed and said:
“I’m sorry, I thought I was defending you.” We then forgot ourselves in laughter and Margaritas. The sun was
going down when Normie poured out a couple of glasses, and came over to me.
“Come on, come with me, Sam!” he said. I quickly joined him and as we sat in the observation car, he started
to point outside:
“Look over there! Look, keep your eyes peeled!” Minutes passed while we stared at the desert landscape.
“You’ll see in a few moments, please keep looking.” Normie pointed to some rocks.
“We’re getting near, yes, we’re quite close. I thought the train would go faster than this.” I looked at Normie
sitting next to me. He seemed to be very happy, with a black eye-patch over his left eye.
“You’re like Jim Harrison,”\fn{James Harrison (1937- ) American poet and novelist; probably remembered here for his book
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Wolf: A False Memoir (1971), as W says, “the story of a man who tells his life story while searching for signs of a wolf in the northern
Michigan wilderness,” Steppenwolf being named after “the lonesome wolf of the steppes”:W,H } I said.

“Fine, fine,” he laughed. “You’ve persuaded me to buy some of his novels.” He then took hold of my right
arm.
“Look,” he said. “Please, my Iraqi friend. Look, one, two, three. One, two, three. Look, look over there. There.
Yes, behind that rock. That’s where my wife’s grave is. That’s it.” He continued to look at the graves as they
slipped out of view and then turned to me, his face full of tears. He touched my glass with his and cried out:
“To the memory of my wife.”
“You really are like Jim Harrison,” I said, and we both laughed.
Samantha and Nigel got out at Reno, Nevada, Normie and Jennifer in Sacramento and the Australian girl in
Salt Lake City. I spent the remainder of the time listening to the two American girls singing to me in the smoking
compartment as the train passed through Davis and Martinez until it arrived at its last stop, Emeryville. From
there we took the bus to San Francisco. I saw my friend, the black Hermann Hesse, getting onto the same bus. He
sat near me and we chatted the whole way.
In San Francisco my friend, the Iraqi poet Sargon Boulus, was waiting for me. He caught sight of me as I was
exchanging some parting words with the young black guy. He came up to me and I introduced the young man to
him:
“This is Harry Haller.”\fn{Harry Haller’s Records: (For Madmen Only) is the title of Steppenwolf as conceived by its protagonist,
“a middle-aged man named Harry Haller”; by which revelation I was led to believe that the young black man is, in fact, quite mad, though
enormously entertaining: W,H} Sargon said quietly—he had recently come out of hospital:

“What is Steppenwolf doing in San Francisco?”
“What are you two talking about?” the young man asked, puzzled.
I brought the book, Steppenwolf, from my bag and gave it to him as a present. He turned over the pages in
amazement.
“What a superb edition.” He looked at me and said with a smile:
“Thank you. The copy I have is very old.”
“What are you two talking about?” Sargon Boulus asked, puzzled.
“About the German, Hermann Hesse,” said the young man as he disappeared.
147.94 Excerpt from Sky So Close\fn{by Betool Khedairi (1965-

