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This new English version of The Arabian Nights (also known as The
Thousand and One Nights) is the first complete translation of the Arabic
text known as the Macnaghten edition or Calcutta II since Richard
Burton’s famous translation of it in 1885-8. A great achievement in its
time, Burton’s translation nonetheless contained many errors, and even
in the 1880s his English read strangely.

In this new edition, in addition to Malcolm Lyons’s translation of all
the stories found in the Arabic text of Calcutta II, Ursula Lyons has
translated the tales of Aladdin and Ali Baba, as well as an alternative
ending to ‘The seventh journey of Sindbad’, from Antoine Galland’s
eighteenth-century French. (For the Aladdin and Ali Baba stories no
original Arabic text has survived and consequently these are classed as
‘orphan stories’.)

The text appears in three volumes, each with an introduction, which,
in Volume 1, discusses the strange nature of the Nights; in Volume 2,
their history and provenance; and, in Volume 3, the influence the tales
have exerted on writers through the centuries. Volume 1 also includes an
explanatory note on the translation, a note on the text and an
introduction to the ‘orphan stories’ (‘Editing Galland’), in addition to a
chronology and suggestions for further reading. Footnotes, a glossary

and maps appear in all three volumes.



As often happens in popular narrative, inconsistencies and
contradictions abound in the text of the Nights. It would be easy to
emend these, and where names have been misplaced this has been done
to avoid confusion. Elsewhere, however, emendations for which there is
no textual authority would run counter to the fluid and uncritical spirit
of the Arabic narrative. In such circumstances no changes have been

made.
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The Christians of medieval Europe believed Asia to be a region of
fabulous riches, strange marvels and wise sages. Cannibals and dog-
headed men dwelt there and lambs grew from the soil as plants. The
Travels of Sir John de Mandeville, written sometime between 1357 and
1371, gave an account of the marvels of Asia that was supposedly based
on the author’s journeyings. However, Mandeville’s Travels was no kind
of Rough Guide to Asia, providing reliable information for prospective
travellers. It was, rather, a work of entertainment in which interesting
facts were mixed in with even more interesting fictions. Some of the
wonders conjured up by Mandeville are common to The Arabian Nights
and to The Seven Voyages of Sindbad. These include the giant bird known
as the rukh, the Amazon warrior women, the Magnetic Mountain, the
Fountain of Youth and the earthly paradise.

In later centuries, Galland, Lane and Burton were to use their
translations of The Arabian Nights as vehicles for instructive glosses and
footnotes about Islamic and Arab manners and customs. But medieval
Christian storytellers were not so interested in such things, and they had
little sense of the otherness of the Arab world. They did not compose or
adapt stories featuring veiled women, harems, eunuchs and camels.
There seems to have been no attempt to produce a translation of the

Nights that might have served any educational purpose. Instead,



individual storytelling items were absorbed piecemeal by medieval
European romancers and added to their fictional repertoire. Detached
from Shahrazad’s frame, such plot motifs, images or accessories — for
example, the flying carpet — even reached as far as Iceland.

The unfinished ‘Squire’s Tale’ in Chaucer’s Canterbury Tales (1387-
1400) provides one example of how all sorts of bits and pieces were
taken from the Nights and other Oriental sources, yet the story as a
whole is unmistakably European and reveals no interest at all in the real
Orient. In Tartarye (the Mongol lands) there was a great king called
Cambyuskan. An envoy from Arabia brought him gifts, including a horse
of brass, a mirror, a gold ring and a sword. The mirror and the ring were
for the king’s daughter Canacee. The mirror allows the viewer to see
danger and to detect falsehood in a woman. The sword can cut through
armour and deliver wounds that cannot be cured save by the application
of the flat of the same sword. The ring permits its wearer to understand
the language of birds; hence Canacee is able to hear a female falcon
lament about how she has been deserted by a tercel (male hawk).
Canacee nurses the bird, which has swooned from grief, and, shortly
after this episode, ‘The Squire’s Tale’ breaks off.

It is impossible to know how the story as a whole would have
developed further and what part the horse, mirror and sword would
have played in it. However, the deserted female falcon features in the
Nights stories of Ardashir and Hayat al-Nufus and of Taj al-Muluk and
Princess Dunya. From the Nights tales we can deduce that Canacee,
having heard the female falcon’s story, will come to distrust all men and
rebuff their approaches, until some prince completes the story by

showing how the male hawk did not deliberately abandon the female,



but was seized by a bigger raptor, such as a kite. Once Canacee
understands the full story, she will accept the prince’s suit.

The mechanical horse and the magic mirror that feature in “The
Squire’s Tale’ also have their precursors in Nights stories. But this is not
the place to track down and examine each and every example of Arab
stories and images that appeared in the romances of medieval and
Renaissance Europe. Orlando Furioso, the mock-heroic epic composed by
Ludovico Ariosto and published in 1532, provides a striking example of
the adaptation of a Nights story, almost certainly via an Italian
intermediary source. One of the great classics of European literature, it is
set in the time of Charlemagne and recounts the struggles of Orlando
(Roland) and others of Charlemagne’s paladins against the Saracens and
pagans. Their destinies cross with those of distressed damsels, sorcerers
and monsters. In Canto 28, an innkeeper recounts to Rodomont the story
of two kings, Astolfo and Iocondo, who were betrayed by their wives
with a knave and a dwarf respectively. Eventually the kings accept the
propensity of women to be unfaithful. Rodomont, having listened to the
innkeeper, is forced to accept that there is no limit to women’s wiles.
Evidently the innkeeper’s story is an adaptation of the story with which
the Nights opens, the tale of how Shahriyar and Shah Zaman were
betrayed by their adulterous wives and how, after a sexual encounter
with a woman, supposedly kept under guard by a jinni, they come to
recognize that there is no such thing as a faithful woman.

Arab, Persian and Turkish stories percolated into Europe, carried there
perhaps by sailors, merchants and prisoners of war. Spain and Sicily
were important as channels of transmission for Arab and Islamic culture,

while another region where Muslim and Christian alternately fought one



another or lived together in uneasy coexistence was the Balkans. The
degree to which Arabian Nights stories were known by Balkan and Greek
Christians and transmitted by them prior to the publication of Galland’s
French translation has yet to be properly investigated. But a version of
‘Ali Baba and the Forty Thieves’ circulated in the Balkans (though ‘Ali
Baba’ was one of Galland’s ‘orphan stories’ for which no Arabic original
has been found). Nights tales also circulated in Romania, and there was a
Vlach version of the story of Hasan of Basra. In 1835, Alexander
Kinglake, author of the high-spirited travel masterpiece Eothen, set out
for the Holy Land and Egypt and, at one stage of his journey, took a
Greek boat from Smyrna to Cyprus. One of the things that struck him
was the Greek crew’s fondness for long stories. These were ‘mostly
founded upon oriental topics, and in one of them I recognized with some
alteration, an old friend of The Arabian Nights. I inquired as to the source
from which the story had been derived, and the crew all agreed that it
had been handed down unwritten from Greek to Greek.” (Kinglake went
on to speculate, provocatively and foolishly, that the Nights as a whole
might have a Greek rather than an Oriental origin.) It is clear that some
of the Nights stories circulated in oral form in Ottoman-occupied Greece
and came via Turkish versions.

Romanians, Bulgarians, Albanians, Greeks and others could have
become familiar with Nights stories via translations made from Arabic or
Syriac. But it is perhaps more likely that they came to the stories in
Turkish versions produced during the Ottoman period. Although the
main corpus of The Arabian Nights was not translated into any European
language until the eighteenth century, a substantial section had been

translated into Turkish at a remarkably early date by Abdi in 1429 under



the title Binbir Gece (‘Thousand and One Nights’). Several other
translations were later made into Turkish and these survive in various
manuscripts. One in the British Library, apparently dating from the
seventeenth century, has the ‘night stories’ told by Shahrazad, or rather
‘Shehzad’ as she features in Turkish. These stories include the hunchback
cycle, but the ‘night stories’ are interleaved with ‘day stories’ related by
another narrator about the great Sufi saint Junayd. There is also the ten-
volume Beyani manuscript of 1636, a translation of the Nights into
Turkish made on the orders of Murad IV. This manuscript was purchased
by Galland and brought by him to Paris; it is currently in the
Bibliotheque Nationale. It is possible that Galland consulted this Turkish
manuscript in order to supplement the material in the fifteenth-century
Arabic manuscript he was translating from.

Galland’s translation was rather free and stories were edited in order
to conform to eighteenth-century French standards of decorum and
refinement. He also conceived of the publication of these stories as
having a twofold purpose: they would not only give readers instruction
about the manners and customs of Oriental peoples, but those readers
would ‘benefit from the examples of virtues and vices’ contained in the
stories. His French translation appeared in 1704-17 as Les Mille et une
nuits and it was in turn swiftly translated into English, German, Italian
and most of Europe’s leading languages. Adaptations, parodies, pastiches
and other works inspired in one way or another by the Nights followed
its publication. These included Jacques Cazotte’s Les Mille et une fadaises
(1742), Crébillon fils’s Le Sopha (1742), Denis Diderot’s Les Bijoux
indiscrets (1748), Voltaire’s Zadig (1748), Samuel Johnson’s Rasselas
(1759), John Hawkesworth’s Almoran and Hamet (1761), James Ridley’s



Tales of the Genii (1764) and Cazotte’s Le Diable amoureux (1772). The
majority of these publications echoed Galland’s earnest purpose in that
their narratives offered improving examples of the ‘virtues and vices’.

France and, more precisely, Paris in the early eighteenth century had a
central role as the arbiter of taste and civilization. In his introduction to
Spells of Enchantment: The Wondrous Fairy of Western Culture (1991), Jack
Zipes, a leading authority on the history of the fairy tale, having noted
this, goes on to remark of Galland’s translation that ‘the literary fairy
tale became an acceptable social symbolic form through which
conventionalized motifs, characters, and plots were selected, composed,
arranged, and rearranged to comment on the civilizing process and to
keep alive the possibility of miraculous change and a sense of
wonderment’. In the centuries that followed the French publication of
the Nights, the stories were imitated, parodied and emulated. Some
writers imitated the manner; others merely borrowed a few Oriental
props or phrases. Words such as ‘carbuncle’, ‘talisman’ and ‘hieroglyphic’
and phrases such as ‘Barmecide feast’ and ‘Aladdin’s cave’ were part of
the common stock of literary bric-a-brac from a cultural attic. In more
modern times, writers have played intertextual games with the original
stories. Often overt or covert reference to the Nights has been used as a
kind of literary echo chamber in order to give depth to a more modern
story.

For some eighteenth-century authors, the stories of the Nights were not
moralistic enough and they laboriously ‘improved’ them; for others in
the nineteenth and twentieth centuries, the stories were not erotic
enough. From the second half of the nineteenth century onwards, the

existence of The Arabian Nights was also to serve as a kind of licensing



authority, permitting literary fantasy, eroticism and violence. Later, from
the mid twentieth century onwards, there have been many attempts by
women writers to redress the injustice of Shahriyar’s treatment of
women and his threat to execute Shahrazad as well as to reply to the
fairly pervasive misogyny of the medieval Arab stories.

Translated versions of the Nights influenced in different ways such
well-known writers as Joseph Addison, Samuel Johnson, Voltaire,
William Beckford, Samuel Taylor Coleridge, Marcel Proust, Jorge Luis
Borges and John Barth (and I have discussed the nature of the various
influences in my Arabian Nights: A Companion, 2004). The account of the
influence of the Nights that follows will concentrate on a small handful
of selected examples from British and French literature, but, of course,
the influence of the Nights spread more widely and any truly
comprehensive account of its influence would also need to discuss such
figures as the Germans, Johann Wolfgang Goethe, Hugo von
Hofmannstahl and Ernst Junger, the Danes Adam Oehlenschlager and
Hans Christian Andersen, the Italian Italo Calvino and the Japanese
Yukio Mishima. It would also cover the impact of the Nights on modern
Arabic literature. In the Arabic-speaking world, the Nights, because of its
colloquial style, frequently incorrect Arabic and occasional bawdiness,
used not to enjoy a high reputation. However, from the twentieth
century onwards and following the acclamation of Western writers and
intellectuals, many of the Arab world’s most famous writers have
championed the Nights, praised the liberating qualities of imaginative
fiction and pastiched its themes. They include Tawfiq al-Hakim, Taha
Hussein, Jabra Ibrahim Jabra, Naguib Mahfouz and Edwar Kharrat. ‘We

are a doomed people, so regale us with amusing stories’ is the bitter



reflection of the narrator in the Sudanese writer Tayeb Salih’s Season of
Migration to the North (originally published in Arabic in 1966). This
remarkable novel — one of the finest, perhaps the finest ever to have been
written in Arabic, about traditional values, colonialism, cross-cultural
sexual encounters and much else — draws complex parallels with the
Nights, its protagonist a modern avatar of Shahriyar, driven to kill the
women with whom he sleeps.

In eighteenth-century Britain, the influence the Nights exercised on
young people, some of whom were destined to go on to become
novelists, was redoubled by the many imitations and pastiches that were
published. These included John Hawkesworth’s aforementioned Almoran
and Hamet (1761), William Beckford’s Vathek (1786) and Thomas
Gueulette’s early eighteenth-century, mock-Oriental Tartar, Moghul and
Chinese tales (written in French, but translated into English). But one
English mock-Oriental story collection was of particular importance. This
was Tales of the Genii: or The Delightful Lessons of Horam, the Son of Asmar
(1764) by the Reverend James Ridley. In this book, Ridley, who had
served as an army chaplain in India, sought to promote ‘the true
doctrines of morality under the delightful allegories of romantic
enchantment’. Those ‘true doctrines’ were of course Christian and
Protestant. Ridley’s tales contain a lot of sorcery, magical
transformations, genii, richly decorated palaces and all the conventional
settings and trappings of the Orient. His heroes and heroines pass
through many ordeals and unmask all sorts of enchantments in order to
discover virtues that are veiled by appearances. The book, with its heavy
freight of Christian doctrine and moralizing, does not read well today,

but it was enormously popular in the eighteenth and nineteenth



centuries and, as we shall see, it helped form the youthful imaginations
of better writers.

Responses to the Nights over the centuries were shaped by changes in
society and taste. The Romantics were less interested than their
predecessors in the moral lessons to be drawn from the Arabian stories,
but enthusiastic about the wonders of magic, the exotic, and the sublime
qualities of the vast and wild. Moreover, the Nights came to be associated
with childhood reading and the opening up of the imagination that came
from it. ‘Should children be permitted to read romances, and relations of
giants and magicians and genii?’ Coleridge asked (in a letter to Thomas
Poole in 1797), before answering: ‘I know all that has been said against
it; but I have formed my faith in the affirmative. I know of no other way
of giving the mind a love of the Great and the Whole.’ (The first
selection of tales from the Nights made specifically for children was
published by Elizabeth Newberry in 1791.)

William Wordsworth’s The Prelude or, Growth of a Poet’s Mind (1850) is
an autobiographical poem in blank verse, in which the poet searches for
past sources of joy and recalls his childhood, including his youthful
reading. In the course of this, he praises the authors of pulp fiction: ‘Ye
dreamers, then, / Forgers of lawless tales! we bless you then’. He
believed that Arabian and similar tales were ‘eminently useful in calling
forth intellectual power’ (as expressed in a letter of 1845). In the fifth
book of The Prelude, he writes:

A precious treasure had I long possessed,
A little yellow, canvas-covered book,

A slender abstract of the Arabian tales...



The Brontés — Emily, Charlotte, Anne and Bramwell — all read the
Nights when young. Ridley’s Tales of the Genii also exercised a powerful
influence on their youthful imaginations and the four children called
themselves the ‘Genii’. Charlotte and Bramwell constructed an imaginary
kingdom called Angria and wrote stories about it, while Emily and Anne
composed poems about another imaginary kingdom, Gondal. Both the
stories and the poems drew upon Oriental and pseudo-Oriental tales.

‘T took a book — some Arabian tales.” This description of what Jane did
after a conversation with Mr Brocklehurst at Gateshead is one of several
explicit references to the Nights in Charlotte Bronté’s Jane Eyre (1847).
To take another example, Rochester’s horse is called Mesrour — derived
from ‘Masrur’, the name of the eunuch who accompanies Harun al-
Rashid on his nocturnal explorations of Baghdad in the Nights. More
profoundly, such incidental and trivial references are surely intended to
suggest that, in its broadest outline, Jane Eyre is patterned on the frame
story of the Nights. Jane is a kind of reincarnation of Shahrazad, talking
and teaching for her future. Correspondingly, Rochester is Shahriyar, an
embittered despot who distrusts women (though he is, of course, also a
kind of Bluebeard, presiding over a great house with a locked chamber).
In fact, Jane refers to him as ‘sultan’. The novel is, in short, the story of
how the autocratic sultan is tamed by a good woman (subsequently the
theme of so many women’s romances).

Emily Bronté’s Wuthering Heights (1847) also contains many explicit
references to the Nights, as Nelly Dean assumes the role of a latter-day
Shahrazad, while Lockwood is a kind of avatar of Shahriyar. Early on in
the novel, Catherine pretends to herself that she is like a merchant with

his caravan — such as the merchant in the Nights story of the merchant



and the jinni — but whereas the merchant’s expedition leads him to a
dangerous encounter with the jinni, who wants to kill him, Catherine’s
leads her to meet the demonic Heathcliff. Heathcliff is several times
compared to a ghoul. On the other hand, Nelly Dean fancies that
Heathcliff might be an Oriental prince in disguise. More important,
perhaps, than specific references to the Nights, was the licence that the
Arabic stories conferred for the wildness and passion that characterizes
the storytelling of both Jane Eyre and Wuthering Heights.

In Charles Dickens: A Critical Study (1898), the nineteenth-century
novelist and essayist George Gissing wrote about Dickens’s novels in the

following terms:

Oddly enough, Dickens seems to make more allusions to the Arabian Nights than to any
other book or author... Where the ordinary man sees nothing but everyday habit, Dickens
is filled with the perception of marvellous possibilities. Again and again he has put the
spirit of the Arabian Nights into his pictures of life by the river Thames... He sought for
wonders amid the dreary life of common streets; and perhaps in this direction was also
encouraged when he made acquaintance with the dazzling Eastern fables, and took them

alternately with that more solid nutriment of the eighteenth-century novel.

Dickens, who read the Nights as a boy, was delighted by the stories,
but his pleasure in Oriental storytelling was also fuelled by his passion
for Ridley’s tales. As a child, Dickens composed a tragic drama, Misnar,
The Sultan of India, based one of the stories in Tales of the Genii,
essentially the story of an Indian prince’s struggle to retain his throne
against challenges presented by his ambitious brother assisted by seven
genii and the illusions conjured up by them.

The power of Ridley’s story stayed with Dickens throughout his life.
Towards the end of Great Expectations (1861), Pip reflects on how,



without his foreknowledge, everything is slowly but inexorably moving
in such a way to bring catastrophe suddenly upon his head: ‘In the
Eastern story, the heavy slab that was to fall on the bed of state in the
flush of conquest was slowly wrought out of the quarry, the tunnel for
the rope to hold it in its place was slowly carried through leagues of
rock...” The reference is to the story of Misnar and his wise counsellor
who design a pavilion with a great stone slab set above it to trap and kill
two evil enchanters. At one point in the The Old Curiosity Shop (1841),
Dick Swiveller wakes up in a strange bed: ‘If this is not a dream, I have
woke up, by mistake, in a dream in an Arabian Night, instead of a
London one.’ Likewise, David Copperfield, who as a schoolboy is
compelled by the domineering Steerforth to tell stories late at night,
compares his fate to that of Shahrazad. (And, of course, since Dickens
both published many of his novels in serial form and gave readings from
them, it would be natural for him to think of himself as a latter-day male
version of Shahrazad.) It would be very easy to go on listing overt and
covert references to the Nights and to Ridley’s ersatz version elsewhere in
Dickens’s works. What is more important is the feel of the Nights stories
and their impalpable but pervasive influence over Dickens’s fantastical
plots with their moralizing outcomes. Enigmatic philanthropists cloaked
in disguise walk the streets at night following in the footsteps of Harun
al-Rashid. Baghdad is reconfigured as London, and the Dickensian city of
mysteries and marvellous possibilities teems with grotesque characters
who may be distant descendants of the hunchback or of the barber’s
seven disabled brothers.

In George Eliot’s Daniel Deronda (1876), in large part a novel about

the Jewish people and their future prospects, she nevertheless makes



frequent use of references to The Arabian Nights in order to heighten the
Oriental feel of the novel. In particular, the protagonist, Daniel Deronda,
is repeatedly compared to Qamar al-Zaman, the prince who, because of
his education, is suspicious of women (and in Lane’s translation is so
handsome that he is ‘a temptation unto lovers, a paradise to the
desirous’). Correspondingly, the Jewess Mira is compared to Princess
Budur, who is fated to marry Qamar al-Zaman. Throughout the novel,
allusions to the Nights are used not only to suggest the Oriental, but also
the sensual passion that is the theme of so many of its stories.

For a long time, European and Japanese knowledge of The Arabian
Nights was mediated by Galland’s courtly French and there is a sense in
which the Nights in the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries can be
regarded as largely a work of French literature. Its influence on French
literary culture was, if anything, more overpowering than its legacy in
Britain. In his Souvenirs d’égotisme (1832), Stendhal wrote of the Nights: ‘I
would wear a mask with pleasure. I would love to change my name. The
Arabian Nights which I adore occupy more than a quarter of my head.’ It
would probably be fruitless to search Le Rouge et le noir (1830) or La
Chartreuse de Parme (1839) for plots or borrowed props. Nevertheless the
Nights, and in particular its stress on magical powers, did help shape
Stendhal’s image of himself as a novelist. Late in life he awarded himself
magical powers as a writer, including becoming another person (as all
good novelists should strive to do). He wanted to live like Harun in
disguise. (He also wished for the ring of Angelica which conferred
invisibility in Ariosto’s Orlando Furioso.) The power to become invisible,
to assume another’s identity, to read another’s mind — all these staples of

Islamic occultism and storytelling gave Stendhal metaphors for himself



as an observer of humanity and a writer.

The Nights influenced the storytelling of Alexandre Dumas pére at a
more obvious and superficial level. His Le Comte de Monte-Cristo (1845-
6) is a wonderful melodrama of imprisonment, escape, enrichment and
revenge, which was first published as a magazine serial. Dumas worked
with a vocabulary of Oriental fantasy images that was shared with his
readers. In the novel, Edmond Dantes, wrongfully imprisoned as a
Bonapartist conspirator, escapes and, having discovered treasure on the
island of Monte-Cristo, returns to Paris to take revenge on those who put
him in prison.

There are many overt references to the Nights in the novel, but the
most sustained evocation of its Oriental matter comes in chapter thirty-
one, in which a Baron Franz d’Epinay lands on Monte-Cristo on a
venture to encounter smugglers or bandits. Having landed, he
encounters a group of smugglers who are going to roast a goat. They
invite Franz to dine with them, but he can only join them if he is first
blindfolded. The place he is led to is compared by his guide to the caves
of Ali Baba. On being told that it is rumoured that the cave has a door
that only opens to a magic password, Franz exclaims that he has
‘definitely stepped off into a tale from the Thousand and One Nights’.
When the blindfold is removed, he finds himself in a cave furnished
sumptuously in an Oriental style.

He is greeted by a mysterious and strikingly pale man who introduces
himself as Sindbad the Sailor (but he is, of course, the Count of Monte-
Cristo, alias Dantes, a Byronic figure who revels in mystery). Whereupon
Franz decides to take the name Aladdin for the evening. The splendid

dinner is served by Ali, a Nubian mute. In an evening of Eastern



opulence, dinner is followed by hashish paste and, as the hashish takes
effect, Franz drifts off into erotic dreams. He wakes on a bed of heather
in a cave — transported back from Oriental enchantment to mundane
reality.

In the course of the nineteenth century, abridged, bowdlerized and
illustrated versions of The Arabian Nights proliferated and the Nights was
in danger of being classified as merely children’s literature. The fresh
translation from the Arabic into French by Joseph Charles Mardrus was
to reverse that trend — at least for some readers. His highly literary
version had been produced at the urging of the poet Stéphane Mallarmé
and it was published from 1898 to 1904 by La Revue blanche, a
periodical devoted to Symbolism and modernism. Although Mardrus’s
translation was inaccurate, unscholarly and somewhat fraudulent, it read
well and it was a huge hit. André Gide was one of its leading enthusiasts.
In Britain, the poets W. B. Yeats and James Elroy Flecker were among
those who found fresh inspiration in Mardrus.

Jean Cocteau, dandy, enfant terrible, poet, novelist, artist and
filmmaker, was, from his youth onwards, obsessed with the Mardrus
Nights. He founded a literary and artistic magazine, Shéhérazade, which
ran from 1909 to 1911. He was particularly fascinated by the figure of
Shahrazad, the woman who talks for her life, whom he compared to a
snake charmer who plays a flute in front of a cobra in the knowledge
that, if the flute’s melody should cease, the cobra would strike. But, in
some strange way, the young Cocteau, who had passionate fixations for
a succession of beautiful women, but who was coming to terms with his
homosexuality, seems to have regarded Shahrazad as representing the

feminization of the world and therefore a figure to be resisted. His first



volume of verse was entitled La Lampe d’Aladdin (1909). In the preface,
Cocteau wrote: ‘I have wandered amid the gloom of life, with the
marvellous lamp. Young like Aladdin, walking with fearful step, I have
seen fruits, jewels, gleams and shadows. And my heart filled with
illusions, I have wept at the difficulty of giving them to an unbelieving
world.” Cocteau also furnished a preface to an edition of the Nights.
Sensuality, drugs, mirages, the Alexandrian Cabala, all such things were
meat and drink, or rather opium and alcohol, to Cocteau.

But it was not just writers who were inspired by the Mardrus’s
representation of the Nights. When the Ballets Russes presented their
version of Rimsky-Korsakov’s Shéhérazade in Paris in 1909, they
discarded the four-part scenario that Rimsky-Korsakov had provided for
his opus. Instead, quite a different story was substituted that was loosely
modelled on the opening Nights story of Shahriyar’s discovery of his
wife’s infidelity and his bloody vengeance. The story of illicit lust and
violent requital in an opulent, lushly coloured setting echoed the general
tenor of the Mardrus version of the Nights.

In the second half of the twentieth century there was a revival of
interest in the Nights, particularly among writers who were interested in
the opportunities offered for modernist and postmodernist literary
experiments. Jorge Luis Borges, John Barth, Italo Calvino and Angela
Carter are among those who can be mentioned here. Indeed, Angela
Carter was one among many women writers who have been preoccupied
with the role of the female storyteller. A. S. Byatt shares this
preoccupation. In one of her short story collections, The Djinn in the
Nightingale’s Eye (1994), the title story is an account of the encounter of

an ageing narratologist (an academic expert on storytelling) with a djinn



in an hotel room in modern Ankara. The djinn offers her three wishes.
She wishes to be as she was when she last felt good about her body.
Secondly she wishes that the djinn should love her. Finally, she wishes
that the djinn should have his freedom. ‘The Djinn in the Nightingale’s
Eye’ is a story about how stories will outlive us and it plays with
conventions of the fairy-tale genre, using the fairy-tale form as a vehicle
for the exploration of how fairy tales work.

There is no limit to the messages that can be drawn from various
readings and retellings of the stories of The Arabian Nights. When one
reads these stories, one has the impression that one has entered the
engine-room of all stories, where all the possible plots have been
stripped down to their essential elements. One senses also that, just as
Sindbad or the one-eyed princes are the stories they tell about
themselves, so we readers are the sum of our own stories. As the heroine
of ‘The Djinn in the Nightingale’s Eye’ reflects: ‘These tales are not
psychological novels, are not concerned with states of mind or
development of character, but bluntly with Fate, with Destiny, with
what is prepared for human beings.” Not only literature, The Arabian
Nights is and continues to be one of the most inspiring sourcebooks of

literature ever created.

Robert Irwin

London
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SHAHRAZAD CONTINUED:

A story is also told, O fortunate king, that in the city of Shiraz there
was a great king whose name was al-Saif al-A‘zam Shah. He was a
childless old man and so he gathered together wise men and doctors and
told them: ‘I am old and you know my position, the state of my kingdom

and how it is governed. I am afraid of what will happen to my subjects



when I am dead, as I have no son yet.” ‘We shall prepare some drugs to
help you, if Almighty God wills it,” they told him, and when he took
what they produced and lay with his wife, she conceived with the
permission of Almighty God, Who says to something: ‘Be’ and it is. When
the months of her pregnancy had been completed, she gave birth to a
boy as beautiful as the moon who was given the name Ardashir. He grew
up studying science and literature until he reached the age of fifteen.

In Iraq there was a king called ‘Abd al-Qadir who had a daughter as
beautiful as the full moon when it rises, named Hayat al-Nufus. This girl
had such a hatred of men that no one could mention them in her
presence and, although sovereign kings had asked her father for her
hand in marriage, when one of them approached her, she would always
say: ‘I shall never marry and if you force me to do that, I shall kill
myself.” Prince Ardashir heard about her and told his father that he
would like to marry her. The king was sympathetic when he saw that his
son was in love, and every day he would promise to get Hayat al-Nufus
for him as a wife. He sent his vizier off to ask her father for her hand,
but the request was refused. When the vizier got back and told his
master of his failure, the latter was furiously angry and exclaimed: ‘Does
someone in my position send a request to a king to have it refused?’ He
ordered a herald to proclaim that his troops were to bring out their tents
and equip themselves as best they could, even if they had to borrow the
money for their expenses. ‘I shall not draw back,’ he said, ‘until I have
ravaged the lands of King ‘Abd al-Qadir, killed his men, removed all
traces of him and plundered his wealth.’

When Ardashir came to hear of this, he rose from his bed and went to

his father. After kissing the ground before him, he said: ‘Great king, do



not put yourself to any trouble over this...’
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and twentieth
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that when Ardashir came to hear of
this, he went to his father, kissed the ground before him and said: ‘Great
king, do not put yourself to any trouble over this by sending out these
champions and this army and spending your money. You are stronger
than ‘Abd al-Qadir and, if you send this army of yours against him, you
will certainly be able to ravage his lands, kill his fighters and seize his
wealth. He himself will be killed and when his daughter hears that she is
responsible for his death and the deaths of his men, she will kill herself
and because of her I shall die, as I could not live on after her.” “What do
you advise, then, my son?’ his father asked, and Ardashir told him: ‘I
shall set out myself on my own errand. I shall dress as a merchant and
find some way of reaching the princess, after which I shall look to see
how I can get what I want.’ ‘Is this what you choose?’ asked the king,
and when Ardashir said that it was, the king summoned his vizier and
said: ‘Go with my son, the fruit of my heart; help him in his quest;
protect him and use your sound judgement to guide him.” He then gave
Ardashir three hundred thousand gold dinars, gems, ring stones and
jewellery, as well as other goods, treasures and the like.

Ardashir went to his mother, kissed her hands and asked for her

blessing, which she gave him. She then got up quickly and opened her



treasure chests, from which she produced for him valuables such as
necklaces, jewellery, robes and rarities, together with all kinds of other
things, including relics of former kings that had been stored away and
were past all price. The prince then took with him such mamluks,
servants and beasts as would be needed on the journey and elsewhere,
and he and the vizier, together with their companions, dressed as
merchants.

When he had taken leave of his parents, his family and his relations,
he and his party set out across the desert wastes, travelling night and

day. Finding the way long, he recited the following lines:

My passionate longing and lovesickness increase;

There is none to help me against the injuries of Time.

I watch the Pleiades and Arcturus when they rise,

As though in the fervour of my love I worshipped them.

I look for the morning star, and when it comes

I am stirred by passion and my ardour grows.

I swear that I have never changed your love for hate,

And that I am a lover who is left without sleep.

Matching the greatness of my hopes is my increasing weakness;
You have gone, and I have small endurance and few helpers.
But still I shall endure until God reunites us,

To the chagrin of all my envious foes.

When he finished his recitation he swooned away for a time and the
vizier sprinkled him with rosewater. ‘Be patient, prince,” he told him on
his recovery, ‘for with patience comes relief, and here you are on your

way to what you desire.” The vizier continued to soothe and console him



until he regained his composure, and he and his companions pressed on
with their journey. Again, however, disheartened by its length, he

thought of his beloved and recited:

She has long been absent; my cares and my distress increase;
My heart’s blood is aflame with fires of love.

The passion that afflicts me has made my hair turn white,
And tears pour from my eyes.

You are my desire, the goal of all my hopes;

I swear by the Creator, Who fashioned branch and leaf,

I have endured for you, who are my hope,

Such passion as no other lover could endure.

Ask the night to let you know of me,

Whether through all its length my eyelids ever closed.

When he finished his recitation he wept bitterly and complained of the
violence of his passion, and again the vizier soothed and consoled him,
promising him that he would win through to his goal.

After a few more days of travelling, they came after sunrise within
sight of the White City and the vizier told the prince: ‘Good news,
prince. Look, for this is the city that you have been making for.” In his

delight the prince recited:

My two companions, I am a lover sick with passion;

The ardour of my love is always with me.

I moan like a parent who has lost a child, sleepless through grief.
In the dark of night there is none who may pity my love.

The winds that blow here from your land



Bring coolness to my heart.
The tears shed by my eyes are like rain clouds,

And, in their sea, my heart is left to float.

The prince and the vizier then entered the city and asked where wealthy
merchants stayed. They were directed to a khan where they took
lodgings and in which they hired three storerooms. When they had been
given the keys, they opened these up and stored their goods and
possessions in them, after which they rested. The vizier, who had begun

to consider how the prince might set about his quest...
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and twenty-first
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that the prince and the vizier stopped
at the khan, put their goods in the storerooms and lodged their servants
there. They stayed until they were rested, after which the vizier, who
had begun to consider how the prince might set about his quest, then
said to him: ‘Something has occurred to me which, I think, may serve
your purpose, if Almighty God wills it.” ‘Your counsel is always good,’
the prince told him, ‘so do whatever comes to your mind, may God
guide you.” The vizier explained: ‘I propose to hire a shop for you in the
drapers’ market, in which you can sit. Everyone, high and low alike,
finds the need to go to the market and I think that, if people see you

sitting in your shop, they will be drawn towards you and this will help



you to get what you want. For you are a handsome young man and your
good looks will serve as an attraction.” ‘Do whatever you want,’ the
prince told him.

The vizier got up immediately and put on his most splendid clothes, as
did the prince, and he put a purse containing a thousand dinars in his
pocket. The two of them went out, and the people who looked at them
as they walked around the city were astonished by the good looks of the
prince, exclaiming: ‘Praise be to God, Who created this young man from
“a despicable drop”.* Blessed be God, the best of creators’.i There was a
great deal of talk about him, some quoting from the Quran: ‘This is no
mortal man but a noble angel,’s while others were asking: ‘Has Ridwan,
the guardian of Paradise, let him out of its gate by mistake?’ People
followed the two to the drapers’ market, which they entered and then
stopped. A venerable and dignified shaikh came up and, after they had
exchanged greetings, he asked if there was anything they wanted so that
he might have the honour of satisfying their needs. The vizier asked him
who he was, to which he replied that he was the market superintendent.
The vizier then said: ‘Shaikh, you must know that this young man is my
son and I want to take a shop for him in this market so that he may sit
here and learn the techniques of trading and how to behave as a
merchant.” ‘To hear is to obey,’ the superintendent said, and there and
then he produced the key of a shop and ordered the salesmen to sweep it
out, which they did.

When it had been cleaned, the vizier sent for a high cushioned seat
stuffed with ostrich feathers on which was placed a small prayer mat
and whose borders were embroidered with red gold. He also had a

cushion fetched, before bringing in as much of the materials that they



had taken with them as would fill the shop.

The next day, the young prince came to open the shop. He sat down
on the seat with two splendidly dressed mamluks standing before him,
while two handsome Abyssinian slaves stood at the lower end. The vizier
advised him that, to help him achieve his goal, he should keep his secret
from the townspeople, and after telling him to let him know day by day
everything that happened to him in the shop, the vizier went off and left
him sitting there like the moon when it is full. News of the prince’s
beauty spread, and people would come to him in the market without
wanting to buy anything but merely to admire his grace and his
symmetrical form, praising Almighty God for the excellence of His
creation. Such were the crowds that it became impossible for anyone to
pass through the market, while the prince himself was taken aback by
his admirers and kept looking from right to left, hoping to make the
acquaintance of someone with a connection to the court who might be
able to tell him about the princess.

He became depressed by his failure to do this, although every day the
vizier encouraged him to hope for success. When this had been going on
for a long time, one day as he was sitting there, a respectable, dignified
and sedate old woman arrived, dressed as a person of piety and followed
by two slave girls, beautiful as moons. She stopped by the shop and,
after having looked at the prince for some time, she exclaimed: ‘Praise
be to God, Who has perfected the creation of that face!’ She then greeted
him, and when he had returned her greeting, he gave her a seat beside
him. ‘From what land do you come, you handsome man?’ she asked, and
he replied: ‘From Indian parts, mother, and I am here to look around the

city.” “You are an honoured visitor,’ she told him, before going on to ask



what goods and materials he had and asking him to show her something
beautiful that would be suitable for royalty. ‘If it is something beautiful
that you want to be shown,’ the prince said, ‘I have things to suit all
customers.’ ‘My son,’ she told him, ‘I want something expensive and
elegant, the finest that you have.” He said: ‘You will have to tell me for
whom you want the goods so that I can show you something to match
the client.” “That is true,” she agreed, and she went on to tell him that she
wanted something for her mistress, the princess Hayat al-Nufus,
daughter of ‘Abd al-Qadir, the ruler of the country. On hearing this, the
prince was wild with joy and his heart fluttered. He gave no instructions
to his mamluks or his slaves, but reaching behind his back he brought
out a purse containing a hundred dinars, which he passed to the old
woman, saying: ‘This is to pay for your laundry.” Then from a bundle he
drew out a dress worth ten thousand dinars or more and said: ‘This is
one of the things that I have brought to your country.” The old woman
looked admiringly at it and asked: ‘How much is this, you master of
perfection?’ ‘I make no charge for it,” he said, and she thanked him
before repeating the question. He insisted: ‘By God, I shall take nothing
for it. If the princess will not accept it, you can have it as a gift from me.
I thank God, Who has brought us together, and if some day I happen to
need something, I may find in you someone to help me get it.’

The old woman admired his eloquence, generosity and good manners.
She asked him his name, and when he told her that it was Ardashir, she
exclaimed: ‘By God, this is a remarkable name, and one that is given to
princes, although you yourself are dressed as a merchant’s son!’ He said:
‘It was because of my father’s love for me that he gave me this name,

and it has no other significance.” The old woman found this remarkable



and pressed him to accept payment for the dress, but he swore that he
would take nothing. ‘My dear,’ she told him, ‘you must know that truth
is the greatest of all things. There must be some reason behind this
generosity that you have shown me, so tell me about your hidden
purpose, as it may be that I can help you to get what you want.’