)}

Baghdad, Baghdad Province, Iraq (F) 3

… I say goodbye to my mother at sundown from the back door, when she hears the tooting of David and
Millie’s car horn. She walks out on tiptoe, trying to stop her high heels from sinking into the mud pillows where
you had planted some mint seedlings that morning. You enjoy the leaves with your cup of tea, or on a slice of the
local white cheese.
I watch their greeting ritual from where I’m standing by the garden tap. The car stops, David gets out, giving
my mother a hug and a wide smile. Millie gets out of the front seat quickly, vacating it for my mother, then takes
up her place in the back seat quite happily. Another brief hug before the car moves off. A quick glance backward
from my mother. She looks toward me, but doesn’t see me.
I spend Friday finishing my school homework. I then clean my glass fish tank and change its water. I watch the
dancing many-colored, scaly creatures inside it. I speak to them but get no reply. Eyes without lashes stare back at
me through the glass; they’re continuously sending out kisses and bubbles. We had river fish and rice for lunch.
In the afternoon depression sets in, until we dispel it with the flavorings game. Together we prepare a bag of
popcorn and take it up to your room. You say to me:
“Today we’ll be working only with colors, which is why I allowed you to eat the popcorn, as its salty taste
would spoil your ability to pick out the various flavors. This week I received a contract from a new company that
produces paints and emulsions. They want to compete in the local market and have asked me to come up with
unusual and exotic names for them, and to give them suggestions for how to promote their products. I want you to
help me. Today we need to let our imagination go free, to the end of the rainbow.”
“What about tasting the products? I’ve been looking forward to that all week!”
“There are many projects, my little one, and there will be a lot of that in the weeks to come. Now, let us start
work.”
You take out the largest collection of colored squares I’ve seen in my life. Meters of samples, shades that can’t
be imagined. Fluorescent ribbons, shiny ones, and others with rough surfaces wait for us to give them names.
Rectangles, triangles, and circles of color compete in the degree of their purity. We spread them out on the floor in
your room and start with the most appealing ones. You point to the first color and ask me:
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“So what do you think, my assistant, what is this?” I reply without any hesitation:
“Blue.”
“What name do you want it to have?” I thought for a while:
“Light blue.” You laugh and your eyes sparkle.
“No, no, no … that’s no good. I’ll give you an example. I like: the Spray from the Ocean, the Blue of
Dolphins, a Silver Mist, Dry Ice. The name has to be poetic and unusual. That is the secret! Don’t you think?” I
read your glinting eyes and reply:
“Exactly, but how are we going to come up with names like that for all these other colors?”
“Don’t worry, they’ll come. Now look at this color—what is it called?”
“Orange.”
“That’s not enough. It could be called Inspiration of Rust, Desert Bronze, Golden Honey, Fragments of
Autumn.”
I was astonished. I didn’t know what to say. You start to make some notes in your little book. I put some
popcorn in my mouth and gaze at you.
“This is a pretty color, it’s a pleasant brown. Let’s call Bleached Brown, Dust from the Little Mountains,
Eastern Spice, Crusty Bread. What do you think?”
“Excellent.”
“It’s your turn now with this color.”
“Very good, and I see it as Angel’s Wings, Oyster’s Pearl, Waterfall’s Froth, or an Ice Cave.” I laughed,
“In this heat, Father?”
“Hmm, you have a point. You see, you’ve started to associate the color with the name.” You then pick up a
yellowish brown color and say:
“I defy you to name this color.” I reply:
“Caramel.” You add:
“Or maybe Dusky Skin, or Wild Mushroom Peel.”
I couldn’t keep up with your wealth of ideas. I preferred to just listen. .
“Don’t give up. You’ll learn how to do this very quickly. I’m sure of that. This yellow color, what do you
think?”
“A lemon.”
“Yes, but it’s an impure yellow. It could be called Pineapple Scales, or Banana Mousse.”
“But Father, these colors are paints!”
“That’s what makes it more exciting.”
Each name takes at least ten minutes of thinking. Sometimes it takes you more than half an hour to choose a
certain name. It’s only now that I’m getting to know you. This secret world of yours had never dawned on me. I’d
been engrossed in my school routine, my uniform, and my training. I never thought that I could imagine the color
pink as Cherry Gel, or that I could call the color green a Lazy Forest, a Fermented Apple Skin, or a River Pebble.
How do you come up with such magic, Father? Is this what my mother meant, when she said that you seduced her
with your descriptions of the East?
*
The weeks pass; we compete to find new names for our colors. Fridays have become less depressing. We
giggle at the breakfast table when you cut through a boiled egg and say:
“Ah, a Grainy Yolk.” I reply:
“No, it’s Woven Amber.” You cry out:
“You cheeky girl; the professor’s student has become a professor and a half!”
My mother casts a bemused look in our direction from behind her newspaper. She lifts up her knife. It has
some dark berry jam on it. She spreads it on her slice of toast. I turn toward you.
“Baba, what do you think?” You say with a smile:
“A Turkish Plum.” I say:
“No, Wild Berries.” You add:
“Well done, but it’s more like a Unique Grape.” I say:
“No, that’s a very ordinary name. What about Ground Ruby?” You reply:
“Excellent.”
It was thus that we colored our day. We spent a whole evening on the shades of the color gray. I’d never seen
such beauty before. I say to you:
“How do they make these colors in the laboratories?”
“Science and technology are constantly making great advances. If we learn how to put science to good use, the
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future for humankind holds great promise.” You suggested to me:
“Volcanic Ash, Gray Cloud.”
“Did you not say that we should avoid using the name of the color itself?”
“Yes, but gray is not a color; it’s a puzzling nuance.”
“All right, then, Smoky Haze.”
“Well done, or Froth on the Beach, Powdered Stone.” I jump up and shout:
“Yes, Powdered Stone fits perfectly, as if it’s the color of concrete!”
“I think you’ll excel in this field, my little one.”
“Does that mean I’ll have to study chemistry like you, Baba?”
“You may not need to do that if you want to remain my assistant. Anyway, this is just some preliminary
experience for you. There are specialized courses in the field of advertising that you may want to do when you
grow up.” I ask you:
“What about Seal’s Fur?” You reply:
“That will be its trade name. You’ve now registered a color in your name for the first time.”
You take me into the world of colors and flavors—some of them lived in my dreams; some dwelled, with all
their crystals, under my tongue. You look up at the clock on the wall. It’s past one o’clock. You say:
“My God, I forgot that you have to go to school tomorrow. Hurry up and get ready for bed.”
I kiss you, leaving you in your room. My mother’s room is totally silent.
*
That night, for the first time, I awoke from my sleep, startled. I could hear my mother shouting downstairs, at
three-thirty in the morning, and you’re shouting at the top of your voice:
“It seems I’ve given you too many liberties, which you don’t deserve!”
“I don’t care what you say. I’m fed up with this sham relationship. I enjoy spending my evenings with my
foreign friends, staying up late with them; I will not let you spoil it for me when I get back. I’m not Cinderella—I
don’t have to be back by midnight. Can’t you understand that my life is now separate from yours? We don’t live
together, nor do we even get along together, we merely reside in the same house!
“As long as you live in this house, you’ll respect its traditions. I don’t think I’ve left you lacking for anything.
Don’t make our lives more confused.”
“So we’re back to it’s all my fault. Can’t you understand? I want a final separation. I don’t want your favors,
nor do I want you to remind me that you’re the master of this house. I’m content with my job, my friends; and my
daughter.”
“Where will you live? In Basra?”
“Why not? Isn’t it better than this hell I’m living in now?”
“You don’t even bother to deny your relationship with him!”
At this point I felt you were going to explode with anger. I could hear crying. You threw something at her. It
was the ashtray. It struck my glass fish tank with a crack. I could hear the water start to trickle out from it slowly.
You were coughing violently, you were saying:
“If this is what you want, woman, then I’ll divorce you. You can have what you want. Go to him, or go back to
England! The child is mine, she’ll stay with me, I promise you that. The law is on my side. I’ll keep it on my side
whether you like it or not!” …
252.97 Excerpt from Under Copenhagen’s Sky\fn{by Hawra al-Nadawi (1984- )} Baghdad, Baghdad Province, Iraq
(F) 6
… I had completed the nine years of elementary school and was off to a high school, which I would go to by
bus. Finally, I would be bidding farewell to the world of childhood. I was to leave the school which thronged with
filthy children and their familiar stench: the sour butter they were given at break mingling with the reek of the
playground’s mouldy sand to produce a strange, sharply pungent smell, which I could almost feel gnawing at my
brain.
I would leave this behind with no fond memories. Memories had no palpable presence as far as I was concerned, at least not then. I was still in the latter stages of my sixteenth year and I had moved to a school where I
was to be one of the juniors, who—so I had heard—inspired revulsion in the older years.
On my first day at school, after we had been parcelled out into classes, I met Zeena for the first time. She came
over on her own initiative and sat down next to me without a fuss, drawn to me by the scarf I wore on my head.
She was wearing one just like it. In her rapid Copenhagen dialect she asked me:
“From Palestine? Lebanon?”
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“No.”
“Where then?”
“From Iraq.” Her eyes shone and she shouted happily:
“Me too!”
That’s how it happened, simple as that: the encounter that gave birth to a friendship that would live on like a
bastard child. She was surprised that she hadn’t met me before, claiming she knew most of the Iraqi families in
Copenhagen. From what she said I quickly realized that lots of people here knew who she was because she came
from a well-known family.
We became friends without meaning to, without choosing to. Friendship between expatriates, Iraqis especially,
is not a matter of choice; it is, like many other things beside, no more than a condition imposed by exile.
The Iraqi community in Denmark was much like its equivalents in neighbouring European states: the split
between Islamists and communists, itself oscillating between extremist to apathetic according to the conditions
provided by the host country. Denmark provided segregation and inward-looking extremism. It was no wonder,
for example, that I did not meet a Christian Iraqi until I was twenty. Where was I going to encounter people who
were different, if I spent my entire life moving between those who most closely resembled me?
Though Iraq was made up of numerous sects and communities, many of these I met only by chance and at too
advanced an age to readily accept such unexpected novelty into my life. Christians, Sunnis, Kurds, Turkomen: as
odd to me as if they were Japanese or Indian. The weirdness came from conceiving of people who speak the selfsame dialect that I speak at home, but who do not live as I do.
When I hear the word “Christian” for example, I picture a pious Catholic from Southern Europe. How can a
man be an Iraqi and a Christian at the same time? How can he be Sunni, in fact, when at the word the image of a
Saudi with an unkempt beard and short thaub\fn{“An ankle-length Arab garment, usually with long sleeves, similar to a robe. It
is commonly worn in the Arabian Peninsula, Iraq and neighbouring Arab countries … generally worn by Muslim men to the Mosques.” W }
leaps into my mind, accusing me of unbelief, of heresy and abandoning the true faith. I have not met this
stereotype either, true, but it has been put into my head that this is how he is.
I have been programmed: intellectually, geographically, methodically. Ninety per cent of this programming has
been unintentional, the inward-looking rites practised by the community and practised on me, in turn.
As a child, not a word passed me by in childhood without me picking it up and building ideas upon it. I built
on every word, and kept building and building until it became a skyscraper, only to discover that the foundations
were about to crumble, riddled with woodworm and rot.
Insularity on insularity, like an infinite spiralling regression: television inside television inside television inside
television. Insulated inside the homeland, then insulated among the sons of the homeland, then insulated inside
ideas, beliefs and principles. Everything in this exile of ours is turned in on itself: even my self is turned in on
itself; myself separated from my self, neither knowing the other.
Perhaps exile gives you much when you are an individual but takes more when you become a group. Becoming part of an Iraqi community living in Copenhagen you learn how to pick your way through the vastness of its
labyrinth of overlapping links.
I, for instance, as a member of this community, know exactly how I shall proceed:
Firstly, I belong to my family—i.e. my mother—which suddenly decided to adopt Islam as its starting point for
understanding the world. Thus, I am an Islamist.
Next, I am Shia. I was born that way and I have never once thought of choosing another classification to replace it. Here we come to an important point.
I am not from one of those Shia families that can boast of a history of struggle against the Baathist regime: no
martyrs with which to adorn itself; no executions, no prisons. Nothing except one of my mother’s brothers, executed for belonging to the Communist Party, and what a dishonour that is, to have a relative executed on such a
charge, when we are trying to fit in with the Islamists!
My family’s whole history will be seen as shameful and my standing suffers in this link, which tightens about
me bit by bit.
That is how things are. No more to add but etcetera, etcetera, etcetera, until the last link in this endless chain of
links closes about my neck.
*
As is the habit of things in this warped culture, the skies of exile dropped Zeena on my head. That tall girl.
Maybe she wasn’t all that tall, but she was certainly taller than me. I had to lift my head when I spoke to her, as
though she were gazing down at me from on high, decanting her power and personality while I stood there, meek
and tame, and allowed this great surge of authority to cascade into me.
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When she and I walked side by side, a sense of how small I was would tug at me. I was very small. Indeed, I
almost vanished entirely in her presence and lost all sense of myself. I was aware of nothing but her size, as
though it were some vast mass of will about to topple onto me.
Zeena was not extraordinarily beautiful. Perhaps she was. I don’t honestly know; I’d grown used to the way
she looked. Her eyes would stir my anger and I was always fighting not to look into them. The malice they oozed
would somehow leap out to envelop her entirely and, in some obscure way, mask her femininity and beauty. Her
eyes were of average size. Looking at them it appeared that they were large, so wide did she open them. I often
imagined that she would have liked to swallow up everything with her eyes, to consume everything she could.
But what provoked me and kindled my resentment more than anything else was her prodigious allocation of
intelligence: despite my reservations, it dazzled me. It was impossible to ignore a quality like this in someone like
her, whose every atom was woven together with its fellows to produce a flawless tapestry of intellect in the shape
of a young woman.
The revulsion and hostility she evinced towards anyone whose misfortune had rendered them unpleasing to
her, in no way detracted from the force of her presence.
Everyone knew how Zeena was. Most families in the Iraqi community would warn their daughters against befriending her, yet despite this tainted reputation, everyone loved her company. I have no idea what it was that
made anyone who saw her so reluctant to part company with her, only to loathe her the minute they got away. An
odd thing, and a source of much bewilderment to me. It was because of this that many people pleaded with me to
free myself from her, from Zeena.
*
Our school was a large one. Its design was modern, fitting for our headlong generation, which was primed to
get away from the past and to throw itself into the arms of the years ahead in equal measure.
As with the majority of high schools in Denmark, its students were divided into two streams: one standard
secondary school stream, further split between the arts and sciences and another, which we called HF\fn{ The
Higher Preparatory Examination} for short, whose students were usually older in age, and who tended to be those who
had chosen to delay their education.
It was quite normal to have students as old as twenty-five, sometimes older, since those taking the HF course
were able to graduate after just two years, not the three years which we secondary students had to complete.
It was from this stream that Emad graduated with marks that astonished his teachers, easily earning him the
right to go to medical college. Or, rather, to go back there. Truth be told, his marks would have got him into colleges whose entry requirements were higher than medicine, but he refused all other offers and insisted on his former subject.
A blend of indifference, pity and wonder swept through me as I watched Emad reiterate his desire to study
medicine once again. How determined he was! Three years of his life studying medicine in Iraq, then two years
studying in Denmark, then another two years in HF, only to start all over again with the same subject he had left
behind. He never gave up his dream, even living alone in order to give his undivided attention to his work. Or
that’s what I thought in the beginning.
He left home, and I was delighted. I would be forced to put up with him no longer. After years of his ignoring
me—repaid with an identical indifference from me—I had ended up deliberately avoiding contact, preferring to
keep to my room, even though he, too, rarely left his room, so consumed was he by his studies.
At times his ambition would enrage me. I thought it hungrier than life required.
I did not think the same way, which I explain by the fact that I was raised in Danish schools that are more vocational than academic in their orientation. Perhaps because I have not had such academic values implanted in me
from when I was small, I have not had the same dreams as Emad.
I dreamed of becoming a teacher in kindergarten. That’s an ambition, too, but not of the sort that our community demands and respects, especially since our family is an academic one. When I expressed this wish, my mother was dismissive:
“Work hard at your studies first and things might change, God willing.” Then, as if she was talking to herself
as she folded my clean clothes, she said:
“Your brother will become a doctor, and you’ll be washing dirt off Danish kids.”
“So be it.”
“Nothing less than a respectable college!” she snapped. She fell silent as she smoothed out a piece of my clothing, then said, shriller:
“What’s wrong with engineering and pharmacology!” My mother’s dreams found no way into my head.
“If everyone became doctors tomorrow who would there be to cure?”
“That won’t happen so long as there are people who think like you.” Then she said:
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“Always remember, we’re not imported labour like the other foreigners. We came here as refugees.”
I didn’t see why this sentence should find its way into our discussion.
*
Starting high school, my links to Danish people were suddenly cut.
I no longer took the occasional wander with Christina and Andrea. I no longer abused little Nikolas whenever I
saw him. I no longer spoke to his brother Claus with feigned arrogance as I used to do. I no longer spoke to him at
all, even though he had followed me in order to be in the same high school.
My links to them were completely broken, neighbours and school friends alike, and I found myself caught up
in a wave, which swept me down a path I did not know and had not meant to travel, like someone circling the
Kaaba, squeezed by crowds that pull you round, comfortable in the knowledge that you will not deviate from your
circling path, for your feet move despite yourself. A wrong turn from you would require the whole process to be
started again from scratch, but you are dragged onwards.
Though I have never circled the Kaaba before, I have circled the Kaaba of my exile, an experience is sufficient
to acquaint me with how my feet can march forward without any conscious instruction from me to do so. I ended
up marching forward, unaware that, bit by bit, I was being assimilated into an atmosphere strained and charged
with racism.
I do not understand how I allowed myself to become aligned with one group at the expense of another.
In the chaos of this conflict I made no choices; I found myself leaning one way before I even un derstood what
made me lean. Perhaps it was because we were at that age at which our differences become tangible. Perhaps the
sudden awareness of our inequality is what caused us to separate so completely: the Danes on one side and the
foreigners on another.
If an individual from one of these groups slipped into the other, they would be scorned and rejected by their
side. I was naïve; I was not armed with the knowledge of what I might encounter in an environment like this.
One day I went over to a table to help a Danish classmate. We had just finished a maths lesson. The girl asked
me about something she didn’t understand and while I was busy with my explanation I felt someone tug me gently from behind. I turned to find Zeena, who had gripped my arm.
“Maria! Don’t hijack the girl’s lunch break.”
Then she pulled me after her. I was still reeling from the surprise. When we had moved away she whispered in
my ear:
“Don’t go helping a little slut like that again.”
“But she asked me—” She cut me off quickly.
“Say that you didn’t understand the lesson, either.” She tucked my arm under hers and muttered:
“Don’t answer a Danish whore.”
I did not understand why Zeena dragged me into a friendship with her, because I wasn’t the type to inspire it
and anyway, she knew lots of girls; she had contacts in every class, even among the HF students, who looked
down on us juniors. Why me, then?
From the day I first became acquainted with her, up until very recently, Zeena introduced me. She introduced
me to lots of girls and a not inconsiderable number of boys. Because I was genuinely uninterested in boys, this
indifference of mine protected me from them; at least, the ones that Zeena showed me to.
What really caught my attention was the world of young women. Zeena gave me an appetite for this world,
though once again, this was nothing more than curiosity. It is in my nature to enjoy watching without making a
direct assault. I admit to the fact that I enjoyed the company of the girls Zeena introduced me to. No doubt about
it. But my lacklustre presence offered them no encouragement.
They tried. They tried their utmost. But it was no use. No one was to drink from my waters for I was a tainted
river. Only those dying of thirst or curiosity would consider it and both qualities were lacking in these girls so
they left me, and my need for them, be. Though I made no approaches, they were the best thing I could find to
support my longing.
Their world was different. To be more precise, each one had a world of their own. Luma the Lebanese girl,
who looked down her nose at schoolwork and fiddled constantly with her mobile phone and lost it constantly and,
astonishingly, found it most of the time. I once came across it on the floor of the girls’ toilets.
Whenever I think of Luma, I smile. I loved the fact she was short; she was like me in that respect. Her evermessy hair and vacuous chatter went well together. She talked a lot. She talked and her hair was a mess. A tangle
of words and her hair an even greater tangle. I didn’t understand half of what she said as she preferred to speak in
Arabic and I had never experienced the imposing size of the phrases she uttered in her Lebanese dialect, albeit\fn
{Although}with unsimulated gentleness.
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I discovered this preference when an argument broke out between her and a Danish girl and Luma began
screaming out words in Arabic every other second, while Zeena made futile attempts to shut her up and contain
the situation. She was wild, shouting out, “My goodness … my goodness” and repeating things like
“That bastard child, I didn’t do anything to her, damn her.”
I suddenly realized that, in this, Luma was the opposite to the rest of us. When we lost our tempers we resorted
to Danish. For my part, I prefer Danish when I get angry. Only Danish allows me the freedom to swear and to find
release with the first phrase that pops into my head. Arabic increases my anger and compacts it, then leaves me
unable to get past the compressed ball of rage in my chest. Every Arabic insult, even the little ones, are a sin to
speak, unlike in Danish where, despite their shameful meanings, they are just words.
Emad once mentioned that Arabs are slaves to words; words provoke them more than the meanings themselves. At the time, I thought that Emad was just philosophizing as usual, but today I believe him. How could it be
that Luma, with all her patriotic pride and insistence on speaking Arabic, was born here like the rest of us? My explanation is that her family force-fed her a heavier dose of patriotism than is normal in homes like ours.
Here, patriotism does not refer to the dutiful passion for one’s homeland that you would recognize, you who
love your land from the luxury of your birthplace. Here, it means knowing just more than a little about your
homeland, means chewing as much of it as you can, masticating its language between your jaws and storing it behind your tongue like qat.\fn{A mildly narcotic weed}
No matter if you’re Palestinian, a Palestinian scarf on your head and a sixty-year-old cause carried on your
shoulders; no matter if you’re Iraqi, the map hung round your neck, abusing Saddam for ruining your life, then
picking a fight with the flies on your face as proof of your origins; no matter if you’re Iranian, deliberately leaving
the stamp of your Iranian accent on your Danish, only content when your house is furnished wall to wall with the
carpets you brought from Iran; no matter if you’re Turkish and pity the rest of humankind because they aren’t
Turks, too, and continue speaking Turkish to strangers even after they have sworn to you they don’t understand a
word you’re saying; no matter if you’re Pakistani, now and then declaring your great pride at your partition with
India and donning your traditional clothes to strut through Copenhagen’s streets each afternoon before eating your
fill, or more, of curry.
No matter!
Never mind!
For these affectations can only impoverish you, can never enrich you, in a country that has shaped you as it
wants. Your patriotism here has no meaning, because you, after all your patriotism, are no more than a foreigner.
Truly, a foreigner.
The patriotic fragrance, which you suppose that you give off, means nothing to a Dane who sees you simply as
an alien and it is foul to those who share your skin and who are sure to notice the extent of your assimilation.
Luma seemed more patriotic than us, for sure. She danced the dabka\fn{A dance performed in Lebanon, Syria, Jordan,
Iraq, Palestine and northern Saudi Arabia, perhaps of Phonecian or Canaanite origin, a form of both circle dance and line dancing and
widely performed at weddings and joyous occasions: W,H } and listened to some singer called Fairouz\fn{ Nouhad Wadie’
Haddad (1935- ) Lebanese singer } and cooked meals at home herself, while some of us hardly ever entered the kitchen