The prince now put his hand in hers and, after pledging her to secrecy,
he told her the whole story of his love for the princess and what he was
suffering because of her. ‘You are now telling the truth,’” she said,
shaking her head, ‘but, my son, the wise have a proverb that runs: “If
you want to be obeyed, don’t ask for the impossible.” You are called a
merchant, and even if you had the keys to treasure hoards, this is still
how you would be described. If you want to climb the next step on the
ladder, try to marry the daughter of a gadi or of an emir, for why must
you look for the hand of the daughter of the leading sovereign of the
age? She is a virgin who knows nothing of the world and has never seen
anything in her whole life except for the palace where she lives, but for
all her youth she is intelligent, sensible and shrewd. She has a sound
mind, acts with propriety and shows penetration in her judgement. She
is her father’s only child and is dearer to him than his own life. He
comes to visit her every morning and everyone in the palace is afraid of
her. Don’t imagine that anyone can talk to her about love, as there is no
way in which that could be done. I love you, my son, with my heart and
body, and I wish you could be with her, but all I can suggest is
something that might cure your heartache and which I would give my
life and my wealth to bring about for you.” ‘What is that, mother?’ he
said and, in reply, she told him to ask her to find him the daughter of a

vizier or of an emir, promising: ‘If you ask me that, I will do it for you,



but nobody can cover the distance between earth and heaven in a single
bound.’ The prince replied with courtesy and good sense: ‘You are an
intelligent woman, mother, and you know how things fall out. Does a
man with a headache tie a bandage round his hand?’ When she said no,
he went on: ‘My heart will accept no one but the princess, and it is only
her love that kills me. If I don’t find any helper to lead me to her, I am a
dead man. I implore you in God’s Name, mother, to pity me, stranger as
I am, and the tears that I shed.’
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and twenty-second
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that the prince said: ‘I implore you in
God’s Name, mother, to pity me, stranger as I am, and the tears that I
shed.” ‘By God, my son,’ she told him, ‘my heart is cut to pieces by what
you say, but I have no way of bringing this about.” ‘In your kindness,” he
said, ‘would you take this note of mine and kiss her hands as you bring it
to her?’ As she felt sorry for him, she told him to write whatever he
wanted for her to take to the princess. When he heard that he was
overjoyed, and after calling for an inkwell and paper he wrote the

following lines to her:

Hayat al-Nufus, grant the fulfilment of his hope
To a lover who, without you, is doomed to pine away.

The pleasures of life used to be mine to enjoy,



But now I am distracted and confused.

And all night long I stay awake,

With cares my only comrades.

Have pity on the unfortunate, tormented lover,
Whose longing ulcerates his eyelids;

And when the true dawn breaks,

It finds him drunken with the wine of love.

When he had finished writing this, he folded it, kissed it and handed it
to the old woman. He then stretched out a hand to his money-box and
brought out another purse, containing a hundred dinars, which he gave
to her, telling her to distribute it among the slave girls. She refused and
told him: ‘My son, it is not for anything like this that I am ready to help
you.” He thanked her but insisted, and she took the money from him,
kissed his hands and went off.

When she came to the princess, she said: ‘My lady, I have brought you
something from one of the townsfolk, and on the face of the earth there
is no one more handsome than the young man who has sent it.” ‘Where
does he come from, nurse?’ the princess asked, and the old woman said:
‘From Indian parts, and he has given me this dress embroidered with
gold and studded with pearls and gems, which is worth the kingdoms of
Chosroe and Caesar.” When the dress was brought out, it filled the whole
palace with radiance because of the beauty of its workmanship and the
number of gemstones and jewels it contained, astonishing everyone
there. The princess inspected it and found that its price could be no less
than a full year’s worth of the revenues of her father’s kingdom. ‘Nurse,’

she asked, ‘does this dress come from the young man or from someone



else?’ ‘From him,’ the nurse replied, and the princess went on to ask:
‘Does he come from our city or is he a stranger?’ ‘He is a stranger, lady,
who has only just come here. He is a man with followers and servants.
He has a handsome face and a well-built figure, and is also generous and
open-hearted. The only person whom I have ever seen who surpasses
him in beauty is you yourself.” ‘There is something strange here,’ the
princess said. ‘How does this dress, past all price, come to be in the
possession of a merchant and how much did he tell you he wanted for
it?’ ‘By God, my lady,’ replied the old woman, ‘he said nothing about its
price. Instead, he said that he would not take any money for it and that
he was sending it to you as a gift, as no one else was fit to wear it. He
handed back the gold that you had sent with me, swearing that he would
not take it, and he added that if you did not accept the dress, I was to
keep it myself.” ‘By God,’ the princess exclaimed, ‘this is supreme
generosity, but I am afraid that it may lead him into difficulties. Why
didn’t you ask him whether there was anything he needed that we could
do for him?’ ‘That is exactly what I said to him,’ the old woman replied,
‘and he agreed that there was something, but instead of saying what it
was, he gave me this note and told me to hand it to you.’

The princess took the note from her, opened it and read it to the end.
Her mood changed; she lost her self-control and, turning pale, she said
to the old woman: ‘How is this dog to be answered who speaks like this
to the king’s daughter, and what connection is there between him and
me that allows him to write to me? I swear by the Almighty God, the
Lord of Zamzam and the Hatim,* that were it not for my fear of Him, I
would send men to pinion this fellow, slit his nostrils, cut off his nose

and his ears to make an example of him, and then crucify him on the



gate of the market where he has his shop.’

When the old woman heard this, she turned pale and shivered. For a
time she was unable to speak, but then she took heart and said: ‘Well
and good, my lady, but what is in the note to upset you? Is it anything
but a petition that he has sent you complaining of poverty or injustice in
the hope that you may be generous to him or right his wrongs?’ ‘No, by
God, nurse,’ the princess replied. ‘What is in it is a poem objectionably
expressed. There are only three possibilities: the dog may be mad and
have lost his wits; he may be trying to commit suicide; he may hope to
have his way with me through the help of some powerful and mighty
sultan or he may be sending me filthy verses to seduce me because he
has heard that I am one of the town prostitutes who spends a night or
two with anyone who asks her.” ‘By God, you are right, my lady,’ the old
woman told her, ‘but there is no need for you to concern yourself about
this ignorant dog. Here you are in this lofty and secure palace, so high
that not even birds can fly over it and which the wind cannot pass, while
he wanders about helplessly. Write him a letter filled with every possible
kind of reproach and with the direst of threats, promising to have him
put to death. Say: “Where did you find out about me so that you wrote
to me, dog of a trader, who spends his life wandering through deserts
hunting for money? By God, unless you wake up and recover from your
drunkenness, I shall have you crucified on the gate of the market where

)

you have your shop.” The princess told her: ‘I’'m afraid that if I write to
him, it may encourage him,’” but the old woman replied: ‘How could a
man of his status and position be encouraged to think of you? It is to
stop him having any hopes of you and to frighten him that you should

write to him.’



She continued to use her wiles on the princess, who at last had an

inkstand and paper fetched and wrote the following lines to Ardashir:

You claim to be in love and to suffer sleeplessness,
Passing your nights among the cares of passion.

Do you hope for union with the moon, deluded fool,
And can a man get what he wishes from the moon?

I give you advice to which you should attend:

Stop, for you are between death and danger.

If you put this request to me again,

Your punishment will bring you harm on harm.
Behave yourself with sense, wisdom and intelligence.
I give you this advice in poetry and in what I say.

I swear by Him, Who created all things from the void,
And adorned the face of heaven with bright stars,

If you say once more what you have said just now,

I shall nail you to the trunk of a tree.

She folded the note and handed it to the old woman, who took it off to

Ardashir’s shop and gave it to him...
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and twenty-third
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that the old woman took the note from

the princess and brought it to Ardashir in his shop, saying: ‘Read her



reply. You should know that when she read your note she was furiously
angry, but I continued to soothe her until she wrote back to you.” The
prince took the letter gladly, but when he had finished reading it and
had grasped its contents he shed bitter tears. The old woman felt sorry
for him and said: ‘My son, may God not bring tears to your eyes or
sorrow to your heart. What can be more courteous than for her to reply
to you, after you had acted as you did?’ ‘Mother,’ he said, ‘what more
subtle approach can I try? She writes threatening to have me killed or
crucified and tells me never to write to her again. By God, I would prefer
to die rather than to go on living, and I ask you in your kindness to take
this note and bring it to her.” ‘Write,” she told him, ‘and I shall see that
you get an answer. I shall risk my life to see that you reach your goal,
even if I have to die for your sake.’

Ardashir thanked her, kissing her hands, and he then wrote the

following lines to the princess:

You threaten to kill me because I love you;

This would bring me relief, and death is our fate.

For the lover, death is easier to bear

Than long life, when he is rejected and rebuffed.

If you visit a lover who has few to help him,

Remember that those who strive for good win thanks.

Do whatever it may be that you intend;

I am your slave, and the slave is a man in bonds.

What can I do, who cannot endure without you,

And how can there be endurance when the heart is constrained to

love?



Show mercy to one who is sick with love for you,

For all who love the noble are to be excused.

When he had folded the note he gave it to the old woman, presenting
her with two purses, each containing a hundred dinars. She was
reluctant to accept, but took them when he conjured her in God’s Name,
and she swore that in spite of enemies she would get him what he
wanted. She then went back to Hayat al-Nufus and gave her the letter.
‘What is this, nurse?’ the princess said. ‘We have begun a
correspondence, with you going to and fro, and I am afraid that word
will get out and we will be put to shame.’ ‘How could that be, lady,’ the
old woman asked, ‘and who would dare say such a thing?’

The princess then took the letter and after reading it and grasping its
contents, she struck one hand against the other and exclaimed: “This is
disastrous, and we don’t even know where this young man has come
from!” ‘My lady,” the old woman said, ‘for God’s sake write him a letter
in harsh terms threatening to have his head cut off if he writes again.” ‘I
know that that will not end the matter and it would be better not to
write at all,” said the princess, adding: ‘And if the dog is not stopped by
my earlier threat, then I shall have his head cut off.” ‘Write and tell him
how things stand,’ insisted the old woman, and so the princess called for

an inkwell and paper and wrote the following threatening lines:

You, who are ignorant of the blows of fate,
Whose heart longs for my union,

Think, fool: can you reach to the sky,

And join the bright moon at its full?

I shall make you taste fire with inextinguishable flames,



And the destructive swords will leave you dead.
Between you and your goal, my friend, is a vast space,
With hidden perils whitening the parting of the hair.
Take my advice; give up this love of yours,

Abandoning a goal which you will not attain.

She folded the letter and handed it to the old woman, who did not
know what to make of it but who took it and went off to give it to the
young prince. He took it and read it before bending towards the ground,
saying nothing but tracing lines with his finger. ‘Why don’t you say
something or answer, my son?’ the old woman asked him. ‘What can I
say, mother,” he replied, ‘when she threatens me and treats me with even
greater harshness and aversion?’ ‘Write to tell her what you want,’ she
replied, ‘and I shall defend you. Be of good heart, for I shall see that the
two of you are united.” He thanked her for her kindness, kissed her

hands and wrote these lines to the princess:

How strange that there is a heart that does not soften
For a passionate lover, who longs for union with his love,
With eyelids wounded by tears

When covered by the gloom of sombre night.

Give generously; show mercy and charity

To one emaciated by love, who leaves his friends.

All night long he knows no sleep,

Consumed by fire, drowned in a sea of tears.

Do not cut from my heart its hopes,

Wretched and troubled as it is, throbbing with love.



He folded the letter and, after handing it to the old woman, he
presented her with three hundred dinars, saying: “This is to help you
wash your hands.’” She thanked him, kissed his hands and went off to
give his letter to the princess. When the princess had finished reading it,
she threw it away, jumped to her feet and, wearing golden slippers
studded with pearls and gems, she walked to her father’s palace with a
vein standing out so angrily between her eyes that no one dared
question her. When she reached the palace and asked for the king, her
father, his slave girls and concubines told her that he had gone out
hunting. She went back to her own quarters like a ravening lioness and
it was only after three hours that she addressed a word to anyone, by
which time her face had cleared and her mood had softened.

When the old woman saw that she had recovered from her vexation
and anger, she came forward and kissed the ground in front of her,
before asking where she had gone. ‘To my father’s palace,’ replied the
princess. ‘But could no one have run the errand for you?’ the old woman
asked, to which the princess replied: ‘I went to tell my father what this
dog of a merchant had done to me and to get him to use his authority to
arrest him and everyone else in his market and to crucify them over
their shops, as well as to expel every single other foreign merchant from
our city.” ‘Was that the only reason you went to your father?’ the old
woman asked, and the princess said: ‘Yes, but I didn’t find him there. I
discovered that he had gone out hunting, but I shall wait for him to get
back.’ ‘I take refuge with God, the All-Hearing, the Omniscient,” the old
woman said. ‘You, my lady — praise be to God — are the most intelligent
of people, so how could you tell the king nonsense like this that should

never be spread about?’ ‘Why is that?’ the princess asked, and the old



woman explained: ‘Suppose that you had found the king in his palace
and told him this story. He would have sent to have the merchants hung
over their shops. People looking at them would have asked the reason
for that, and the answer would be that they had tried to debauch the

princess.’
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and twenty-fourth
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that the old woman told the princess:
‘Suppose you had told that to the king and he had ordered the merchants
to be hung. Would not the people, looking at them, have asked the
reason, and the reply would have been that they had tried to debauch
the princess. There would be various stories. Some would say that the
princess had left her palace and stayed with them for ten days until they
had had enough of her, while others would give different versions, but
honour, my lady, is like milk which is spoiled by the smallest bit of dust,
or like glass which, when it has been cracked, cannot be mended. So be
careful not to tell your father or anyone else about this affair lest you be
dishonoured, for it will do you no good to tell people anything. Weigh
this with your own superior intelligence, and if you find that it is not
sound, then do what you want.” When the princess heard this, she
thought it over and found the advice to be excellent. ‘What you say is
right, nurse,’” she told the old woman, ‘but I was blinded by anger.’

‘Almighty God will approve of your intention not to tell anyone,’ the



old woman said, ‘but there is something still to be done, for we must not
ignore the shamelessness of this dog, the vilest of merchants. Write to
him in these terms and tell him: “Had I not found the king to be absent, I
would immediately have ordered you and all your neighbours to be
crucified. But you will not escape, and I swear by Almighty God that if
you say this kind of thing again, I shall remove all trace of you from the
face of the earth.” Use harsh language to him to check him and rouse
him from his heedlessness.” ‘Will this kind of talk make him turn back?’
the princess asked, to which the old woman replied: ‘How can he fail to
do this after I have talked to him and told him what has happened?’

So the princess called for an inkwell and paper and wrote him the

following lines:

You have fixed your hopes on union with me,
Aiming to achieve your goal.

It is his own folly that destroys a man,

And what you seek from me will bring disaster.
You are not a man of might with many followers,
Nor are you a sultan or his deputy.

Had an equal of mine acted like this,

The terrors of war would have whitened his hair.
But now I shall forgive your fault,

So that you may repent of what you did.

She gave the letter to the old woman and said: ‘Nurse, stop this dog from
pursuing me lest I commit a sin by having his head cut off.” ‘My lady,’
the old woman promised, ‘I shall leave him no side on to which to turn.’
Then she took the letter and brought it to Ardashir. They exchanged



greetings and he took it and read it, shaking his head and reciting the
formula: “To God we belong and to Him do we return.” He went on:
‘What am I to do, mother? I am too weak to endure any more.” ‘Be
patient, my son,’ she told him, ‘and it may be that God will now bring
something about. Write down what is in your heart and I shall fetch you
a reply. Take heart and be comforted, for, if God Almighty wills it, I
shall very certainly bring the two of you together.’

Ardashir blessed her and wrote a letter in which were the following

lines:

There is no one to help me in my love;

The tyranny of passion brings about my death.

Within my entrails I have to endure its fires

By day, and in the night I have no rest.

How can I give up hope of you, the goal of my desires?
I am content with the passion that I feel.

I pray to the Lord of the throne for satisfaction,

As love for the beautiful is destroying me.

I ask Him for the happiness of instant union,

For I am smitten by the terrors of desire.

He folded the letter and handed it to the old woman together with a
purse containing four hundred dinars, which she took. She then went
back to pass the letter on to the princess, who, for her part, refused to
take it and asked what it was. When the old woman told her: ‘My lady,
this is the reply to the letter that you sent to that dog of a merchant,’” the
princess said: ‘Didn’t you forbid him to do this, as I told you?’ ‘Yes,’

replied the old woman, ‘and this is his reply.” So the princess took the



letter from her and read it through to the end, before turning to the old
woman and saying: ‘What is the result of the message you gave him?’
‘Didn’t he say in his reply that he had abandoned his presumption,
asking to be excused for his earlier behaviour?’ the old woman asked.
‘No, by God; he went even further,’ the princess told her, at which the
old woman said: ‘Write him another letter and then see what I shall do
to him.’ ‘I have no need to write or to reply,’ said the princess, but the
old woman told her: “You have to write so that I can speak harshly to
him and cut off his hopes.” ‘You can cut off his hopes without taking him
a letter,’” the princess pointed out, but the old woman insisted that, in
order to do this, she must go with a letter.

The princess then called for an inkwell and paper and wrote these

lines to Ardashir:

I have long reproached you but this has not held you back.
How many lines of verse have I written to forbid you?
Hide your love; never let it show.

Disobey me and I shall not protect you.

If you protest your love once more,

The messenger of death will call your name.

Soon you will find the storm winds blowing;

The desert birds will flock around your corpse.

If you act well again, you will succeed,

But look for obscene filth and this will bring your death.

When she had finished writing she threw the paper away angrily, but
the old woman picked it up and brought it to Ardashir, who took it from

her. When he had read it through, he realized that the princess had not



softened and that he would never get to her, as she was even angrier
with him. He thought of writing a reply to call down a curse on her, so

he composed the following lines:

Lord, by the five planets, I implore you: save me
From one whose love has brought me suffering.
You know the fires of my love

And my lovesickness for one who shows no mercy.
She has no pity for what afflicts me;

She oppresses my weakness and wrongs me.

I am lost, overwhelmed by separation from her,
And there is no one who will help my cause.

How often do I pass the dark of night in tears,
Both secretly and openly lamenting this!

I find no way through which to forget your love.
How could I, when passion has destroyed my patience?
Bird that tells of her parting, bring me news.

Is she safe from the disasters and distress of Time?

When he had folded the letter and passed it to the old woman, he gave
her a purse containing five hundred dinars and she brought the letter to
the princess. The princess read it and, having grasped its contents, she
threw it away and exclaimed: ‘You evil old woman, tell me why you
have done all this and why you have schemed to present this man to me
in a good light? You have made me write letter after letter, and while
you have been carrying these to and fro, you have led people to start
talking about the correspondence we have been exchanging. Every time

you say: “I shall see that he does you no more harm and stop him from



talking about you,” but you only do this to get me to write him another
letter so you can act as a go-between, coming and going until you have
destroyed my honour.” She cursed the old woman and told the eunuchs
to seize her and beat her, which they did until she fainted, with blood
pouring from all parts of her body. The princess then told the slave girls
to remove her, and they dragged her away by the legs to the furthest
part of the palace. One of them was ordered to stand by her head and,
when she had recovered consciousness, to say: ‘The princess has sworn
an oath that you are not to be allowed to come back to the palace or to
enter it, and if you do, you are to be put to death without fail.’

When the old woman came to her senses again, the slave girl passed
on the princess’s message, and she replied: “To hear is to obey.” Then the
girls brought a basket chair for her and told a porter to carry her back to
her own house, which he did. Then they sent a doctor, who on their
instructions treated her gently until she had recovered. She now rode off
to Ardashir, who had been filled with grief at her non-appearance, as he
was longing to hear her news. When he saw her coming, he jumped to
his feet to meet her and, finding that she was showing signs of weakness,
he asked her how she was. She told him everything that had happened
to her with the princess. He was distressed to hear her tale and struck
one hand against the other, exclaiming: ‘I find this hard to bear!” He then
went on to ask why it was that the princess had such a hatred for men,
and she told him: ‘My son, you must know that the princess has a garden
unsurpassed in beauty throughout the whole world. One night, while she
was happily sleeping there, she had a dream in which she saw that a
hunter had set up his nets and spread grain around them, before sitting

down at a distance to see what game would fall into them. In her dream



the princess had gone there and before long she saw birds gathering to
pick up the grain. A cock bird was trapped fluttering in the net, and the
others, including his mate, took flight and left him. Before long,
however, his mate came back to him and went up to the net to test the
part of the mesh in which his foot was trapped. She continued to work at
this with her beak until she managed to cut through it and free him.

‘All the while the hunter was sitting snoozing, but when he woke up
he noticed what had happened to his net, mended it, scattered more
grain and sat down again at a distance from it. After a while the birds
gathered round it again, among them being the cock bird and his mate.
When they went up to gather the grain, this time it was the female who
was trapped, and as she fluttered in the net all the others flew off,
including her mate whom she had rescued, and, although the hunter had
fallen deeply asleep, the bird did not return. The hunter slept for a long
time, but when he woke to find the bird in his net, he got up, went to it
and, after freeing its legs from the net, he cut its throat. The princess
awoke in panic and said: “This is how men act with women. The woman
has pity for the man and risks her life for him when he is in difficulties,
but then when in accordance with God’s decree she herself is in trouble,
he leaves her, making no attempt to free her, and the good she did him
is left unrequited. May God curse all those who put their trust in men,
for men will not acknowledge the services that women do for them.” She
has hated men ever since.’

Ardashir now asked the old woman: ‘Mother, does the princess not go
out at all?’ ‘No, my son,’” she told him, ‘except that she has one of the
finest pleasure gardens to be found in this age, and every year in the

fruiting season she goes to enjoy herself there for one day, returning at



night to her palace. She gets to the garden by a private door which leads
into it, and I propose to tell you something which, God willing, may be
of service to you. It is now one month before the time of her visit to see
the fruits, and I advise you to go straight away to the gardener who
looks after the orchard and make friends with him. He doesn’t let any
living soul enter it, because it adjoins the princess’s palace, but I shall let
you know two days before she goes there. You must have made a habit
of entering it, and you will then have to go in and contrive to spend the

night there, so that when she comes you will be in some hiding place.’
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and twenty-fifth
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that the old woman told Ardashir that
the princess used to visit the garden and that she would let him know
two days before the princess’s visit. He was to be in a place of
concealment. The old woman went on: ‘Then, when you catch sight of
her, come out, and at the sight of you she will fall in love with you, for
love conceals everything. You must know, my son, that your appearance
will fascinate her because you are a handsome man. So console yourself
and be of good heart, as I shall very certainly bring the two of you
together.’

Ardashir kissed her hand and, after thanking her, he gave her three
lengths of Alexandrian silk and three of variously coloured satins. With

each of these he added extra material for shirts and trousers, as well as a



kerchief to wear around the head and Baalbaki cloth to provide linings,
so that there were three full sets of clothes for her, each more beautiful
than the others. He also gave her a purse of six hundred dinars, saying:
‘This is for the sewing.” She took all this and then said: ‘My son, would
you like to know how to get to my house and to tell me at the same time
where you live?’ He agreed to this and sent a mamluk with her to find
the way to her house and to show her his.

When she had gone he got up, and after telling his servants to close
the shop he went back to the vizier and reported everything that had
happened in his encounters with the old woman from start to finish. The
vizier listened but then said: ‘My son, if Hayat al-Nufus comes to the
orchard but is not prepared to respond to your advances, what are you
going to do then?’ “The only thing that I could do,” Ardashir replied,
‘would be to move from words to deeds and risk carrying her off from
among her eunuchs. I would have to take her up behind me on my horse
and then ride out into the desert. Were I to escape, I should have got
what I wanted, and if I perish, then I shall have done with this worthless
life.” ‘My son,” exclaimed the vizier, ‘how are you going to survive if this
is your idea of wisdom? How are we going to make the journey when we
are so far from home, and how could you do this kind of thing to one of
the kings of the age, who has a hundred thousand riders at his
command? We could not be sure that he would not send out some of
them to cut us off. This is not a good idea, and no sensible man would
act like that.” Ardashir said: ‘What do you, in your prudence, then advise
me to do, vizier? For my death is certain.” ‘Wait till tomorrow when we
can take a look at this orchard and see what the position is, as well as

seeing how we get on with the gardener,’ the vizier told him.



The next morning, the two of them got up and the vizier took a
thousand dinars with him in his pocket. They walked to the orchard,
which they found enclosed with high, strong walls and containing many
trees, numerous streams and fine fruits. With the flowers spreading their
perfumes and the birds singing, it was like one of the gardens of
Paradise. An old man was sitting on a bench inside the gate. When he
saw them, noticing their air of dignity, he got to his feet and, after they
had exchanged greetings, he asked them politely whether there was
anything he could do for them. The vizier told him that they were
strangers and added: ‘We are finding the heat excessive and our lodgings
are far away at the end of the city. Would you be kind enough to take
these two dinars and buy us something to eat and then open the gate of
this orchard for us so that we can sit in a shady spot by cool water until
you bring us the food? Then we can all eat together, and when we are
rested, we shall go on our way.” He put his hand in his pocket and
brought out the two dinars, which he handed over to the gardener. This
man, who had never before in all his seventy years seen anything like
that in his hand, was overjoyed. He got up immediately to open the gate
and let in his visitors, finding a seat for them under a shady fruit tree.
‘Sit here,’ he told them, ‘but don’t go into the garden itself as there is a
private door in it that connects with the palace of Princess Hayat al-
Nufus.’

Ardashir and the vizier assured him that they would not move from
where they were, and he then went off to buy the food they had asked
for. When he came back some time later, he was carrying on his head a
roasted lamb together with bread. They ate, drank and talked for a

while, after which the vizier got to his feet and started looking from



right to left through the orchard. In it he noticed a lofty pavilion whose
walls were peeling with age and whose pillars were broken. ‘Shaikh,” he
asked, ‘is this garden your property or do you rent it?’ ‘It is not my
property, sir,” the man replied, ‘and I am not its tenant but its
watchman.” ‘How much do you earn?’ asked the vizier, and the man told
him that he got one dinar a month. ‘That is not fair,” said the vizier,
‘particularly if you have a family.” ‘By God, sir,” he replied, ‘there are
eight children as well as myself.” “There is no might and no power except
with God, the Exalted, the Omnipotent!’ the vizier exclaimed. ‘I share
your cares, poor man. What would you say of someone who was willing
to help you for your family’s sake?’ The gardener replied: ‘Sir, whatever
good you do will be stored up as treasure for you with Almighty God.’
‘Know then, shaikh,” said the vizier, ‘that this orchard is a pleasant place
but the pavilion there is old and run-down. I would like to repair it,
plaster it and give it a good coat of paint until it becomes the most
beautiful thing in the orchard. When the owner comes and discovers that
it has been repaired and is now in a fine state, he is bound to ask
questions. When he does, tell him: “This was my doing. I saw that it was
in such a state that no one could use it or sit there as it was falling into
ruins, and so I spent money on having it repaired.” When he goes on to
ask where you got the money from, tell him that you spent your own
savings in order to find favour with him and in the hope of being
rewarded. He will then have to repay you for what has been spent on the
place. Tomorrow I shall get builders, plasterers and painters to do the
job and I shall give you what I have promised.” He took from his pocket
a purse containing five hundred dinars and said: ‘“Take this and spend it

on your family, telling them to pray for me and for my son here.” When



Ardashir asked him why he was doing this, the vizier said: ‘You will see

what happens.’
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and twenty-sixth
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that the vizier gave the five hundred
dinars to the gardener and said: ‘Take these and spend them on your
family, telling them to pray for me and for my son here.” When the
gardener saw the gold, he nearly went out of his mind and he threw
himself at the vizier’s feet to kiss them, calling down blessings on him
and on his ‘son’. When they were about to leave, he said: ‘I shall be
waiting for you tomorrow, and may Almighty God never part us night or
day.” The vizier went off the next day and summoned the master builder.
When he came, the vizier took him to the orchard, where the gardener
was delighted to see him. The vizier handed him money for provisions
and for all that the workmen needed for the job, after which they set
about rebuilding, plastering and painting. He told the painters to listen
to his instructions in order to understand what it was he wanted. ‘Know,’
he said, ‘that I once had an orchard like this, and one night when I was
sleeping there I had a dream in which I saw a hunter laying nets, around
which he scattered grain. When the birds gathered there to pick this up,
a cock bird fell into the net, at which all the others, including his mate,
were frightened away. Then, after a time, his mate came back by herself

and worked at the part of the mesh holding his foot until she had freed



him and he flew off. The hunter meanwhile had been asleep, and when
he woke up to find a hole in his net, he repaired it and scattered more
seed, after which he sat down at a distance, waiting for something to fall
into the trap. The birds came back to pick up the grain and this time it
was the female who was trapped. The others, including her mate, flew
off and left her, and when he did not come back, the hunter got up, took
her and cut her throat. As for her mate, however, when he flew off with
the others, he fell victim to a bird of prey which killed him, drank his
blood and ate his flesh. I want you to paint the whole scene as well as
you can, just as I have described it to you, using this orchard with its
walls, trees and birds as a model in your painting. Paint a picture of the
hunter with his nets and of what happened to the cock bird when it was
carried off by the raptor. If you follow my instructions and I am pleased
with the result, you will be happy with the bonus that I shall give you on
top of your wages.’

When the painters heard what he had to say, they did their very best
and produced their finest work. When it was all finished, they showed it
to the vizier and he was so delighted to see an exact portrayal of the
dream that he had described to them that, after thanking them, he
rewarded them with the greatest generosity. Ardashir then came as
usual, but he did not know what the vizier had been doing, and when he
came and looked at the pavilion, he was astonished to see a picture of
the orchard with the hunter and his nets, the other birds, and the cock
bird in the talons of the raptor which had killed it and drunk its blood
and eaten its flesh. He went back to the vizier and said: ‘Prudent man,
today I have seen a marvel which, were it written with needles on men’s

eyeballs, would serve as a lesson for all who can learn.” When the vizier



asked what this might be, Ardashir replied: ‘I told you, didn’t I, of the
princess’s dream which led her to hate men?’ ‘You did,’ said the vizier,
and Ardashir went on: ‘I have just seen it painted there so vividly that I
might be looking at the real thing, and I have discovered a detail which
the princess didn’t know and had not seen, something on which I can
rely to get me to my goal.” ‘What is that, my son?’ asked the vizier, and
Ardashir told him: ‘I have found that when the cock bird abandoned its
mate which was caught in the net, and did not go back, it had itself been
seized and killed by a raptor, which drank its blood and ate its flesh. I
wish that the princess had seen the whole dream and followed the tale to
its end. She would have discovered that the cock bird did not come back
to free its mate because it had been carried off by a bird of prey.” ‘By
God, O fortunate prince,” exclaimed the vizier, ‘this is certainly a
remarkable thing!’

Ardashir continued to admire the painting and to regret the fact that
the princess had not seen the whole dream, saying to himself: ‘I wish
that she had seen it all or could see the whole of it again, however
confused it might be.” The vizier then said: ‘You asked me why I had had
this work done here, and I told you that you would see the result of it.
This is the result, and I am responsible for it as I told the painters to
paint the dream and to show the cock bird in the talons of the bird of
prey which killed it, drank its blood and ate its flesh. When the princess
comes down to look at this, she will see not only what she dreamt, but
also how the cock bird was killed. This will lead her to excuse it and to
abandon her hatred of men.’

When Ardashir heard this, he kissed the hands of the vizier, thanked

him for what he had done and exclaimed: ‘A man like you should be the



vizier of the greatest of kings! By God, if I reach my goal and return
happily to the king, my father, I shall tell him about this so that he may
show you even greater favour, ennoble you further and listen to what
you say.’ The vizier kissed his hand, after which the two of them went to
the old gardener and said: ‘Look at how beautiful this place is.” ‘That is
thanks to the good fortune that you have brought,” the man replied, and
they then emphasized that, when the owners asked him who had
repaired it, he was to say that he had paid for it with his own money in
order that he might receive a generous reward. ‘To hear is to obey,” he
told them, and after that Ardashir remained his constant companion.

So much for the prince and the vizier, but as for Hayat al-Nufus, she
was delighted when Ardashir’s letters stopped coming and when the old
woman stayed away from her, as she thought that her young suitor must
have gone back to his own country. Then, one day, a covered dish came
to her from her father and when she removed the cover she found ripe
fruits. ‘Has the season for these come?’ she asked, and when her
attendants told her that it had, she said that she wanted to make her

preparations for a pleasure trip to the orchard.
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and twenty-
seventh night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that when her father sent fruits to the
princess, she asked whether they were now in season. On being told that

they were, she said that she wanted to make her preparations for a



pleasure trip to the orchard.

‘What an excellent idea, my lady!’ her slave girls exclaimed. ‘We have
been longing to go there.” ‘But what are we going to do?’ the princess
asked, explaining: ‘Every year it has been my nurse who has shown us
over it and explained the differences between the various branches, but I
have had her beaten and banished from my presence. I am sorry for
what I did to her, as she was, after all, my nurse and I owe her a debt for
having raised me, but there is no might and no power except with the
Exalted and Almighty God.” When the slave girls heard her say this, they
all got up, kissed the ground in front of her and implored her in God’s
Name to pardon the old woman and to command her to come back. ‘By
God, I have made up my mind to do that,’ the princess told them, ‘but
which of you will go to her and take the splendid robe that I have
prepared for her?’ Two of the seniors, particular favourites of the
princess, came forward, one called Bulbul and the other Sawad al-‘Ain,
both graceful and pretty girls. They volunteered to go, and the princess
told them: ‘Do as you like.” So they went to the old woman’s house,
knocked on the door and went in to see her. When she recognized them
she welcomed them with open arms, and when they had sat down they
said: ‘Nurse, the princess has forgiven you and taken you back into
favour.” ‘I shall never go back,’” the old woman exclaimed, ‘even if this
brings destruction on me! Have you forgotten how I was punished in
front of friends and enemies alike, when my clothes were stained with
blood and I was beaten so harshly that I almost died? Then I was
dragged off by the legs like a dead dog and thrown out of the door. By
God, I shall never go back to her or rest my eyes on her again.” The girls

protested: ‘Don’t let our efforts be wasted. Where is your courtesy to us?



Are you thinking over possible visitors and do you want someone to
come who is of a higher standing with the princess?’ ‘God forbid,’” the
old woman replied. ‘I know that I am your inferior, but the princess
raised me to a position of such importance among her slave girls and
eunuchs that if I were angry with even the greatest of them, such a one
would almost die of fear.” ‘Things are still the same,’ the girls said.
‘Nothing has changed and your position is even stronger than before, as
the princess has humbled herself before you and asked for a
reconciliation without an intermediary.’ ‘By God,’ replied the old
woman, ‘had you not come to me, I would not have gone back to her
even if she had ordered my execution.’

The girls thanked her and she got up immediately, put on her outdoor
clothes and set out with them. They brought her to Hayat al-Nufus, who
got to her feet at the sight of her nurse, and she, for her part, called on
the Name of God and asked: ‘Was the fault mine or yours, princess?’ ‘The
fault was mine,’” the princess replied, ‘and so forgiveness and
reconciliation must come from you. By God, nurse, I value you highly
and I owe you a debt for having raised me, but you know that the
Sublime and Exalted God has allotted four things to his creation:
character, life, sustenance and their decreed fate. It is not in human
power to ward off destiny. I could not control myself nor regain my
balance, but I am sorry for what I did.” At that, the old woman recovered
from her anger and came forward and kissed the ground before the
princess, who called for a costly robe of honour. This she put over the
shoulders of her delighted nurse as the eunuchs and slave girls stood in
front of her.

When this had been done, the princess asked about the fruits in the



orchard and the old woman replied: ‘By God, my lady, I have seen most
kinds of fruits in the town, but I shall go and look into the matter today
and come back to you with an answer.’ She then left, having been
treated with the greatest honour, and went to Ardashir. He welcomed
her joyfully, embraced her and relaxed, taking her arrival as a good
omen, after a long period of expectation. She gave him an account of her
encounter with the princess, and told him that she was intending to go

to the orchard on such-and-such a day.
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and twenty-eighth
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that when the old woman went to
Ardashir, she told him of her encounter with the princess and that she
was intending to go to the orchard on such-and-such a day. ‘Have you
done what I told you to do with the gardener and have you treated him
generously?’ she asked. ‘Yes,” said Ardashir, ‘he has become my friend;
his path is mine and he would be delighted if there was anything I
needed from him.” He then told her of how the vizier had had a painting
made of the princess’s dream, with the hunter, the nets and the raptor.
She exclaimed in joy at this. ‘By God, you should give your vizier a place
in the centre of your heart, for what he has done shows the soundness of
his judgement and he has helped you to achieve what you want. Now
get up immediately and go to the baths, after which put on your most

splendid clothes, as nothing that we can do can have more effect than



this. Next go to the gardener and find some way of making him allow
you to spend the night in the orchard, as even if he were presented with
enough gold to fill the whole earth, he would never let anyone go into it.
When you do get in, hide away out of sight and stay hidden until you
hear me say: “God, Who hides His favours, save us from what we fear.”
Then come out from your hiding place and show your beauty but remain
in the shelter of the trees. This beauty will put the moon to shame, and
when Princess Hayat al-Nufus sets eyes on you, her heart and body will
be filled with love. You will achieve your goal and your cares will
vanish.” “To hear is to obey,” Ardashir said, and he then brought out a
purse containing a thousand dinars which she took before going off.
Ardashir himself got up immediately and, after a luxurious visit to the
baths, he put on the finest of his royal robes with a sash studded with
precious stones of all kinds and a turban embroidered with threads of
red gold and set with pearls and gems. His cheeks were rosy, his lips
were red, his eyelids could exchange loving glances with gazelles and he
swayed like a drunken man. His whole body was filled with beauty and
his pliant form put the branches to shame. He put a purse with a
thousand dinars in his pocket and then went to the orchard, where he
knocked on the gate. The gardener answered his knock and, on opening
the gate, was delighted to see him and greeted him with the greatest
courtesy. Seeing that he looked gloomy, the gardener asked him how he
was, and Ardashir told him: ‘You must know, shaikh, that I have always
been well treated by my father and before today he never laid a hand on
me. Today, however, we had a quarrel and he abused me, struck me in
the face and threw me out after beating me with a stick. I can think of

no one to befriend me and I am afraid of the treachery of time, for, as



you know, the anger of parents is no small thing. I have come to you,
uncle, because my father knows about you and I want you to be kind
enough to let me stay in the orchard until the end of the day or even to
spend the night there until God reconciles the two of us.’