at all. From time to time she would be surprised by her large family back in Lebanon, who mocked the sleeves on
her shirt—never shorter than the minimum decreed by her father—who could not believe that their relative born
and raised in Europe did not stay out late at nightclubs as they did or break her 8 pm curfew.
Zeena alone set out to captivate me. I once heard that fear is infatuation’s other face, and I, without a doubt,
was infatuated with Zeena despite my fears. I was like that without understanding why. I was confused. In the
end, though, I let Zeena lead me on. …
268.113 1. Autobiographical Statement 2. Sulaimaniyah In Eye Of Storm (21 March 1911) 3. Sulaimaniyah
In Eye Of Storm (24 February 1911) 4. Glass Ceiling For Female Kurdish Politicians (29 April 2010) 5.
Sulaimaniyah Braced For Tense Poll (26 February 2010) 6. Iraq: Sept ’09 (29 October 2009) 7. Kurds Revive
Civil War Grudges At Polls (13 August 2009)\fn{by Shorsh Khalid (1985- )} Kirkuk, Kirkuk Governorate, Iraq (M)
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I was born in Kirkuk on March 9, 1985, but my family was expelled by the Baathist regime and we moved to
Sulaimanyah. I graduated in media studies from Sulaimaniyah University.
During my time at college, I worked with for a youth newspaper and became the editor of its social pages.
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Besides journalism, I have been active in civil society projects. I organised many peaceful demonstrations
when I was a student, such as a protest against political party interference in the university. I also participated in
leadership training courses organised by local and international NGOs.\fn{ Non-Governmental Organaizations}
After university, I joined my region’s best-selling newspaper Hawlati, and two years later I became head of the
political affairs section and the news website. Then I worked with the Weekly Dastur newspaper, taking charge of
its culture and social section.
Now I am an IWPR\fn{Institute for War and Peace Reporting } trainee reporter in Sulaimanyah. IWPR is a driving
force behind me and from the beginning has been an inspiration.
From IWPR training sessions, I have learnt a lot about how to edit content and get information from sources.
Unlike any other training institution I’ve experienced, IWPR has taught me what editing is. It has shown me how
best to communicate with readers; how to gather information and how to keep to the point.
One of my favourite pieces was one called “Kurdish War of Words.” This was about political tensions resulting from a series of attacks on opposition politicians.
Working on such a story in Kurdistan is not an easy thing. The report was republished in some local publications. This made me happy and proud and some people called me and praised the report, saying it was different
from other reports written on the same topic.
The article showed that it was possible the growing tensions would lead to another civil war, similar to the one
in the 1990s. While writing the report, I felt I was warning the public and the outside world that there was a possibility of conflict. The most important thing about the report was that I was notifying the public of a danger.
One of the reasons that led me to work for IWPR was the opportunity to become a professional journalist. Our
local press lacks professionalism. IWPR have made a great contribution to improving my skills. Prior to my
training session at IWPR, I would find it really difficult to interview officials. It was hard to get answers. But now,
when I introduce myself as an IWPR reporter, I get questions answered more easily.
For me, journalism serves as a messenger of truth. The media should cover events the way they happen. Reporters should convey things to the public as they happen. This way, they can win the public’s trust.
Journalism has the potential to eradicate the differences between the various communities in Iraq. It can help
reduce sectarian violence and political rivalries.
2