The gardener was distressed to hear about the quarrel and said: ‘Sir,
would you allow me to go as a peacemaker to intervene with your
father?’ ‘Uncle,’” replied Ardashir, ‘you should know that my father is a
man of difficult temper, and if you approach him about a reconciliation
while he is still burning with anger he will pay no attention to you.” ‘To
hear is to obey,’ said the gardener, adding: ‘But come to my house with
me and if you spend the night with my children and the rest of my
family, no one can disapprove.’ Ardashir explained that he was so angry
that he had to be alone. ‘I would find it hard if you slept alone in the
orchard when I have a house,’ the gardener told him, but Ardashir
replied: ‘I want to do this so that my mood may pass, and I know that
this is the way to get my father’s approval and win back his affection.” ‘If
this is how it has to be,” the gardener said, ‘I shall get you a mattress to
lie on and something to cover you.” ‘There is nothing wrong with that,’
agreed Ardashir, and the gardener got up, opened the orchard gate and
fetched the mattress and the blanket, not knowing that the princess was
about to come there.

So much for Ardashir, but as for the old woman, she went to the
princess and told her that the fruits were ripe on the trees, and the
princess invited her to come with her the next day to look at them,
adding that she was to warn the gardener of their visit. So the old
woman sent word to say: ‘The princess will be with you in the orchard

tomorrow. See that you leave no one there to water the trees and that



there are no seasonal workers. No one else at all is to be allowed in.’

When these instructions came to the gardener, he saw to it that the
water channels were flowing properly and then went to Ardashir and
said: ‘“The princess is the owner of this orchard. I have to excuse myself
to you, as the place is yours and I live only through your kindness, but I
am not my own master and I have to tell you that the princess intends to
come here early tomorrow morning. I have been ordered to let no one
into the garden who might look at her. Would you be good enough to
leave it today, for she will only stay until the afternoon and then you can
have it for months and years and ages.’” ‘It may be that we have done
you some harm, shaikh,” suggested Ardashir, at which the gardener
protested: ‘No, by God, master, you have done me nothing but honour.’
‘If that is so,” Ardashir replied, ‘nothing but good will come to you from
me, and I shall hide in the garden without being seen by anyone until
the princess goes back to her palace.” The gardener said: ‘Master, if the
princess catches sight of the shadow of a man, she will have my head cut
off.’
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and twenty-ninth
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that the gardener said that if the
princess saw the shadow of a man, she would have the gardener’s head
cut off. Ardashir reassured him that he would not let anyone at all see

him, and added: ‘T am sure that you must be short of money to spend on



your family.” He then reached for his purse and brought out five hundred
dinars, saying: ‘Take this and use it for your family expenses, so that you
need no longer be worried about them.’ The sight of the gold convinced
the man that the risk was not too great, and after impressing on Ardashir
that he was not to show himself in the garden, he left him sitting there.

So much for the gardener and the prince, but as for the princess, early
next morning, when her eunuchs came in, she ordered the private door
to be opened which led to the orchard with the painted pavilion. She put
on a regal dress studded with all types of pearls and gems and under it
she wore a delicate chemise set with rubies, while beneath all this was
what cannot be described, leaving the heart bewildered and giving the
courage of love to the coward. On her head was a crown of red gold
encrusted with pearls, and her golden slippers were adorned with fresh
pearls, together with all kinds of precious stones. Resting her hand on
the shoulder of her nurse, she gave the order to leave by the private
door.

When the old woman looked at the garden she found it full of eunuchs
and slave girls, who were eating the fruits, muddying the streams and
enjoying themselves happily as they played around. ‘You are a wise and
intelligent lady,” she told the princess, ‘and you know that you don’t
need all these servants here. If you went outside your father’s palace,
you would have to have them to preserve your dignity, but you are
coming out by a private door into the garden where none of God’s
creation can lay eyes on you.” The princess agreed and asked what
should be done about it. ‘Tell the eunuchs to go,’ said the old woman,
adding, ‘and I only tell you this out of respect for the king.” When the

princess had given the order, the old woman pointed out: ‘There are still



some of them left, doing damage here. Send them away and keep no
more than two slave girls with you so that we can relax with them.’

When the old woman saw that the princess was happy and at ease, she
said: ‘Now we can enjoy ourselves, so come with me into the garden.’
The princess put her hand on her shoulder and went out through the
private door with two slave girls leading the way. She was laughing at
them and swaying in her robes, while the old woman went ahead to
show her the trees and give her fruits to taste as she moved from place
to place, leading her on until she came to the pavilion. When the
princess looked at this, she saw that it had been restored and she
exclaimed: ‘Look, nurse! The pillars have been restored and the walls
plastered.” ‘By God, lady,” the old woman replied, ‘I did hear that the
gardener had got some materials from a group of merchants and had
sold them before spending the money on bricks, lime, gypsum, stones
and so on. I asked him about that and he told me that he had used all
this to repair the ruined pavilion. The merchants had asked him to repay
what he owed them and he told them to wait until the princess came to
the garden and saw and admired the restoration work. He would then
take whatever she was pleased to give him and hand them their share. I
asked him what had prompted him to do this and he said: “I saw that the
pavilion was collapsing, its supporting pillars had fallen, its white
surface was flaking and no one had the decency to repair it. I pledged
my own credit to borrow money, hoping that the princess would act as
befits her.” I told him that you were full of generosity and eager to repay
debts, for it was in the hope of your favour that he did all this.” ‘By God,’
the princess said, ‘he acted as an honourable and a generous man.’

The princess now told the old woman to call her treasurer, and when



he came immediately, she ordered him to give the gardener two
thousand dinars. The old woman sent a messenger, who went to fetch
him and said: ‘Obey the summons of the princess.” When he heard this,
the gardener was unnerved and trembled, thinking to himself that the
princess must have caught sight of Ardashir and that this was his
unluckiest day. He went home and told his wife and children what had
happened, giving them his last instructions and saying goodbye as they
wept over him. He then walked away, and when he came before the
princess, his face was the colour of Indian saffron and he was on the
point of total collapse. The old woman realized this and spoke quickly,
telling him to kiss the ground in gratitude to Almighty God and to call
down blessings on the princess. ‘I told her what you did to repair the
ruined pavilion,” she said, ‘and she has been pleased to present you with
two thousand dinars in return for this. Take the money from the
treasurer, invoke a blessing on her and kiss the ground in front of her
before going on your way.’ On hearing this, the gardener did as she told
him, before going home with the two thousand dinars to the delight of

his family, who called down blessings on the author of this good fortune.

Night 730
Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been

allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and thirtieth night,
SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that the gardener took the two
thousand dinars from the princess before going back home. His family

were delighted and called down blessings on the author of this good



fortune.

So much for them, but as for the old woman, she said to the princess:
‘How beautiful this pavilion has become! I have never seen anything
whiter than its plaster or finer than its painting, but do you suppose that
he tackled both the outside and the inside, or whitened the outside and
left the inside black? Come in with me and have a look.” She went in,
followed by the princess, and they discovered that the interior was most
splendidly painted and embellished. The princess glanced from right to
left until she came to the top of the room, where she took a long look.
The old woman realized that she had caught sight of the representation
of her dream, and so she took away the two slave girls lest they distract
her.

When the princess had finished looking at the painting, she turned in
wonder to the old woman, striking one hand against the other. ‘Nurse,’
she said, ‘come and see something so remarkable that, were it written
with needles on men’s eyeballs, it would serve as a lesson for all who
can learn.” The old woman asked what it was, and the princess said:
‘Come up to the top of the room, look and then tell me what you see.’
The old woman went into the room, where she studied the painting of
the dream, and when she went out she expressed astonishment and said:
‘My lady, this is a picture of the orchard with the hunter and his net,
together with everything that you saw in your dream. It turns out that
the cock bird had no chance to go back to rescue his mate from the
hunter’s net, as I saw that it was clutched in the talons of a raptor, which
had killed it, drunk its blood and torn and eaten its flesh. This was why
it could not get back in time to save her, but the real wonder is how the

dream came to be painted, for you yourself could not have done it even



if you had wanted to. By God, this is something marvellous which
deserves to be recorded in histories. It may be that the angels, whose
task it is to look after mankind, realized that we had wrongly blamed the
cock bird for not returning, and produced this in order to establish that
it had an excuse, as I have just seen its corpse in the raptor’s talons.” The
princess agreed, saying: ‘The bird was a victim of fate, and we wronged
it.” ‘Adversaries will meet before the presence of Almighty God,’ said the
old woman, ‘but as far as we are concerned, the truth has been made
clear and we have been shown that the bird was to be excused. Had it
not been seized and killed by the raptor, which drank its blood and ate
its flesh, it would not have been slow to return. It would have gone back
and saved its mate from the net, but there is no escape from death. Men
are special in that they will starve themselves and feed their wives, strip
themselves to clothe their wives, anger their own families to please
them, and disobediently refuse to their parents what they give to their
wives. A wife knows her husband’s hidden secrets and cannot bear to be
parted from him for a single hour. If he is away for a night she cannot
sleep; no one, not even her parents, is dearer to her than him, and as
they sleep in one another’s arms, his hand is beneath her neck and hers

beneath his, as the poet says:

I pillowed her in my arms and spent the night with her;
“Be long,” I told the night, “for the full moon has risen.”
O for a night whose like God never made!

It started sweetly only to end in bitterness.

He will then kiss her and she will kiss him. There was a king whose wife

sickened and died and who had himself buried alive with her, being



content to die himself out of his love for her and because of the strength
of their mutual affection. Similarly there was another king who died of
an illness, and when her family wanted to bury him, his wife told them
to let her bury herself alive with him, saying: “Otherwise I shall kill
myself and the responsibility for that will be yours.” When they realized
that she would not change her mind, they let her be and she threw
herself into his grave because of the strength of her love for him.’

The old woman went on telling the princess stories of men and women
until her hatred of men left her, and when the old woman recognized
that the princess had a newly awakened inclination towards men, she
said: ‘It is time that we looked around the garden.’ So they left the
pavilion and walked among the trees. Ardashir turned and caught sight
of the princess, and when he saw her figure, her symmetrical form, her
rosy cheeks, dark eyes, remarkable gracefulness and the splendour and
perfection of her beauty, he was lost in astonishment. As he fixed his
eyes on her, passion overcame his reason and his love passed all bounds.
He wanted to serve her with every limb of his body, and so fiercely did
the fire of love blaze within him that he lost consciousness and fell to the
ground in a faint. When he recovered, he found that she had gone out of

sight among the trees.
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and thirty-first
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that while Ardashir was hiding in the



garden, the princess and the old woman came down and walked among
the trees. The violence of his passion made him faint at the sight of her,
and when he recovered he found that she had gone out of sight among

the trees. He heaved the deepest of sighs and recited these lines:

When my eyes saw the uniqueness of her beauty,

My heart was rent by passionate love.

I found myself thrown on the ground,

But the princess knew nothing of my suffering.

Swaying, she captivated the heart of her love’s slave;

For God’s sake, be merciful; have pity on my passion;
Lord, bring close the time of union; let me enjoy

Her, who is my heart’s blood, before I travel to the grave.
I shall give her ten kisses, then ten and then another ten,

Gifts to her cheek from a lover emaciated and distressed.

The old woman continued to show the princess around the orchard
until she came to Ardashir’s hiding place, where she exclaimed: ‘God,
Who hides His favours, save us from what we fear!” On hearing his cue,
Ardashir came out, walking proudly and haughtily among the trees. His
figure put the branches to shame, his forehead was pearled with sweat
and his cheeks were like the evening sun. Praise be to God, Whose glory
shines over His creation! The princess turned and, catching sight of him,
she stayed for a long time looking at him and taking note of his beauty
and grace, the symmetry of his form, his eyes, which could exchange
loving glances with gazelles, and his figure, which would shame the
branches of the ban tree. His eyes shot arrows at her heart, bemusing her

and robbing her of her wits. ‘Where did this handsome young man come



from, nurse?’ she asked. ‘Where is he?’ the old woman replied, and the
princess said: ‘Close by, among the trees.” The old woman began to look
right and left as though she knew nothing about the matter, and then
exclaimed: ‘Who told him how to get here?’ ‘Who can tell us about him?’
the princess asked, adding: ‘Glory be to God, Who created men.’

She then asked the old woman: ‘Do you recognize him?’ and the
woman replied: ‘This is the young man whose letters I carried to you.’
The princess, drowning in the sea of love and consumed by the fire of
longing, said: ‘Nurse, how handsome he is and how attractive. I don’t
believe that on the face of the earth there can be any better looking
man.’ The old woman, recognizing that love had mastered her, said:
‘Didn’t I tell you, my lady, that he was a handsome young man with a
lovely face?’ ‘Nurse,’ the princess went on, ‘the daughters of kings know
nothing about the affairs of the outside world or the qualities of its
inhabitants as they have no association with them in either giving or
taking. So tell me how I can get to him or arrange to meet him face to
face. What should I say to him and what would he reply?’ ‘What can I
possibly do now, when, thanks to you, we are left here in a state of
confusion?’ the old woman asked. ‘I tell you, nurse, that if no one else
has ever died of love, I shall die of it, and I am sure that this will happen
straight away, thanks to the fire of my passion.’

When the old woman heard this and saw how passionately she loved
Ardashir, she said: ‘My lady, there is no way in which he can come to
you, and because you are so young you cannot be expected to go to him.
So come with me and I shall go ahead of you until you get to him. I shall
do the talking, so that you need not feel ashamed, and then in the

twinkling of an eye the two of you will find yourselves on friendly



terms.” ‘Go on in front of me,’ the princess told her, ‘for God’s decree
cannot be turned back.’

The two of them set off and came to where Ardashir was sitting,
looking as beautiful as the moon at its full. When they got to him, the
old woman said: ‘Young man, look and see who stands before you. This
is Hayat al-Nufus, the daughter of the king of the age. In recognition of
her status and the honour that she has done you by walking here to you,
get up out of respect for her and remain on your feet.” Ardashir rose to
his feet immediately, and when the two looked into each other’s eyes,
they both became intoxicated but not through wine. The longing and
love that the princess felt for Ardashir grew stronger; she opened her
arms, he opened his, and they embraced in a paroxysm of desire until,
overwhelmed by love and passion, they both fainted and collapsed on
the ground. There they remained for so long that the old woman, fearing
a scandal, brought them into the pavilion and sat there at the door. She
told the slave girls to take the chance to enjoy themselves, telling them
that the princess was asleep, and this they went back to do.

When the two lovers regained consciousness, they found themselves
inside the pavilion. Ardashir said to the princess: ‘Tell me in God’s
Name, queen of beauties, is this a dream or a vision seen in sleep?’ The
two embraced, drunk with love and complaining of the torment of

passion. Ardashir then recited:

The sun rises from her bright face,
With the glow of its setting in her cheeks.
When onlookers see this face,

The evening star hides away in shame.



When lightning flashes from her teeth,

Dawn breaks and clears away dark gloom,

And as her body bends and sways,

The leafy branches of the ban tree are jealous.

I need no more than to catch sight of her;

May the Lord of mankind and of the dawn guard her.

She lent the moon part of her beauty;

The sun has tried to rival her but failed.

How can the sun have sides that sway?

Where can the moon find such beauty of shape and nature?

Who can blame me, when my whole being is in love with her,

Whether in its separate parts or in its whole?

She has conquered my heart with a single glance,

And what protection is there for lovers’ hearts?
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and thirty-second
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that when he had completed these
lines, the princess clasped him to her breast, kissing him on the mouth
and between the eyes. He regained his spirit and started to complain to
her of what he had suffered through love and the tyranny of passion, the
extent of his longing and his infatuation, and what the hardness of her
heart had caused him to endure. When she heard this, she kissed his

hands and his feet and uncovered her head, showing the darkness of her



hair through which the full moons shone. ‘My darling,’ she said, ‘and the
goal of my desires, I wish that there had never been a day on which I
rejected you, and may God ensure that it never returns.” They embraced

each other tearfully, and the princess then recited:

You, who shame the moon, and the sun by day,

You have caused the beauty of your face to kill me wrongfully,
With the sword of a glance that pierces my entrails.
Where can one flee from such a sword?

The bow of your eyebrows has shot at my heart

With an arrow of burning love.

Your cheeks are for me a garden of fruits,

And how is my heart to endure without them?

Your swaying form is like a flowering branch;

The fruits it bears are there for me to pick.

You captured me by force, and left me without sleep;
Through love for you I have cast off all shame.

May God aid you with radiant light,

Making the far things close and bringing near a meeting.
Pity a heart seared by your love,

Of an emaciated lover whose refuge is in your nobility.

When she had finished these lines, she was swamped by a wave of
passionate love and shed floods of tears. Ardashir, himself consumed and
distressed by his love for her, went up to her and kissed her hands,
shedding tears of his own. The two of them continued to exchange
reproaches, intimate talk and poetry, but no more than this, until the

call to the afternoon prayer, when they had to think of parting. ‘Light of



my eyes and breath of my life,” the princess said, ‘this is the time we
must part, but when shall we meet again?’ Ardashir, whose heart had
been pierced by this, exclaimed: ‘By God, I do not like this talk of
parting!’ She then left the pavilion, and when he turned to look at her he
found her uttering moans that would melt the rocks and shedding tears
like rain. Drowning in a sea of the disasters of love, he recited these

lines:

Heart’s desire, my concern has grown

Through my great love for you. What shall I do?
Wherever your face appears, it is like dawn;
The colour of your hair is that of night.

Your figure is that of a pliant bough,

Swaying in the breath of the north wind.

Your glances are those of a gazelle,

Looked at by noble men.

Your waist is slender and your buttocks heavy,
The weight of one matched by the slimness of the other.
From your mouth comes the sweetest wine,
With pure musk and cool water.

Gazelle girl of the tribe, end my distress

And, of your bounty, send your phantom as a visitor.

When the princess heard how he described her, she came back and
embraced him with a heart burning with the fire of separation that could
only be extinguished by a kiss and an embrace. She quoted the proverb
that says: ‘It is patience that lovers must show and not its absence,’

adding: ‘I must think of some way for us to meet.” Then she left after



saying goodbye to him, and, although such was her love that she had no
idea where she was walking, she went on until at last she threw herself
down in her own room. Ardashir, for his part, felt such an increase of
longing and love that he was unable to taste the sweetness of sleep,
while the princess could not eat and, unable to endure her plight, she
fell sick.

The next morning she sent for her nurse, who arrived to find that the
condition of her mistress had changed. ‘Don’t ask how I am,’ the princess
told her, ‘for you are responsible for all this. Where is my heart’s
darling?’ ‘When did he leave you?’ the old woman asked. ‘Has he been
away for more than this one night?’ The princess answered: ‘How can I
bear to be parted from him for a single hour? Go and find some means of
bringing us together quickly, for I am almost about to breathe my last.’
‘Have patience, lady,” the old woman told her, ‘and I shall produce a
subtle and undetectable scheme.’” The princess replied: ‘I swear by the
Omnipotent God that if you don’t fetch him today, I shall go and tell the
king that you have corrupted me and he will cut off your head.” ‘For
God’s sake, give me time, as this is a serious matter,’ the old woman
implored, and she continued to beg humbly until she got the princess to
wait for three days. The princess then said: ‘These three days have been
like three years for me, nurse, and if a fourth day goes by without your
having brought him to me, I shall see to it that you are killed.’

The old woman left her presence and went back to her house. Then,
on the morning of the fourth day, she collected the bridal hairdressers of
the town and asked them to provide her with the best cosmetics in order
to adorn, paint and tattoo a young virgin. When they had brought the

finest of these as she had asked, she sent for Ardashir and on his arrival



she opened a chest and took out a package containing a woman’s dress
worth five thousand dinars, together with a headband set with all kinds
of jewels. ‘My son,’ she said, ‘do you want to meet Hayat al-Nufus?’
When he said yes, she took out tweezers with which she removed the
hair from his face before dying it with kohl. Next she stripped him and
painted his arms from finger to shoulder and his legs from the insteps to
the thighs, after which she tattooed the rest of his body until he had
become like a red rose lying on a slab of marble. Then, after a brief
pause, she washed and cleaned him, before bringing out a chemise and
drawers, over which she made him wear the regal dress she had ready,
together with the headband and a veil. She taught him how he should
walk, telling him to lead with the left leg and draw back the right, and,
following her orders, he walked in front of her like a houri coming from
Paradise.

‘Steel yourself,’ she told him, ‘for you are going to the king’s palace
and there are bound to be guards and eunuchs at the gate. If you seem
nervous of them or give them grounds for suspicion, they will investigate
you and find you out. That would be disastrous and would lose us our
lives, and so, if you cannot do it, tell me.” “This does not frighten me,’
replied Ardashir. ‘There is no need for you to worry and you can be at
ease.” She then went out and walked on ahead of him until they got to
the palace gate, which was crowded with eunuchs. She turned to see
whether he was showing signs of fright or not, and discovered that he
appeared entirely unmoved.

On her arrival, the chief eunuch looked at her and recognized her, but
he could see that she was followed by a ‘gir]’ of indescribable beauty. He

said to himself: ‘The old woman is the princess’s nurse, but no one in our



land can match the figure of the girl who is following her, or come near
her in point of beauty or grace, except for the princess Hayat al-Nufus
and she is kept in seclusion and never goes out. I wish I knew how she
comes to be out in the street, and I wonder whether she did this with the
king’s permission or without it.” He got to his feet to investigate and was
followed by some thirty eunuchs. When the old woman saw this, she was
taken aback and recited the formula: ‘We belong to God and to Him do

we return,’” adding: ‘Now we are dead - there is no doubt about it.’
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and thirty-third
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that when the old woman saw the
chief eunuch coming towards her with his followers, she was terrified
and recited the formula: ‘We belong to God and to Him do we return,’
adding: ‘Now we are dead - there is no doubt about it.’

The chief eunuch heard this and became suspicious, knowing that the
princess was harsh in her dealings and that her father was under her
thumb. So he said to himself: ‘It may be that the king ordered the
princess’s nurse to take her out on some errand and did not want anyone
to know about it. If I interfere with her, she will be furious with me and
will say: “This eunuch confronted me in order to find out what I was
doing,” and she will try her best to have me killed. There can be no need
to do anything about this.” So he went back to the palace gate, followed
by the other thirty, and they drove the bystanders away, letting the



nurse enter in safety, as they stood by respectfully and exchanged
greetings with her.

Ardashir followed her in and together they went through one gate
after another, passing by all the guards under the protection of God, the
Veiler, until they came to the seventh gate. This was the gate of the main
palace where the king’s throne was and which gave access to the
apartments of his concubines, the harem and the pavilion of the
princess. Here the old woman stopped and said: ‘My son, glory be to
God, Who has brought us this far, but it is only at night that you can
meet the princess, as night is a cover for the fearful.” “That is true,” he
agreed, ‘but what are we to do?’ ‘Hide in the darkness here,’ she said,
showing him a cistern, in which he sat down. She then went off
somewhere else, leaving him there until the end of the day, when she
came back and took him out. Together they went through the gate of the
pavilion and walked on until they got to the apartments of Hayat al-
Nufus. The old woman knocked on the door and a little girl came out to
ask who was there. ‘It is I,” said the old woman, and the girl went back
to ask whether her mistress would admit her nurse. ‘Open the door for
her and let her come in with whomever she has with her,’” the princess
told her, and so the two visitors entered.

When they came forward, the old woman turned to Hayat al-Nufus
and saw that she had prepared the room, arranging rows of candles and
covering the benches and the raised floors with carpets. Cushions had
been placed there; candles had been lit in chandeliers of gold and silver;
food, fruits and sweetmeats had been set out and the room was
perfumed with musk, aloes and ambergris. The princess was sitting

surrounded by lamps and candles, but the radiance of her face outshone



them all. She looked at the old woman and asked: ‘Nurse, where is my
heart’s darling?’ ‘My lady,’” the old woman answered, ‘I have not met him
or seen him, but I have brought you his sister.” ‘Are you mad?’ exclaimed
the princess. ‘I don’t need his sister. When someone has a wounded
head, does he bandage his hand?’ The old woman replied: ‘No, by God,
my lady, but nevertheless take a look at her and, if she pleases you, let
her stay with you.” At that she unveiled Ardashir’s face and, when the
princess recognized him, she got to her feet and clasped him to her
breast while he clasped her to his before they both fell to the ground
unconscious. When they had stayed like this for a long time, the old
woman sprinkled them with rosewater and they recovered.

Hayat al-Nufus now kissed Ardashir on the mouth more than a

thousand times and recited these lines:

My heart’s darling visited me in the dark;

I rose to honour him until he took his seat.

I said: “You, who are my wish and my desire,

Did you not fear the guards as you came here by night?’
‘I did,” he said, ‘but it is love that holds my life and soul.’
We clung together and embraced;

For here is safety, with no guards to dread.

We got up with our honour still unsoiled,

Shaking out robes that had remained unstained.
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been



allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and thirty-fourth
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that when Hayat al-Nufus met her
beloved in the palace, they embraced and she recited appropriate lines
of poetry. When she had finished her recitation, she said: ‘Am I really
seeing you here as my companion and friend?’ The pangs of love and
passion took such a hold on her that she almost went out of her mind

with joy and recited:

I would ransom with my life the one who comes by night,
For whose return I had been waiting.

I was startled by the soft sound of his weeping,

And told him: ‘Come, for you are welcome here.’

I left a thousand kisses on his cheek,

Embracing him a thousand times, hidden as he was.

I said: ‘I have obtained my hope;

Praise be to God, Who made this hope come true.’

We passed the night as we wished, in delight,

Until the dark was cleared away by dawn.

When morning came, she hid Ardashir away in her apartments and it
was not until nightfall that she brought him out, after which they sat
and talked. He said: ‘I plan to go back to my own country and then tell
my father about you so that he may send his vizier to your father to ask
him for your hand.” ‘My darling,’” she objected, ‘T am afraid that, if you
go home, you may be distracted and forget your love for me or that your
father may not agree to what you suggest. Then there would be nothing

for me to do but die. The best thing is for me to hold you here, so that



we can see each other until I can think of some scheme to allow us to
leave the palace together on the same night, after which we can go to
your country, as I no longer have any hopes of my own people and
despair of them.” ‘To hear is to obey,’ said Ardashir, and they went on
drinking wine.

One night, they enjoyed their wine so much that they did not settle
down to sleep until dawn. As it happened, a king had sent gifts to Hayat
al-Nufus’s father, among them being a necklace comprising twenty-nine
unequalled gems that were worth more than the treasuries of kings. ‘The
only person worthy of this is my daughter, Hayat al-Nufus,’ the king
said, and he turned to a eunuch whose molar teeth the princess had had
pulled out for some reason. Having summoned him, the king told him to
take the necklace to his daughter. He was to tell her that it was a present
beyond all price, sent to her father from a king, and that she was to put
it round her neck.

The eunuch took it, saying to himself: ‘May Almighty God ensure that
this is the last thing she wears in this world, as she deprived me of the
use of my teeth.” When he came to the door of her apartments, he found
it locked with the old woman sleeping beside it. He roused her and she
woke with a start and asked him what he wanted. When he told her that
the king had sent him on an errand to his daughter, she said: ‘The key is
not here. Go away until it can be fetched.” But when he objected that he
could not return to the king, she set out herself to get the key but then
became afraid and decided to save her own life. When she was slow to
return, the eunuch became afraid that the king would think that he was
taking too long and so he rattled the door and shook it. The hasp of the

lock broke and the door opened. He went in and kept on until he passed



through the seventh door and came to the princess’s room, which he
found spread with splendid carpets and arranged with candles and wine
flasks. This surprised him and he walked up to the dais, which was
covered by a silken curtain, surmounted by a net of jewels. He drew the
curtain and discovered the princess asleep with a young man in her arms
who was even more beautiful than she. He glorified God, Who had
created this young man from ‘a despicable drop’,* before adding: ‘These
are fine doings for a girl who hates men. How did she manage this? I
think it must have been because of him that she had my teeth pulled
out.’

He put the curtain back in its place and was making for the door when
the princess woke up in a panic and, seeing the eunuch, whose name
was Kafur, she called to him but got no reply. She came down from the
dais and caught up with him before taking hold of the skirt of his gown,
putting it on her head, kissing his feet and exclaiming: ‘Conceal what
God has concealed!’” ‘May God not shelter you,” he replied, ‘nor anyone
who gives you shelter. You had my teeth pulled out, saying that no one
was to tell you anything about the qualities of men.” He freed himself
from her grip and ran out, bolting the door behind him and posting a
eunuch to guard it. He then went to the king, who asked him whether he
had handed over the necklace to the princess. ‘By God,’ he replied, ‘you
deserve better than this.” ‘What has happened? Tell me and be quick,’
the king said. ‘I can only do this in private,’” objected the eunuch, but the
king insisted that he tell him there and then. ‘Guarantee my safety,” said
the eunuch, and the king gave him a kerchief as a token of this. The
eunuch then said: ‘Your majesty, I went to see Hayat al-Nufus and found

her asleep in a luxuriously furnished room with a young man in her



arms. I locked the door on them before coming to you.’

When the king heard this, he jumped up, grasped a sword in his hand
and shouted to the chief eunuch, telling him to take his followers and go
to fetch Hayat al-Nufus and the man with whom she was sleeping on the

dais, and to cover them both up.

Night 735

Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and thirty-fifth
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that the king ordered the eunuch to
take his followers, go to Hayat al-Nufus and bring her to him together
with the man who was with her. The eunuchs went off, and on entering
the room they discovered Hayat al-Nufus dissolved in tears, as was
Ardashir. The chief eunuch told them both to lie down on the couch
again, and, fearing for his life, she told Ardashir: ‘This is no time to
disobey.” The two of them lay down and were carried off to the king.
When they were uncovered, Hayat al-Nufus sprang to her feet, and the
king, looking at her, was about to strike off her head when Ardashir
forestalled him by throwing himself on his chest and exclaiming: ‘The
fault is not hers but mine, so kill me first!” The king was on the point of
striking him when Hayat al-Nufus threw herself at her father, calling
out: ‘No, kill me and not him, for he is the son of the great king, the
ruler of the whole land throughout its length and breadth.” When the
king heard this, he turned to his grand vizier, a man who united all the

vices, and asked him for his advice. “‘What I say,’ the vizier replied, ‘is



that those who are involved in this affair must necessarily lie, and the
only thing to do is to put them to all kinds of tortures before cutting off
their heads.’

The king summoned his executioner, who came with his assistants.
‘Take this scoundrel and cut off his head,’ he said, ‘and then do the same
to this harlot before burning their bodies. Do not ask me about this
again.” The executioner put his hand on the princess’s back in order to
take her, but the king shouted at him and threw something that he was
holding in his hand, almost killing him. ‘Dog,” he cried, ‘when I am
angry, should you be gentle? Take her by the hair and pull her so that
she falls on her face.” The executioner did as he was told and dragged
both her and Ardashir on their faces to the place of execution. He cut a
piece from the bottom of his robe and tied it over Ardashir’s eyes before
drawing his sharp sword. He left Hayat al-Nufus until second, in the
hope that someone might intercede for her, and busied himself with
Ardashir, swinging his sword three times, while all the soldiers wept and
prayed to God for intercession. He was raising his sword in his hand
when suddenly a dust cloud could be seen filling the horizon.

The reason for this was that, when news of Ardashir had been slow in
reaching his father, he had mustered a huge army and set out in person
to look for his son. As for King ‘Abd al-Qadir, at the sight of the dust he
asked what was happening and what the dust meant. The grand vizier
left to investigate and discovered an innumerable and inexhaustible
force like a swarm of locusts filling the mountains, valleys and hills. He
came back to tell the king of this and the king ordered him to go and
learn more about them and to discover why they had come. ‘Find out

about their leader,’ the king said. ‘Give him my greetings and ask him



why he has come. If he is here on some errand, we shall help him; if he
wants to take revenge on some king, we shall ride with him; and if he
wants a gift, we shall give him one. For this is an enormous force and
there is reason to fear that it may attack our lands.’

The vizier went off and continued to walk between tents, troops and
camp servants from first light until nearly sunset, when he came across
guards with gilded swords, and star-spangled tents. He then found emirs,
viziers, chamberlains and deputies and went on till he came to the
commander-in-chief, whom he found to be a mighty king and whose
officials, on seeing him, shouted: ‘Kiss the ground, kiss the ground!’” The
vizier did so and then rose, but they shouted a second and then a third
time until, when he lifted his head and tried to get up, such was the awe
inspired in him by the king that he fell full length on the ground. When
at last he stood before the king, he said: ‘May God lengthen your days,
add glory to your rule and exalt you, O fortunate king. King ‘Abd al-
Qadir sends you his greetings, kisses the ground before you and asks
what important business has brought you here. If you are looking for
vengeance on some king, he will ride out under your command, or if
there is anything he can do to further any purpose you may have, he is
at your service.” The king told him: ‘Messenger, go back to your master
and tell him that the great king has a son who has long been absent.
News of him has been slow to come in and he seems to have vanished
without trace. If he is in this city of yours, his father will take him and
leave you, but if anything has happened to him or if harm has come to
him at your hands, he will ravage your lands, plunder your wealth, kill
your men and enslave your women. Go quickly to tell this to your

master before harm befalls him.” “To hear is to obey,’ said the vizier, and



he was about to turn away when the chamberlains shouted to him: ‘Kiss
the ground, kiss the ground!” He kissed it twenty times and by the time
he rose he was almost at his last breath.

When he left the king’s audience chamber, he went off in a state of
concern about this foreign king and the size of his army until, by the
time he got back to ‘Abd al-Qadir, such was his fear that he had lost his
colour and was trembling. He gave an account of what had happened to

him...
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and thirty-sixth
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that when the vizier returned from the
great king to ‘Abd al-Qadir, he gave an account of what had happened to
him, and ‘Abd al-Qadir, who was anxious and fearful both for his own
sake and for his people, asked him who the son of this king might be.
‘His son,’ replied the vizier, ‘is this man whose execution you ordered,
and we owe praise to God, Who ensured that this was not done in a
hurry, as otherwise his father would have ravaged our lands and
plundered our wealth.” The king said: ‘See what bad advice you gave
when you told me to have him killed. So where is he, this son of the
great king?’ ‘It was you who gave the order for his execution,’ the vizier
said, and the king in a state of confusion gave a cry wrenched from the
depths of his heart and his head, calling out: ‘Damn you, bring the

executioner lest he kill him.” The man was fetched immediately, and



when he had come he said: ‘King of the age, I cut off his head as you
ordered.” ‘Dog,’” the king told him, ‘if this is true, I shall send you to join
him.” ‘You told me to kill him and not to ask you about it again,’
objected the man, but the king said: ‘I was angry, but tell me the truth
before you get yourself killed.” At that point the man said that the
prisoner was still alive, and the king, delighted and relieved, ordered
him to be brought before him.

When Ardashir was fetched, the king rose to his feet and kissed him
on the mouth. ‘My son,’ he said, ‘I ask pardon from Almighty God for
what I did to you and I ask you not to say anything that might lower my
standing in the eyes of the great king, your father.” Ardashir asked where
his father was, and the king told him: ‘He has come because of you.” ‘I
swear by the respect in which you are held,” Ardashir said, ‘that I shall
not leave your presence until I have cleared my honour and the honour
of your daughter from what you have imputed to us. She is a virgin.
Summon the midwives to examine her in front of you. If you find that
her maidenhead has been lost, then I give you leave to kill me, but if
not, then proclaim my innocence and hers.” The midwives were called
and on inspection they confirmed that the princess was a virgin. They
told this to the king and asked for a reward, which he gave them, taking
off and giving away his own robes, as well as presenting gifts to
everyone in the harem. Scent bowls were produced and all the state
officials were perfumed to their great delight. The king embraced
Ardashir, treating him with the greatest honour and respect, and on his
orders his particular favourites among the eunuchs escorted him to the
baths. When Ardashir came out, the king presented him with a splendid

robe of honour as well as a jewelled crown and a sash of silk



ornamented with red gold and studded with pearls and gems. He
mounted him on a splendid horse with a golden saddle set with jewels
and ordered his state officials and dignitaries to form an escort to take
him to his father, instructing him to say to the great king: ‘King ‘Abd al-
Qadir is at your service and will obediently follow all your instructions.’
Ardashir promised to do this.

Ardashir then took leave of ‘Abd al-Qadir and set off to visit his father,
who was overcome with delight when he saw him, jumping to his feet
and advancing to embrace him, as joy spread throughout the whole
army. He summoned every one of his viziers and chamberlains, as well
as all his troops and their officers, who kissed the ground before
Ardashir in joy at his arrival. This was a day of great rejoicing. Ardashir
allowed his escort and others from ‘Abd al-Qadir’s city to inspect his
father’s army without hindrance, so that they might note its size and the
greatness of his power. All those who had earlier visited the drapers’
market and seen him sitting in his shop were amazed at how someone of
such honourable and dignified rank could have been content with such a
position, although it was his love for the princess that had forced him to
it.

News spread through the city about the huge size of his army, and
word of this reached Hayat al-Nufus. She looked from the castle roof
towards the mountains and saw them filled with armed men, while she
herself was still being held prisoner until it was known whether the king
would be content to release her or whether she would be condemned to
death and burned. The sight of the army and the knowledge that it
belonged to Ardashir’s father made her fear that Ardashir might be
distracted by this and forget about her, leaving her to be put to death by



her father. So she sent off a slave girl who was acting as her attendant in
her apartments, telling her: ‘Go to Ardashir, the king’s son, and don’t be
afraid. When you reach him, kiss the ground before him and tell him
who you are. Then say: “My mistress sends you her greetings. She is
being held a prisoner in the palace on her father’s orders, either to be
released or to be put to death. She asks you not to forget her or to
abandon her, for today you are in a position of power and no one can
disobey your commands, whatever they may be. If you think of getting
her father to free her and taking her to join you, this will be an act of
kindness, as it is because of you that she has had to endure these
sufferings. But if you do not want to do that, now that you have got
what you want from her, speak to your father, the great king, so that he
may intercede for her with her father and not leave before she has been
freed. He should get her father to pledge that he will not harm her or
have her killed. This is the end of her message, may God not grieve her

by your absence. Peace be on you.”
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and thirty-seventh
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that Hayat al-Nufus sent a slave girl to
Ardashir. The girl went to Ardashir and gave him the princess’s message.
When he heard it, he wept bitterly and said: ‘Know that Hayat al-Nufus
is my mistress and I am her slave, the captive of her love. I have not

forgotten what passed between us or the bitterness of parting. Kiss her



feet and tell her that I shall talk about her to my father, who will not be
able to refuse me, and he will send his vizier, who asked the king for her
hand on the first occasion. If your father consults you about this, do not
say no, for I shall not return to my own country without you.” The girl
went back and passed this message to the princess, after she had kissed
her hands, and, when the princess heard it, she wept for joy and gave
praise to Almighty God.

So much for her, but as for Ardashir, that night when he was alone
with his father and was asked about himself and what had happened to
him, he told him the whole story from beginning to end. ‘What do you
want me to do, my son?’ his father asked. ‘If you want ‘Abd al-Qadir
destroyed, I shall ravage his lands, seize his wealth and have his women
raped.’ ‘I do not want that, father,” replied Ardashir, ‘for he has not done
anything to me to deserve that. What I want is to marry the princess, so
would you be good enough to prepare a valuable gift and send it to her
father with your vizier, the master of sound counsel?’ ‘To hear is to
obey,’ replied his father, and from the treasures that had been stored
away from early times he chose the most valuable pieces and showed
them to Ardashir, who approved of his choice. He then summoned his
vizier, telling him to take these to ‘Abd al-Qadir and to request the
princess’s hand in marriage to his son, asking him to accept the gift and
to send back a reply.