When hundreds of people poured into the central square of Sulaimaniyah on February 17, to show solidarity
with Tunisians and Egyptians as well as to call for reform and an end to corruption in Iraqi Kurdistan, I was just a
curious reporter monitoring the situation.
But soon after the rally ended, I was faced with the most difficult story of my professional career.
Many of the demonstrators had left towards Salem Street, the best known part of the city, when for reasons that
are still under investigation, some ended up clashing with guards outside the offices of the region’s president
Kurdistan Democratic Party, KDP. In the ensuing fight, one person was killed and nearly 60 injured.
At this point, I was a few blocks away, but could hear the sounds of gunshots and the sirens of ambulances and
security vehicles rushing towards the scene. I knew that I had an assignment and headed straight there.
It was the first time I had seen such huge crowds of people demanding reform and jobs and the first time I had
witnessed live gunfire against protesters. What I saw that day became part of an IWPR report about the demonstrations that were sweeping Iraq (“Protests Sweep Iraq”), but I felt that I needed to write another story focused on
Sulaimaniyah.
I kept a close eye on developments after February 17 as the demonstrations gained momentum. I could see that
the young protesters were defying the might of the security forces and their use of live ammunition, and asked my
editors at IWPR if I could write a follow-up story about the demonstrations.
In the ensuing days, hundreds of extra troops were brought to the outskirts of Sulaimaniyah and a curfew put in
place. More demonstrators were killed and many more injured, and there were numerous arrests by the security
forces as the protests spread to other areas of the province.
My biggest challenge in filing the story was the security situation. People were defying the curfew and I had to
walk around with my press card always ready to show the security forces. People were demonstrating in several
areas of Sulaimaniyah city, so I had to decide which of the protests I needed to cover. In the end, I judged that it
was the centre of the city that had become the magnet for demonstrators.
The images were shocking; I saw protesters blocking roads and burning tyres as security forces opened fire on
them and plainclothes police tried to arrest them. Businesses were all shut down and the usual traffic jams were
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eased as fewer people were willing to enter the city. The slogans that the demonstrators were chanting—such as,
“Down with corruption” and “People are suffering”—were all new to me.
I carried out several interviews with the protesters, but getting information from officials was difficult. I had to
call many of them numerous times before they even picked up the phone. My other challenge was to keep up with
the fast-paced developments as casualties increased and more and more people joined the demonstrations.
I filed the article “Sulaimaniyah in Eye of Storm” from an Internet café on February 23 but the following day I
was still on the phone to sources and out reporting on the demonstrations to make sure that my piece was up to
date.
What I learned from this story were some very valuable lessons for my career.
For example, while I was told by military officials that all reinforcements had been withdrawn from Sulaimaniyah, I could see for myself that many of them were patrolling the streets of the city. This experience was a good
reminder of the lessons that I had learned from IWPR—that information has to be checked carefully for accuracy
before it could be published.
When the story appeared it meant a lot to me. Although the violence has died down, the protesters are still
holding daily rallies in Sulaimaniyah’s central square, waiting for the authorities to meet their demands. In the
light of all the protests happening in other parts of Iraq and Middle East, I too feel that the demonstrators in Iraqi
Kurdistan needed to be heard.
3