The vizier set off to go to ‘Abd al-Qadir, who had been filled with
gloom since he parted from Ardashir, being preoccupied with fears that
his kingdom would be ravaged and his estates seized. He was then
suddenly confronted by the vizier, who greeted him and kissed the

ground before him. He rose to his feet and greeted his visitor



courteously, but the vizier quickly prostrated himself at his feet and
kissed them, exclaiming: ‘Pardon, king of the age, one in your position
does not stand up for the likes of me, the least of the slaves of slaves.
Know that the prince has talked with his father and told him of some of
the goodness and generosity with which you treated him, which has
earned you the king’s gratitude. He has sent me, your servant who
stands before you, with a gift for you and he greets you and sends you
an honourable salutation.’

The king had been in such a state of fear that he did not believe his
ears until the gift was presented to him, but he then discovered that it
was past all price and that no other ruler among the kings of the earth
could have produced its like. This made him feel diminished by
comparison, and he rose to his feet, praising and glorifying Almighty
God, as well as expressing his gratitude to Prince Ardashir. The vizier
then said: ‘Noble king, listen to my words and know that the great king
has come to you, choosing to establish a relationship with you. My
mission is to seek and request the hand of your daughter, the sheltered
lady, the hidden jewel, Hayat al-Nufus, in marriage to the king’s son,
Ardashir, and if you are pleased to accept, then the two of us can come
to an agreement about her marriage portion.” When the king heard that,
he said: “To hear is to obey. For my own part I have no objection and
would like nothing better. My daughter, however, is of legal age and is
in control of her own affairs. I shall refer the matter to her and she can
choose for herself.” Turning to the chief eunuch, he said: ‘Go to my
daughter and tell her about this.” ‘To hear is to obey,” the eunuch said
and he walked to the harem quarters, where he came to the princess,

kissed her hands and, after telling her what the king had said, asked:



‘What is your reply to this?’ ‘To hear is to obey,’ she answered.

Neght 738

Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and thirty-eighth
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that when the chief eunuch of the
harem told Hayat al-Nufus that her hand had been requested in marriage
to the son of the great king, she replied: “To hear is to obey.” When the
chief eunuch heard this, he went back to tell the king of his daughter’s
answer. The king was delighted and called for a splendid robe of honour,
which he presented to the vizier, together with ten thousand dinars,
telling him to inform Ardashir’s father that Hayat al-Nufus had accepted
the proposal and to ask for his permission to visit him. ‘To hear is to
obey,’ said the vizier, who then left ‘Abd al-Qadir’s court and returned to
pass the messages to his master. The great king was pleased, and as for
Ardashir he was almost out of his mind with joy, being filled with
contentment and happiness. Permission was granted to ‘Abd al-Qadir to
come to visit the king, and on the following day he rode out and was
met on his arrival by the king himself, who greeted him and gave him a
place of honour. The two kings sat, while Ardashir remained standing in
front of them, and an orator, one of ‘Abd al-Qadir’s close associates, rose
to deliver an eloquent address in which he congratulated Ardashir on
having achieved his wish to marry the sovereign of princesses. When he
had sat down, the great king ordered a chest filled with pearls and gems
to be produced, together with fifty thousand dinars, and he told ‘Abd al-



Qadir that he was acting as his son’s representative in the matter of the
marriage settlements. ‘Abd al-Qadir acknowledged the receipt of the
bride price, which included the fifty thousand dinars for the wedding
celebrations. The judges and notaries were then summoned and a
marriage contract drawn up between Hayat al-Nufus, daughter of King
‘Abd al-Qadir, and Ardashir, son of the great king. This was a
momentous day, delighting all lovers and angering those who were filled
with jealous hate. There were banquets and receptions, and after that
Ardashir lay with his bride and discovered her to be an unpierced pearl
and a filly that no one else had ridden, a precious jewel well-guarded
and a gem that had been hidden away, a fact that he passed on to her
father.

The great king then asked Ardashir whether there was anything else
that he wanted before they left. ‘Yes, O king,” he replied, ‘I want to be
revenged on the vizier who maltreated us and on the eunuch who lied
about us.” His father instantly sent to ‘Abd al-Qadir to demand the two,
who were then delivered to him, and when they appeared before him he
ordered them to be hung over the city gate. After a further brief delay,
‘Abd al-Qadir was asked to allow his daughter to make her preparations
for travelling. He provided for her needs and she was mounted on a
carriage of red gold studded with pearls and gems and drawn by noble
horses. She took with her all her slave girls and eunuchs, and her nurse,
who had returned after her flight to take up her usual position again.
The great king and Ardashir mounted, and ‘Abd al-Qadir and his whole
court rode out to say goodbye to his son-in-law and his daughter on
what was counted as one of the best of days. When they reached open

country, the great king insisted that ‘Abd al-Qadir turn back, which he



did after first clasping the king to his breast, kissing him between the
eyes, thanking him for all his goodness and entrusting his daughter to
his care. When he had said goodbye to the king and to Ardashir, he went
back and embraced his daughter, who kissed his hands, and the two of
them wept as they parted.

While ‘Abd al-Qadir went back to his capital, Ardashir, together with
his wife and his father, went on to his own country, where they held a
second wedding feast. There they remained enjoying the pleasantest of
lives in joy and luxury until they were visited by the destroyer of
delights, the parter of companions, the ravager of palaces and the filler

of graveyards. This is the end of the story.

A story is also told, O fortunate king, that long ago in Persia there was a
king named Shahriman who lived in Khurasan. In spite of the fact that
he had a hundred concubines, none of them had ever in his life provided
him with either a son or a daughter. One day, as he thought this, he
grew melancholy, reflecting that the greater part of his life was over and
there was no son to inherit the kingdom after his death in the way that
he himself had inherited it from his father and forefathers. He was filled
with sorrow and deep distress, but then as he was sitting in his palace
one of his mamluks came to him and said: ‘Master, at the gate is a
merchant with as beautiful a slave girl as I have ever seen.” ‘Bring them
to me,’ the king ordered, and when they entered he looked at the girl
and discovered that she was like a Rudaini spear and was wrapped in a
silken shawl embroidered with gold. When the merchant unveiled her
face, the room was illumined by her beauty. She had seven locks of hair

hanging down to her anklets like ponies’ tails; her eyes were darkened



with kohl; she had heavy buttocks and a slender waist and could cure
the illnesses of the sick and quench the fires of thirst, as has been

described by the poet in these lines:

I fell in love with her in the perfection of her beauty,
Crowned, as it was, by calmness and by dignity.

She was neither too tall nor yet too short;

Her waist-wrapper was too narrow for her buttocks;
Her figure struck a balance between extremes of height,
And could not be criticized for either fault.

Her hair hung down before her anklets,

While her face was always bright as day.

The king, admiring the sight of her graceful beauty and her
symmetrical form, asked the merchant her price. ‘Master,” he replied, ‘I
bought her from her previous owner for two thousand dinars; I have
spent three years travelling with her and this has cost me another three
thousand up to the time that I arrived here, but I give her to you as a
present.” The king ordered that the merchant be given a splendid robe of
honour together with the sum of ten thousand dinars. He took these and
left after kissing the king’s hands and thanking him for his favour and
generosity.

The king then handed over the girl to the maids, telling them to see to
her and to adorn her, as well as to furnish apartments for her and bring
her to them, while his chamberlains were instructed to fetch her
everything that she might need. The king’s capital was known as the
White City, and thanks to the fact that his realm lay by the sea, the

apartments to which the girl was brought had windows overlooking



them.

Night 739

Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and thirty-ninth
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that when the king took the slave girl,
he handed her over to the maids, telling them to see to her. They took
her to her apartments, and the king instructed his chamberlains to fetch
everything she might need and then lock all the doors. The apartments
to which they escorted her had windows overlooking the sea.

When the king went in to visit her, she said nothing and took no
notice of him, leaving him to imagine that the people with whom she
had been had not taught her manners. Then he looked at her
outstanding beauty and grace, her symmetrical figure and her face that
was like the full moon or the sun shining in a clear sky, and in his
admiration for these qualities he praised God, the Omnipotent Creator.
He went up to her, sat beside her and then clasped her to his breast,
seating her on his lap and sucking the saliva of her mouth, which he
found sweeter than honey. On his orders, all kinds of the most delicious
foods were brought in, which he ate himself and morsels of which he
gave to the girl until she had had enough. During all this time she
uttered no single word and, although he started to talk to her and ask
her her name, she remained silent, saying nothing and making no reply,
with her head bent towards the ground. It was only her great beauty and

attractiveness that saved her from the king’s anger, and he said to



himself: ‘Praise be to God, Who created her — how lovely she is! She does
not speak, but perfection belongs to the Almighty alone.” He asked the
slave girls whether she had said anything and they told him that, from
the time of her arrival until then, they had not heard a word from her.
Some of these girls, together with a number of the concubines, were then
told to sing to her and relax with her in the hope of breaking her silence.
They played different musical instruments in front of her and indulged
in various games and so on, until everyone there was moved to delight
by their songs, but the girl herself was a silent spectator and neither
laughed nor spoke, to the distress of the king. He then dismissed the
other girls and remained alone with her. He took off his own clothes and
undressed her, discovering that she had a body like a silver ingot. He fell
deeply in love with her and deflowered her, being delighted to discover
that she was a virgin. ‘By God, it is remarkable,’ he said to himself, ‘that
the merchant should have left untouched a beautiful girl with such a
lovely figure.’

He then became entirely devoted to her, disregarding everyone else
and abandoning all his concubines, while the year that he then spent
with her passed like a single day. She had still said nothing, and one
day, when his passionate love had grown even stronger, he told her:
‘Heart’s desire, I love you deeply and for your sake I have forsaken all
my slave girls and concubines, as well as every other woman, since you
are the only thing that I now want in this world. I have waited patiently
for a whole year, and I now ask Almighty God of His grace that He may
soften your heart towards me so that you may speak to me or, if you are
dumb, then make a sign to tell me, and I will give up the thought that
you might ever talk. My hope is that Almighty God will grant me a son



by you to inherit the kingdom after my death, for I am entirely alone
and in my old age I have no heir. I implore you in God’s Name to answer
me if you love me.’

The girl looked down thoughtfully towards the ground and then she
raised her head and smiled at the king, to whom it seemed as though
lightning had filled the room. ‘Great king and strong lion,’ she said, ‘God
has answered your prayer, for I am carrying your child and am near the
time of delivery, although I do not know whether it will be a boy or a
girl. Had I not conceived, I would not have spoken a word to you.” When
the king heard this, he beamed with joy and delight and kissed her head
and her hands in his gladness, exclaiming: ‘Praise be to God, Who has
granted me my wishes, as, firstly, you have spoken to me and, secondly,
you have told me that you are carrying my child!’

The king then left her and went out to sit on his royal throne in a state
of great happiness, and he ordered his vizier to distribute a hundred
thousand dinars as alms to the poor, the wretched and the widows,
among others, in gratitude to Almighty God, an order which the vizier
carried out. The king then returned to the girl and sat with her, holding
her to his breast. He said: ‘My mistress, whose slave I am, why did you
stay silent? You have been with me day and night, waking and sleeping
for a whole year now, and during all this time you have not spoken a
word until now. What was the reason for this?’

‘You must understand, O king of the age,” replied the girl, ‘that I was a
poor broken-spirited stranger, having been parted from my mother, my
brother and my family.” The king listened to this and grasped her point
but objected: ‘When you say that you are poor, this is not true, as my

kingdom, my goods and all that I have are at your service, while I myself



am your slave, but when you say that you have been parted from
mother, brother and family, tell me where they are and I shall send to
fetch them to you.” She replied: ‘Know, O fortunate king, that my name
is Julnar of the sea. My father was one of the rulers of the sea and when
he died he left his kingdom to us, his family. We held it until another
king moved against us and took it from us. I have a brother named Salih,
while my mother is one of the sea people. I quarrelled with my brother
and swore that I would throw myself away on a landsman, so I came out
of the sea and sat by moonlight on the shore of an island. A man passed
by and took me off to his house, where he tried to seduce me, but I
struck him on the head and almost killed him. He then took me out and
sold me to the merchant from whom you bought me, a good and pious
man, religious, honest and honourable. Had you not truly loved me and
preferred me to all your concubines, I would not have stayed with you
for a single hour and would have thrown myself into the sea from this
window and gone off to my mother and my people. But I was ashamed
to go to them carrying your child, for whatever oath I took they would
have suspected my virtue if I told them that a king had bought me for
money, devoted himself to me and preferred me to his wives and

everything else he owned. This is my story.’
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been

allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and fortieth night,
SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that when King Shahriman questioned
Julnar of the sea, she told him her story from beginning to end.

When the king heard all this, he thanked her, kissed her between the
eyes and said: ‘By God, my lady and the light of my eyes, I cannot bear
to be parted from you for a single hour, and if you leave me I shall die
on the spot, so how are things going to be?’ ‘Master,’ she replied, ‘it is
nearly time for my child to be born and my family will have to be there
to look after me, as women from the land don’t know how sea women
give birth and vice versa. Then, after they have come, we shall be
reconciled with each other again.’

The king asked her: ‘How can they walk in the sea and not get wet?’
She told him: ‘We walk in the sea in the same way you walk on the land,
and this is thanks to the blessing conferred by the names written on the
seal ring of Solomon, son of David, on both of whom be peace. When my
family and my brothers come, I shall tell them that you paid money to
buy me, after which you treated me with kindness and courtesy,
something that you must confirm for them. They will see your grandeur
with their own eyes, and realize that you are a king and the son of a
king.” ‘Do what you want, as it occurs to you,’ said the king, ‘for I shall
obey you in everything you do.” ‘Know, king of the age,” she explained,

‘that when we walk in the sea our eyes are open and we can look at



what is there, as well as at the sun, the moon, the stars and the sky,
which we can see just as though we were on dry land, and that does us
no harm. You must know also that there are many different races in the
sea, as well as different varieties of all the types of creatures that are to
be found on land. Furthermore, what the land contains is tiny in
comparison with what is in the sea.” The king was astonished by what
she had to say.

She then produced from the palm of her hand two bits of Qumari aloes
wood and, taking one of them, she threw it into a brazier that she had
lit. She whistled piercingly and started to speak some unintelligible
words. As the king watched, a large cloud of smoke rose up and Julnar
said: ‘Master, hide yourself away in a small room so that I may show you
my brother, my mother and the rest of my family without their seeing
you. I want to summon them, and here and now you shall see a marvel
and wonder at the different shapes and strange forms that God Almighty
has created.” The king got up immediately and went into a small room
from where he could see what she was doing. She started to burn
incense and to recite spells, until the sea began to foam, and from the
disturbed water out came a splendidly handsome young man like the full
moon, with a radiant forehead, ruddy cheeks and teeth like pearls. He
was very like his sister and the following lines would spring

automatically to mind:

Once every month the moon becomes full,
But the beauty of your face is perfect every day.
The heart of a single zodiac sign holds the full moon,

But the hearts of all mankind serve as your resting place.



He was followed out of the sea by a grey-haired old lady, who was
accompanied by five girls as beautiful as moons, all bearing a
resemblance to Julnar. As the king could see, every one of them was
walking on the surface of the sea as they approached her, and when she
saw them close to her window, she got up and went to meet them with
joy and delight. When they saw her and recognized her, they came in
and embraced her, raining down tears. ‘Julnar,’ they said to her, ‘how
could you have abandoned us for four years? We didn’t know where you
were and the pain we suffered because of your loss made our lives
miserable; there was no single day on which we could enjoy food or
drink, and such was our longing for you that we wept night and day.’

Julnar kissed her brother’s hand and those of her mother and her
cousins. They sat with her for a time, asking her about herself, what had
happened to her and how she was. In reply she said: ‘Know that when I
parted from you and came out of the sea, I sat on the shore of an island
and a man took me and sold me to a merchant, who brought me to this
city and sold me to its king for ten thousand dinars. The king received
me with honour, abandoning all his concubines, his women and his
favourites for my sake and occupying himself with me to the exclusion
of all his other affairs and the business of his city.’

When Julnar’s brother heard her story, he thanked God for having
reunited them and added: ‘I want you to get up and come with us to our
own country and our people.” On hearing that, the king was distraught
lest she agree to this suggestion and, passionately in love with her as he
was, he would not be able to stop her. He remained dismayed and
fearful at the thought of losing her, but, for her part, when she heard
what her brother had to say, she told him: ‘By God, brother, the man



who bought me is the ruler of this city, a great king, an intelligent and
noble man of vast liberality. He has shown me honour, and he is a
chivalrous and a wealthy man, who has neither sons nor daughters; he
has been good to me; he has treated me generously, and from the day
that I came here until now I have heard no harsh word from him to
cause me distress. On the contrary, he has always been kind to me,
consulting me in all that he does, and with him I have enjoyed the
pleasantest of lives and the greatest of benefits. Further, if I leave him,
he will die as he cannot bear to be parted from me for a single hour, and
I too would die if I left him, so deeply do I love him because of the
goodness he has shown me during the time I have been with him. Were
my father still alive, I would not enjoy the same standing with him as I
do with this great and powerful king. You can see that I am carrying his
child, and I praise God, Who made me the daughter of the king of the
sea and has given me as a husband the greatest of the rulers of the land.

He did not abandon me but gave me a good exchange...’
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and forty-first
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that Julnar told her story to her
brother and said: “The Almighty did not abandon me but gave me a good
exchange, and as the king has no son and no daughter, I ask Almighty
God to let me give birth to a boy, who may inherit from his powerful

father all that He gave him in the way of buildings, palaces and



possessions.’” Julnar’s brother and her cousins were pleased by what she
had to say, and they said: ‘Julnar, you know how deeply we love you,
for, as you must already know, you are the dearest of all people to us.
You must believe that all we want for you is that you should enjoy a life
of ease, without distress or drudgery. If you are not free from worry,
then come back with us to your own land and to your family, but if you
are and you are both well regarded and happy here, then this is all we
hope for, and we can want nothing more for you.” ‘By God,’ she replied,
‘T am enjoying all possible comfort, happiness and dignity, and
everything I wish for is mine.” When the king heard what she had to say,
he was pleased and relieved; he was grateful to her and loved her even
more from the bottom of his heart, as he realized that she returned his
love and wanted to stay with him so that she might see his child.

Julnar then gave orders to her slave girl for tables laden with various
types of food to be produced, after she herself had supervised the
preparations in the kitchen, and then these, together with sweetmeats
and fruit, were brought in by the slave girls. When she and her family
had eaten, they said to her: ‘Julnar, your husband is a stranger to us and
we have entered his palace without his leave. You have told us that you
are grateful for his kindness, but he does not know about us and
although we have eaten his food that you brought us, we have not seen
him or met him and he has not seen us. He has not come to join us and
has not eaten with us so as to establish the tie of bread and salt.” At that
they all stopped eating, and they were so angry with her that what
looked like flaming torches came out of their mouths.

When he saw this, the king became distraught with fear, but Julnar,

having first got up to mollify them, went to the room where he was and



said: ‘Master, did you see and hear how I thanked you and praised you
to my family, and did you hear them say how they wanted to take me
home with them?’ ‘I both heard and saw,’ the king told her, adding:
‘May God reward you on my behalf, for I never knew how much you
loved me before this blessed hour, a love which I cannot doubt.” ‘Master,’
she then said, ‘one good deed deserves another. You have treated me
well and showered great favours on me; you love me deeply, as I can
see; you have done everything that you can for me and you have
preferred me to all others whom you love and desire. So how could I be
content to part from you and leave you? How could I do that after all the
kindness that you have shown me? But now I would like you to be good
enough to come and greet my family, so that after you have seen each
other there may be a bond of sincere affection between you. For you
must know, king of the age, that my brother, my mother and my cousins
have a great love for you, because I told them how grateful I am to you.
They said that they would not leave me and return home until they have
met you and greeted you, as they want to see you and make friends with
you.” “To hear is to obey,’ said the king, ‘for that is what I want myself.’
He then got up and went to Julnar’s family, whom he greeted in the
friendliest manner, and they, for their part, sprang to their feet and met
him with the greatest courtesy. He sat with them in the palace and ate at
the same table, after which they stayed with him for thirty days. At the
end of this period they wanted to set off for home, and after they had
asked for his permission and for that of Queen Julnar, they left, having
received the most honourable treatment. It was then that Julnar reached
the term of her pregnancy, and when she had gone into labour she gave

birth to a boy like a full moon. The king was overjoyed, as he had no



other children, male or female, and celebrations were held, the city
being adorned with decorations for seven days among general pleasure
and rejoicing.

On the seventh day, Julnar’s mother came back with her brother and

her cousins, having heard of her delivery.
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and forty-second
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that when Julnar had given birth, her
family returned. They were met by the king, who was pleased by their
arrival and who told them: ‘I said that I would not name my son until
you arrived to choose his name, wise as you are.” They all agreed to call
him Badr Basim and he was shown to his uncle, Salih, who took him in
his arms. Salih then left the others, and after walking to and fro in the
palace he left it and went down to the sea. He walked on into it until he
was out of the king’s sight, and when the king saw that his son had been
taken away from him and plunged into the depths of the sea, he began
to weep and sob in despair. Seeing this, Julnar said: ‘Do not be afraid or
grieve for your son, king of the age, for I love him more than you do. He
is with my brother, and there is no need to concern yourself about the
sea or to fear lest he be drowned, for if my brother knew that any harm
would come to the child he would not have acted as he has. God willing,
he is just about to bring him back safe and sound.’

Soon there was a disturbance in the sea and from the frothing water



emerged Salih with the uninjured child. Carrying him in his arms he
flew out to rejoin the others, and the child meanwhile made no sound,
while his face was as radiant as the full moon. Looking at the king, Salih
said: ‘Were you, perhaps, afraid that harm might come to your son when
I took him down with me into the sea?’ ‘I was indeed, sir,” the king
replied, ‘and I never thought that he would come out alive.” ‘King of the
land,’ said Salih, ‘we rubbed his eyes with a type of kohl we know of,
and recited over him the names engraved on the signet ring of Solomon,
son of David, on both of whom be peace, as this is what we do with our
own newborn babies. You need never fear that he will drown or
suffocate or that any sea will be dangerous for him, for, as you walk on
the land, so we walk in the sea.” From his pocket he then brought out a
sealed case with writing on it. He broke the seal and spread out the
contents — strings of gems of all types, sapphires and so on, together with
three hundred emerald rods* and three hundred pierced jewels, each as
large as an ostrich egg, gleaming more brightly than the sun and the
moon. ‘King of the age,” he said, ‘these gems are a gift from me to you.
We had not brought you anything because we had had no news of Julnar
and did not know where she was, but now that we see your relationship
to her and we have become one family, we make you this present, and
after every few days, God willing, we shall bring you the same again,
because there are more of these jewels with us than there are pebbles on
the land. We know which of them are good and which are bad, and we
know how to get to them and where they are to be found, and so it is
easy for us to obtain them.’

The king looked at the jewels in astonishment and amazement,

exclaiming: ‘By God, a single one of these is worth as much as my



kingdom!” He thanked Salih, and then, looking at Julnar, he said: “Your
brother has made me feel ashamed by giving me a more splendid present
than anyone on earth could produce.’ Julnar, for her part, thanked Salih,
who said: ‘King of the age, you have a prior claim on us, and it is right
that we should thank you because of your kindness to my sister, and
because we have entered your palace and eaten your food. The poet has

said:

Had I shed tears of love for Su‘da before she wept,
I would have cured my soul before having to repent.
But she wept first, prompting my tears,

And I said: “The merit belongs to the first to weep.””

He continued: ‘King of the age, even if we served you as best we could
for a thousand years, we still could not repay you, and that would be
little enough to do for you.’

The king thanked him profusely, after which Salih and his mother and
his cousins stayed there for forty days. At the end of this period, he came
and kissed the ground before the king, and when the latter asked what
he wanted, he said: ‘King of the age, you have shown us kindness, and I
want you to be good enough to give us leave to go, as we long for our
own folk, our lands, our relatives and our home. I shall never cut myself
off from your service or from my sister and my nephew, and I swear by
God that I do not want to leave you, but what can we do? We were
brought up in the sea and have no liking for the land.” When the king
heard what he had to say, he got to his feet to take leave of him, as well
as of his mother and his cousins. They all shed tears of parting, but said:

‘We shall be with you again soon and will never cut ourselves off from



you.” They flew off, making for the sea, into which they plunged and

were lost from sight.
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and forty-third
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that when Julnar’s relatives had said
goodbye both to the king and to Julnar, they shed tears of sorrow at
parting, but then flew off, plunged into the sea and were lost from sight.

The king treated Julnar well, showing her even greater respect; the
child was raised successfully and his uncle, his grandmother, his aunt
and his mother’s cousins would come to the palace every few days and
stay with him for a month or two before returning home. As he grew
older, the child grew ever more handsome and graceful, until by the
time he was fifteen he was unique in his perfection and the symmetry of
his figure. He had studied writing, reading, history, grammar and
philology, as well as archery; he could manage a lance and a horse, and
had learned everything else that princes need to know. There was no one
among the children of the citizens there, either male or female, who did
not talk about his beauty, for this was so marked that the poet’s lines

could be applied to it:

Down has written with ambergris on pearl,
Inscribing an apple with twin lines of jet.

When he looks, there is death in his languorous eyes,



And drunkenness is in his cheeks, not in the wine.
Another wrote:

Down spread upon the surface of his cheek,
Like embroidery, and there it thickened.
It was as though a lamp hung there suspended

On chains of ambergris beneath the dark.

One day the king, who was exceedingly fond of his son, Badr Basim,
summoned the emirs, viziers, state officials and the leading men of his
kingdom to make them take a solemn oath that, in succession to him,
they would take Badr as their king. They swore to this gladly, as the king
was a man who treated his people well, spoke pleasantly and united in
himself all virtues, while consulting the general good in what he said.
On the following day he rode out, accompanied by the state officials and
the other emirs, together with all the troops. They paraded through the
city before turning back and then, when they were near the palace, the
king dismounted as an act of deference to his son, who went on ahead,
with each of the emirs and the officials taking turns to carry the royal
saddle cloth before him. When they reached the entrance hall of the
palace, Badr dismounted from his horse and was embraced by his father
as well as by the emirs. They sat him on the royal throne, with his father
and the emirs standing before him.

Badr now gave his decisions to his people, deposing unjust officials
and replacing them with honest men. He continued exercising his
authority until it was almost noon, when he got up from the throne and

went to visit his mother, wearing the crown and looking as radiant as



the moon. When his mother saw him standing there with the king in
front of him, she got up to kiss him and congratulate him on having
taken power, wishing both him and his father a long life and victory
over their enemies. He sat and relaxed with his mother, until in the
afternoon he rode out to the exercise ground, preceded by the emirs, and
there he joined his father and his officials in practising with his weapons
until evening. Then everyone there went on ahead as he returned to the
palace.

Every day he would follow his visit to the exercise ground by sitting in
judgement among the people, giving fair treatment to the powerful and
the poor alike. He continued this practice for a whole year, and after
that he started to ride out hunting, touring the lands and districts that
were under his control, proclaiming security and peace and acting as a
king. He was unequalled in his time for his renown and courage, as well
as the justice with which he treated his subjects.

It happened that one day the king, Badr’s father, fell ill, and the
throbbing of his heart alerted him to the fact that he was about to move
to his eternal home. When the illness had become so grave that he was
on the point of death, he summoned his son and instructed him to look
after his subjects, his mother, his officials and all his retainers. These, in
turn, he made bind themselves again with an oath to obey Badr, and a
few days later he died and was taken to a merciful God. He was
mourned by his son and by Julnar, his wife, as well as by the emirs,
viziers and officials of state. They built a tomb for him and buried him
there, after which they sat in mourning for a whole month. Salih arrived
with Julnar’s mother and her cousins to share in the mourning, saying:

‘Julnar, although the king is dead, he has left an excellent son and no



one dies who leaves behind one like this. This young man has no equal;

he is a savage lion...’
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and forty-fourth
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that Julnar’s brother, Salih, together
with her mother and her cousins, told her that, although the king was
dead, he had left behind a son without equal, a savage lion and a shining
moon. The officials of state and the leading men came to Badr, the new
king, and said: ‘There is nothing wrong with grieving for your father, but
mourning is something that is only suitable for women, so do not let
yourself or us become preoccupied with sorrow for your father. He has
died, leaving you to succeed him, and no one who has left behind
someone like you is really dead.” They spoke gently to him, consoling
him, and they then escorted him to the baths. When he came out, he put
on splendid clothes embroidered with gold and studded with gems and
sapphires, and, after placing the kingly crown on his head, he took his
seat on his royal throne and judged the affairs of his people, giving weak
justice against the strong and helping the poor to their rights over the
emirs. In this way he gained the affection of his people.

This state of affairs continued for a whole year, with his family from
the sea visiting him at short intervals. He led a pleasant and a
comfortable life and this went on for a long time until it happened that

one night his uncle came to visit Julnar. He greeted her and she got up



to embrace him, after which she made him sit by her side and asked him
how he was and about her mother and her cousins. He assured her that
all was very well with them and that the only thing they lacked was the
sight of her. She had food brought for him and after he had eaten they
began to talk and the conversation turned to Badr, his beauty and grace,
his symmetrical figure, his mastery of horsemanship, his intelligence and
good manners. Badr himself happened to be resting there, propped on
his elbow, and when he heard his mother and his uncle talking about
him, he listened to what they were saying while pretending to be asleep.
Salih said to Julnar: ‘Your son is seventeen years old but, as he has no
wife, I am afraid that something may happen to him and he will leave no
heir. So I want to marry him to one of the sea princesses, his equal in
beauty and grace.” ‘Tell me their names,’ said Julnar, ‘for I know them.’
Salih started to list the princesses one by one, but Julnar kept saying:
‘She will not do for my son, and I shall only marry him to someone as
beautiful and graceful as he is, who is his match in intelligence, piety,
good manners, generous qualities, sovereignty and noble birth.” Salih
said: ‘I don’t know of any other princess. I have given you more than a
hundred names, but you don’t approve of any of them.’

He then told her to check to see whether Badr was really asleep or not.
When she had touched him and found that it looked as though he was,
she confirmed this to Salih and added: ‘So what do you have to say and
why do you want to find whether he is asleep or not?’ ‘I have thought of
a princess who would suit him,’” he said, ‘but I would be afraid of
mentioning her if he were awake lest he fall in love with her, and then
as he might not be able to reach her, he would suffer as would we and

his ministers. This would be a cause of concern for us, as the poet has



said:

Love starts as a drop of water,

But when it takes hold, it is an ocean.’

‘Tell me about this girl,” said Julnar, when she heard this. ‘What is her
name? For I know the sea princesses and the other girls as well, and if I
see that she is a suitable bride for Badr, I shall ask her father for her
hand, even if I have to spend all that I have in order to get her. Don’t be
afraid to tell me, as he is asleep.’ Salih objected: ‘I’'m afraid that he may

be awake, and as the poet has said:

I loved her when she was described to me;

At times the ear falls in love before the eye.’

‘You can speak without fear, but keep it brief, brother,” Julnar told
him. He then said: ‘Sister, the only suitable girl for your son is Princess
Jauhara, the daughter of King Samandal, who is his equal in beauty,
grace, splendour and perfection. Nowhere on land or sea is there anyone
more charming or sweeter tempered than she; she is a lovely girl with a
good figure, red cheeks, a radiant brow, teeth like pearls, dark eyes,
heavy buttocks, a slender waist and a beautiful face. If she turns, she
puts to shame the wild cows and the gazelles; she sways as she walks
and the branch of the ban tree is filled with jealousy, while, when she is
unveiled, she shames the sun and the moon, captivating all who see her.
Her lips are sweet to kiss and she is soft to embrace.’

When Julnar heard what her brother had to say, she exclaimed: ‘By

God, that is true! I have seen her many times, for when we were small



she was my companion, but now, as we live so far apart, our acquaint-
anceship has lapsed and I have not set eyes on her for eighteen years.
She and she alone is worthy of my son.” Badr heard and understood all
that they had to say from start to finish about Princess Jauhara. What he
heard made him fall in love with her, and although he kept up the
pretence of being asleep, the fire of love blazed up in his heart and he

drowned in a restless sea without a shore.
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and forty-fifth
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that when Badr heard what his uncle,
Salih, and his mother, Julnar, had to say about the daughter of King
Samandal, the fire of love blazed up in his heart and he drowned in a
restless sea without a shore.

Salih now looked at his sister and said: ‘By God, there is no stupider
man than her father among the kings of the sea and no one more violent
by nature. So don’t tell your son anything about the girl until we can ask
her father for her hand. If he agrees, we can praise Almighty God, but if
he turns us away and refuses to marry her to your son, then we can let
the matter rest and ask for the hand of someone else.” “That is a good
idea,’ replied Julnar and the two of them said no more. Salih spent the
night with his sister, but as for Badr he was on fire for love of Princess
Jauhara, and although he concealed the matter and said nothing about

her to his mother or his uncle, he was roasting on the coals of passion.



The next morning he went with his uncle to the baths, and after they
had washed and come out, they drank. Food was brought and Badr ate
together with his mother and his uncle, until, when they had had
enough, they washed their hands. Salih then got to his feet and asked
the other two for permission to leave, explaining that he wanted to go
back to his mother since he had stayed with them for a number of days
and she would be concerned about him and expecting him back. ‘Stay
with us for today,” Badr told him, and when he had agreed to do this,
Badr told Salih to come into the garden with him. The two of them went
out and strolled around inspecting the garden, until Badr sat down under
a shady tree with the intention of taking a restful nap. He then
remembered what Salih had said about the beauty of the princess, and,

bursting into a flood of tears, he recited these lines:

The fire is kindled and blazes in my heart
As my entrails burn.
Were I asked which I would prefer, to see them,

Or to enjoy a drink of cold water, I would choose them.
With further complaints, moans and tears he recited:

Who will protect me from a human gazelle,
Whose face is like the sun, or even lovelier?
Love had not troubled my heart before,

Until it blazed with passion for the daughter of Samandal.

When Salih heard this, he struck his hands together and recited the
formula: ‘There is no god but God; Muhammad is God’s Prophet and



there is no might and no power except with God, the Exalted, the
Omnipotent.” He then asked: ‘My son, did you hear what your mother
and I said when we were talking about Princess Jauhara and describing
her?’ ‘Yes, uncle,’” Badr replied, ‘and I fell in love when I heard what you
said. So deeply is my heart attached to her that I cannot endure to be
without her.” ‘Your majesty,’” said Salih, ‘let us go back to your mother
and tell her what has happened, and then I shall ask her permission to
take you with me so that I may woo the princess for you. When we have
said goodbye to your mother, you and I will come back, for I am afraid
that, if I were to take you and go off without her leave, she would quite
rightly be angry with me, as I would be responsible for parting the two
of you, just as I was responsible for her leaving us. The city would have
no king and no one to lead its citizens and look after their affairs. The
kingdom would be ruined and you would lose your throne.’

On hearing this, Badr said: ‘Uncle, you must know that were I to go
back to my mother and consult her on this she would never allow me to
go, and so I shall not do this.” He then burst into tears in front of his
uncle and said: ‘I shall go off with you without telling my mother, and
after that I shall come back.” When Salih heard this, he was at a loss to
know what to do, and he exclaimed: ‘I ask for help from Almighty God
in every circumstance!’ He saw the state his nephew was in, and,
realizing that he did not want to return to his mother but was going to
leave with him, he took from his finger a ring inscribed with some of the
Names of Almighty God and gave it to him. ‘Put this on your finger,” he
said, ‘and it will save you from drowning and from other disasters, as
well as from any harmful sea beasts and fishes.’

Badr took the ring from his uncle and, after he had put it on his finger,



the two of them dived into the sea.
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and forty-sixth
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that after Badr and his uncle, Salih,
had dived into the sea, they travelled on to Salih’s palace, where Badr’s
grandmother was seated with her relatives. The two entered and kissed
their hands, and when Badr’s grandmother saw him, she got up to greet
him, embracing him and kissing him between the eyes. ‘This is a happy
arrival, my son,’ she said, before going on to ask: ‘How was your mother,
Julnar, when you left her?’ ‘Well and in good health,’ he replied, ‘and
she sent her greetings to you and to her cousins.’ Salih then told his
mother of what had happened between him and Julnar and that, because
of what he had heard, Badr had fallen in love with Princess Jauhara, the
daughter of King Samandal.

When he had explained the whole story from beginning to end, he
went on to say that the reason why Badr had come was to ask Samandal
for Jauhara’s hand and then to marry her. On hearing this, his mother
became furiously angry with him and, disturbed and distressed, she
exclaimed: ‘My son, you were wrong to mention Jauhara in front of your
nephew, for you know how stupid Samandal is and that he is a savage
tyrant with little intelligence, who is reluctant to give his daughter to
any of her suitors. The other sea kings have asked him for her hand, but

he has refused and has not been willing to give her to any single one of



them. In rejecting them, he told them that they were no match for her in
beauty, grace or anything else. I am afraid that if we approach him he
will turn us away as he turned away the others and, honourable as we
are, we will come back disappointed.”’ On hearing this, Salih asked:
‘What can we do then, mother, since it was when I mentioned her to my
sister, Julnar, that Badr fell in love with her? We have to ask for her
hand, even if it costs me all that I own, for he claims that, unless he
marries her, he will die of love for her.’

He went on to tell his mother that Badr was more beautiful and
graceful than Jauhara, and that, since Badr had succeeded his father as
king of all the Persians, he was the only suitable husband for her. ‘I
propose to take sapphires and other gems and bring a suitable present to
Samandal before asking him for Jauhara’s hand. If he objects, telling us
that he is a king, then we can say that Badr is a king and the son of a
king; if he points to her beauty, Badr outdoes her in this, and as for the
size of the kingdom, Badr rules over wider lands than she and her father,
and has more troops and guards and a larger state. I must do my best to
settle this affair for my nephew, even if it costs me my life, for I was the
cause of the whole affair and, since it was I who threw him into the sea
of love, it is up to me to try to get him married to the princess, with the
help of Almighty God.” ‘Do what you want,’ said his mother, ‘but take
care not to speak rudely to Samandal, as you know how stupid and
violent he is, and I am afraid he might strike you, as he pays no regard
to anyone’s rank.’

‘To hear is to obey,’ said Salih, and he then got up and took two sacks
filled with sapphires and other gems, together with emerald rods and

precious stones of all kinds, which he gave to his servants to carry. He



and Badr then set out with these treasures, making for the palace of King
Samandal. He asked leave to approach the king, and when this had been
granted, he went in and kissed the ground before him, greeting him with
the greatest courtesy. For his part, on seeing him the king rose to greet
him and treated him with all possible respect. When he had sat down, as
he had been told to do, the king said: ‘This is a happy arrival, Salih, for
we have been lonely without you. Tell me what has brought you here, so
that I may do whatever it is that you want.’

Salih got up and then kissed the ground a second time before saying:
‘King of the age, I address my need to God and to the magnanimous
king, the great lion, news of whose fame is carried by the caravans and
the renown of whose bounty, generous deeds, forgiveness, mercy and
benevolence has spread throughout all regions and lands.” He then
opened up the two bags, and when he had removed from them the
jewels and what else was there, he spread them out in front of
Samandal, saying: ‘King of the age, perhaps you would be kind enough

to gratify me by accepting this gift of mine.’
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and forty-seventh
night, SHE CONTINUED:
I have heard, O fortunate king, that Salih presented his gift and said:
‘O king, perhaps you would be kind enough to gratify me by accepting
this gift of mine.” ‘Why have you given me this?’ asked Samandal. ‘Tell

me your story and let me know what you need, for if I can, I shall at



once satisfy it for you without putting you to any trouble, but if I cannot,
then God does not force anyone to do what is beyond his power.’

Salih rose again and, having kissed the ground thrice, he said: ‘King of
the age, you can indeed grant my request, as this is something that is
within your power and under your control. I am not asking you to do
anything difficult and I am not mad enough to talk to you about
something that you cannot do, for a wise man has said: “If you want to
be obeyed, then ask for what is possible.” What I have come to seek is
something that the king, may God preserve him, is able to grant.” “Tell
me what you want; explain the matter and then make your request,’ the
king told him, and Salih then said: ‘King of the age, know that I have
come to ask for the hand of the unique pearl, the hidden jewel, the
princess Jauhara, your daughter.’

When the king heard this, he laughed scornfully until he fell over
backwards. Then he said: ‘Salih, I used to think of you as someone of
sense, an excellent young man who acted with understanding and said
nothing that was not reasonable. What has happened to your intelligence
and induced you to undertake so grave a business and risk such great
danger, leading you to ask for the hand of the daughter of a king who
rules over lands and climes? Have you reached such a position, coming
at last to so high a rank, or has your mind weakened to such an extent
that you dare say this to my face?’ ‘May God bring the king good
fortune,’ Salih replied. ‘I am not asking this for myself, although if I did,
I am at least her equal, for, as you know, my father was one of the kings
of the sea, even though today it is you who are our ruler. I am asking for
the princess’s hand on behalf of King Badr Basim, ruler of the regions of

Persia, whose father was King Shahriman, whose power you know. You



claim to be a great king, but King Badr Basim is greater; you claim that
your daughter is beautiful, but King Badr Basim is more beautiful with a
more handsome appearance and of a more famous lineage. He is the
champion horseman of his time, and if you agree to my request, king of
the age, you will be putting something where it belongs, while if you
stand on your dignity and refuse, you will not be doing us justice or
treating us fairly. As you know, your majesty, Princess Jauhara, your
daughter, has to marry, for the sage has said: “The only choice for a girl
is between marriage and the tomb.” If you intend to find a husband for
her, my nephew has a better right to her than anyone else.’

Samandal, on hearing this, fell into such a rage that he almost lost his
mind and came close to expiring. ‘Dog,’ he cried, ‘does a man like you
dare to speak to me like this and to mention my daughter’s name in a
public gathering? You say that the son of your sister Julnar is her equal,
but who are you and who is your sister? Who is her son and who is his
father to lead you to say this and to address me in this way? Compared
to her, are you all anything more than dogs?’ He then shouted to his
servants: ‘Cut off the head of this scoundrel!” The servants unsheathed
their swords and made for Salih, who ran back to the palace gate. When
he got there he found more than a thousand of his cousins, relatives,
clansmen and servants, all in full armour, holding spears and gleaming
swords, who had been sent by his mother to help him. On seeing the
state that he was in they asked him what had happened, and after he
had told them his story, realizing how stupid and violent Samandal was,
they dismounted and entered his court with drawn swords. They found
him, still enraged against Salih, seated on his throne. He had not noticed

them and his servants, pages and guards were unprepared, but when he



saw them brandishing their naked swords, he called out to his followers:
‘Damn you, cut off the heads of these dogs!’ Before long, however, his
followers were routed and fled, after which Salih and his relatives laid

hold of him and tied him up.
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and forty-eighth
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that Salih and his relatives tied up
King Samandal.

When Jauhara woke to find that her father had been captured and his
guards killed, she left the palace and fled to an island, where she made
for a high tree and hid herself in its topmost branches. During the battle
some of Samandal’s pages had fled and Badr, seeing them, asked what
had happened to them. They told him, and when he heard that
Samandal had been captured, he fled in fear for his own life, saying to
himself: ‘It was I who was the cause of this disturbance, and it is I for
whom they will look.” So he turned tail to look for safety, without
knowing where he was going. As had been predestined throughout
eternity, he reached the island where Jauhara had taken refuge and,
going to her tree, he threw himself down like a dead man to get some
rest, without realizing that there can be no rest for the pursued and that
no one knows what fate has hidden in the future.

As he lay there, he looked up at the tree and his eyes met those of

Jauhara. Gazing at her, he saw that she was like a shining moon and he



exclaimed: ‘Praise be to the Creator of all, the Omnipotent, Who has
formed this marvellous shape! Praise be to God, the Glorious, the
Creator, the Maker, the Fashioner! By God, if my suspicions are right,
this must be Jauhara, the daughter of King Samandal, and I suppose that
when she heard about the battle she must have run away to this island
and hidden herself at the top of the tree. If it is not her, it is someone
even more lovely.’

He then started to think things over and said to himself that he should
go and take hold of her, before asking her about herself. Then, if she
turned out to be Jauhara, he could ask her to marry him, which was
what he wanted. So he got up and said: ‘You who are the goal of desire,
who are you and what has brought you here?’ Jauhara looked at him
and saw that he was like a full moon appearing beneath a dark cloud, a
slender youth with a lovely smile. She told him: ‘Excellent young man, I
am Princess Jauhara, the daughter of King Samandal. I have fled here
because Salih and his army fought with my father, killed some of his
men and captured others, together with my father himself. It was
because of this that I ran away in fear for my life.” Having repeated this,
she added that she did not know what had happened to her father.

When Badr heard what she had to say, he was astonished at this
remarkable coincidence and said to himself: ‘There is no doubt that I
have got what I want thanks to the capture of her father.” So he looked
at her and said: ‘Come down from the tree, lady, for love for you is
killing me and your eyes have captured me. All this fighting was because
of my wish to marry you, and you must know that I am Badr Basim, king
of Persia, and that Salih, who is my maternal uncle, approached your

father to ask for your hand. It was because of you that I left my



kingdom, and it is an extraordinary chance that we should have met
here. Come down to me so that you and I may go to your father’s palace,
where I shall ask my uncle to free him, and we can then be married
lawfully.’

Jauhara listened to this but said to herself: ‘It is thanks to this
miserable wretch that all this happened, that my father was captured
and his chamberlains and followers killed, while I myself have been
driven from my palace and forced to come here. I shall have to think of
some scheme to protect myself from him, for otherwise, if I fall into his
power, he will take what he wants, as he is a lover and whatever lovers
do is not held to be a fault.” So she tricked him with soft words and he
did not realize the deception that she had in mind. ‘Master and light of
my eyes,” she said, ‘are you really King Badr Basim, the son of Queen

Julnar?’ ‘Yes, my lady,’ he told her.
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and forty-ninth
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that Jauhara said to Badr: ‘Master, are
you really King Badr Basim, the son of Queen Julnar?’ ‘Yes, my lady,’ he
told her. She said: ‘If my father was looking for someone more handsome
than you or with finer qualities, then may God destroy him, take away
his kingdom, give him no comfort and leave him in exile. By God, he is a
stupid blunderer, but don’t blame him for what he did. If you love me an

inch, I love you a yard. I have become entangled in your love and am



one of your victims, as your own love has moved to me, leaving you
with only a tenth of what I have.’

She climbed down from the treetop, went up to him and embraced
him, clasping him to her breast and beginning to kiss him. When he saw
what she was doing, the passion of his love for her increased because he
was sure that she loved him. So he returned her embraces, kissing her
and exclaiming: ‘Princess, I swear by God that my uncle Salih never told
me a quarter of a tenth of your beauty, nor a quarter of one carat from
among its twenty-four.” She clasped him again to her breast, but then,
after muttering some unintelligible words, she spat in his face and said:
‘Leave this mortal shape and take the form of a lovely bird with white
feathers and a red beak and feet.” Before she had finished speaking, Badr
had turned into a beautiful bird, and after shaking himself, he stood up
on his feet and remained staring at her.

Jauhara had a slave girl named Marsina at whom she now looked and
said: ‘By God, if I were not afraid because his uncle is holding my father
prisoner, I would kill him, may God give him no good reward. What ill
fortune he has brought here with him, for all this business is thanks to
him!” She then told the girl to take him to the Waterless Island and leave
him there to die of thirst. The girl took him there and was about to
abandon him and come back, when she said to herself: ‘By God, no one
as beautiful and graceful as this deserves to die of thirst,” and so she took
him from there to a wooded island with fruits and streams, where she
left him. She then returned to her mistress and said that she had
deposited the bird on the Waterless Island.

So much for Badr, but as for his uncle Salih, when he had killed

Samandal’s guards and servants and had taken the king himself as a



prisoner, he looked for Jauhara, the king’s daughter, but failed to find
her. He then rejoined his mother in his palace and asked her where his
nephew Badr was. ‘By God, my son,’ she said, ‘I have no idea, and I don’t
know where he went, but when he heard that you had been fighting
with King Samandal he took fright and fled.” Salih was distressed to hear
this and said: ‘We neglected him. I'm afraid that he may die or fall in
with one of Samandal’s men or even with Princess Jauhara herself. This
will bring shame on us as far as his mother is concerned, and no good
will come to us from her, for I took him without her permission.” He sent
out guards and scouts towards the sea and in other directions to try to
track Badr, but they could find no news of him and had to come back
and report their failure. This added to Salih’s distress and anxiety for his
nephew.

So much for Badr and his uncle Salih, but as for his mother, Julnar,
the sea queen, after her son had gone down with Salih, she waited for
him, but he did not come back and news of him was slow in coming.
After having sat waiting for some days, she got up, plunged into the sea
and went to her mother, who, on seeing her, rose to kiss and embrace
her, as did her cousins. She then asked about Badr, and her mother told
her: ‘He came with his uncle, who took sapphires and other gems and set
off with them, accompanied by your son, to King Samandal, whom he
asked for the hand of his daughter. Samandal refused and spoke roughly
to your brother. I had sent him something like a thousand riders, and
there was a fight between them and Samandal in which God gave
victory to your brother. Samandal’s guards and his troops were killed
and he himself was captured. Badr heard of that and he seems to have

feared for his own life, as he fled from us through no choice of ours.



Since then he has not come back and we have heard no news of him.’
Julnar then asked about Salih and was told by her mother that he was
seated on the royal throne in Samandal’s palace and had sent out scouts
in all directions to search both for Badr and for Princess Jauhara.

Julnar was filled with sorrow for her son when she heard her mother’s
news, and she was furiously angry with her brother Salih for having
taken Badr off into the sea without her permission. She told her mother:
‘T am afraid for our kingdom because I came to you without telling
anyone there, and if I am slow to return I fear that things may go wrong
and that we may lose control. I think that the right thing for me to do is
to go back and govern the kingdom until God settles the affair of my
son, but you are not to forget about him or neglect to search for him. If
he comes to harm, I shall very certainly die, as he is my only link with
this world and his life is my only pleasure.” ‘We shall do this willingly,
my daughter,” her mother replied, ‘and you need not ask how saddened
we are to be separated from him when he is away.” While her mother
sent out search parties, Julnar herself returned to her kingdom in

sorrowful tears and in a state of great distress.
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been

allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and fiftieth night,
SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that Julnar left her mother and
returned to her kingdom in a state of great distress. So much for her.

As for Badr himself, after Jauhara had cast a spell on him she had



ordered a slave girl to take him off and abandon him to die of thirst on
the Waterless Island. The girl, however, disobeyed her and left him on
an island that was green and well wooded, with fruits which he ate and
streams from which he drank. He stayed there in his bird shape for a
number of days and nights, not knowing where to go or how to fly.
Then, one day, a hunter came looking for something to catch and eat. He
caught sight of the Badr bird with its white feathers and red beak and
legs, which captivated the eye and enchanted the heart. The sight of it
delighted the hunter and he said to himself: ‘This is a lovely creature and
its beauty and form are such as I have never seen in any other bird.” He
threw his net and caught it, after which he went to the local town,
telling himself that he would sell it for a good price. One of the towns-
people met him and asked how much he wanted for it. ‘If I sell it to you,
what will you do with it?’ the hunter asked, and the man replied: ‘T’ll kill
it and eat it.” ‘Who could bring himself to treat it like that?’ asked the
hunter. ‘I intend to present it to the king, who will give me more than I
would get from you and, far from killing it, will enjoy looking at its
beauty, for in all my life as a hunter I have never seen anything like it on
land or sea. As for you, even if you wanted it, the most that you would
give me for it would be a single dirham and so I swear by Almighty God
that I shall not sell it.’

The hunter then took the bird to the palace and the king, struck by its
beauty and the redness of its beak and legs, sent a eunuch to buy it from
him. The eunuch asked if he was prepared to sell and the man said: ‘No,
but I shall give it to the king as a present from me.’” The eunuch took the
bird and went to tell the king what the man had said, and the king

accepted it, giving the hunter ten dinars. He took these and, after having



kissed the ground, he went off, leaving the eunuch to take the bird to the
palace, where he hung it up in a fine cage with food and water. When
the king came he asked for it to be brought to him so that he could
admire its beauty, but when the eunuch brought it and set it in front of
him, he could see that it had eaten none of its food. ‘By God,’ said the
king, ‘T don’t know how to feed it as I don’t know what it eats.” He then
ordered food to be brought, and when the tables had been set before him
he sampled it. When the bird saw the meat and the other foodstuffs,
together with the sweetmeats and the fruit, it started to eat from all the
dishes that were in front of the king. When he saw what it ate, the king
was astonished and amazed, as was everyone else there. He told his
entourage of eunuchs and mamluks: ‘Never in my life have I seen a bird
eating like this one,” and he ordered that his wife be brought to look at
it. The eunuch was sent to fetch her and, when he saw her, he said:
‘Mistress, the king wants you to come and look at the bird that he has
bought. When we brought in food, it flew out of its cage and settled on
the table, after which it ate from all the dishes that were there. Come
and look, mistress, as it is a beautiful creature, one of the marvels of the
age.’
When the queen heard this, she came quickly, but after she had
studied the bird carefully, she covered her face and turned back again.
The king followed her and asked her why she had veiled herself when
there was no one there apart from the slave girls and eunuchs who were
in her service, as well as her own husband. ‘Your majesty,” she answered,
‘this is no bird but a man like you.” ‘That cannot be true!’ he exclaimed.
‘You must be joking. How can it be anything but a bird?’ ‘By God, I am
not joking with you and I have told you nothing but the truth,’ she said,



adding: ‘This is King Badr Basim, the son of Shahriman, king of Persia,

and of Julnar, the sea queen.’
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and fifty-first
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that the queen told the king: ‘This is no
bird but a man like you, and he is Badr Basim, the son of King
Shahriman and Julnar, the sea queen.” ‘How did he come to be in this
shape?’ her husband asked, and she explained: ‘Princess Jauhara, the
daughter of King Samandal, put a spell on him.” Then she told him
everything that had happened to Badr from beginning to end, explaining
that he had asked her father for Jauhara’s hand and had been refused
and how his uncle Salih had then fought with Samandal and got the
better of him before capturing him. The king was astonished to hear all
this, but, as she was the leading sorceress of her age, he said: ‘I implore
you to release him from this spell and free him from his torture. May
God cut off Jauhara’s hand. How foul and irreligious she must be and
how full of deceit and trickery!” The queen told him: ‘Say to him: “Badr,
go into this closet.” The king did that, and when Badr heard the order,
he obeyed. The queen then veiled her face and went into the closet with
a cup of water in her hand, over which she recited some unintelligible
words. Then she said: ‘I conjure you by the virtue of these great names,
by the noble verses of the Quran and by the truth of God, the Exalted,
the Creator of the heavens and the earth, Who brings the dead to life,



Who apportions men their livelihood and allots them their life spans,
leave your present shape and return to the form in which God created
you.” Before she had finished speaking, Badr shook himself and resumed
his human form, appearing before the king as a young man unsurpassed
in beauty by any of the inhabitants of the earth.

For his part, when Badr saw what had happened, he exclaimed: ‘There
is no god but God and Muhammad is the Prophet of God! Praise be to
the Creator of all things, Who decrees for men their livelihoods and their
allotted spans.’” Then he kissed the king’s hands, praying that he be
granted long life, and in return the king kissed his head and said: ‘Badr,
tell me your story from beginning to end.” Badr did this, concealing
nothing, and the astonished king said: ‘Now that God has freed you from
this sorcery, what plan do you have and what do you want to do?’ ‘King
of the age,” Badr replied, ‘would you be kind enough to prepare a ship
for me, manned by a crew of your servants and supplied with the
necessary provisions? I have been away for a long time and I am afraid
of losing my kingdom. I doubt whether my mother will still be alive,
thanks to my absence, as I think it likely that grief for me will have
killed her. She does not know what happened to me or whether I am
alive or dead, and so I would ask you to complete your kindness to me
by granting my request.” The king, taking note of Badr’s beauty and
eloquence, agreed to this, exclaiming: ‘To hear is to obey!” He got a ship
ready for him, provisioned it and detailed a number of his servants to go
with him.

After Badr had taken his leave and embarked, the ship put to sea and
enjoyed favourable winds for ten consecutive days. Then, on the

eleventh day, the sea became very rough, the ship rising and falling out



of its crew’s control, and it continued to be tossed to and fro by the
waves until it approached a reef, on which it struck. The ship itself was
smashed and all on board were drowned except for Badr, who had come
close to death but had managed to climb on to a plank. He had no idea
where he was going and he had no means of controlling the plank as it
took him wherever wind and wave carried it. This went on for three
days and on the fourth it was washed up on a shore where Badr
discovered a city gleaming like the whitest of doves. It was built on a
peninsula that ran out to sea and was tall and well constructed, with
lofty walls against which the sea broke.

Badr was delighted by the sight of this peninsula, as he was half-dead
of hunger and thirst. He got off his plank with the intention of going up
to the city, but, as he did so, herds of mules, donkeys and horses, in
numbers like grains of sand, approached and began to strike at him,
preventing him from getting there. So he swam around to the far side of
the city, and when he landed he was astonished to find that there was no
one there. ‘Who do you suppose owns this city,” he asked himself, ‘as it
has no king and no inhabitants? Where did the mules, donkeys and
horses come from that stopped me reaching it?’ He was thinking about
this as he walked along with no notion where he was going when he
caught sight of an old greengrocer, with whom he exchanged greetings.
The man looked at him, and, on seeing how handsome he was, he said:
‘Where have you come from, young man, and what has brought you
here?’ Badr astonished him with his story, which he told from beginning
to end, and the old man then asked: ‘My son, did you see anyone as you
came?’ ‘Father,” said Badr, ‘I was surprised to discover that there was no

one in the city.” ‘Come into my shop,” the man said, ‘lest you be killed.’



Badr went in and sat down in the shop while his host got up and
fetched him food, telling him to come to the inner room and exclaiming,
to his great alarm: ‘Glory be to God, Who has saved you from this she-
devil!” After having eaten his fill, Badr washed his hands and, looking at
the old man, he asked: ‘Master, what are you talking about? You have
made me frightened of the city and its people.” ‘My son,’ replied the
other, ‘yvou must know that this is a city of magicians and that its queen
is a witch, a she-devil, a soothsayer and a mistress of magic, wiles and
treachery. The horses, mules and donkeys that you can see were all men
like you and me, who came here as strangers. Any handsome young man
like you who arrives here is taken by this infidel sorceress, who keeps
him with her for forty days and after that she transforms him into a mule

or a horse or a donkey, like those that you saw by the shore.’
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and fifty-second
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that the old greengrocer told Badr
about the sorceress queen and explained that she had transformed all the
inhabitants of the city, going on: ‘When you wanted to land, they were
afraid that you might be enchanted as they had been, and it was out of
pity for you that they were trying to tell you by their gestures not to
land lest the sorceress see you and treat you as she had treated them.’” He
went on to say that the sorceress had taken the city from its people by

magic and that her name was Queen Lab, a word meaning ‘calculation of



the sun’. Badr was terrified when he heard this and began to tremble like
a reed in the wind. ‘I have only just managed to escape from a
misfortune brought on me by magic, before fate delivers me to an even
worse place.’

The old man saw that he was brooding about his circumstances and
his experiences and that he was terribly afraid. ‘My son,’ he said, ‘come
and sit on the doorstep of the shop and look at these creatures, their
different coverings and species, and the enchantment from which they
suffer. There is no need to be frightened, because the queen and all the
townsfolk are on friendly terms with me. They look after me and cause
me no alarm or distress.” When Badr heard that, he came out and sat by
the shop door as the people passed by, looking at the sights and the
innumerable creatures that were there. When the people saw him, they
approached the old man and asked: ‘Is this a captive of yours whom you
have taken recently?’ ‘“This is my nephew,’ he told them. ‘I heard that his
father had died and so I sent to him and brought him here to quench the
fire of my longing.” They said: ‘He is a handsome young man and we are
afraid that Queen Lab will trick you and take him from you, as she has a
liking for pretty boys.” ‘The queen will not go against what I tell her,’
replied the old man, ‘for she looks after my interests and is fond of me.
When she finds out that he is my nephew, she will not do anything to
harm him or cause me concern about him.’

Badr stayed for some months with the old man, who supplied him
with food and drink and had deep affection for him. Then, one day,
while he was in his usual place by the shop door, he was suddenly
confronted by a thousand eunuchs with drawn swords in their hands,

variously clad, but with jewel-studded belts around their waists. They



were riding on Arab horses with their Indian swords hanging from
baldrics, and after they had come to the old man’s shop, they greeted
him and then went off. They were followed by a thousand slave girls as
beautiful as moons, who wore smooth silks embroidered with gold and
set with jewels of all kinds. They were all carrying spears and in the
middle of them was one riding on an Arab mare with a saddle of gold,
studded with sapphires and other gems. They too came to the shop and
greeted the old man before leaving. Next came Queen Lab herself in a
great procession, and she rode up to the shop, where she saw Badr
sitting like the full moon.

She was astounded and taken aback by his beauty and became
infatuated with him. As a result, she came to the shop, dismounted and
sat down beside him. ‘Where did this handsome youth arrive from?’ she
asked the old man. ‘He is a nephew of mine who has only recently
come,’ the man told her. ‘Let him spend the night with me so that we
can talk,” she said. ‘Do you agree not to put a spell on him if you take
him from me?’ he asked, and when she said yes, he asked her to swear
an oath for him. She swore not to harm him or enchant him, and then on
her orders a fine horse was brought for him, saddled and provided with
a golden bridle, all of its trappings being made of gold and set with
jewels. She then presented the old man with a thousand dinars for his
own use.

She now went off with Badr, who was looking like a full moon on its
fourteenth night, and as he rode with her, all those who saw how
handsome he was felt sorry for him, saying: ‘By God, this young man
does not deserve to be enchanted by this damned woman.” Badr heard

what they were saying but he kept quiet, having entrusted his affairs to



Almighty God. They rode on to the palace...
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and fifty-third
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that Badr, Queen Lab and her followers
rode on to the palace door, where the emirs, the great ministers of state
and the eunuchs dismounted. The queen instructed her chamberlains to
order all the officials to disperse, which they did after having kissed the
ground. Accompanied by her eunuchs and slave girls she then entered
her palace, a building the like of which Badr had never seen. Its walls
were of gold and in the centre of it was a huge lake with a plentiful
supply of water set in an extensive garden. In the garden, Badr saw birds
whose songs were of all kinds, joyful and sad, while they themselves
were of various shapes and colours. At these indications of great power
he exclaimed: ‘Praise be to God, Who through His generosity and
clemency provides for those who worship other gods!’

The queen took her seat on an ivory couch with splendid coverings by
a window that overlooked the garden. As Badr sat down beside her, she
kissed him and clasped him to her breast before telling her slave girls to
fetch a table of food. The table they brought in was made of red gold set
with pearls and other jewels and laden with all kinds of food. The two of
them ate their fill, and when they had washed their hands, the slave girls
fetched vessels of gold, silver and crystal, together with flowers and

bowls of dried fruits. On the queen’s orders, ten singing girls as beautiful



as moons then entered with various musical instruments in their hands.
She herself filled a goblet with wine and drank it, after which she filled
another and passed it to Badr. He took it and drank and they went on
drinking like that until they had had enough. The queen then told the
girls to sing, and the melodies they produced made it seem to Badr that
the palace itself was dancing with joy. He became light-headed, and in
his delight he forgot that he was a stranger. ‘This queen is a lovely
young woman,’ he told himself. ‘I shall never leave her, for this kingdom
of hers is bigger than mine and she is more beautiful than Jauhara.’

He went on drinking with her until evening, when the lamps and the
candles were lit and incense released. They both drank until they were
drunk, to the accompaniment of the songs of the singing girls, and when
the queen was drunk she got up and lay down on a couch, dismissing her
girls, and she then told Badr to lie down beside her. He slept with her,

enjoying the greatest pleasure until morning came.
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and fifty-fourth
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that the queen then woke and took
Badr with her to the palace baths, where they bathed. When they left,
she produced for him the finest of clothes, and when they had drunk
from goblets fetched, on her instructions, by slave girls, she took him by

the hand and they both sat down on chairs. She ordered food to be
brought and after they had eaten they washed their hands. The slave



girls then fetched goblets and fruits, fresh as well as dried, together with
flowers, and Badr and the queen went on eating and drinking as the girls
sang a variety of melodies until evening came. They continued to enjoy
themselves in this way for forty days, after which the queen asked:
‘Badr, which is the more pleasant place, this or your uncle’s shop?’ ‘By
God, your majesty,” Badr replied, ‘it is more pleasant here, as my uncle is
a poor man who sells beans,’ at which she laughed and the two of them
passed the night in enjoyment until morning.

When Badr woke up, he failed to find the queen lying beside him and
he wondered where she could have gone. He was disturbed by her
absence and he did not know what he should do. A long time passed and
when she still had not come back he put on his clothes, saying to
himself: ‘Where can she have got to?’ He searched for her unsuccessfully
and then he told himself that she might have gone to the garden. He
went there himself, and there beside a flowing stream he caught sight of
a white bird with other birds of various colours on top of a tree that was
growing by the bank. As he looked, he saw a black bird fly down from
the tree and start to feed the white bird with its beak as doves do, before
treading it thrice. After a while the white bird changed into human
shape, and when Badr looked closely he saw that this was Queen Lab.
He realized that the black bird must be a man under a spell and that the
queen, being in love with him, had transformed herself into a bird in
order to copulate with him. This made him jealous and because of the
bird he became angry with the queen.

When he got back to his room he lay down on his bed, and after a
time the queen came and started to kiss him and to joke with him, but

he was too angry to say a single word. She realized what he was feeling



and was sure that he must have seen her when she had turned into a
bird, to be trodden by her mate, but she gave nothing away and kept this
secret. After Badr had satisfied her lust, he asked her to allow him to go
to his uncle’s shop, pointing out that he had not seen him for forty days
and was longing for a meeting. ‘Go to him,’ she said, ‘but come back to
me quickly, for I cannot bear to be parted from you for a single hour.’
‘To hear is to obey,’ he replied, and he then mounted and rode to the old
man’s shop. The old man got up to embrace him and then asked: ‘How
are you getting on with the infidel woman?’ ‘All was going well,” Badr
replied, ‘but this last night she went to sleep beside me and when I woke
up I couldn’t find her. I put on my clothes and went around looking for
her until I came to the garden.” He then explained about the stream and
the birds that he had seen on the treetop. When the old man heard about
this, he said: ‘Be on your guard against her. You must know that the
birds on the tree were all young strangers who became her lovers and
whom she then changed by magic into birds. The black bird was one of
her mamluks of whom she was particularly fond, but he turned his
attention to one of the slave girls and she transformed him by magic into

his present shape.’

-~

f‘\ ;;/ff If Fil oo

(o

Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and fifty-fifth
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that Badr told the old greengrocer all

about Queen Lab and what he had seen her do. The man explained that



all the birds on the tree were young strangers, whom she had
transformed by magic. The black bird had been one of her mamluks,
whom she had turned into that shape by a spell. “Then, whenever she
wants him,” he went on, ‘she turns herself into a bird so that he can tread
her, as she is still deeply in love with him. Now that she has realized
that you know about this, she will harbour a grudge against you and try
to harm you. But no harm will come to you as long as I am here to
protect you. There is no need to be afraid, for I am a Muslim named
‘Abdallah, and there is no greater sorcerer in this age, although I only
use magic when I am forced to it. I have often frustrated the spells of
this damned witch and saved people from her. She does not worry me as
she has no power over me, but, on the contrary, she is terrified of me, as
are all the other sorcerers of her kind in the city. They are all co-
religionaries of hers, worshipping fire in place of the Omnipotent God.
Come back to me tomorrow and tell me what she did to you, for she will
try her best to destroy you tonight, and I will tell you what to do to in
order to escape from her wiles.’

Badr said goodbye to the old man and went back to the queen, whom
he found sitting and waiting for him. When she saw him she got up to
welcome him, before making him sit and fetching him food and drink.
The two of them ate until they had had enough, and, after they had then
washed their hands, she ordered wine to be brought. When it had come,
they started to drink and went on until midnight, as she kept leaning
over to pass him wine cups until he became drunk and incapable. When
she saw this, she said: ‘In God’s Name, I conjure you by the object of
your worship to tell me, if I ask you about something, will you give me a

truthful answer?’ ‘Yes,’ replied the drunken Badr, and she went on: ‘You



did not find me there when you woke up and so you looked for me and
came to me in the garden, where you saw me in the form of a white bird
and you saw the black bird which flew down on me. I shall tell you the
truth about this bird, which was one of my mamluks, whom I loved
dearly. One day he eyed one of my slave girls, and in my jealousy I
changed him by magic into the shape of a bird and killed the girl. Now,
however, I find that I cannot do without him for a single hour and
whenever I want him I turn myself into a bird and go to him so that he
can tread me and possess me as you saw. Is this not why you are angry
with me? Although I swear by fire, light, dark and heat that I love you
even more, and that you are all that I want from the world.” Badr, still in
his drunken state, said: ‘You are right in thinking that it was this and
only this that made me angry.’

She then clasped him to her breast and kissed him, pretending to be in
love with him, and she then went to sleep while he slept beside her.
Halfway through the night she got out of bed. Badr was awake but
pretended to be sleeping, and he stole a glance at her to see what she
was doing. From a red bag she took something red which she scattered
in the middle of the palace, where it turned into a flowing stream like a
sea. Next she took a handful of barley, sowed it on the soil and, when
she had watered it from the stream, the grains became stalks with ears,
which she took and ground into flour. She put this away somewhere and
then went back to sleep beside Badr until morning.

In the morning, Badr got up, washed his face and then asked the
queen’s permission to visit the old greengrocer. When she had allowed
him to go, he went off and told the man what she had done and what he

had seen. On hearing this, the old man burst out laughing and said: ‘By



God, this infidel witch has laid a trap for you, but you have no need to
worry about her.” He then brought out a ratl’s weight of barley gruel and
told Badr to take it with him. ‘When she sees you,” he went on, ‘she will
ask what it is and what you are doing with it. Tell her: “Eat it, as you
can never have too much of a good thing.” She will then produce sawiq
of her own, which she will tell you to sample. You must pretend to do
that, but instead you must eat mine, taking care not to take a single
grain of hers. Were you to do that, you would be under her spell; she
would bewitch you and when she said: “Leave your human shape,” you
would find yourself transformed into whatever shape she might choose,
but if you don’t eat any of it, her spell will not work and no harm will
come to you. She will be covered with embarrassment and will tell you:
“I was only joking,” while professing love and affection for you, but this
will merely be hypocrisy and trickery on her part. You yourself should
make the same pretence of love for her and say: “My mistress and the
light of my eyes, try this dish of mine and see how tasty it is.” If she eats
even one grain, take some water in your hand and dash it in her face,
telling her to quit her mortal shape for any other that you want. Then
leave her and come back to me so that I can arrange something for you.’
Badr said goodbye to him and went up to the palace. When he came to
the queen, she welcomed him, getting up and kissing him. ‘You have
been slow in coming back to me,” she complained, and he told her: ‘I was
with my uncle, who gave me some of this sawiq to eat.” ‘I have some that
is better,’” she said, and she then put his on one plate and her own on
another before saying: ‘Try some of this, for it is tastier than yours.” He
pretended to do this, and when she thought that he had eaten it she took

some water in her hand and sprinkled it over him before saying: ‘Leave



this shape, you miserable wretch, and become an ugly one-eyed mule.’
When she saw that, far from being transformed, he was still exactly as he
had been, she got up, kissed him between the eyes and said: ‘My darling,
I was playing a joke on you. Don’t be angry with me.” ‘By God, lady,” he
replied, ‘my feelings towards you have not changed at all. I am sure that
you love me, so eat some of this food of mine.” She took a mouthful and
ate it, but when it settled in her stomach she had convulsions and he
took some water in his hand and sprinkled it over her face, saying: ‘Quit
your human shape and become a dappled mule.” When she looked at
herself and found that this was what she was, tears began to roll down
her cheeks and she started to rub at them with her legs. Badr fetched a
bridle but she refused to accept it, and so he left her and went back to
the old man to tell him what had happened.

The old man now went and fetched another bridle for him, telling him
to take it and use it on her. He brought it back to her, and when she saw
him she went up and he put it in her mouth. After that, he mounted her
and left the palace to return to ‘Abdallah. He, on seeing the mule, went
up to her and said: ‘May Almighty God pay you back, you damned
woman.’ He then told Badr: ‘My son, you cannot stay here any longer, so
mount her and ride off to wherever you want, but take care not to hand
over the bridle to anyone.’

Badr thanked him, took his leave and left. When he had ridden for
three days, he came in sight of a city and was met by an old man with a
handsome head of white hair who asked him where he had come from.
‘From the city of the witch,” Badr told him, at which the man offered
him hospitality for the night. He accepted and as he was accompanying

his host along the road, he came across an old woman who wept when



she saw the mule and exclaimed: ‘There is no god but God! This is very
like my son’s mule which, to my sorrow, has just died. I implore you in
God’s Name, master, to sell yours to me.” ‘By God, mother, I cannot do
that,” he told her, but she urged him not to refuse her, saying: ‘If I don’t
buy it for him, my son will very certainly die.” She went on and on
pressing him, until at last he said: ‘I shall only sell it for a thousand
dinars,” thinking to himself: ‘Where will an old woman like this get a
thousand dinars?’ At that, however, she produced the money from her
belt and when Badr said: ‘I was only joking, mother, and I cannot sell
the mule,’ the old man looked at him and said: ‘My son, in this town no
one tells lies, for any liar found here is put to death.’

Badr dismounted...

Night 756
Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and fifty-sixth
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that Badr dismounted and handed the
mule over to the old woman. She removed the bit from its mouth and
then took some water in her hand, which she sprinkled over it, saying:
‘Daughter, leave this shape and resume the one that you had before.” At
that, the mule instantly became a woman again and she and her rescuer
went up to each other and embraced. Badr realized that this must be
Lab’s mother and that he had been tricked. He was about to take to his
heels when the old woman gave a loud whistle and an ‘ifrit like a huge

mountain appeared in front of her. Badr stopped still in fear and the old



woman mounted on the ‘ifrit’s back, taking up her daughter behind her
and setting Badr in front of her. The ifrit flew off with them and no
more than an hour had passed before they had returned to the queen’s
palace.

When she had taken her seat on her royal throne, she turned to Badr
and said: ‘Miserable wretch, here I am again with my wishes granted,
and I shall now show you what I shall do with you and the old
greengrocer. How many favours have I shown him, but still he tries to
harm me, and it was only thanks to him that you got what you wanted.’
She then took water, sprinkled him with it and said: ‘Quit your shape
and become the ugliest of all birds.” Instantly Badr was transformed into
a repulsive-looking bird and the queen put him in a cage, allowing him
neither food nor drink. He was seen, however, by a slave girl who took
pity on him and began to feed him and supply him with water without
the queen’s knowledge.

One day this girl found that her mistress was not paying attention to
her, and so she went off to tell the old greengrocer what had happened,
saying: ‘Queen Lab intends to kill your nephew.” He thanked her and
said: ‘I am going to have to take the city from her and put you in her
place as its queen.” He gave a loud whistle, at which a four-winged ‘ifrit
appeared. ‘Take this girl,” the old man said, ‘and carry her to the city of
Julnar, the sea queen, and her mother, Farasha, for they are the finest
magicians on the face of the earth.” He then told the girl: “‘When you get
there, tell the two of them that King Badr Basim is being held prisoner
by Queen Lab.’ The ‘ifrit took up the girl and no more than an hour later
he set her down in Julnar’s palace. She came down from the roof and

entered Julnar’s presence, where she kissed the ground and told her all



that had happened to her son from start to finish. Julnar got up, treated
her with honour and thanked her, after which she had drums beaten
throughout the city to spread the good news, announcing to the citizens
and the state officials that King Badr had been found.

Julnar and her mother, Farasha, together with Salih, her brother, then
summoned all the tribes of the jinn and the armies of the sea, since after
the capture of Samandal the jinn kings obeyed them. They then flew off
through the air and alighted at Lab’s city, where they sacked the palace
and in the twinking of an eye had killed all the infidels that they found
there. Julnar then asked the girl where her son was, and the girl fetched
the cage and put it down in front of her. Pointing at the bird inside it,
she said: ‘Here he is.” Julnar brought him out of the cage and then,
taking some water in her hand, she sprinkled him with it and said:
‘Leave this shape for the one you had before.” Before she had finished
speaking, the bird shivered and became a man again. Julnar, seeing her
son in his original shape, embraced him, as did Salih, his uncle, Farasha,
his grandmother, and his cousins, who started to kiss his hands and feet,
while he, for his part, shed floods of tears. Julnar sent for the old
greengrocer and thanked him for his goodness to her son, before
marrying him to the girl whom he had sent to bring her the news of
Badr. The marriage was consummated, and Julnar then appointed
‘Abdallah as king of the city. She summoned the Muslims who remained
there and made them take an oath of allegiance to ‘Abdallah and vow to
obey and serve him, which they agreed to do.