Demonstrations in Sulaimaniyah are gaining momentum, with thousands of people defying the authorities this
week to rally for better governance in the region’s largest province.
Daily protests have been staged in the city, in the wake of a bloody February 17 rally, which also set off demonstrations in at least six towns across the province.
The biggest gathering in Sulaimaniyah, on February 24, drew an estimated 10,000 demonstrators to the city
centre, which they have dubbed “Freedom Square”.
As the protests grow, participants appear to be more organised, diverse and unified in their demands for better
basic services, political reform and the eradication of corruption.
Intellectuals, writers, opposition members of parliament, women, clerics and civil society advocates have
joined the crowds, in stark contrast to the waves of young men who took to the streets last week. Several rallies
have also been held at universities and schools.
“We will continue demonstrating,” said Awat Mohamed, coordinator at the Civil Society Federation, an umbrella body for 14 non-governmental organisations. “Protest organisers,” he continued, “are coordinating with
demonstrators in several towns in Sulaimaniyah province.”
“Corrupt officials must be dismissed from their jobs and brought to justice,” Mohamed said.
The demonstrations are placing unprecedented pressure on the region’s ruling parties, the Kurdistan Democratic Party, KDP, and the Patriotic Union of Kurdistan, PUK, to reform.
Oil-rich Iraqi Kurdistan has enjoyed economic growth and relatively stable security. But many citizens, especially the young, say they are fed up with pervasive corruption, poor services and chronic nepotism.
Ali Kawes, a resident of Sulaimaniyah, carried a broken chair during a protest, which he said served as a
symbol of broken promises by officials and a warning that the authorities will be deposed.
“I have been jobless for four years, but the sons of the officials can get the best jobs they want in couple of
days,” he said. “We want to put an end to this injustice.”
Hawraz Rasoul, a 22-year-old street vendor, was among protesters chanting anti-corruption slogans in downtown Sulaimaniyah.
“We demand better living conditions but they responded by shooting at us,” he said. “We will keep holding
peaceful demonstration until we force the authorities to make reforms.”
The unrest has been coupled with sporadic violence. Four people, including a policeman, have been killed and
150 injured since the trouble began on February 17, according to hospital sources.
Party and state security forces have fired on demonstrators at several of the rallies; opposition offices have
been ransacked; and a new private television and radio broadcast station, Nalia, was shot at and torched over the
weekend.
To counter the violence, peace activists have handed flowers to members of the security forces and formed a
human shield around protesters in Sulaimaniyah to prevent clashes.
Still, tensions are running high and security has been beefed up in the region. Thousands of security and military forces are patrolling the normally quiet streets of Sulaimaniyah and encircling protesters.
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While the protests have been limited to Sulaimaniyah province, neighbouring Erbil is tightening security and
appears to be taking measures to prevent turbulence spreading to Iraqi Kurdistan’s capital.
Security forces are not allowing single men to enter the region through Erbil until next week, warning of a
possible attack there, and students at the University of Salahaddin in the city were told classes will be suspended
for over a month.
In an emergency session of the Kurdistan regional parliament, lawmakers condemned the attacks against demonstrators and political parties, calling for protesters to be released from custody and for those who shot at
protesters to be brought to justice.
Parliamentarians also agreed to question senior leaders and military officials, including the region’s embattled
prime minister, Barham Saleh.
Saleh met opposition factions as protests heated up this week, but they failed to reach an agreement on reforms.
Fazil Omar, an adviser to the prime minister, said parties were continuing to discuss solutions to the crisis. He
said the demonstrators’ demands were legitimate, and should be “addressed immediately”.
“The youth are unemployed, hungry and need opportunities,” he added.
Opposition leaders, however, accused the ruling parties of trying to contain the protests rather than address
them.
“They have been saying that they will make reform and eradicate corruption for the past several years but they
have failed to do so,” Mohamed Tawfiq, spokesman for Goran, the main opposition party, said. “We demanded
that the ruling parties give a decisive answer to the demonstrators.”
Small-scale demonstrations were held in towns across Sulaimaniyah province as locals expressed support for
the demands of protesters in the provincial capital and called for better governance.
In Halabja, 80 kilometres east of Sulaimaniyah, hundreds of people marched towards the offices of the KDP,
calling on the party to leave the town.
A policeman was killed and 31 people were injured, the majority of them anti-riot police, when protesters
threw stones at the building and security forces fired into the air, according to local health officials.
Nasih Rahim, a protest organiser, said the demonstration was intended to show solidarity with protesters in
Sulaimaniyah who were shot at by KDP forces on February 17.
“We want the authorities to take a hard look at themselves and make reforms,” he said.
At the university of Sulaimaniyah, daily rallies have been held all week.
“What kind of justice is this?” student Hedi Mohamed asked. “Young people in this city don’t even make
1,000 dinars (approximately 85 US cents) but the sons of the officials own brand-new cars and villas and are
enjoying their lives in front of our eyes.
“We have to make this stop.”
4
When the new cabinet of the Kurdistan Regional Government, KRG, was announced late last year, activist
Khana Rahim had her pen ready to note how many of the new ministers would be women.
“I wanted to write down the names … because I expected more women than there were in the former cabinet,”
Rahim, head of the Assuda Organisation for women’s rights, said.
“When I saw there was only one woman appointed, I was shocked. I realised our government had taken
another step back on women’s issues.”
Dismal female representation in the KRG has become a widespread complaint from politicians and activists
like Rahim. Critics say the Erbil government has backtracked on campaign promises to expand the role of women
in the new administration.
Following regional elections in July 2009, the KRG dissolved the Ministry of Women’s Affairs and reduced
the number of ministerial posts from 42 to 19. In the old cabinet, there were three women ministers and in the new
just one. And while there are 37 female lawmakers in the 111-seat Kurdish parliament, activists claim the most
senior posts are almost exclusively reserved for men.
“We were three women in the last cabinet and we wanted to see this number grow. To have only one woman in
the cabinet is an unfair share of power and it doesn’t reflect our society. We should have a real voice in power,”
said Chinar Sadullah, the former Minister of Martyrs and Anfal Affairs who was replaced by a man when the new
cabinet was selected by KRG prime minister Barham Salih in October.
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“Political parties made promises about involving women in the government, but this was all election propaganda. I hope people don’t forget these promises. We are fed up with words and speeches. We want real steps to be
taken for women.”
Minister of Cultural Affairs and KRG spokesman Hadi Mahmud said there hadn’t been a deliberate move to
restrict the number of women in the new cabinet.
“It was not in our hands. All of the political parties that decided to be part of the KRG sent men as their candidates for cabinet positions. We could not force parties to nominate women for ministerial posts,” Mahmud said.
Arif Rushdi, a senior official in the Patriotic Union of Kurdistan, PUK, party, said Kurdish political groups are
reluctant to nominate women for high office because they don’t seem to believe that they’re capable of holding
such posts.
“We want to make progress in women’s participation in leadership and we admit we have failed to do this,”
Rushdi said.
“The PUK will introduce a quota system for women at the next [party] congress that will include them in the
party’s leadership committee.”
Although a quota system requires that 25 per cent of seats in the Kurdish parliament be held by female lawmakers, few are in the top echelons of the parties they represent. Of all the Kurdish parties, only the opposition
Kurdistan Islamic Union, KIU, has a woman in its party leadership.
“The political parties have not given many leadership positions to women and in the media there is a negative
view of women. We could bring so many Kurdish women out of their homes, if through the media and awareness
campaigns women were given a chance to speak out,” said Bekhal Abubekir, head of the Kurdistan Sisters Organisation, a KIU-affiliated NGO formed in 1994 to promote women’s rights.
According to Chinar Muhammad of the Rasan Organisation, an NGO devoted to empowering women, the
male-dominated nature of Kurdistan society prevents women making real progress as politicians or professionals.
She claimed that when women are appointed ministers, they tend to get “soft” portfolios rather than substantive
ones.
Asos Najeeb Mahmud, the current minister of social affairs, declined several interview requests and did not
answer e-mailed questions from IWPR on women’s roles in the KRG. The now-defunct Ministry of Women’s
Affairs has been subsumed by the social affairs ministry.
“Having one woman in the KRG means our role in government and the political process has declined. I agree
with women who blame the political parties for not including more women. But at the same time, today’s women
and activists must blame ourselves. We have not paved the way for women to have a greater role in government,”
Muhammad said.
The government has responded to stern criticism from activists and civil society groups on the lack of female
cabinet ministers by proposing to establish a panel of women to advise policymakers. Mahmud said the KRG
plans to announce in the coming days a 15-member board of women that will be overseen by the regional premier, Saleh.
“Through this board, Kurdish women will have a real role in government and their voices will be heard. They
will monitor all ministries in terms of women’s viewpoints and rights,” said Mahmud without giving a specific
date for the board to begin operation.
Former minister Sadullah has low expectations of the proposal.
“I don’t think establishing this board will do anything. It is a public relations move. It will have nothing to do
with solving women’s issues,” Sadullah said.
Pakhshan Zangana, a former lawmaker and leading women’s activist who is said to be the leading candidate
for the board’s secretary post, also has misgivings.
“We still don’t know what the main agenda of the board will be. We insist that we don’t want the board to be
compensation for the dissolution of the Ministry of Women’s Affairs,” Zangana said.
“But if the KRG is serious in supporting this board we can do many things for the women of Kurdistan.”
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The Iraqi Kurdistan city of Sulaimaniyah is heading for a tense election that analysts say could settle the fate of
the region’s dominant party, and of a new bloc trying to unseat it.
At least 11 people have been injured this month in street-fighting involving the security forces and rival supporters from the opposition Change list and the incumbent Patriotic Union of Kurdistan, PUK. Gunfire is often
heard at night, though much of it appears to be aimed skywards.
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Fearing violence between armed supporters, the authorities have imposed a ban on campaigning between 9 pm
and 6 am. Sulaimaniyah is the only Iraqi province with a campaign curfew, which party supporters are violating
nightly.
In the evening hours, the city’s main thoroughfare fills up with hot-blooded young men, chanting provocative
political slogans or cruising by in cars, watched by scores of riot policemen.
Iraq’s nationwide parliamentary elections on March 7 are seen within Sulaimaniyah as the ultimate contest for
control of the city.
For decades, the city and the province that shares its name have been the power base of the PUK. The party is
fighting this election on the joint Kurdistani Alliance ticket alongside its onetime rival and current partner in government, the Kurdistan Democratic Party, KDP.
In an election last July for the semi-autonomous region’s parliament, the newly formed Change list cut heavily
into the PUK’s majority with a campaign that played on discontent over perceived corruption and cronyism in the
government.
Change, known as Goran in Kurdish, secured nearly a quarter of the seats in parliament, making it the region’s
main opposition group. Since June, the rivalry between Change and the PUK has intensified. Activists continue to
confront each other in the streets, while their leaders trade accusations of betraying the Kurdish cause.
As the two groups enter this election, analysts say the stakes are higher than ever.
“In the previous election, the PUK didn’t know the size of the opposition. This time around, it knows what it’s
up against—so the contest is more tense,” said Rebwar Karim, a political science instructor at Sulaimaniyah
University.
With 17 seats in the 325-seat Baghdad parliament, Sulaimaniyah province is an important prize for Kurdish
leaders.
Butan Amedi, a Kurdish political observer based in the United States, said the PUK could not afford to lose
seats in Baghdad, as this would leave it with little real power besides the control of Sulaimaniyah’s provincial
administration.
“For the PUK, this election is about political survival. For Goran, it’s about continuing their movement to
expand their influence in Baghdad,” he said.
Defeat for the PUK in Sulaimaniyah could also alter the political equation within Iraqi Kurdistan, leaving the
weakened party unable to justify its place as an equal partner in its power-sharing agreement with the KDP.
Both sides say they are applying lessons learnt from the previous campaign in June.
“This time round, we’re more experienced,” said Osman Barani, a Change leader. “We’ve opened campaign
offices in the most of the city’s districts.”
Barani added that his list was better prepared to combat possible electoral violations by the dominant alliance.
Change alleged widespread fraud in last year’s regional elections, though this was denied by the parties that won
the vote.
The PUK also appears to have adapted its tactics in Sulaimaniyah, with an attempt to emphasise the party’s
local origins. On the streets, fans of the PUK were far more likely to be seen waving the green flag of their party,
rather than the colours of the Kurdistani Alliance to which it now belongs.
Farid Asasard, a member of the party’s leadership committee, said it would not campaign on behalf of its
coalition partner, the KDP, as it had done in June—a strategy thought to have alienated many PUK supporters
who fought the KDP during Iraqi Kurdistan’s bloody civil war in the 1990s.
“This time, our grassroots are running the election campaign,” Asasard added. “We, as leaders of the PUK, are
not showing ourselves.”
Zana Mohammed, the head of Sulaimaniyah’s security committee, said police and anti-riot teams were taking
up joint positions at likely flashpoints in the city.
The conspicuous presence of heavily armed, uniformed men has proved contentious, however. Change says the
security forces are largely loyal to the PUK, and their presence is intended to intimidate its supporters—a charge
the PUK denies.
Eleven people were injured on February 16 in a skirmish involving Change supporters who had gathered outside a PUK office in the city. According to Mohammed Tofiq, a Change leader, his list’s supporters were attacked
by a counter-terrorism unit loyal to the PUK.
However, Arif Rushdi, a member of the PUK’s leadership committee, denied any such force was involved and
demanded evidence to back up Change’s allegation.
Some of the injured Change supporters were later detained on suspicion of attacking the PUK office, a police
official told IWPR. All have now been freed from custody, the official said.
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On February 18, clashes were again reported as a convoy carrying a PUK leader crossed the city’s main street.
Change supporters accused the leader’s bodyguards of attacking them, while the PUK said the list’s supporters
had thrown stones at their vehicles.
Aram Kamal, a 25-year-old taxi driver, said he had stopped parking on the main thoroughfare because he
feared the violence would worsen.
“I’m worried about people throwing acid at my car. I’m fed up with them,” he said.
6