When Julnar and the others had taken their leave of ‘Abdallah they
returned to their own city, and when they reached the palace they were

met by the citizens with gladness and rejoicing. As an expression of their



delight at the return of Badr, their king, the city was adorned with
decorations for three days, after which Badr told his mother: ‘It only
remains for me to get married, so that we may all remain together.” ‘That
is a good idea,’ she agreed, ‘but wait until we can ask which princess
would make you a suitable bride.” Farasha, Badr’s grandmother, together
with his uncle Salih and his cousins, all promised to help, and each one
of them went out on this quest throughout the lands. Julnar herself sent
her slave girls, riding on ‘ifrits, with orders to look at all the pretty girls
that were to be found in every city and every royal palace. When Badr
saw the trouble that they were taking in the search, he told his mother
to stop, adding: ‘No one will satisfy me except Jauhara, the daughter of
King Samandal, for she is a jewel, like her name.”* When she knew what
he wanted, Julnar had Samandal brought before her, after which she
sent for Badr and told him that Samandal was there. Badr went into the
room, and when Samandal saw him coming he got up, greeted him and
welcomed him. Badr then asked him for his daughter’s hand and
Samandal replied: ‘She is at your service as your slave to command.’
Samandal now sent a number of his companions back to his own
country with orders to fetch his daughter and to tell her that her father
was with King Badr. Off they flew and before an hour had passed they
had returned, bringing the princess with them. When she saw her father,
she went up to him and embraced him. For his part, he looked at her
and said: ‘Daughter, know that I have married you to this great king, the
mighty lion, King Badr Basim, son of Queen Julnar, for he is the
handsomest man of his time, the highest in rank and the noblest. He is
the only suitable husband for you and you are the only suitable wife for

him.” ‘T cannot disobey you, father,” she said, ‘so do what you want. My



worries and distress are over and I am one of his servants.’

At that, the gadis and notaries were brought forward and a marriage
contract drawn up between King Badr, son of Julnar the sea queen, and
the Princess Jauhara. The city was adorned with decorations, drums
were beaten to spread the good news, all prisoners were released and the
king provided clothes for widows and orphans as well as presenting
robes of honour to the officers of state, the emirs and the grandees.
There was a great festival with banquets and celebrations that continued
night and day for ten days. Jauhara was displayed to Badr in nine
different robes, after which he gave a robe of honour to King Samandal
and returned him to his own country, his family and his relations. They
remained enjoying the pleasantest of lives and the most delightful of
times, eating, drinking and living in comfort until they were visited by
the destroyer of delights and the parter of companions. This is the end of

their story, may God have mercy on them all.

A story is told, O fortunate king, that in the old days there was a Persian
king named Muhammad ibn Saba’ik, who ruled over Khurasan. Every
year he would launch raids on the lands of the unbelievers in Hind, Sind,
China, Transoxania and other foreign parts. He was a just and
courageous ruler, characterized by generosity, and he had a fondness for
social gatherings, tales, poems, histories and stories, narratives and
conversations. Anyone who could remember a remarkable tale and tell it
to him would be rewarded, and it is said that when a stranger came with
this kind of thing, and the king approved of it, he would be presented
with a splendid robe of honour, given a thousand dinars and provided

with a horse, saddled and bridled. After having been clothed from top to



toe, he would be given great gifts to take away with him.

It happened on one occasion that an elderly man arrived and won the
king’s favour with a remarkable story. The king ordered him to be given
a splendid reward, part of which consisted of a thousand Khurasanian
dinars and a horse with all its trappings. News of his generosity now
spread throughout all lands and his reputation reached a merchant
named Hasan, a learned man, liberal and generous and an excellent
poet. The king had as a vizier an envious and malevolent person who
had no fondness for anyone, rich or poor. He was jealous of anyone who
came to the king and was given a reward, and he used to say that the
king’s generosity wasted money and was ruining the kingdom. As the
king continued to act like this, what the vizier said was prompted solely
by envy and hatred.

As it happened, the king heard of Hasan the merchant and sent to
have him brought to his court. When he arrived, the king told him: ‘My
vizier is opposed to the way in which I give money to poets as well as to
those who entertain me with their conversation and who tell stories and
quote verses. I want you to tell me a story that is both pleasant and
remarkable, such as I have never heard before. If I approve of it, I shall
present you with many lands, together with their castles, and add to
your fiefs, and I shall give you authority over the whole of my kingdom,
appointing you as my grand vizier, where you will sit at my right hand,
delivering judgements to the people. But if you fail in this, I shall seize
all your goods and expel you from my country.’” “To hear is to obey, your
majesty,” Hasan answered, ‘but your servant asks you for a year’s delay
and he shall then produce for you a story the like of which you have

never heard in your life and whose equal or superior no one else has



ever been told.” ‘I grant you a full year,’ the king said, and he then called
for a splendid robe of honour, which he gave to the man, saying: ‘Stay at
home; don’t ride out or go to and fro for a whole year until you bring me
what I have asked for. If you do this, you will enjoy my special favour
and you will be glad to learn that I shall keep my promise, but if you

don’t, we shall have nothing more to do with each other.’
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and fifty-seventh
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that the king, Muhammad ibn Saba’ik,
said: ‘If you do this, you will enjoy my special favour and you will be
glad to learn that I shall keep my promise, but if you don’t, we shall
have nothing more to do with each other.” After kissing the ground in
front of the king, Hasan went out. He selected five of his best mamluks,
all of whom could read and write and were excellent, intelligent and
cultured men. He gave each of them five thousand dinars and told them:
‘It was for a day like this that I brought you up, so come to my rescue by
helping me to do what the king has asked for.” ‘What do you want to
have done?’ they asked. ‘For we would ransom you with our lives.” ‘I
want each of you to go to a different region,” he told them, ‘where you
are to question men of learning, culture and excellence, together with
the tellers of strange stories and remarkable tales. Track down for me the
story of Saif al-Muluk and then bring it to me, and if you find anyone

who has it, tempt him to sell it, and give him whatever he wants in the



way of gold or silver, even if he asks you for a thousand dinars. Pay
what you can and promise him the rest, but bring it to me. Whichever of
you finds the story and fetches it for me will receive splendid robes and
generous favours and he will be the dearest of men to me.’

Hasan told one of the five to go to Hind and Sind, and the districts and
regions there; another was to visit Persia, China and their regions; a
third was to go to the districts of Khurasan; a fourth was told to visit all
the quarters, regions, territories and borders of the Maghrib, while the
fifth was to travel through all parts of Syria and Egypt. Hasan chose an
auspicious day for their departure and told them to do everything they
could to get what he wanted without slacking in their quest, even if it
cost them their lives. They took their leave of him and set off, each going
where they had been told. After an absence of four months, four of them
had found nothing in their searches and these went home, to Hasan’s
distress, to tell him that they had looked through cities, lands and
regions searching for the story he wanted, but had discovered no trace of
it.

The fifth mamluk had gone to Syria, where he reached the city of
Damascus. He found this to be a pleasant and secure place, with trees,
rivers and fruits, where the birds sang the praises of the One Almighty
God, the Creator of night and day. For some days he stayed there,
making enquiries about what his master wanted but without getting any
answers. He was on the point of leaving to go somewhere else when a
young man ran past and tripped over the edge of his cloak. ‘Why are you
running like this? Where are you off to?’ the mamluk asked. The young
man told him: ‘There is an excellent shaikh here who takes his seat every

day at about this time and who tells splendid stories, tales and legends



that have never been heard before. I am running to get a place close to
him, but there are so many people that I'm afraid I won’t find one.” ‘Take
me with you,” the mamluk said, to which the man replied: ‘Move fast,
then,” and the mamluk closed his door and hurried on to the place where
the storyteller sat with his audience. He found him to be an old man
with a handsome face who was seated on a chair telling his stories to the
people.

The mamluk sat down close to him to listen, until at sunset, when the
storyteller had finished and the audience had dispersed, he went up and
greeted him. The storyteller returned his greeting with the greatest
courtesy, and the mamluk then said: “You are a fine man who deserves
respect and your stories are excellent. I want to ask you about
something.” ‘Ask whatever you want,’ the storyteller replied, and the
mamluk then asked him if he knew the tale of Saif al-Muluk and Badi‘ al-
Jamal. ‘Where did you hear about this? Who told you?’ the man asked,
and the mamluk assured him that no one had told him, going on to
explain: ‘I have come from a distant land to look for this story, and if
you have it and are kind enough to pass it to me, I shall give you
whatever you ask. For this would be an act of kindness and generosity
on your part, and were I able to pay you for it with my life, I would be
happy to do so.” “There is no need for you to be so concerned,” the man
told him, ‘for you can have it. But this is not something which is to be
told in public, and I would not hand it over to everyone.’ ‘By God,
master,” the mamluk begged him, ‘do not grudge it to me but ask me
whatever you like for it.” ‘If you want it,” said the storyteller, ‘I shall let
you have it for a hundred dinars, but on five conditions.’

When the mamluk realized that the shaikh really had the story and



was prepared to give it to him, he was delighted and said: ‘I shall give
you the hundred dinars as its price and an extra ten for yourself, and I
accept what you say about the conditions.’ ‘Go and fetch the gold,’ the
other replied, ‘and then you can take what you have come for.” The
mamluk got up, kissed the shaikh’s hand and went back delightedly to
his lodgings, after which he got a hundred and ten dinars and put them
in a purse that he had with him. The next morning, after he had risen
and dressed, he fetched the purse and brought it to the shaikh, who took
the money and then went into his house, taking the mamluk with him.
He gave him a seat, providing him with an inkstand, pen and paper, and
he then produced a book for him and said: ‘Copy from this book the
story that you have been looking for, the legend of Saif al-Muluk.’

The mamluk sat down and copied the story until he had transcribed it
all, and the shaikh read it over and confirmed the accuracy of the copy.
The shaikh then said: ‘Know, my son, that the first of my conditions is
that you are not to recite this story in public, or to tell it to women or
girls, or to slaves or foolish men, or to boys. It must only be told to
emirs, kings, viziers, scholarly commentators and so on.” The mamluk
agreed to this, kissed the shaikh’s hands, took his leave of him and then

went off.
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and fifty-eighth
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that Hasan’s mamluk transcribed the



story from the book of the Damascene shaikh and was told his
conditions, after which he took his leave of him and went off.

He set out that same day in a state of great delight and pressed on
with his journey, full of joy at having got hold of the story, until he
reached his own country and sent on his servant to tell Hasan that he
was back safely with what he had been looking for. By the time he had
reached Hasan’s city and sent him the good news, only ten days were left
before the end of the time limit agreed between Hasan and the king. The
mamluk went to see Hasan, who was filled with joy when he heard what
had happened, and to whom, after having rested in his own room, he
handed the book in which he had copied the story of Saif al-Muluk and
Badi‘ al-Jamal. At the sight of it, Hasan presented him with all the robes
he was wearing, together with ten fine horses, ten camels, ten mules,
three slaves and two mamluks. He then took the story and copied it out
clearly in his own hand before taking it to the king. ‘Your august
majesty,” he said, ‘I have brought you the account of a splendid legend,
the like of which no one has ever heard.” On hearing this, the king
immediately ordered that all the wise emirs, excellent scholars, men of
culture, poets and the intelligent should be brought to him. When Hasan
the merchant had taken his seat, he read out the story to the king, who
was full of admiration and approval, as was the entire audience. They
scattered gold, silver and jewels over Hasan, and the king ordered him to
be presented with a magnificent robe of honour and gave him a large
city, complete with its castles and estates. He appointed him as one of
his principal viziers and sat him at his right hand. His scribes were
ordered to copy out the story in letters of gold so that it might be stored

in his private treasury. Whenever he felt depressed, he would have



Hasan fetched to read it out. THE STORY RAN AS FOLLOWS:

In the old days there was a king of Egypt named ‘Asim ibn Safwan, a
generous and liberal man, characterized by dignity and gravity, who
ruled over many lands, castles and fortresses, with armies and troops at
his command. He had a vizier named Faris ibn Salih, and he, together
with all his people, were fire worshippers who took the sun as god in
place of the Almighty, Exalted and Omnipotent God. The king had
become a very old man, weakened by age, illness and decrepitude, as he
had lived for a hundred and eighty years. He had no children, sons or
daughters, and this was something that caused him distress night and
day.

One day, he happened to be sitting on his royal throne with the emirs,
viziers, officers and state officials present as usual to serve him, each in
their proper position according to their rank. Whenever an emir came in
accompanied by one son or two, the king would feel envious of him and
say to himself: ‘Every one of these men is happy and glad of his children,
but I have no son and soon I shall die and have to leave behind my
kingdom, my throne, my estates, my treasuries and my wealth. Strangers
will take them; no one will remember me or mention my name
anywhere in the world.” He plunged into the depths of thought, and such
were his cares and sorrows that he burst into tears and came down from
his throne to sit weeping in humiliation on the ground. When the vizier
and the other state leaders present saw what he was doing, they called
out to the people, telling them to go back and stay quietly at home until
the king had recovered. When they had gone, no one was left there apart
from the king and the vizier.

After the king had regained control of himself, the vizier kissed the



ground in front of him and asked him why he had wept. ‘Who,’” he asked,
‘of the kings, lords of castles, emirs or ministers of state has acted
against you? If you tell me who has thwarted you, we shall join forces
against him and take his life.” The king said nothing and did not raise his
head, and so the vizier again kissed the ground before him and said:
‘King of the age, I am your son and your slave and it is you who
nurtured me. If I don’t know the cause of your present grief and distress,
how can anyone else discover it and take my place in front of you? So
tell me why it is that you are weeping.’ Still the king said nothing,
neither opening his mouth nor raising his head. He continued to shed
tears, crying out aloud, lamenting even more bitterly and moaning. The
vizier waited patiently for him to stop but then said: ‘If you don’t tell me
the reason for this, then, rather than see you so distressed, I shall
immediately kill myself before your eyes.” At that point King ‘Asim did
lift his head, and after he had wiped away his tears, he said: ‘My good
counsellor, leave me to my grief, for the sorrows in my heart are enough
for me.’ The vizier insisted: ‘If you tell me the reason for your tears, it

may be that God will let me rescue you from your affliction.’

Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and fifty-ninth
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that the vizier asked King ‘Asim to tell
him why he was weeping as it might be that God would allow him to

rescue him. ‘Vizier,” the king said, ‘it is not because of money or horses



or anything else of the kind that I weep, but I am an old man and have
lived for almost a hundred and eighty years without having any
children, male or female. When I am dead and buried, no trace of me
will remain; my name will be lost; strangers will take my throne and my
kingdom and no one will remember me any more.’ ‘King of the age,’
replied the vizier, ‘I am a hundred years older than you, and I too have
never had any children. This causes me pain and distress night and day,
but what can we do, you and I? I have, however, heard accounts of
Solomon, the son of David, on both of whom be peace, and that he has a
mighty Lord Who is able to do all things. I think that I should go to him
with a present to see if he would ask his Lord to provide each of us with
a son.” He then made his preparations for the journey and set off to bring
Solomon a splendid gift.

So much for him, but as for Solomon himself, the Glorious and
Almighty God sent him a divine revelation to tell him: ‘Solomon, the
king of Egypt has sent you his grand vizier with such-and-such precious
gifts. Send out your own vizier, Asaf, son of Barkhiya, to give him an
honourable reception and to provide provisions for him where he camps.
When he appears before you, tell him: “The king has sent you with such-
and-such a request and you yourself have such-and-such a need.” After
that, expound the true faith to him.” So Solomon instructed Asaf to take
an escort with him as a sign of respect to the visitors on their arrival and
to have splendid provisions ready for them where they camped.

Asaf went to meet the Egyptian vizier, Faris, whom he greeted,
receiving both him and his escort with the greatest courtesy as well as
supplying them with food and fodder for their camps. ‘Welcome to the

guests who have arrived,” he said, adding: ‘You will be happy to hear



that what you need will be granted you, and so you can gladly relax.’
‘Who told them about this?’ said Faris to himself, and he then put the
same question to Asaf. ‘It was Solomon, the son of David, on both of
whom be peace, who told us,’ Asaf replied. ‘But who told our master
Solomon?’ asked Faris, and Asaf said: ‘He was told by the Lord of heaven
and earth, the God of all creation.” ‘This must be a mighty god indeed!’
exclaimed Faris. ‘Do you not worship him?’ Asaf asked, and when Faris
told him that they worshipped the sun, he said: ‘Vizier Faris, the sun is a
star, one of those which the Glorious and Almighty God created. It could
not possibly be a god itself, as sometimes it can be seen and at other
times it is hidden, whereas our Lord is always present and never absent,
and He has power over all things.’

After a short journey the visitors came to the land of Saba and
approached Solomon’s throne. On Solomon’s instructions his armies of
men, jinn and others were drawn up in ranks along their route, and in
these ranks were all the sea beasts together with elephants, leopards and
lynxes, with the various classes of each species having their separate
places. The same was true of the jinn, all of whom appeared without
concealment in their various terrifying forms. As the two lines stood
there, the birds spread their wings over them to shade them, singing to
each other, every one with his own tuneful call. When the Egyptians
arrived, they were too awestruck to dare advance, but Asaf said: ‘Walk
between them without fear, for they are Solomon’s subjects and not one
of them will harm you.” He himself led the way and everyone else
followed, including Faris’s escort, frightened as they were.

They went on until they came to the city, where they were lodged in

the guest quarters and treated with the greatest honour, with splendid



guest provisions being supplied to them over a period of three days.
They were then brought before Solomon, the prophet of God, upon
whom be peace, and when they had entered and were about to kiss the
ground in front of him, he stopped them and said: ‘No man should
prostrate himself to any but the Great and Glorious God, the Creator of
earth, heaven and every other thing. Any of you who wish to stand may
do so, but not as a sign that you are at my service.” They obeyed and,
while the vizier Faris sat down, as did a number of his servants, some of
their juniors remained on their feet deferentially. When the rest were
comfortably seated, tables of food were produced and everyone ate their
fill, after which Solomon invited Faris to say what it was that he wanted.
‘Speak and hide nothing about why you are here,” he said, ‘since you
have come for a specific purpose,” adding, ‘and I will tell you what it is.
‘Asim, the king of Egypt, has become old, decrepit and weak, but
Almighty God has not provided him with either a son or a daughter. This
has caused him grief and distress night and day, and one day when he
was seated on his royal throne he noticed that, as the emirs, viziers and
the principal officers of state came in to present their services to him,
some had with them one son, others two and others three. He thought
about this and exclaimed in his grief: “Who will take over my kingdom
after my death? Will it be a stranger and will I be forgotten as if I had
never existed at all?” This plunged him into so deep a sea of care and he
was so distressed that his eyes flooded with tears and, covering his face
with his kerchief, he wept bitterly. He got up from his throne and sat on
the ground weeping and wailing, while only God Almighty knew what

was in his heart.’
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been

allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and sixtieth night,
SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that the prophet of God, Solomon, son
of David, on both of whom be peace, told the vizier Faris of how the
king had wept in sorrow and of all that had passed between them from
beginning to end. ‘Is what I have told you true, vizier?” Solomon asked.
‘Prophet of God,’ replied Faris, ‘it is entirely true, but when the king and
I were talking about this there was no one else there and no one knew
about it, so who told you all this?’ Solomon said: ‘I was told by my Lord,
Who knows what is meant by the surreptitious glance and Who is
familiar with the secrets hidden in men’s breasts.’ Faris said: ‘Prophet of
God, this is a generous and exalted Lord, with power over all things,’
after which he and his escort accepted Islam.

Solomon then told him: “You have brought such-and-such with you in
the way of gifts and presents.’ Faris agreed, and Solomon said: ‘I accept
all of them from you, but I then make them over to you. So you and your
companions must rest in your present lodgings until you have recovered
from the fatigues of your journey, and then tomorrow you will fulfil and
complete your mission through the will of Almighty God, the Lord of
earth and heaven, the Creator of all things.” Faris went back to his
lodgings, and when he returned to Solomon the next day, he was told:
‘When you go back and rejoin King ‘Asim, you must go out together to

climb a certain tree and sit there quietly. Between the midday and the



afternoon prayers, when the noon heat has worn off, go down to the foot
of the tree and there you will find two snakes emerging, one with the
head of an ape and the other with the head of an ‘ifrit. Shoot arrows at
them and when you have killed them, take their bodies and cut off one
span from the head downwards and another from the tail upwards and
throw these bits away. Then take what is left of their flesh, cook it
thoroughly and give it to your wives to eat. Sleep with them that same
night, and with the permission of Almighty God they will conceive male
children.” Solomon next brought out a seal ring, a sword and a package
containing two cloaks set with gems and told Faris that when the two
boys had grown to man’s estate they were each to be given one of these
cloaks. Then he said to him: ‘In the Name of God: the Almighty has
granted your request and all that remains for you is to set off with His
blessing, for your king is spending day and night waiting for you with
his eyes fixed on the road.’

Faris went up to Solomon, took his leave of him and left, after having
kissed his hands. He travelled throughout the rest of that day, happy at
having fulfilled his mission, and after that he pressed on, night and day,
until he got near Cairo. He sent one of his servants to bring the news to
the king, who, when he heard of his vizier’s return and of the success of
his quest, was overwhelmed with joy, a joy shared by his close
associates, his ministers of state and all his troops. They were
particularly delighted by the vizier’s safe return. For his part, when he
met the king, Faris dismounted, kissed the ground in front of him, gave
him the good news of his complete success and expounded to him the
faith of Islam. The king accepted this and then said: ‘Go home to rest
tonight and for another week. After that, go to the baths and then come



back to me, so that I can tell you what plans we have to make.” The
vizier kissed the ground and left for his house with his retinue, his pages
and his servants.

He rested for eight days, after which he set off back to the king and
told him the whole story of his encounter with Solomon. ‘You must come
alone with me,’ he said, and so the two of them took two bows and two
arrows, climbed the tree and sat there quietly until it was past noon.
They stayed where they were until it was almost time for the afternoon
prayer before climbing down and then, when they looked, they could see
two snakes emerging from the foot of the tree. Staring at them, the king
was struck by the fact that they were wearing collars of gold, and he felt
a liking for them. ‘By God, this is a marvel!’ he exclaimed. ‘Let us catch
these collared snakes and put them in a cage so that we may enjoy
looking at them.’ But the vizier said: “These two creatures were created
by God for the benefit that they can bring. So you must shoot one and I
shall shoot the other.” Both of them then shot and killed the two, after
which they cut off one span from their heads downwards and another
from their tails upwards and threw the pieces away. The rest they took
back to the royal palace, where they summoned the cook and told him
to cook the flesh well with onion sauce and spices, put it in two bowls

and then bring these to them without delay at a time they specified.
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and sixty-first

night, SHE CONTINUED:



I have heard, O fortunate king, that when the king and the vizier had
given the snakes’ flesh to the cook, they told him to cook it, put it into
two bowls and bring these to them without delay. The cook took the
flesh to the kitchen and cooked it expertly, adding large quantities of
onion sauce, after which he ladled it out into two bowls which he
brought to the king and the vizier. They took one each and gave it to
their wives, with whom they then spent the night, and through the will
and power of the Glorious and Almighty God both women conceived
immediately. The king spent the next three months in a state of
confusion, saying to himself: ‘I wonder whether this can be true or not.’
Then one day, while his wife was sitting, the child moved in her womb
and she realized that she must be pregnant. She felt a pain; her colour
changed and, sending for her chief eunuch, she told him to go to the
king, wherever he might be, and to give him the good news that the
signs of her pregnancy were now clear and that the child had moved in
her womb. The eunuch hurried off joyfully and found the king alone,
with his hand to his cheek, brooding over the matter. He went up to
him, kissed the ground in front of him and told him that his wife was
pregnant. On hearing this, the king leapt to his feet, and such was his
delight that he kissed the hand and head of the eunuch and stripped off
his own robes to present them to him. He then told everyone present:
‘Let whoever loves me make a present to this man,” and what they then
gave the eunuch in the way of money, jewels of all sorts, horses and
mules, as well as orchards, was more than could be counted.

At that point the vizier came in and said: ‘King of the age, just now I
was sitting alone at home, preoccupied and worried about our problem,

saying to myself: “I wonder if this is true and if my wife is pregnant or



not.” Just then, in came a eunuch to tell me that she was and that the
child had moved in her womb and her colour had changed. I was so glad
that I stripped off all the robes that I was wearing and presented them to
him, together with a thousand dinars, and I appointed him chief
eunuch.’ ‘Vizier,” said the king, ‘the Blessed and Exalted God has shown
us favour through His grace and goodness, treating us generously,
granting our requests and revealing to us the true religion. In His bounty
He has removed us from darkness to light, and as a result I want to bring
relief and joy to my people.’ ‘Do as you want,’ the vizier replied, and the
king then told him to go immediately to free all the criminals and
debtors who were being held in prison, while adding that anyone who
later committed a crime would be punished as he deserved. There was to
be a three-year remission of taxes, and kitchens were to be set up within
the circuit of the city walls where cooks were to hang up various types
of cooking pots and to cook food of all kinds night and day. The citizens
and those from surrounding districts, far and near, were to be allowed to
eat and drink there and to take food back home. A festival was to be
held, and the city adorned with decorations for seven days, and shops
were not to close by night or by day.

The vizier left immediately and carried out the king’s orders. The city,
the citadel and the towers were adorned with the most splendid
decorations; everyone put on their finest clothes and they ate, drank,
played and enjoyed themselves until the night came when, after the
completion of the term of her pregnancy, the queen gave birth. The king
gave orders that all scholars, astronomers, men of culture, leading
savants and astrologers who were in the city, together with the men of

learning and experts in divination, were to be assembled. They sat



waiting for a glass ball to be thrown at the window, which was to serve
as a sign for the astrologers and the other senior figures gathered there.
They all stayed there expectantly until the queen gave birth to a boy like
the disc of the moon when it becomes full. They instantly began their
calculations, noting the star under which the child was born and the
time of his birth and working out dates. On being summoned, they all
kissed the ground and gave the king the good news that the child would
be blessed and fortunate, but they added: ‘At the start of his life he will
encounter a danger which we are afraid to mention to your majesty.” He
assured them that they could speak without fear, and they said: ‘Your
majesty, this child will leave this country and travel abroad; he will be
shipwrecked and fall into difficulties; he will be captured and find
himself in trouble, as there are many hardships for him to face. But he
will win free, reach his goal and spend the rest of his life at ease, ruling
over peoples and lands and exercising power in spite of his jealous
enemies.” ‘There is obscurity here,’ said the king, ‘but whatever good or
evil Almighty God has allotted to His servants in the book of fate will
come about, and from one day to the next he is certain to experience
many joys.” So he paid no attention to what they said, and after they and
everyone else there had been given robes of honour, they all left.

At that point the vizier came in, full of joy, and kissed the ground in
front of the king. ‘Good news, your majesty,’” he said, ‘for my wife has
just given birth to a boy like a sliver of the moon.’ ‘Bring him here,’ said
the king, ‘so that the two children can be brought up together in my
palace, and your wife can stay with mine so that they may both look
after them.’ The vizier fetched his wife and his son, and the two children

were entrusted to nurses, both dry and wet. Seven days later they were



brought before the king, and his attendants asked what names he was
going to give them. ‘Name them yourselves,” he said, but they objected
that this was the father’s duty, at which the king said: ‘Name my son Saif
al-Muluk after my grandfather, and name the son of the vizier Sa‘id.” He
then presented the nurses with robes of honour and instructed them to
treat the children with tenderness and to bring them up as well as
possible.

The nurses did their best until, when the children were five years old,
they were transferred to the charge of a school instructor who taught
them the Quran, as well as the art of writing. When they were ten, they
were provided with other teachers to learn how to ride, shoot, use the
lance and play polo, as well as to master the arts of horsemanship. By
the time they were fifteen, they had become expert in all of these skills
and had no match as riders, both of them being accustomed to take the
field successfully alone against a thousand.

After they had reached manhood, the king used to be filled with
delight whenever he saw them, and then, when they were twenty, he
summoned the vizier to a private audience and said: ‘Vizier, I have
thought of something that I wish to do and I want to consult you about
it.” ‘Whatever it is, do it,” said the vizier, ‘because your ideas are always
fortunate.” The king explained: ‘I have become a frail old man, stricken
in years. I want to retire to a small mosque in order to worship Almighty
God, and I want to hand over the governance of my kingdom to my son,
Saif al-Muluk. He has become an excellent young man, a fine horseman
and a man of intelligence and culture, as well as being modest and
having a capacity for leadership. What do you think of this idea?’ ‘It is

an excellent one,’ the vizier replied, ‘and one which will bring blessings



and good fortune. If you carry it through, I for my part will do the same
thing, and my son, Sa‘id, can be his vizier, for he too is a fine young man
with a store of learning and good counsel and the two of them will be
together. We shall not neglect them but can help arrange things for them
and guide them on the right way.” ‘Write letters,’ the king instructed
him, ‘and have the couriers take them to every region, land, fortress and
castle in my realm, telling their lords to come to the Elephant Field in
such-and-such a month.’

The vizier left immediately and wrote to all the governors, castle lords
and the other subjects of the king, ordering them to assemble at the
specified time, and he also summoned all the citizens, wherever they
lived, to come too. When it was close to the time of the meeting, he
ordered servants to erect pavilions in the centre of the field with the
most splendid decorations, and to set up the great throne, which was
only used by the king on feast days. All these instructions were carried
out immediately, and when the throne had been put in place, the
officers, chamberlains and emirs filed out, followed by the king himself.
He had a proclamation made to the people ordering them in the Name of
God to come to the field. Emirs, viziers, lords of provinces and estates all
went there, presenting their services to the king in the usual way and
taking their places according to their rank, some sitting and some
standing, until they had all arrived. Tables were set out on the king’s
orders and they ate, drank and called down blessings on him. He then
told his chamberlains to proclaim that no one was to leave and so they
called out: ‘No one is to go until he has listened to the king’s speech!’
The curtains around the throne were raised and the king said: ‘Let

whoever loves me stay and hear what I have to say.” They had started by



being alarmed, but now everyone sat quietly as the king got up and
made them swear not to leave their places.

He then began: ‘Emirs, viziers and ministers of state, great and small,
and all you who are here, do you know that I inherited this kingdom
from my fathers and forefathers?’ ‘Yes, your majesty,’” they said, ‘we all
know that.” He went on: ‘You and I used always to worship the sun and
the moon until Almighty God supplied us with the true faith, rescuing us
from darkness, bringing us into the light and leading us, Glorious and
Exalted as He is, to the religion of Islam. As you know, I am now an old
man, decrepit and feeble, and I want to sit in a mosque worshipping
Almighty God and asking forgiveness for my past sins while my son, Saif
al-Muluk, acts as ruler. As you know, he is a fine young man, gifted with
eloquence and a knowledge of affairs, intelligent, excellent and just. I
want immediately to hand over the kingdom to him and to appoint him
as king over you in my place, surrendering my power to him. I shall then
retire on my own to worship God, while he takes office and rules over
you. What have you all to say to this?’ All present rose, kissed the
ground and expressed their agreement, saying: ‘Our king and our
protector, were you to appoint one of your slaves to rule us, we would
follow him obediently, so how much more readily will we obey your
son, Saif al-Muluk. We accept him gladly and willingly.’

At that, the king came down from his place and installed his son on
the royal throne. He took the crown from his own head and put it on the
head of his son, and he fastened the royal belt around his waist. He then
took his seat on the throne alongside him as the emirs, viziers and
principal officers of state rose and kissed the ground before him. As they

stood there, they said to one another: ‘Saif al-Muluk is worthy of the



kingdom and has a better right to it than anyone else.” They called out
their prayers for his safety and wished him victory and good fortune,
while for his part Saif al-Muluk scattered gold and silver over the heads
of them all...

Night 762
Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and sixty-second
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that King ‘Asim installed his son, Saif
al-Muluk, on his throne and all the people prayed that he be given
victory and good fortune. For his part, Saif al-Muluk scattered gold and
silver over the heads of them all, as well as distributing robes of honour
and other gifts.

After a short pause, the vizier Faris got to his feet, kissed the ground
and said: ‘Emirs and ministers of state, do you know that I am a vizier of
long standing who held the office before King ‘Asim came to the throne,
and that he has now deposed himself and appointed his son in his
place?’ ‘We know that you inherited the vizierate from your ancestors,’
they agreed, and he went on: ‘I now depose myself and put my son,
Sa‘id, in my place, for he is intelligent, shrewd and well informed. What
do you all say?’ They replied: ‘Sa‘id, your son, is the only suitable vizier
for King Saif al-Muluk, for they are well matched.’ At that, Faris got up,
removed his vizier’s turban and placed it on his son’s head, as well as
putting in front of him the official inkstand. ‘He deserves the vizierate,’

agreed the chamberlains and the emirs.



King ‘Asim and Faris, his vizier, then threw open the treasuries and
distributed splendid robes to kings, emirs, viziers, the great officers of
state and to the people as a whole. They provided spending money as
well as additional grants, and had new charters and diplomas written
and sealed with the seals of Saif al-Muluk and Sa‘id, the vizier. Everyone
stayed in the city for a week, after which they dispersed to their own
parts. King ‘Asim now took his son and Sa‘id back into the city, and
when they reached the palace, the treasurer was ordered to produce the
ring, the sword, Solomon’s package and the signet. From among these,
‘Asim told each of the young men to take whichever he chose. Saif al-
Muluk was the first to stretch out his hand and he took the package and
the ring, while Sa‘id, who followed him, took the sword and the signet.
They then kissed ‘Asim’s hands and returned to their quarters.

When Saif took the package, he did not open it to see what was in it
but instead threw it down on the couch which he shared with Sa‘id, for
they were in the habit of sleeping together. The two of them spread out
the bedclothes and lay down together in the candlelit room. When
midnight came Saif woke up and, on catching sight of the package
beside his head, he said to himself: ‘I wonder what is in this gift that my
father has given me.” So he took it and picked up a candle, before getting
down from the couch, where he left Sa‘id asleep. He went to the
treasury, where he opened the package, and in it he found a gown of jinn
workmanship. When he unfolded this and turned it over, he found on its
inner surface at the back the picture of an astonishingly beautiful girl
worked in gold. The sight of this robbed him of his wits; he fell madly in
love with the picture and, after collapsing unconscious on the ground, he

began to weep and sob, striking his face and breast and kissing it. Then



he recited these lines:

Love at first is a drop of water,
Brought by fate,
But when a man plunges into its depths,

It is too vast to be endured.
He added a few more lines:

Had I known that love was like this,
A robber of lives, I would have been on guard,
But I threw myself into it on purpose,

Not knowing what the end would be.

He kept on sobbing, weeping and striking his face and his breast until
Sa‘id awoke to find that he was alone on the couch and that there was
only a single candle. He wondered where Saif could have gone, and so
he took the candle and began to look around the whole palace until he
came to the treasury, where he found him. Seeing him weeping so
bitterly, he said: ‘Brother, what is the reason for this? Tell me what has
happened to you.’ Saif neither spoke nor raised his head but continued
to sob and to strike his chest with his hand. Seeing this, Sa‘id said: ‘I am
your vizier and your brother. We were brought up together, and if you
don’t tell your secret to me, to whom are you going to tell it?’ For some
time he continued with his entreaties, kissing the ground, but Saif went
on weeping, without turning towards him or saying a single word.
Alarmed by this and unable to arouse him, Sa‘id left him and fetched a

sword, which he brought back to the room, setting its point against his



own breast. ‘Rouse up, brother,’ he said, ‘for unless you tell me what has
happened to you, I shall kill myself rather than see you in such a state.’
At that, Saif looked at him and said: ‘Brother, I am ashamed to tell you
this.” Sa‘id replied: ‘I implore you by God, the Lord of lords, the
Emancipator, the Cause of causes, the One, the Merciful, the Generous,
the Giver, answer me. You need feel no shame before me, for I am your
slave, your vizier and your advisor in all matters.’ Saif then said: ‘Look at
this picture.” Sa‘id did that, and after he had studied it for a long time,
he noticed an inscription at the top of it, spelt out through an
arrangement of pearls, which read: ‘This is the picture of Badi‘ al-Jamal,
daughter of Shammakh, son of Sharukh, a king of the believing jinn,
inhabitants of the city of Babel who live in the garden of Iram, the son of
‘Ad the Great.’

Niphet 76;

Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and sixty-third
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that King Saif al-Muluk and Sa‘id, son
of the vizier Faris, read what was written on the gown and studied the
picture of Badi‘ al-Jamal, daughter of Shammakh, son of Sharukh, a king
of the believing jinn, inhabitants of the city of Babel who live in the
garden of Iram, the son of ‘Ad the Great. Sa‘id asked Saif: ‘Brother, do
you know whose portrait this is, so that we can look for her?’ and when
Saif said that he did not, Sa‘id said: ‘Come here and read this

inscription.’ Saif went up, but when he had read and understood what



was written on the girl’s crown, he called out: ‘Ah! ah! ah!’ from the
bottom of his heart. Sa‘id said: ‘If the subject of this portrait exists, and if
her name is Badi‘ al-Jamal, and if she is to be found in this world, then I
shall begin to search for her quickly and without delay, so that you may
get what you want, but for God’s sake stop this weeping and allow the
officers of state to come in to present their services. Then, later in the
morning, summon the merchants, the faqirs, the travellers and the poor
wanderers and ask them about the city of Babel, for it may be that,
through the blessing and aid of the Glorious and Almighty God, one of
them may be able to tell us how to get to it and to the garden of Iram.’
In the morning, Saif got up and took his seat on the throne, still
clasping the gown, for he could neither sit nor stand nor sleep unless he
had it with him. The emirs, viziers, soldiers and ministers of state came
in, and when all the court was there, each in his proper place, Saif told
Sa‘id: ‘Go out and tell them that the king is suffering from a disorder and
last night he was ill.” Sa‘id announced this to the people, and when King
‘Asim heard it he was concerned and went to see his son with the
doctors and astrologers whom he had summoned. When they had looked
at him, they prescribed a draught, but the illness continued for three
months. King ‘Asim was angry with the doctors and said: ‘Damn you,
you dogs, can none of you cure my son? If you don’t do this
immediately, I shall kill the lot of you.” Their leader said: ‘King of the
age, we know that this is your son and you know that we always do our
best when it comes to treating strangers, so how much more are we
going to exert ourselves in order to cure your son? In his case, however,
the disease is hard to treat, but if you want to know about it, we will tell

you what it is.” “‘What have you discovered about it?’ the king asked, and



the leading doctor replied: ‘King of the age, your son is in love, and
there is no way in which he can reach the object of his love.” The king
was furious with them and said: ‘How did you come to learn that he is in
love, and how could this have happened to him?’ ‘Ask Sa‘id, his brother
and vizier,” the doctor answered, ‘for he knows about your son’s
condition.’