Leaders of Iraqi Kurdistan’s government and opposition have commended IWPR’s reporting of allegations that
public sector workers have been persecuted for their politics.
The report, “Kurdish Opposition Say Supporters Targetted In Workplace”, included claims that hundreds of
military and security personnel had been fired or punished on suspicion of supporting the opposition Change list.
Government officials interviewed in the story denied the charge and said the allegations would be investigated.
“The IWPR report has dealt with the subject objectively and impartially compared to other media outlets,” Jalal Karim, an undersecretary in the region’s interior ministry, said.
“All sides have been quoted and all have had their say. … We will see the issue another way from now on.”
Karim reiterated that the allegations were being investigated.
“We have decided to investigate all those who have been fired or moved. Anyone who has been wronged will
be afforded their full rights.”
A senior official from the Change list said IWPR’s report was “successful and had maintained balance”.
“This story is distinct from other reports because it has taken the opinion of both sides into account,” Zana
Rauf, a Change deputy, said.
“Such reports make it harder for citizens’ rights to be violated. They give citizens the hope that their views and
problems will be conveyed accurately to the outside world.”
Elections in Iraqi Kurdistan this summer saw Change emerge as a powerful opposition group, weakening the
dominance of a coalition formed of the Patriotic Union of Kurdistan, PUK, and Kurdistan Democratic Party, KDP.
Change was created earlier this year from a breakaway PUK faction. It campaigned on the promise to fight
corruption and cronyism in Kurdish politics.
Most media outlets in the region are affiliated to one of its political factions. Throughout the elections and beyond, they have carried reports accusing political rivals of persecuting their supporters.
IWPR’s story carried interviews with public sector employees who said their working conditions had been altered after the election, apparently over their support for the opposition group.
They typically complained of having been transferred, reassigned or fired without any formal explanation.
Government officials quoted in the story denied the charges. The dismissal of certain security officials was defended on the grounds that their sympathy for Change had compromised their ability to do their job.
Sadi Ahmed Pira, a member of the PUK’s politburo, said IWPR’s report was “important to the public” as it
gave space to all sides of the debate.
He added that other media outlets had incorrectly reported the dismissal of government employees. The authorities had only fired senior officials who owed their appointment to the PUK but had changed sides to support
Change, he said.
Both Pira and Karim stressed that a government panel set up to investigate the complaints should be allowed to
complete its work.
Karim said several security officials who lost their jobs after the election had been the bodyguards of Change
leaders, who had prevented them from returning to work.
He said interior ministry rules prohibit security officials from being absent for more than three days without
leave.
“We will give back their jobs on the condition that they return to work,” he said. “We will not forcibly fire
anyone who adheres to the law.”
Rauf warned that Change would take further action if it disagreed with the findings of the investigation into
claims of unfair dismissal.
“We have considered a tougher stance if all [the sacked employees] are not afforded their rights,” he said.
Kurdish media reports over the last month say an unspecified number of employees fired after the election
have been returning to their jobs.
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Khalil Mohammed’s personal history haunted him on election day.
The former Kurdish guerrilla fought for the Patriotic Union of Kurdistan, PUK, in Iraqi Kurdistan’s bloody
civil war. He was outside Erbil when the rival Kurdistan Democratic Party, KDP, backed by the Iraqi army, drove
the PUK out of what is today the region’s capital, effectively splitting Iraqi Kurdistan in two.
Iraqi Kurdistan’s four-year civil conflict ended in 1998, but the impact of the war weighs on Mohammed and
others who say they took their bitter memories to the ballot box last week.
“KDP peshmergas (guerrilla fighters) killed my friends and close relatives. They were chasing and starving
us,” said Mohammed, who lives in the oil-rich town of Taqtaq.
“When I recalled those days I could not vote for [Kurdistan region president] Massoud Barzani because he is
the president of KDP.”
The civil war divided Kurdistan into KDP- and PUK-controlled territories, with the central and western provinces of Erbil and Dohuk going to the KDP. Sulaimaniyah, Iraqi Kurdistan’s largest province, became the PUK’s
stronghold.
After running separate governments for years, the two parties became political allies, formed a government in
Erbil in 2006 and attempted to erase the lines that divided the provinces. Yet the regionalism and partisanship that
was exacerbated by the civil war is still evident, and tensions still exist.
Preliminary results from last week’s polls in Iraqi Kurdistan indicate that president Massoud Barzani was reelected with nearly 70 per cent of the votes. However, he faced an unprecedented challenge from Kamal Mirawdeli, a dark-horse independent candidate and UK-based intellectual who drummed up support in Sulaimaniyah.
A group formed by dissident PUK leaders, Change, made big gains in the parliamentary race in Sulaimaniyah
but little headway in the KDP-controlled provinces of Erbil and Duhok. While Change claims it was robbed of
votes in KDP territories, the coalition’s officials admit that Change had the least street support in Dohuk, KDP’s
stronghold.
Change says it wants to break the hegemony of the two parties, but the PUK and KDP say that Kurds are best
served—and united—under their care. They cite in part their ability to move past the civil war.
Change is led by several senior former PUK officials and headed by Nawshirwan Mustafa, who founded the PUK
with Iraqi president Jalal Talabani in 1975.
Mustafa served as a senior PUK guerrilla and political leader, but his role during the civil war is unclear. He
left for Europe during the conflict, reportedly due to internal party disputes.
As a PUK founder who never officially left the party. Mustafa has been criticised for being an insider who
played a part in creating the problems he now says he wants to fix. The KDP and PUK, which lead Iraqi Kurdistan’s government, are blamed for not providing services and allowing corruption and nepotism to spread for decades.
One former KDP guerrilla fighter in Erbil, who asked not to be named, is a critic of PUK and KDP, saying he
lost his faith in both parties during the civil war.
“The fighting is over, for now,” he said. “But the civil war is still inside every member in the KDP and PUK.
People don’t vote for someone, they vote against someone. It is just a matter of time until the civil war starts
again.”
He is also not a fan of Mustafa. “Nawshirwan is a PUK member too. We need a neutral leader to start a fresh
new party—not an ex-[leader]. Nawshirwan is one of them,” he said.
Sadi Ahmad Pira, a senior PUK leader, said frustrations with the government and the parties hurt Barzani’s
support in Sulaimaniyah more than old PUK-KDP rivalries.
Pira said senior party leaders have overcome their parties’ rivalries but the divisions “are still persistent”
among lower-level party members.
During the civil war, KDP loyalists in Sulaimaniyah fled for Erbil or Duhok while PUK supporters relocated to
Sulaimaniyah. Many were pushed out of their homes but returned to their home provinces after the war.
Families were also divided, with some refusing marriages that crossed party lines.
Pira said KDP and PUK supporters still face discrimination in the strongholds of the other, though it is now
less widespread. He said that the legacy will only be changed once Kurds enjoy better services and quality of life
—two key issues trumpeted by many candidates during the campaign.
Change’s election success dealt a blow to the PUK, with many now wondering whether a new rivalry will
emerge between the KDP and Change.
While the region’s leaders have sought to set their civil war difference aside, preferring now to battle each
other on the political stage, some believe they’ve done little to reconcile ordinary Kurds who suffered during the
conflict.
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“Substantial efforts have not been made with the public,” said Asos Hardi, general manager of the independent
newspaper Awene.
“Those who lost their sons and daughters or whose houses have been looted have not had reconciliation. That
was reflected in the election.”
Hardi said post-election attacks on the Erbil offices of Change and of the Kurdistan Islamic Union, a moderate
Islamist party, showed "the mindset of the civil war is still guiding Kurdish individuals”.
Kurdistan’s prime minister Nechirvan Barzani blamed the violence on anarchist Kurdistani list supporters, dismisssing allegations that the attacks were backed by the KDP.
But Hardi argued that people are gradually overcoming divisions drawn during the civil war.
He said, for instance, a significant number of voters crossed traditional regional and party lines, for instance by
supporting Change in the KDP stronghold of Erbil or by voting for Barzani in PUK-dominated Sulaimaniyah.
Hardi believes that the country’s politicians could also do more to serve the whole region not just their constituencies. He said Barzani must show he represents all Iraqi Kurds, including those from other parties who did not
vote for him.
Khalil, the teacher from Taqtaq, agreed.
“I hope they take steps to serve us,” he said, “and that they don’t repeat the Nineties.”
Abdul Kareem Assad, a taxi driver and a passionate supporter of the KDP, said Kurds should “overcome their
greed and unite as one nation, not [be divided among] tribes and classes.
“But I don’t think they will ever change. Kurds are Kurds.”
Shorish Khalid is an IWPR-trained journalist in Sulaimaniyah.
Nabaz Jalal is an IWPR-trained journalist in Erbil.\fn{ Below: The Al Nida Mosque, Baghdad, Baghdad Governorate, Iraq}
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The Armenian church, Baghdad, Baghdad Governorate, Iraq