At this point the king got up and went alone to the treasury, where he
summoned Sa‘id and ordered him to tell the truth about Saif’s illness.
When Sa‘id protested that he did not know, the king told the executioner
to take him, blindfold him and then cut off his head. In fear for his life
Sa‘id asked for pardon, and the king said: ‘If you tell me the truth, I shall
pardon you.” ‘Your son is in love,” Sa‘id told him, and when the king
asked who it was whom he loved, Sa‘id replied: ‘The daughter of one of
the kings of the jinn, whose picture he saw on a gown from the package
that you were given by Solomon, the prophet of God.” At that the king
got up and went to see his son, Saif. ‘My son,” he asked, ‘what misfortune
has overtaken you? What is this picture with which you have fallen in
love and why did you not tell me?’ ‘I was ashamed to do that, father,” he
said, ‘and I could not bring myself to tell you or anyone else about it, but
now that you know about my love, see what you can do to cure me.’ The
king replied: ‘What is there that can be done? If this were a mortal, we
could find some way for you to reach her, but as she is a jinn princess,
the one person who can do anything about her is Solomon, the son of
David, who alone has this power. You, however, my son, should get up
immediately, take heart and mount your horse. Then go out to hunt or
to exercise yourself; concern yourself with eating and drinking; banish

all cares from your heart and I shall bring you a hundred princesses, for



you have no need of the daughters of the jinn, over whom we have no
power and who are not of our race.’ ‘I am not going to abandon her or to
look for anyone else,’” said Saif. When his father then asked him what
was to be done, he said: ‘Summon all the merchants, the travellers and
those who have visited foreign lands, and question them, for it may be
that God will guide us to the garden of Iram and the city of Babel.’

The king gave orders that every merchant in the city, every foreigner
and every sea captain was to be brought to him. When they had come,
he asked them about these places, but none of them knew anything
about them or could tell him anything; however, as they were
dispersing, one of them said: ‘King of the age, if you want to know about
this, you should go to the lands of China, where there is a huge city, and
it may be that someone there will be able to guide you.” At that, Saif
asked his father to fit out a ship in which he could sail to China, but his
father said: ‘My son, won’t you take your seat on your royal throne and
govern your people, while I go to China and look after the affair myself?’
‘This is my responsibility,’ Saif replied, ‘and no one else can conduct the
search like me. Whatever happens, if you give me leave to go, I shall set
out and I may be away for some time. If I find any news of the princess,
I shall have got what I want, but even if I fail, the journey itself will
relieve me, allow me to recover my spirits and stop me from taking the

affair too seriously. Then, if I live, I shall come back to you safely.’

Night 761

Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been

allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and sixty-fourth



night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that Saif al-Muluk told his father, King
‘Asim, to prepare a ship to take him to China so that he might pursue his
quest. ‘If I live,” he said, ‘I shall come back to you safely.” Looking at his
son, the king could see that there was nothing for it except to do what he
wanted. He gave him his permission to set out and he prepared a fleet of
forty ships for him, together with twenty thousand mamluks, not
counting servants, providing him with money and treasures as well as all
the military equipment that he might need. He prayed for his son’s
success, health and safety, saying: ‘I entrust you to One with Whom
everything deposited is safe.” He and Saif’s mother then said goodbye to
their son, and after the ships had been loaded with water, provisions,
arms and troops, they set out and continued on their way until they
reached the capital of China.

When the Chinese heard of the arrival of forty ships carrying men,
equipment, weapons and treasure, they thought that these must be
enemies who had come to fight them and lay siege to their city, and so
they shut the gates and prepared their mangonels. On hearing of that,
Saif sent out two of his leading mamluks with orders to go to the king of
China with the message: ‘Saif al-Muluk, the son of King ‘Asim, has come
to your city as a guest to enjoy the sights of your country for a time,
with no intention of fighting against you or of acting in any hostile
manner. If you are willing to accept him, he will land, but if not, he will
sail back without disturbing you or the people of your city.” When the
mamluks arrived at the city and told the people that they were envoys
from King Saif al-Muluk, the gates were opened for them and they were

escorted to the king.



The king’s name was Faghfur Shah and years ago he had been
acquainted with King ‘Asim. When he heard that his visitor was Saif al-
Muluk, ‘Asim’s son, he presented the messengers with robes of honour
and ordered the gates to be opened. Then he had provisions prepared for
his guests and went out himself with his leading officials. When he met
Saif, the two of them embraced and Faghfur spoke words of welcome,
adding: ‘T am your servant and the servant of your father; my city is at
your disposal and whatever you want will be provided for you.” He sent
guest provisions and food to the camps, while Saif himself, together with
his vizier Sa‘id, his officers of state and all the rest of his troops, moved
from the seashore to the city. Drums were beaten to announce the good
news, and for forty days they stayed there being generously entertained.

At the end of this time, Faghfur said to Saif: ‘How are you, son of my
brother, and do you like my city?’ ‘May God continue to ennoble it by
your presence, O king,’” replied Saif, after which Faghfur went on: ‘You
must have come here because of some unexpected need, and whatever
you want from my country, I shall provide for you.” ‘Mine is a strange
story, your majesty,’” Saif answered, ‘for I have fallen in love with a
picture of Badi‘ al-Jamal.’ Faghfur shed tears of pity and asked what it
was that he now wanted. Saif told him: ‘T would like you to collect all
travellers and those who make frequent journeys so that I may ask them
about the princess, as one of them may be able to tell me something
about her.” So Faghfur sent word to his deputies, chamberlains and
assistants, telling them to bring all the travellers who were in their
lands. They did what they were told, and a large group of these people
was brought together in front of the king. Saif then put his question

about the city of Babel and the garden of Iram, but no one there could



give him an answer.

He was at a loss to know what to do, but at that point one of the sea
captains said: ‘Your majesty, if you want to find out about this city and
the garden, then you should go to the Indian islands.’ So Saif gave orders
for his ships to be brought up, and when this had been done, water, food
and everything else that was needed was loaded on them. Saif and Sa‘id
took their leave of Faghfur, and after going on board, they put out to
sea. With fair winds they sailed safely and without disturbance for four
months, but then one day the wind turned against them, waves came
from all directions, rain fell and because of the force of the gale the sea
became stormy, causing the ships to dash against one another. They and
the smaller boats with them were all wrecked and everyone was
drowned with the exception of Saif and a number of his mamluks who
were in a little boat. Through the power of Almighty God the wind then
died down and the sun came out, but when Saif opened his eyes there
was no ship to be seen and nothing else except sky and sea, while he and
his companions were alone in the boat. ‘Where are the ships and the
little boats, and where is Sa‘id, my brother?’ he asked them. ‘King of the
age,’ they told him, ‘there are no ships left, great or small, and none of
their crews, for these have all drowned and become food for the fishes.’
Saif gave a cry and recited the words that never bring confusion on those
who speak them: ‘There is no might and no power except with God, the
Exalted, the Omnipotent.” He began to slap his face and was on the point
of throwing himself into the sea when he was restrained by his mamluks.
‘What is the use of that, your majesty?’ they asked him. ‘You have
brought this on yourself, and had you listened to what your father said,

it would not have happened. But this has been written in the book of



fate from past eternity, according to the will of the Creator of life...’

Neght 765

Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and sixty-fifth
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that when Saif al-Muluk was about to
throw himself into the sea, his mamluks restrained him and said: ‘What
good will this do? You have done this to yourself, but it was written in
the book of fate from past eternity, according to the will of the Creator
of life, so that His servants may fulfil their destiny. At your birth the
astrologers warned your father that you would have to suffer all these
difficulties and there is nothing that we can do except to endure until
God releases us from our present distress.’ Saif repeated the words:
‘There is no might and no power except with God, the Exalted, the
Omnipotent’ and agreed that there was no way to escape from what God

had decreed. He then recited these lines:

By God, I am at a loss, and do not know what to do;
Misgivings assail me, but I do not know their source.
I shall show patience, so that everyone may know
That I endure what is more bitter than aloes,

For in this matter there is nothing I can do.

I entrust my affairs to the Lord God, Who commands.

He was then plunged into a sea of cares and tears showered down his

cheeks. He slept for part of the day and then, when he woke up, he



asked for something to eat. After he had eaten his fill, the mamluks took
away the rest of the food from in front of him, and the boat carried them
on, although they did not know in which direction it was heading. For a
long time, wind and wave swept them along night and day until their
provisions were all exhausted and they had lost all touch with reality
and were reduced to extremities because of the pressures of hunger,
thirst and distress from which they were suffering. Just then, however,
in the distance they caught sight of an island. The wind blew them
towards it, and when they had reached the shore and anchored, they
disembarked, leaving one of their number as a guard. When they set off
to investigate, they discovered quantities of fruits of all kinds from
which they ate until they had had enough. Among the trees they then
found an odd-looking person seated, with a long face and a white beard
and white body, who called to one of the mamluks by name, saying:
‘Don’t eat those fruits; they are not ripe. Come here to me and I'll give
you ripe ones.” The mamluk looked at him and thought that he must be
one of his companions who were feared drowned, and that he must have
reached the island. He was delighted to see him there and went up to
him, without knowing what fate had in store for him and of the destiny
written on his forehead. When he came near, the ‘man’ jumped on him
and turned out to be a marid, who crooked one of his legs around his
neck and let the other hang down over his back. ‘Move,’ the marid told
him. ‘You can never escape from me, and you will stay here as my
donkey.” The mamluk called tearfully to his companions, telling them to
save themselves and flee away from the wood. ‘One of its people has
mounted on my shoulders,’ he told them, ‘and the others will hunt you

down in order to do the same to you.’



When they heard this, they all ran back and embarked on their boat.
The marids followed them into the sea and called out: ‘Where are you
going? Come and sit with us so that we can climb up on your shoulders.
We will give you food and drink and you will stay as our donkeys.’
When they heard this they sailed off as fast as they could until they were
some distance away, after which they set a course, entrusting themselves
to Almighty God. A month later they came in sight of another island,
and when they reached it they found that it too had fruits of various
kinds. They busied themselves with eating them and, while they were
doing this, they caught sight of something at a distance in the direction
that they were going. When they looked from closer at hand, they saw
an ugly thing lying there like a column of silver. One of the mamluks
kicked it, and it turned out to be a creature with eyes set lengthways and
a split head, which had been covered by one of its ears, as, when it
wanted to sleep, it would put one ear under its head and shelter itself
with the other. The creature snatched up the mamluk who had kicked it
and made off with him to the centre of the island, which turned out to
be full of cannibal ghuls. The mamluk shouted to his companions: ‘Save
yourselves! This is the island of cannibal ghuls and they are going to cut
me up and eat me.” On hearing that, the others fled away and embarked
on their boat without having collected any of the fruit.

They sailed on for some days before they came in sight of yet another
island, and when they reached it they found that it contained a lofty
mountain. As they climbed up its slopes, they saw a thick wood and in
their hunger they had started to eat its fruits when, before they knew
what was happening, a number of terrible-looking creatures came out

from among the trees, each of them being fifty cubits high, with



projecting tusks like those of elephants. They took Saif and his
companions to stand before their king, who was seated on a piece of
black felt that had been spread over a rock, and around him were a vast
number of blacks, who were standing there in his service. Their captors
said: ‘We found these birds among the trees,” and, as the king was

hungry, he took two of the mamluks, cut their throats and ate them.
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and sixty-sixth
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that when the blacks captured King
Saif and his companions, they brought them to stand before their king,
telling him that they had come across these birds among the trees. The
king took two of them, cut their throats and ate them. When Saif saw

this, he shed tears, fearing for his life, and he then recited these lines:

Disasters have formed a bond of friendship

With my heart’s blood, having shunned it earlier,
And the generous man is friendly.

My cares are not all of one kind;

Praise be to God, they come in thousands.
He heaved a sigh and then recited more lines:

Time has afflicted me with disasters;

My heart is covered over by its arrows.



When any one of them strikes me,

Its tip breaks on another that is already there.

When the king heard his tearful lament, he said: ‘These birds sing
pleasantly and I like their voices, so put them all in a cage.” This was
done and the cage was hung above his head so that he could listen to
them. Saif and his mamluks stayed there, with food and water being
given to them by the blacks, alternately weeping and laughing, talking
and staying silent, and the king of the blacks took pleasure in the sounds
that they made. Things went on like this for a long time until the king’s
married daughter, who lived on another island, heard that her father had
some sweet-voiced birds. She sent a messenger to ask him for some of
them, and he sent the man back with four cages containing Saif himself
and three of his mamluks; and when they reached her, she was so
pleased with what she saw that she ordered the cages to be hung up
above her head.

Saif began to wonder at what had happened to him, contrasting it
with his previous grandeur. He wept over his own plight while the three
mamluks wept for theirs, and all the time the princess thought that they
were singing. It was a habit of hers to show great favour to anyone
whom she got hold of from Egypt or some other country, if he pleased
her. In accordance with God’s decree, when she saw Saif she admired his
beauty and grace together with his well-formed figure, and so she
ordered that he and his men be treated with respect. One day when she
happened to be alone with him, she asked him to lie with her, but he
refused and said: ‘My lady, I am a stranger here, suffering from the

pangs of love, and it is only union with my beloved that can content me.’



She tried to seduce him with soft words, but he resisted her and she
could find no way at all of getting close to him. Her failure made her
angry both with him and with his mamluks, and on her orders they were
forced to act as her servants, carrying water and firewood for her. After
four years of this, Saif was reduced to despair and he sent a pleading
message to the princess, begging her to set him and his companions free
so that they might rest from their toil and go on their way. She
summoned him and promised that if he agreed to what she wanted, she
would free him so that he could return with safety and profit to his own
country. She went on pleading with him and trying to sway him, but
when he refused to comply, she turned from him in anger.

As a result, he and his mamluks stayed on the island as her servants,
and since the islanders recognized that they were her ‘birds’, no one
there dared do them any harm. She herself had no worries about them,
being sure that they could not get away, and they used to leave her for
two or three days at a time as they went around collecting firewood
from all parts of the island and bringing it to her kitchen. After five
years, they were all sitting by the shore one day talking over what had
happened to them. Saif, seeing the plight they were in and remembering
his mother and father, as well as his brother Sa‘id, together with his
former grandeur, shed bitter tears and was joined in his lamentations by
his mamluks. But they then said: ‘King of the age, how long are we going
to go on weeping when tears do no good? This is something written by
fate on our foreheads in accordance with the decree of the Great and
Glorious God. It has been foreordained, and all that we can usefully do is
to show patience in the hope that God may free us from this affliction

which He has sent us.’ Saif asked: ‘What can we do to rescue ourselves



from this damned woman? I think we will only escape if God saves us by
His decree, but it has struck me that we might try to run away so as to
free ourselves from this toil.” They said: ‘King of the age, where can we
go to from this island, for all these parts are full of cannibal ghuls and
wherever we go they will find us and either eat us or return us here as
prisoners to face the anger of the princess?’ ‘I shall do something for you
in the hope that Almighty God may help us escape,’ he told them, and
when they asked what it was that he proposed, he explained: ‘We shall
cut some of these tall trees, twist the bark into ropes and use them to
bind the trees together so as to form a raft which we can then launch.
We can fill it with fruits, make oars for it and then embark in the hope
that Almighty God may allow us a release from our misery, for He is
Omnipotent. Were He to grant us a fair wind we might reach India and
find ourselves free of this damned woman.’

The mamluks delightedly agreed that this was a good plan, and there
and then they began to cut logs for the raft and to twist ropes to bind
them together. They worked on this for a month, taking back firewood
for the princess’s kitchen each evening and devoting the rest of the day
to the raft.

Night 767

Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and sixty-seventh
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that Saif and his mamluks cut logs on
the island, twisted ropes and lashed together the raft that they had



made. When they had finished it, they launched it and, after it had been
loaded with fruit from the island’s trees, they got ready to sail one
evening without having told anyone what they had done. They put out
to sea and sailed for four months without knowing where they were
going. By this time their provisions had been exhausted and they were
tormented by hunger and thirst. The sea then became turbulent with
high breakers and they found themselves confronted by a terrible
crocodile, which reached out and seized one of the mamluks, whom it
then swallowed. When Saif saw this, he burst into tears and he and the
surviving mamluk, now alone on the raft, sailed away fearfully from
where the crocodile had appeared. They continued on their course until
one day, to their delight, they came in sight of an enormous mountain
towering into the sky. They were able to make out an island, and they
pressed on towards it, happy at the thought of coming ashore. Just then,
however, the sea became disturbed and with the disturbance the waves
rose and a crocodile raised its head and stretched out to grasp the
remaining mamluk, whom it then swallowed.

Saif reached the island alone and after climbing up the mountain he
caught sight of a forest, which he entered. He walked among the trees,
eating their fruits, but then on the treetops he was terrified to see more
than twenty great apes, each bigger than a mule. They came down and
surrounded him on all sides, before walking on ahead of him and
gesturing to him to follow them. On they went, with Saif behind them,
until they arrived at a lofty castle with high buttresses, which they
entered. Saif went in after them and was confronted by the sight of rare
treasures, jewels and precious stones, such as no tongue could describe.

There in the castle was an exceedingly tall young man with no hair on



his cheeks. Saif hoped for a friendly reception from this, the only human
being in the castle, while the young man, for his part, was astonished to
see Saif and asked: ‘What is your name? Where have you come from and
how did you get here? Tell me your story and don’t keep anything back
from me.’” ‘By God,’ Saif answered, ‘I didn’t intend to come here, as this
was not where I wanted to go, but all I can do is to move from one place
to the next until I reach my goal.” ‘And what is your goal?’ the young
man asked. ‘I come from Egypt,’ Saif told him. ‘My name is Saif al-Muluk
and my father is King ‘Asim ibn Safwan.’” He then gave an account of all
that had happened to him from beginning to end, at which the young
man rose respectfully and said: ‘King of the age, I was in Egypt and I
heard that you had set out for China, but this is nowhere near China.
This is a strange and remarkable matter.” “True,” agreed Saif, ‘but I then
left China for India. We met a gale and in the storm my ships were
wrecked.” After telling his story, he ended by saying: ‘And now I have
reached you here.’

The young man said: ‘Prince, you have suffered enough hardships on
your journey, and God be thanked Who brought you here. Stay with me
so that I may enjoy your company until I die, and you will then be king
over the island which extends no one knows how far. The apes are
master craftsmen and you will find everything that you want here.’
‘Brother,’ replied Saif, ‘I cannot stay anywhere until I have done what I
have to do, even if I have to go round the whole world asking about my
goal, in the hope that either God may lead me to it or that I may reach
the place where I am fated to die.” The young man then turned and made
a sign to an ape, which left for a time before returning with others who

had silk aprons tied round their waists. They brought out a table on



which they set a hundred dishes of gold and silver filled with foods of all
kinds. The apes then stood like servants in front of kings, after which the
young man gestured to their chamberlains to sit, which they did, while
the ape whose usual duty it was to serve remained standing. They all ate
their fill and the cloth was then removed and replaced with bowls and
jugs of gold, with which they washed their hands. Something like forty
drinking glasses were then brought out, each filled with a different type
of drink, and they drank with pleasure, enjoying a pleasant time, while
the apes were all dancing and playing as long as the meal continued. Saif
was so astonished by this that he forgot about the sufferings he had

endured.

Nigtt 768

Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and sixty-eighth
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that when Saif saw what they were
doing and how they were dancing, he was so astonished that he forgot
what he had suffered in his exile.

When night fell, candles were lit and placed in candlesticks of gold
and silver, after which dishes of fruits, dried and fresh, were brought in,
from which Saif and the young man ate what they wanted. Then, when
it was time to sleep, bedding was laid down and they slept.

The next morning the young man got up as usual, and, having roused
Saif, he told him: ‘Put your head out of the window and see what is

standing underneath.” When Saif looked, he saw apes filling the wide



plain and the whole countryside in numbers known only to Almighty
God. Saif asked: ‘Why has this enormous crowd collected now?’ and the
young man told him: ‘This is a custom of theirs. All the apes in the island
gather together, some after a journey of two or three days, and they
come to stand here every Saturday until I wake and put my head out of
the window. When they see me, they kiss the ground in front of me and
then go off about their business.” He then leaned out of the window and
at the sight of him the apes kissed the ground and left.

Saif stayed with the young man for a full month, after which he said
goodbye to him and set off. The young man ordered some hundred apes
to go with him and they escorted him for seven days until they had
reached the furthest point of their islands, where they took their leave of
him and went back home. Saif continued alone for four months,
traversing mountains, hills, open plains and deserts. He was sometimes
hungry and sometimes well fed, as at times he had to live on grasses
while at others he could pick fruits from trees. He was beginning to
regret what he had done to himself by leaving the young man, and he
was thinking of retracing his steps and going back when he caught sight
of a dark shape in the distance. ‘Is that a town of black stone or
something else?’ he said to himself, and he made up his mind not to go
back until he had found the answer.

When he got near it, he discovered that it was a lofty palace — and it
was, in fact, the palace built by Japhet, the son of Noah, which is
mentioned by Almighty God in the glorious Quran where He says: ‘an
abandoned well and a high-built palace’.* Saif sat down by the castle
gate, wondering to himself what was inside it and what kings might be

living there. ‘Who will be able to tell me the truth about this and let me



know whether its people are human or jinn?’ he asked himself. He sat
thinking this over for some time without finding anyone who was either
going into the palace or coming out of it. So he got up and began to
walk on, relying on Almighty God, until he had entered the palace. On
his way in he counted seven hallways but still saw nobody, and then on
his right he found three doors, while in front of him was another door
over which hung a curtain. He came up to this door, raised the curtain
with his hand and went in, to find himself in a great room spread with
silk carpets at whose upper end was a golden throne on which was
seated a girl with a face as radiant as the moon. She was royally dressed
like a bride on her wedding night, and beneath the throne were forty
spread tables with plates of gold and silver, all filled with costly foods.
When Saif saw the girl he went up to her and, after they had
exchanged greetings, she asked him: ‘Are you man or jinn?’ ‘I am one of
the best of men,’ he told her, ‘for I am a king and the son of a king.’
‘What do you want?’ she said, adding: ‘Help yourself to this food, and
after that you can tell me your story from beginning to end and let me
know how you got here.’” Saif, who was hungry, sat down and removed
the cover from the food, after which he ate his fill from the dishes and
then washed his hands. When he had taken his seat beside the girl, she
asked him who he was, his name and who had brought him there. ‘Mine
is a long story,” he said, but she repeated: ‘Tell me where you have come
from and why, as well as what you want.” He replied: ‘It is for you to tell
me what you are, what your name is, who brought you here and why
you are sitting here alone.” She answered: ‘My name is Daulat Khatun; I
am the daughter of the king of India and my father lives in the city of

Serendib. My father has a large garden whose beauty is unsurpassed



anywhere in India or its regions and in it there is a large pool. I went
there one day with my slave girls and they and I stripped off our clothes
and went into the water, where we played and enjoyed ourselves. Then,
before I knew what was happening, something like a cloud swooped
down on me and snatched me up from among the others, before flying
off with me between heaven and earth. “Do not be afraid or worried,
Daulat Khatun,” my captor kept saying to me, and after a short flight he
set me down in this palace. Immediately he changed his shape and
turned into a most handsome young man, neatly dressed. “Do you know
who I am?” he asked me, and when I said no, he told me: “I am the son
of al-Malik al-Azraq, king of the jinn. My father lives in the castle of
Qalzam and under his command are six hundred thousand jinn who can
fly through the air and dive down into the sea. I happened to see you as
I was passing on my way, and it was because I had fallen in love with
you that I came down and snatched you away from your slave girls to
bring you to this lofty palace, which is where I live. No one, either
human or jinn, can come here and it is a hundred-and-twenty-year
journey from India, so you can be sure that you will never see the lands
of your father and mother again. Stay quietly and contentedly here with
me and I shall fetch you whatever you want.” Then he embraced me and

kissed me.’
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and sixty-ninth

night, SHE CONTINUED:



I have heard, O fortunate king, that the girl told Saif: ‘After the king of
the jinn had told me this, he embraced me and kissed me, saying: “Sit
here and have no fear.” He left me for a while and then came back with
this table, together with the furnishings and the carpets. Every Tuesday
he visits me and stays with me for three days, and then on the fourth
afternoon he leaves and does not return until the following Tuesday,
when the pattern is repeated. When he comes, he eats and drinks with
me, but although he embraces and kisses me, he does nothing more, and
I am still a virgin as Almighty God created me. My father’s name is Taj
al-Muluk, but he can have heard nothing about me or have found any
trace of me. This is my story, so now tell me yours.” ‘My tale is a long
one,’ said Saif, ‘and I am afraid that if I start to tell it to you, it may go
on so long that the ‘ifrit will come back.” ‘He left only an hour before you
came,’ the girl said, ‘and he will not return until Tuesday, so relax and
tell me all that happened to you from beginning to end.’

‘To hear is to obey,’” Saif replied, and he began to tell the whole of his
story from start to finish. When he came to the mention of Badi‘ al-
Jamal, the girl’s eyes brimmed over with tears and she exclaimed: ‘I did
not think that you would do this, Badi‘ al-Jamal! Alas for the vicissitudes
of time! Don’t you remember me and say: “Where has my sister, Daulat
Khatun, gone?”” Then she wept even more bitterly, lamenting the fact
that Badi‘ al-Jamal had forgotten her. Saif asked her how the two of
them could be sisters since she was human and Badi‘ al-Jamal was a
jinniya, and she explained: ‘We are foster sisters. The reason for this is
that my mother was looking around the garden when she went into
labour and it was there that she gave birth to me. Badi‘ al-Jamal’s

mother was also in the garden together with her jinn servants, and she



too went into labour and gave birth to her daughter by its outer edge,
where she had alighted. She sent one of her maids to my mother to ask
for food and what was needed for the baby’s delivery. My mother sent
her what she wanted and invited her to come to her. She got up and
went to my mother, bringing the baby, whom my mother suckled. The
two of them stayed with us in the garden for two months, after which
the jinn queen set off back to her own country, having given something
to my mother and telling her: “Whenever you need me, I will come to
you in the middle of this garden.”

‘Badi‘ al-Jamal used to come every year with her mother to pass some
time with us before going home. If we were all there together as we used
to be, I with my mother and you there as well, I would find some way of
seeing to it that you got what you wanted, but I am here and they know
nothing about me. If they did and if they knew where I was, they would
be able to rescue me, but the affair is in the hands of the Glorious and
Almighty God, and what can I do?’ ‘Come away with me,’ Saif told her,
‘and we can make our escape to wherever He wishes.” ‘No, we cannot,’
she objected, ‘for even if we fled away for the distance of a year’s
journey, this damned ‘ifrit would reach us within an hour and kill us.’
Saif said: ‘Then I shall hide somewhere and when he passes by I shall
strike him dead with my sword.” “The only way that you can kill him is
by killing his soul,” she told him, and when he asked where his soul was,
she replied: ‘T have put this question to him many times, but he has
never told me. Once he grew angry with me when I pressed him and he
said: “How often are you going to go on asking and why do you want me
to tell you about my soul?” “Hatim,” I said, addressing him by name,

“apart from God, I have no one left but you, and as long as I live I shall



hold your soul in my embrace. For if I fail to guard it and keep it as my
dearest possession, how could I live on after you? But if I know where it
is, it shall be mine to protect like my right eye.” At that he told me: “At
my birth the astrologers said that I would meet my death at the hands of
a mortal prince, and so I took my soul and put it in a sparrow’s crop. I
shut the sparrow in a casket and put the casket in a box, and the box
inside seven other boxes, and the boxes inside seven chests, which I
placed in a marble coffer by the shore of this ocean. It is far removed
from the lands of men, and no mortal can ever reach it. Now I have told
you the secret, but you are not to tell it to anyone else, as it is between

you and me.”’

Neghet 770

Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and seventieth
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that Daulat Khatun told Saif about the
soul of the jinni who had kidnapped her. She repeated what he had said
and that he had told her: ‘This is a secret between the two of us.” She
continued: ‘I said to him: “Whom am I likely to tell? Apart from you I
have no visitor to talk to,” and then I added: “You have left your soul in
a place of the very greatest safety. How could any mortal get there, even
if we were to suppose the impossible, and God were to decree something
like the astrologers predicted? How could this ever happen?” He replied:
“One of them might have on his finger the ring of Solomon, son of

David, on both of whom be peace. If he came here and put his hand with



the ring on the surface of the water and then said: ‘I conjure so-and-so’s
soul to come out,’ the coffer would emerge, and if he broke it, together
with the chests and the boxes, the sparrow would come out of the
casket. If he then throttled it, I would die.””

At this, Saif said: ‘T am a prince and here on my finger is the ring of
Solomon, so come to the shore with me to see whether he was telling the
truth or not.” So the two of them got up and walked to the sea, where
Daulat Khatun stayed on the shore while Saif waded waist-deep into the
water. Then he said: ‘By the power of the names and the talismans in
this ring and by the power of Solomon, on whom be peace, I conjure the
soul of the son of al-Malik al-Azraq of the jinn to emerge.’ At that, there
was a disturbance in the sea and out came the coffer. Saif took it and
struck it against the water, breaking it and breaking the chests and the
boxes.

He took the sparrow from the casket and he and the princess went
back to the palace. As they sat down on the throne, a fearsome cloud of
dust appeared and something huge flew up, calling out: ‘Spare me,
prince! Don’t kill me but take me as your freed slave and I will bring you
to your heart’s desire.” “The jinni is here!’ cried Daulat Khatun. ‘Kill the
sparrow lest the damned creature come in and take it from you, after
which he will kill first you and then me.’” At that, Saif throttled the
sparrow, and when it died the jinni collapsed by the palace gate and
became a heap of black ash. ‘We are free from his power,’ said Daulat
Khatun, ‘but what are we going to do now?’ ‘We must ask help from
Almighty God,’ replied Saif. ‘It was He Who sent us this affliction and He
will arrange things for us and help us to escape from our present plight.’

Saif then lifted out some ten of the palace doors, which were made of



sandalwood and aloes wood, with nails of gold and silver. He and the
princess took ropes of silk that were in the palace and used them to tie
the doors together, after which they helped each other to take them
down to the sea, where they launched them as a raft. They then moored
this raft to the shore and went back to the palace, from which they
removed the gold and silver plates as well as sapphires and other jewels
and precious stones, together with everything else that was both
valuable and light to carry. When they had loaded all this on their raft,
they went on board with two pieces of wood that they had fashioned as
oars, entrusting themselves to Almighty God, Who does not disappoint
the hopes of those who trust in Him and Who suffices them as a helper.
They then cast off and let the raft drift out to sea.

For four months they sailed on like this until their provisions were
exhausted, and in their distress and despondency they prayed to God for
deliverance. During their voyage, when Saif slept he would place Daulat
Khatun behind his back, and when he turned over his sword was
between them. One night while they were drifting with Saif asleep and
Daulat Khatun awake, the raft veered towards the land and came to a
harbour where ships were anchored. As Daulat Khatun looked at them,
she heard someone talking with the sailors and this turned out to be
their leader and captain. When she heard his voice she realized that this
must be the harbour of a city and that they had reached civilized parts.
Full of joy, she woke Saif and told him to get up and ask the captain the
name of the city and of the harbour. He did this happily, addressing the
captain as ‘brother’ and asking the names not only of the city and the
harbour but of the local king. ‘Fool and idiot,” said the captain, ‘if you

don’t know the harbour and the city, how did you get here?’ Saif replied:



‘T am a stranger. I was in a merchant ship which was wrecked and lost
with all hands, but I managed to climb on a plank and then made my
way here. I did not intend any disrespect by my question.’ At this, the
captain told him that the city was ‘Amariya and that the harbour was
called Kamin al-Bahrain. When Daulat Khatun heard this, she exclaimed
in joy: ‘Praise be to God!” and when Saif asked her why, she said: ‘Good
news! The end of our troubles is close at hand, for the king of this city is

my paternal uncle...’
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and seventy-first
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that Daulat Khatun said to Saif: ‘Good
news! The end of our troubles is close at hand, for the king of this city is
my paternal uncle, ‘Ali al-Muluk.’

She then told him to check with the captain that this was true, but
when he did the captain grew angry again and said: ‘You claim to be a
stranger who has never been here before in his life, so who told you the
king’s name?’ Daulat Khatun was delighted as she recognized the man as
one of her father’s sea captains, named Mu‘in al-Din. He had come out to
search for her when she went missing and, having failed to find her, he
had continued to sail around until he came to her uncle’s city. She told
Saif: ‘Say to him: “Captain Mu‘in al-Din, come and answer your

)

mistress’s summons.”” Saif did so and the furious captain, on hearing

this, said: ‘Dog, who are you and how did you recognize me?’ He told



one of the sailors: ‘Fetch me an ash cudgel so that I can go to this wretch
and break his head.” Cudgel in hand, he made towards Saif, but when he
looked at the raft he caught sight of something so amazing and
delightful that he was completely taken aback. He looked more closely
to check what he had seen, and there before his eyes was Daulat Khatun,
seated and looking like a sliver of the disc of the moon. ‘What have you
got there?’ he asked Saif, and when Saif said: ‘A girl named Daulat
Khatun,’ the name caused him to fall down in a faint, as he realized that
this was his mistress, the king’s daughter.

When he recovered consciousness, he left the raft, together with its
contents, and set off for the city, where he made for the royal palace and
asked for an interview with the king. The chamberlain told the king that
Captain Mu‘in al-Din had arrived to bring him good news, and the king
gave him his permission to enter. When he came in, he kissed the
ground and said: ‘Good news, your majesty. Your niece, Daulat Khatun,
has arrived at the city safe and sound and she is on a raft with a young
man as radiant as the moon on the night it becomes full.” The news of
his niece delighted the king, who presented the captain with a splendid
robe of honour and immediately ordered the city to be adorned with
decorations to celebrate her safe return. He sent to have her brought to
him, together with Saif, and after greeting them both and congratulating
them on their safety, he sent word to his brother to let him know that
Daulat Khatun had been found and was with him.

When the messenger reached him, Taj al-Muluk, the princess’s father,
made his preparations, collected his troops and set out to go to his
brother, and when he got there he was reunited with his daughter to

everyone’s delight. He stayed with his brother for a week, after which he



took his daughter and Saif and set off for his own country, Serendib,
where Daulat Khatun was reunited with her mother, and feasts were
held amid general rejoicing at her safe return. It was a great day, the like
of which had never been seen.

The king treated Saif with honour and said: ‘Saif al-Muluk, you have
done me and my daughter this great service which I am not able to
repay, as this can only be done by the Lord of creation. But I want you to
take my place on the throne and to rule over the lands of India, for I give
you my kingdom, my throne, my treasuries and my servants. All this is a
gift from me to you.’ Saif got up, kissed the ground before the king,
thanked him and said: ‘I accept all that you have given me, but I then
return it as a gift to you from me. I do not want a kingdom or power,
king of the age; all that I want is for Almighty God to bring me to my
goal.” ‘My treasuries are at your disposal,’ the king told him. ‘Take
whatever you want from them without consulting me, and may God
reward you on my behalf with every favour.’ Saif repeated that he
wanted no share in the kingdom or in its wealth during the course of his
quest, but he added that his immediate intention was to see the sights of
the city and look at its streets and markets. At that, a fine horse, saddled
and bridled, was fetched for him on the king’s orders. He mounted and
set off for the market, threading his way through the city streets. He was
looking from right to left as he rode when he caught sight of a young
man who was calling out the price of a cloak that he was selling for
fifteen dinars. Saif looked at him closely and saw that he was very like
Sa‘id, his brother.

The young man was, in fact, Sa‘id, but the hardships he had

experienced as he wandered through foreign parts had altered his



complexion and his appearance. Saif did not recognize him and told his
escort to bring him for questioning. Then, when they fetched him, he
said: ‘Take him to the palace where I am staying and leave him there
with you until I come back from my excursion.” The men thought that he
had said: ‘Take him to prison’ and, supposing that the man must be a
runaway mamluk belonging to Saif, they took him to prison, fettered
him and left him sitting there. When Saif returned from his trip, he went
up to the palace, forgetting about Sa‘id. No one mentioned him and so
he was left in prison, and when the prisoners were taken out to act as
building labourers, he was taken with them. He worked with the others
for a whole month and became covered in grime, and as he thought
things over, he was left to wonder why it was that he had been
imprisoned.

For his part, Saif was busy with his pleasures and entertainments until
one day as he was sitting he happened to remember Sa‘id. He asked his
mamluks: ‘Where is the mamluk whom you had with you on such-and-
such a day?’ ‘Didn’t you tell us to take him to prison?’ they answered.
‘That’s not what I said,’ Saif corrected them. ‘I told you to take him to
my palace.” He then sent his chamberlains to Sa‘id, and after they had
released him from the fetters that he was still wearing they brought him
before Saif. ‘Young man,’ said Saif, ‘from which country do you come?’ ‘I
come from Egypt,’ Sa‘id replied, ‘and my name is Sa‘id, son of the vizier
Faris.” When Saif heard this, he jumped up from his throne, hurled
himself at Sa‘id and threw his arms around his neck, shedding floods of
tears in his delight. ‘Sa‘id, my brother,’ he cried, ‘thank God that you are
still alive and that I have seen you. I am your brother Saif.” When Sa‘id

heard this, he recognized Saif and the two of them embraced tearfully,



to the astonishment of all who were present. On Saif’s instructions, Sa‘id
was taken to the baths, and when he emerged he was dressed in splendid
clothes, taken to Saif’s audience room and seated with him on the
throne. When Taj al-Muluk learned what had happened, he was
delighted that the two had been reunited; he came himself and all three

sat talking over their experiences from start to finish. IT WAS AT THIS POINT
THAT SA‘ID SAID:

Saif, my brother, when the ship sank and most of the mamluks were
drowned, I joined a number of them who were floating on a plank. After
a month at sea, in accordance with God’s decree, the wind drove us on
to an island, where we landed. We were suffering from hunger and so we
went in among the trees there and ate their fruit. While we were busy
doing this, we were taken by surprise by people like ‘ifrits, who leapt out
at us and jumped on our shoulders, telling us to carry them as we had
become their donkeys. I asked my rider why he was doing that, but
when he heard me speak, he wrapped one of his legs so tightly around
my neck that I almost died, while with his other leg he kicked me in the
back. I thought that my spine was broken and I collapsed face
downwards on the ground as, thanks to hunger and thirst, I had no
strength left. When I fell, my rider realized that I must be hungry and so
he took me by the hand and led me to a tree which had many fruits
resembling pears. He told me to eat my fill, which I did, and then,
having no choice in the matter, I began to walk, but I had not gone far
before my rider turned around and jumped up on my shoulders. He rode
me sometimes at a walk and at others either at a run or a trot, and he
kept laughing and saying: ‘Never in my life have I seen a donkey like

’

you.



One day we happened to have collected a quantity of grapes, which
we trampled in a pit until it became a large pool. When we went back to
it after a while, we found that, thanks to its exposure to the sun, the
juice had turned into wine. We stayed there drinking until we got drunk;
our faces turned red and we were singing and dancing under the
influence of the wine. Our captors asked us why this was, and we said:
‘Don’t ask. What do you mean by asking us?’ But as they insisted that we
tell them what we were drinking, we told them that it was pressed
grapes. They took us to a valley which we did not know at all, and in it
was a seemingly endless quantity of vines, each of whose grape bunches
weighed twenty ratls and was ready for picking. They told us to pick
some of these, and when we had collected a great deal of them, I found a
large pit, bigger than a sizeable water tank. We did what we had done
earlier, filling it with grapes and then trampling them. When the juice
had turned into wine, we told our captors: ‘It’s ready now, so what do
you want to drink it from?’ They replied: ‘We once had donkeys like you,
and when we ate them, their heads were left over, so pour us the drink
in their skulls.’