The Um Al-Qura Mosque, Baghdad, Baghdad Governorate, Iraq
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The Newish Mosque, Baghdad, Baghdad Governorate, Iraq

The Syriac Cathedral of Our Lady of Deliverance, Baghdad, Baghdad Governorate, Iraq
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The Grand Mosque, Baghdad, Baghdad Governorate, Iraq: below, emerging from the morning mist
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The 14th of Ramadan Mosque, Baghdad, Baghdad Governorate, Iraq

The Kadhimiya Mosque, Baghdad, Baghdad Governorate, Iraq: two views below
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141

The Hayder Khana Mosque, Baghdad, Baghdad Governorate, Iraq; below, a mosque in Baghdad
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The Cathedral of the Orthodox Syrian Church in Kirkuk, Kirkuk Governorate, Iraq: three views
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Rakok, the Great Light Mosque, Kirkuk, Kirkuk Governorate, Iraq
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The 14th Day of Ramadan Mosque, Firdos Square, Kirkuk, Kirkuk Governorate, Iraq

The Cathedral of St. Joseph, of the Chaldean Eparchy of Ankawa, Ebril Governoratae, Iraq
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The Grand Mosque, Erbil, Erbil Governorate, Iraq

The caption reads: “We sroll from our hotel [in Erbil, May, 2013], past lots of construction, to the charming
historic city center where the ancient Citadel is being restored and down below the fountains are soaring.
People are smiling, curious, somewhat shy, and welcoming. Beautiful new square with many fountains at
the base of the historic old Citadel.
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The Jalil Al Khayat Mosque, Erbil, Erbil Governorate, Iraq: three views
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The Imam Ali Mosque, Najaf, Najaf Governorate, Iraq: two views
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The Shrine of the Imam Ali, Najaf, Najaf Governorate, Iraq: three details and one complete image
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The Hasawiyah Mosque in Basra, Basra Governorate, Iraq
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The Grand Mosque, Ramadi, Al Anbar Governorate, Iraq: two views
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The Great Mosque, Samara, Saladin Governorate, Iraq: two views below
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A mosque in Nasiyirah, Dhi Qar Governorate, Iraq
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The Great Mosque, Mosul, Nineveh Governorate, Iraq: two views
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The Church of St. George, Bartella, Nineveh Governorate, Iraq

A mosque in Amarah, Maysan Goverenorate Iraq
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The Church of St. Ith Llaha, Dohuk, Dohuk Governorate, Iraq

The Church of St. George, Hezany, Dohuk Governorate, Iraq

157

A mosque in Al-Kut, Wasit Governorate, Iraq

A mosque in Suluymaniyah, Suluymaniyah Governorate, Iraq
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A mosque in Samawah, Muthanna Governorate, Iraq

The Al Abbas Mosque, Karbala, Karbala Governorate, Iraq
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The Imam Husayn Mosque, Karbala, Karbala Governorate, Iraq

A mosque in Khanaqin, Khanaquin, Al-Qādisiyyag Governorate, Iraq
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The Saolman Farsi Mosque, Salman Pak, Babil Governorate, Iraq

An Armenian Church in Khanaqin, Diyala Governorate, Iraq
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The Grand Mosque in Halabja, Halabja Governorate, Iraq

The caption reads: “The ancient lighthouse of Kormul Mosque built by Imam Omar Ibn Al Khattab may
Allah be pleased with him” [Halabja Governorate, Iraq]
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