There were about two hundred of the creatures, and when we had
poured out wine for them, they fell into a drunken sleep. We said to
each other: ‘Isn’t it enough for them just to ride us? They want to eat us
as well, and there is no might and no power except with God, the
Exalted, the Omnipotent! Let us get them thoroughly drunk and then
save ourselves by killing them and then escaping.” So we roused them
and started refilling the skulls and passing them the wine. They were
complaining that it was bitter, but we asked them why they said that,

explaining that anyone who called this wine bitter would die the same



day unless he drank ten times. This alarmed them and they told us to
give them the full number of drinks, and after they had taken it all they
became helplessly drunk, and when they were powerless we dragged
them off by their hands. We collected a large number of vine stalks,
which we piled around and on top of the creatures, and then we set fire

to them and stood at a distance to see what would happen to them.
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and seventy-second
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that sA“D sAID:

When I and the mamluks who were with me set the firewood alight
with the ghuls in the middle of it, we stood at a distance to see what
would happen to them. After the fire had died down, we went up and
discovered that they had been reduced to a pile of ashes and we gave
thanks to God for having saved us from them, so giving us the chance to
leave the island. We then went to the coast, where we split up. I walked
on with two of the mamluks until we reached a large and dense forest.
As we were busy eating fruit there, we were confronted by a tall man
with a long beard, drooping ears and eyes like torches, who was driving
a large flock of sheep in front of him. With him were a number of other
people of the same kind, and when he saw us he greeted us cheerfully.
After having spoken words of welcome, he said: ‘Come home with me,
and I shall slaughter one of these sheep and roast it for you to eat.’

‘Where do you live?’ we asked, and he told us: ‘Near this mountain, so



carry on in this direction until you see a cave and then go in. You will
find many other guests like yourselves there, so go and sit with them
until we can prepare a guest meal for you.” We thought that he was
telling the truth, but when we followed his directions and went into the
cave, we discovered that the other ‘guests’ there were all blind.

When we entered, one of these said: ‘I am ill,” while another
complained: ‘I am weak.” ‘What are you saying,” we asked, ‘and why is it
that you are weak and ill?’ At that point they asked us who we were, and
when we told them that we were guests, they said: ‘How did you fall
into the hands of this damned creature? There is no might and no power
except with God, the Exalted, the Omnipotent. This is a man-eating ghul
who has blinded us and intends to eat us.” ‘How did he blind you?’ we
asked, and they said: ‘He will blind you now just as he blinded us.” ‘How
will he do that?’ we asked, and they told us: ‘He will bring you bowls of
sour milk and say: “You must be tired from your journey, so take this
milk and drink.” Then, when you do, you will become blind just like us.’
I said to myself: ‘The only way out of this is by a trick,” and so I scooped
out a hole in the earth and sat over it. After a time the damned ghul
came in with bowls of sour milk, one of which he gave to me and the
others to my companions. ‘You must be thirsty after having come from
desert country,’ he said, ‘so drink this milk while I roast meat for you.’ I
took the bowl and put it to my lips, but then poured the contents into
the hole. I then called out: ‘Oh! My sight has gone! I am blind!” and I
covered my eyes with my hand and started to weep and cry out, while
the ghul laughed and told me not to be afraid. In the meantime both my
companions had drunk the milk and had gone blind.

The ghul immediately went to close the cave’s entrance, after which he



came up to me and felt my ribs. When he discovered that I was thin with
no flesh on my bones, he felt someone else and was glad to find him fat.
He then slaughtered three sheep, skinned them, and after skewering
their flesh on iron spits that he had brought out, he put these over the
fire, and when he had roasted the meat he gave it to my companions and
joined them in their meal. Next he brought out a full wine skin, and after
drinking he lay face downwards and began to snore. I saw that he was
sound asleep and was wondering how to kill him when I remembered
the spits. I fetched two of them and after putting them in the fire I
waited until they were red hot. I then tucked up my clothes, got to my
feet and came up to the damned ghul with the spits in my hand and
thrust them into his eyes, pressing down on them as hard as I could. He
was startled from the rest he had been enjoying and, leaping to his feet,
he tried to seize me, blind as he was. He followed me as I ran into the
cave, and I called to his blind victims: ‘How can I deal with this damned
creature?’ At that, one of them told me to climb up to a hollow in the
wall where I would find a polished sword. ‘Take it,” he said, ‘and then
come back to me and I'll tell you what to do.’ I did as he said, took the
sword and went back to the man, who told me to aim a blow at the
ghul’s waist as this would kill him at once. The ghul, tired out by
running, had gone to kill his blind victims when I ran up behind him and
struck at his waist with a blow that cut him in two, but he called out to
me: ‘If you want to kill me, you will have to strike again.’ I was just
going to do that when my mentor said: ‘Don’t strike, for if you do, far

from dying, he will come to life and kill us.’



N '?y’/fr’ 773
Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and seventy-third
night, she CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, THAT SA‘ID WENT ON:

When I struck the ghul with the sword, he called out: ‘You have struck
me, but if you want to kill me, you will have to strike again.’” I was about
to do so when the man who had told me where the sword was said:
‘Don’t do that, for if you do, he will come to life and kill us.” I did what I
was told and, as I did not strike him again, the ghul died.

At that point, my mentor said: ‘Go and let us out by opening up the
cave, as it may be that Almighty God will help us to escape from this
place.” ‘Nothing can go wrong for us now,’ I told him, ‘so let us rest,
slaughter some of these sheep and drink some wine, for it is a long way
across the open country.” So we stayed there for two months, eating the
sheep and the fruit until one day, as we were sitting by the shore, we
happened to catch sight of a large ship out at sea. We gesticulated and
shouted to the crew, but they knew that the island was home to a
cannibal ghul and they were about to sail off in fear. We waved the ends
of our turbans at them, and when they sailed closer we started to call
out to them. Then one sharp-eyed man on board told the others that we
looked like humans and not ghuls. They gradually came closer and when
they were sure that we were men, they greeted us and, after having
returned their greeting, we told them that the damned ghul was dead.
They thanked us for this, and after we had provided ourselves with fruit

from the island we went on board.



For three days we enjoyed a fair wind, but on the fourth a storm blew
up, the sky darkened and within an hour the wind had driven the ship
against a mountainside, where it broke up, its planks being torn apart.
By the decree of the Great God, I managed to get hold of one of them
and I drifted on this for two days. I had a favourable wind and for a time
I sat on top of my plank, paddling with my feet, until God brought me
safely to shore. Then I got to this city, but as I was entirely on my own
as a stranger I did not know what to do. I was suffering the pangs of
hunger after my exertions, and so I came to the market and hid myself in
order to remove my cloak, telling myself that I would sell it and use the
money to buy food, until what God decreed should come about. I had
the cloak in my hand and the people were looking at it and bidding for it
when you arrived and saw me. You gave orders that I was to be brought
to the palace, but your servants took me and put me in prison. Later you
remembered me and had me brought here to you. I have now told you

what happened to me, and I thank God that we have met again.

Saif and Daulat Khatun’s father, Taj al-Muluk, were filled with
astonishment when they heard Sa‘id’s story. Taj al-Muluk assigned
pleasant lodgings to his two visitors, and Daulat Khatun herself used to
visit Saif and gratefully discuss with him the service that he had done
her. Sa‘id then told her: ‘Princess, what he wants is for you to help him
to reach his goal.” ‘Yes,’ she said, ‘I shall do all that I can to see that he
does, if this is what Almighty God wills.” She then turned to Saif and told
him to rest easy and be comforted.

So much for Saif and his vizier Sa‘id, but as for the princess Badi‘ al-

Jamal, news reached her that her sister, Daulat Khatun, had returned to



her father and her kingdom, and she said: ‘I must go to visit her and
greet her, splendidly dressed with ornaments and robes.” So she set off,
and when she was near the palace, Daulat Khatun herself met her and
greeted her, before embracing her and kissing her between the eyes,
while for her part she congratulated the princess on her safe return. The
two of them sat talking, and Badi‘ al-Jamal asked her friend what had
happened to her in her enforced exile. ‘Don’t ask me about that, sister,’
said Daulat Khatun. ‘What sufferings God’s creatures have to endure!’
When Badi‘ al-Jamal pressed her, she went on to explain how she had
been held in the Lofty Castle in the power of the son of al-Malik al-
Azraq, and she explained the rest of the story from start to finish, telling
her about Saif, what had happened to him in the castle, as well as the
sufferings and perils that he had endured before getting there, and how
he had killed the jinn prince. She went on to explain that he had
constructed a raft by taking the doors off their hinges, how he had made
oars and how he had then got back.

Badi‘ al-Jamal was amazed and exclaimed: ‘By God, sister, this is very
remarkable indeed!” Her friend then said: ‘I would like to tell you how
his story started, but a sense of shame prevents me.” ‘Why should you
feel shame?’ asked Badi‘ al-Jamal. ‘You are my sister and my companion;
there are close ties between us. I know that you wish me nothing but
good, so why should you be ashamed? Tell me what it is, and don’t be
bashful or hide anything from me.” So Daulat Khatun said: ‘He saw your
picture on the robe that your father had sent to Solomon, son of David.
Without opening it or inspecting it, Solomon sent it on, among other
gifts and treasures, to King ‘Asim ibn Safwan, the ruler of Egypt, and he

in his turn sent it, still unopened, to his son, Saif al-Muluk. Saif did open



it and he was about to put on the robe when he saw your picture and fell
in love with it. He then went off to search for you, and it is for your sake

that he has endured all these hardships.’
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and seventy-fourth
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that Daulat Khatun told Badi‘ al-Jamal
that Saif had fallen in love with her thanks to the robe with her picture
on it and how, on seeing this, he had left his kingdom and his family for
her sake, distracted by love. She explained to her the terrors that he had
then endured for her. Badi‘ al-Jamal blushed modestly at these words
but said: ‘This can never be, as there can be no union between men and
jinn.” Daulat Khatun, however, went on describing the prowess of the
handsome Saif and what he had achieved, and she continued to praise
him and to talk of his qualities, until she ended by saying: ‘Sister, for the
sake of Almighty God and for my sake, come and talk to him, even if you
only say one word.” Badi‘ al-Jamal told her: ‘I am not going to listen to
what you say or do what you suggest, and I shall pretend that I did not
hear anything.’ She felt no love for Saif, however handsome,
distinguished or chivalrous he might be, but Daulat Khatun started to
implore her, kissing her feet and saying: ‘For the sake of the milk on
which we were suckled, you and I, and for the sake of what is engraved
on the ring of Solomon, on whom be peace, please listen to me, for when

I was in the Lofty Castle I undertook to let him see your face. So I



implore you in God’s Name to show yourself to him once for my sake,
and you, for your part, will be able to see him.” She mixed tears with her
pleadings and continued to kiss Badi‘ al-Jamal’s hands and feet until she
agreed and said: ‘For you I shall let him have a single glimpse of my
face.’

This made Daulat Khatun happy and, after kissing Badi‘ al-Jamal’s
hands and feet again, she went to the main pavilion in the garden and
told her slave girls to spread out furnishings, set up a golden couch and
provide rows of wine cups. She then went to Saif and Sa‘id, who were
sitting in their palace, and she gave Saif the good news that he had
reached his heart’s desire. ‘You and your brother must come to the
garden,’” she told him, ‘enter the pavilion and then hide away so that no
one there can see you until I bring Badi‘ al-Jamal.’ Saif and Sa‘id got up
and, following her directions, they went into the pavilion, where they
saw food and drink set out, together with a golden couch covered with
cushions. When they had been sitting there for some time, Saif found
himself overcome by distress and passionate longing at the thought of
his beloved. He got up and walked out of the entrance hall of the
pavilion, followed by Sa‘id, to whom he said: ‘Brother, sit down where
you were; don’t follow me but wait until I come back to you.’

Sa‘id did as he was told, but Saif went into the garden, drunk with the
wine of passion and bewildered by excess of love. Wracked with longing

and overcome by emotion, he recited these lines:

Badi‘ al-Jamal, you are the only one for me;
Have mercy on me, the captive of your love.

It is for you that I ask; you are my wish and my delight;



My heart refuses the love of any other.

I wish I knew whether you know of my tears,

Which I shed all through my sleepless nights.

Order sleep to visit my eyelids,

And it may be I shall see you in my dreams.

Show sympathy to a passionate lover;

Save him from being destroyed by your harshness.

May God add to your joy and your delight;

All mankind are your ransom.

At the Resurrection all lovers will collect beneath my banner,

While all the lovely ladies will be under yours.
He shed tears and then added these lines:

This marvel of beauty is my only wish;
She is the secret hidden in my heart.
If I speak, it is of her loveliness,

And if I am silent, she is in my inmost thoughts.
After shedding more bitter tears, he went on to recite:

In my heart a fire burns ever more fiercely;

You are my desire; my passion is of long standing.
It is to you and none but you I turn.

I hope to please you, and the lover is long-suffering.
Have mercy on one whom love emaciates;

He is weakened and sick at heart.

Show pity; be generous and gracious;



I shall not leave you or ever turn away.
After more tears, he recited:

Cares visited me together with your love;

Sleep treated me with harshness similar to yours.
The messenger told me that you were angry;
May God ward off the evil of what he said.

Sa‘id, finding Saif slow to return, left the pavilion to look for him in

the garden. He saw him walking there distractedly, reciting:

By God, by the Almighty and by the reciter
Of the Sura Fatir from the Quran,
Whatever beauties I may look at,

It is your image that stays with me through the night.

After the two of them had met, they started to look around the garden
and to eat its fruits.

So much for Sa‘id and Saif, but as for Daulat Khatun, she entered the
pavilion with Badi‘ al-Jamal after the eunuchs had carried out her
orders, adorning it with splendid decorations of all kinds and preparing
a golden couch as a seat for Badi‘ al-Jamal beside a window that
overlooked the garden. When she saw this she sat down there, while the
eunuchs produced all kinds of splendid foods. The two princesses ate,
with Daulat Khatun feeding her companion on titbits until she had had
enough. Then Daulat Khatun called for sweetmeats, and when these had
been fetched the two ate their fill and washed their hands. All that was

needed for wine to be served was made ready, with jugs and glasses



being set out in rows, and Daulat Khatun started to fill the glasses and
pass them to Badi‘ al-Jamal before drinking herself.

It was then that Badi‘ al-Jamal looked out of the window beside her
towards the garden. She saw the fruits and the branches, but then she
looked around and noticed Saif as he wandered there, followed by Sa‘id,
his vizier, and she heard him reciting poetry in floods of tears. This

glance of hers was followed by a thousand regrets...

Night 775
Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and seventy-fifth
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that when Badi‘ al-Jamal noticed Saif
wandering in the garden, her glance was followed by a thousand regrets,
and she turned to Daulat Khatun, her emotions stirred by wine, and said:
‘Sister, who is that young man I see wandering distractedly in the
garden, in a state of gloom and sorrow?’ Daulat Khatun replied: ‘Do I
have your permission to bring him here so that we may have a look at
him?’ ‘Yes, if you can,’ Badi‘ al-Jamal told her, and at that Daulat Khatun
called out: ‘Prince, come here to us, in all your beauty and grace.’ Saif,
recognizing Daulat Khatun’s voice, went up to the pavilion, but when he
set eyes on Badi‘ al-Jamal he fell down in a faint, only recovering after
Daulat Khatun had sprinkled a little rosewater over him. He then got up
and kissed the ground before Badi‘ al-Jamal, who was astounded by his
beauty. Daulat Khatun introduced him to her, explaining: “This is the

man who rescued me, in accordance with God’s decree, and it is he who



endured all those hardships for your sake. I want you to look on him
with favour.” Badi‘ al-Jamal laughed and said: “‘Why should you suppose
that this young man would keep a promise? There is no such thing as
love among humans.’ Saif exclaimed: ‘Princess, I would never break my
word and not everyone is the same!’ He then shed tears before her and

recited:

Badi‘ al-Jamal, show pity to a wretch

Worn out and afflicted, hurt by a bewitching glance.
By the white beauties of your cheeks,

Combined with the deep red of anemones,

I ask you not to punish with separation one near death;
When you are far away, my body fades.

For this is my desire; this is the goal of hope;

I look for union, if it can ever be.

With still more tears, and overcome by the passion of his love, he

greeted her with these lines:

I bring you greetings from a slave of love;

The noble are always favoured by their like.

Greetings to you and may your image never leave;
May no place where I sit or rest be without you.

I am jealous for your honour; I never speak your name;
All lovers must incline to the beloved.

Do not cut off your favours from your lover;

Grief will destroy him, and he is already sick.

I am frightened as I watch over the bright stars;



Thanks to my passion the night is so long.

I have no patience; there is nothing I can do;
And what words can I use with which to beg?
The peace of God be on you, cruel girl,

A greeting from a distracted lover who endures.
Then, overwhelmed by passion, he added:

If ever I seek out another love,

May I not reach my goal in such a quest.

Who else but you is mistress of such loveliness,
That in it I should find my resurrection?
Heaven forbid that I forget my love,

When I have worn away on you my inmost heart.

When he had finished, he broke down in tears and Badi‘ al-Jamal said:
‘Prince, I am afraid that were I to give myself wholly to you, I would not
find in you any love or affection, for there is little good in humankind
and a great deal of treachery. As you know, Solomon captivated the
queen of Sheba by pretending to love her, but when he saw someone
more beautiful, he left her for his new love.” ‘My eye and my soul,’ said
Saif, ‘God has not created all men the same, and, if He so wills, I shall
either keep faith or die beneath your feet. You will see that my deeds
match my words, and it is God who acts as guarantor for what I say.’ ‘Sit
down quietly,’ she told him, ‘and swear to me by your religion, so that
we may make a pact not to betray each other, and if either of us does,
then Almighty God will punish the guilty.’

On hearing this, Saif sat down and he and Badi‘ al-Jamal held hands



and swore that neither of them would choose any other lover, human or
jinn. After a long embrace they shed tears of joy and, overcome by

emotion, Saif recited these lines:

I wept in passionate longing,

For the love of my inmost heart.

Her long absence had piled sufferings on me
And I had not strength enough to reach my goal.
Grief sapped my firmness

And showed the censurers some of my distress.
The width of my patience narrowed,

Until I had no more strength to endure.

Do you suppose God will unite us,

Curing me of my pains and suffering?

After Badi‘ al-Jamal and Saif had plighted their troth, the two of them
got up and walked away. With Badi‘ al-Jamal was a slave girl who was
carrying some food, together with a bottle of wine, and when her
mistress sat down, this girl put the food and the wine down in front of
her. They had not been waiting long before Saif arrived and was greeted

by Badi‘ al-Jamal. The two embraced...
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and seventy-sixth
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that when Badi‘ al-Jamal had food and



drink fetched, Saif came and she greeted him, and after they had sat
there eating and drinking for some time, Badi‘ al-Jamal told Saif: ‘When
you come to the garden of Iram, you will see there a large tent of red
satin with a lining of green silk. Pluck up your courage and go into it,
and there you will see an old lady sitting on a throne of red gold studded
with pearls and other jewels. Greet her courteously and modestly and
then, if you look at the throne, you will see underneath it a pair of
sandals worked from beaten gold and adorned with precious stones.
Take these and kiss them before placing them first on your head and
after that under your right arm. Then stand silently in front of the old
lady with your head bowed. She will ask you where you have come
from, how you got there, who told you about the place and why it was
that you took the sandals. Say nothing until this maid of mine comes to
talk to her and tries to win her sympathy for you by conciliating her, as
it may be then that Almighty God will soften her heart towards you and
she will grant your request.’

Badi‘ al-Jamal then called to the slave girl, whose name was Marjana,
and said: ‘By the love that I have for you, I ask you to do your best to
carry out my errand today, and if you do I shall set you free for the sake
of Almighty God. I shall honour you as the dearest of my friends and I
shall tell my secrets to no one but you.” ‘My lady and the light of my
eyes,’ said the girl, ‘tell me what you want done and I shall do it
willingly.” Badi‘ al-Jamal replied: ‘Carry this human on your shoulders
and bring him to my maternal grandmother in the garden of Iram. Take
him to her tent and look after him. When the two of you have entered it
and you see him take the sandals and present his services to her, she will

ask him where he has come from, how he came, who brought him, why



he has taken the sandals and what he wants her to do for him. When this
happens, go in quickly and say: “My lady, I brought him. He is the son of
the king of Egypt, and it was he who went to the Lofty Castle, where he
killed the son of al-Malik al-Azraq, rescued Princess Daulat Khatun and
brought her back safely to her father. He was sent off with me and I
have brought him here so that you may reward him for bringing you the
good news of her safety.” Then go on: “I conjure you by God, lady, to
tell me whether this young man is handsome.” She will say yes, and you
are then to say to her: “My lady, he is a man of honour, chivalry and
courage; he is king of the realm of Egypt and possesses the full range of
praiseworthy qualities.” She will ask you what he wants, and you are to
say: “My mistress sends you her greetings and asks how long she is to sit
at home single and without a husband. A long time has passed, and why
is it that you do not find her a husband and marry her off like other girls
while both you and her mother are still alive?” My grandmother will
say: “If she knows someone who has taken her fancy, tell me about him
and I shall fall in with her wishes as far as is possible.” You must then
tell her: “My lady, my mistress says: ‘You wanted to marry me to
Solomon, on whom be peace, and you had my portrait placed on the
gown, but he would have nothing to do with me, and he sent the gown
to the king of Egypt. He, in turn, gave it to his son, who saw my portrait
on it and fell in love with me. He then abandoned the realm of his father
and mother, and turning away from worldly delights he wandered
around sick with love, enduring the greatest of hardships and perils for
my sake.””

Marjana now picked up Saif and, when he had closed his eyes on her

instructions, she flew off with him into the air. Some time later she said:



‘Open your eyes,” and when he did he saw a garden, this being the
garden of Iram. ‘Go into this tent,” Marjana told Saif, and when he
entered, calling on the Name of God and looking at the garden, he saw
an old lady seated on a throne attended by slave girls. He advanced with
courtesy and modesty, picked up the sandals, kissed them and then did
what Badi‘ al-Jamal had told him. ‘Who are you and where have you
come from?’ the lady asked, adding: ‘Tell me your country and who
brought you here. Why did you take these sandals and kiss them? Have
you ever told me of a need which I did not fulfil for you?’ At that point,
Marjana came in and greeted the old lady politely and modestly before
repeating what Badi‘ al-Jamal had told her to say. The lady shouted at
her angrily and exclaimed: ‘How can there be any agreement between

men and jinn!’
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and seventy-
seventh night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that when the old lady heard what
Marjana had to say, she was furiously angry and exclaimed: ‘How can
there be any agreement between men and jinn!’ Saif said: ‘I shall make
an agreement with you to be her servant, to love her as long as I live, to
keep my word and never to look at anyone else. You will see that what I
say is no lie but the truth, and that I shall act with chivalry, if Almighty
God wills it.” The old lady bowed her head and sat in thought for a time,

after which she looked up and said: ‘Will you keep to this agreement



that you have made, handsome young man?’ ‘I will,” he replied, ‘and I
swear this by Him Who raised the heavens and spread out the earth over
the waters.” ‘If He wills it, then I shall settle the matter for you,’ the lady
said, ‘but for the moment go and look around the garden. You can eat
fruits the like of which cannot be found anywhere else in the world,
while I send word to my son, Shahyal. When he comes I shall talk to him
about this and, God willing, all will turn out for the best, as he will not
oppose me or disobey me. You may rest assured that I shall marry you to
his daughter, Badi‘ al-Jamal, and she will be your wife.” When Saif heard
this, he thanked her and, after kissing her hands and feet, he left her and
went towards the garden. For her part, she turned to Marjana and said:
‘Go to look for my son, Shahyal, and when you find out what part of the
world he is in, fetch him to me.” Marjana duly went off to look, and
when she met Shahyal she brought him back to his mother.

So much for her, but as for Saif, while he was looking around the
garden he was seen by five jinn, followers of al-Malik al-Azraq. ‘Where
did this man come from,’ they asked one another, ‘and who brought him
here? It may be that it was he who killed the king’s son. Let us see if we
can trick him with some questions.’ So they started to stroll a little way
until they came up with Saif at the edge of the garden and then sat down
beside him. ‘How well you managed to kill the son of al-Malik al-Azraq
and to rescue Daulat Khatun, you handsome young man,’ they said,
adding, ‘and he was a treacherous dog who had duped her. Had God not
sent you to her, she would never have escaped. But how did you kill
him?’ Saif looked at them and said: ‘T used this ring on my finger,” so
confirming for them that he was indeed the killer. At that point, two of

them seized his hands and another two his feet while the fifth put his



hand over his mouth lest Shahyal’s followers hear his cries and rescue
him. They carried him off and flew away with him until they set him
down in front of their king, telling him: ‘King of the age, we have
brought you the killer of your son.” ‘Where is he?’ the king asked, and
the jinn replied: ‘This is the man.’ ‘Did you kill my beloved son, the light
of my eyes, without due cause and without his having wronged you?’ the
king asked. ‘Yes,’” Saif replied, ‘I did kill him, but this was because of his
unjust and hostile behaviour: he was in the habit of seizing the children
of kings and taking them to the Abandoned Well and the Lofty Castle in
order to debauch them when he had separated them from their families.
I killed him with this ring on my finger, and God hastened his soul to
hellfire, an evil resting place.’

When the king knew for sure that Saif was responsible for his son’s
death, he sent for his vizier and, after having told him that there was no
doubt about Saif’s guilt, he asked him for his advice and said: ‘Shall I
have him put to the worst of deaths, or subject him to the most
excruciating tortures, or what should I do?’ ‘Cut off one of his limbs,’
advised the grand vizier. ‘Have him flogged painfully every day,’ said
another. A third suggested that he be cut in half. ‘Cut off all his fingers
and then burn him alive,’ said another, while someone else said: ‘Crucify
him.” Each of them expressed his opinion, but the king had with him an
elderly emir who had experience in affairs and a knowledge of past
events. This emir now said: ‘King of the age, I have something to say to
you and you would be well advised to pay attention to what I
recommend.” As he was the counsellor of state and its administrative
head, the king had been in the habit of listening to him and acting on his

advice in all matters. The emir now got to his feet, kissed the ground and



continued: ‘King of the age, if I give you advice on this affair, will you
follow it and give me leave to speak freely?’ ‘Tell me what you think,’
said the king, ‘and I guarantee your safety.” So the emir told him: ‘If you
kill this man now, your majesty, and refuse my advice or fail to grasp
what I am saying, this will be a mistake. He is in your power and you
are responsible for him as he is your prisoner. You can lay your hands on
him whenever you want and do what you want with him. But you
should be patient, for he entered the garden of Iram and, as the future
husband of Badi‘ al-Jamal, the daughter of King Shahyal, he has become
one of them. A group of your followers seized him and brought him to
you, and he did not try to conceal what he had done from them or from
you. If you kill him, King Shahyal will look to avenge him on you, and
for his daughter’s sake he will bring up an army to attack you, which
you will not be able to resist.” The king listened to this advice and had
Saif put in prison. So much for him.

As for Badi‘ al-Jamal’s grandmother, when she met her son, Shahyal,
she sent Marjana to look for Saif but she came back saying that she had
not been able to find him in the garden. Marjana then sent for the
gardeners and, when she questioned them, they said: ‘We saw him
sitting under a tree and five of al-Malik al-Azraq’s followers sat down
and talked with him. Then they picked him up, gagged him and flew
away with him.” When the old lady heard this from Marjana, she was not
disposed to take it lightly but rose to her feet in a furious rage and said
to Shahyal, her son: ‘How can you be a king and allow the followers of
al-Malik al-Azraq to come to our garden, seize a guest of ours and go off
unharmed while you are still alive?’ She continued to urge him on,

saying that as long as he lived he should never allow such hostile acts.



He objected, saying: ‘Mother, this human killed a jinni, the son of al-
Malik al-Azraq, to whom God delivered him. How can I go and attack
the king for the sake of the human?’ His mother insisted: ‘Go and ask
him for our guest. If he is still alive and is handed over to you, take him
and come back, but if he has been killed, take the king, together with his
children, his women and all his followers who are under his protection,
and bring them to me alive so that I may cut their throats with my own
hand, before ravaging their lands. If you disobey me, I shall hold that
you have not repaid me for the milk with which I suckled you, and the

nurture that I gave you will prove to have been unlawful.’
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and seventy-eighth
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that Badi‘ al-Jamal’s grandmother told
her son Shahyal to go to al-Malik al-Azraq in order to look for Saif. ‘If he
is still alive,” she said, ‘bring him here, but if the king has killed him,
seize him, together with his women and children, as well as everyone
who is under his protection, and bring them to me alive so that I may
cut their throats with my own hand, before ravaging their lands. If you
disobey me, I shall hold that you have not repaid me for the milk with
which I suckled you, and the nurture that I gave you will prove to have
been unlawful.” At this point the king got up, ordered his troops out and
set off for al-Malik al-Azraq, out of respect for his mother and to satisfy

her and her loved ones, as well as to bring about something that had



been destined from past eternity. He continued to advance with his army
until they and the forces of al-Malik al-Azraq met and fought. The latter
were defeated and the king’s children, old and young, were seized,
together with his ministers of state and its principal officers. All these
were bound and taken before Shahyal, who asked al-Malik al-Azraq:
‘Where is Saif al-Muluk, the human who was my guest?’ Al-Malik al-
Azraq said: ‘Shahyal, you are a jinni and so am I. Are you doing this
because of a human, the slayer of my son? It was he who killed my dear
one, the delight of my soul, so why, then, have you done all this and
shed the blood of so many thousand jinn?’ ‘Stop this talk,” replied
Shahyal. ‘If he is still alive, produce him and I will free you and all your
children whom I have taken, but if you have killed him, I shall cut all
your throats.” ‘Is he dearer to you than my son?’ asked the other, and
Shahyal said: ‘Your son was an evil-doer who used to kidnap people’s
children and the daughters of kings, place them in the Abandoned Well
and the Lofty Castle and debauch them.” Al-Malik al-Azraq then said:
‘Saif is with me, but you must reconcile us with him.” Shahyal did this
and presented robes of honour, before drawing up a document of
indemnity covering the killing of the prince. After that, Saif was handed
over to Shahyal, who entertained them all generously.

After al-Malik al-Azraq and his followers had stayed with him for
three days, Shahyal brought Saif back to his mother, who was overjoyed
at his recovery, while he himself admired Saif’s handsomeness and the
perfection of his good looks. Saif told him the story of his adventures
from beginning to end, including his encounter with Badi‘ al-Jamal, after
which Shahyal said to his mother: ‘Mother, as you are content with this

business, I shall agree to everything of which you approve. So take Saif



back to Serendib and hold a great wedding celebration there, for he is a
handsome young man and he has endured many perils for my daughter’s
sake.’

Badi‘ al-Jamal’s grandmother set off with her attendants and brought
Saif to Serendib, where they entered the garden belonging to Daulat
Khatun’s mother, and here Badi‘ al-Jamal caught sight of Saif. They went
to meet in the tent, where the old lady told of Saif’s encounter with al-
Malik al-Azraq and of how he had been imprisoned and had faced
imminent death — but there is nothing to be gained by retelling this.
Daulat Khatun’s father, King Taj al-Muluk, gathered together the
grandees of his state and drew up the marriage contract between Badi
al-Jamal and Saif, distributing splendid robes of honour and providing
banquets for the people. At this point Saif got up and, after having kissed
the ground in front of Taj al-Muluk, he said: ‘If you will pardon me, your
majesty, I have something to ask of you, but I am afraid that you may
turn me away disappointed.’ ‘By God,” exclaimed the king, ‘you have
done me so great a service that if you asked me for my life I would not
refuse you.’ Saif then said: ‘I would like you to marry Princess Daulat
Khatun to my brother Sa‘id, so that we may both be your servants.” ‘To
hear is to obey,’ the king said, and he then collected his grandees for a
second time and drafted a marriage contract between Daulat Khatun and
Sa‘id, having it drawn up by the legal scribes. When this had been done,
gold and silver were scattered, an order was given for the city to be
adorned with decorations, and wedding celebrations were held, after
which the marriages of Saif and Badi‘ al-Jamal and of Sa‘id and Daulat
Khatun were consummated on the same night.

Saif spent the next forty days alone with Badi‘ al-Jamal, and then one



day she asked him if there was anything he regretted. ‘God forbid,” he
said. ‘T have achieved my goal and there are no regrets in my heart,
although I should like to meet my mother and father again in Egypt to
see whether they are still well or not.” She then instructed a number of
her servants to take him and Sa‘id to their families in Egypt. After they
had done this and the two had met their parents, they stayed for a week
and then, having said their farewells, they returned to Serendib. They
continued to come and go whenever they wanted to repeat their visits.
Saif lived with Badi‘ al-Jamal in the greatest happiness, as did Sa‘id
with Daulat Khatun, until they were visited by the destroyer of delights
and the parter of companions. Praise be to the Living God, Who does not
die, the Creator of all things, Who has decreed that they should meet
death. He is the First without a beginning and the Last without an end.
This is the end of the story of Saif al-Muluk and Badi‘ al-Jamal as it

has come down to us, but God knows better about the truth of that.

A story is also told that in the old days and former ages there was a rich
merchant in Basra who had two sons. God, the All-Hearing and
Omniscient, decreed that he should die, leaving behind his wealth, and
after his sons had made the necessary preparations and organized his
funeral, they divided this inheritance equally between themselves. Each
took his share and opened a shop, one being a coppersmith and the
other, whose name was Hasan, a goldsmith. While the latter was sitting
in his shop one day, a Persian who was walking through the market
went past it. He looked at Hasan’s work with a knowledgeable eye and
admired it, nodding his head, and exclaiming: ‘By God, you are an

excellent craftsman!” Hasan meanwhile was studying an old book that he



was holding, leaving the passers-by preoccupied with his beauty and his
well-shaped figure.

At the time of the afternoon prayer, when everyone else had left the
shop, the Persian came back and said: ‘My son, you are a handsome
young man. What is your book? You have no father and I have no son,
but I know the best craft in all the world.’
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and seventy-ninth
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that the Persian came to Hasan, the
goldsmith, and said: ‘My son, you are a handsome young man. You have
no father and I have no son, but I know the best craft in all the world.
Many people have asked me to teach it to them and I have never agreed,
but I can bring myself to teach it to you and take you as a son. This will
serve as protection for you, helping you to ward off poverty, and you
will be able to take a rest from what you have to do at present, toiling
away with your hammer, charcoal and fire.” ‘When will you teach me
this, master?’ asked Hasan, and the Persian promised to come back the
next day in order to turn copper into pure gold before his eyes.

Hasan was delighted and, after saying goodbye to the Persian, he went
to his mother and when he had greeted her and shared a meal with her,
he told her about him. Hasan was so overwhelmed that he had
completely lost his wits, but his mother said: ‘What is the matter with

you, my son? You should take care not to listen to what people say,



particularly when it comes to Persians. Don’t do anything that they tell
you, for these alchemy teachers are frauds who try to trick people and
swindle them out of their money on false pretences.” ‘We are poor,
mother,” Hasan said, ‘and we have nothing that would tempt anyone to
try to swindle us. This Persian is a virtuous and quite clearly pious old
man, whom God has filled with sympathy for me.” His mother bit back
an angry reply, and, for his part, Hasan was preoccupied and could not
sleep that night because of his delight at what the Persian had said to
him.

The next morning he got up, took the keys and opened up his shop. At
that moment he saw the Persian coming, and tried to kiss his feet, but
the man would not let him. Instead, he told him to get the crucible ready
and to apply the bellows. When he had done this and had lit the
charcoal, the Persian asked if he had any copper. ‘I have a broken tray,’
said Hasan, and the Persian told him to use his shears to cut it into little
bits. He did as he was told, and then put the pieces into the crucible,
pumping the bellows until the contents became liquid. At that point the
Persian put his hand into his turban and removed a twist of paper. When
he had unfolded it, he poured half a dirham’s weight of what looked like
yellow kohl from it into the crucible, telling Hasan to keep on pumping.
Hasan did this until the liquid had turned into an ingot of gold.

Hasan was lost in astonishment and joy when he saw what had
happened. He took the ingot and turned it over and over before taking a
rasp and filing away at it, only to discover that it was indeed pure gold
of the very highest quality. Overcome with delight, he bent over the
Persian’s hand to kiss it, but again the man stopped him and said: ‘Take

the ingot and sell it in the market. Be quick when you take the money



that you get for it, and say nothing.” So Hasan went off to the market
and gave his ingot to the auctioneer, who took it from him and, on
testing it, confirmed that it was pure gold. He opened the bidding at ten
thousand dirhams, but the merchants went on raising their bids until it
was sold for fifteen thousand. Hasan took the money and went back
home, where he told his mother everything that he had done. When he
said that he had learned the art of alchemy, she laughed at him and said:
‘There is no might and no power except with God, the Exalted, the
Almighty.’
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and eightieth
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that Hasan, the goldsmith, told his
mother what the Persian had done, saying: ‘I have learned the art of
alchemy.’ She exclaimed: ‘There is no might and no power except with
God, the Exalted, the Almighty!’ After that, reluctantly enough, she said
no more.

Hasan, in his ignorance, then took a mortar and brought it in to set
before the Persian, who was sitting in his shop. ‘What do you intend to
do with this, my son?’ the man asked, and Hasan said: ‘We can put it on
the fire and make it into gold ingots.” ‘Are you mad?’ said the Persian,
laughing. ‘Are you going go to the market with two ingots on one and
the same day? Don’t you realize that people would become suspicious of
us and we would lose our lives? When I teach you this craft, you are
only to use it once a year, so that it can keep you going from one year to
the next.” Hasan agreed that this was sensible, and he then took his seat
in the shop, put charcoal on the fire and set the crucible over it. ‘What
do you want?’ asked the Persian, and Hasan said: ‘Teach me this craft.’
The Persian laughed again and repeated the formula: ‘There is no might
and no power except with God, the Exalted, the Almighty,” adding: ‘You
have not much sense, my son, and you are not fit to study alchemy. Does
anyone ever learn it on the open road or in the market? If we start to

busy ourselves with it here, people will say: “Those people are practising



alchemy.” Then the authorities will hear of it, and that will cost us our
lives. If you really want to study it, come back to my house with me.’

So Hasan got up, locked his shop and set off with the Persian. On his
way, however, he remembered what his mother had said and, thinking it
over carefully, he stopped and spent some time looking down at the
ground. The Persian turned and laughed to see him standing there. ‘Are
you mad?’ he asked. ‘How is it that, when all I am thinking of is to do
you some good, you get it into your head that I am going to harm you?’
He added: ‘If you are afraid of coming to my house with me, I shall go
home with you and teach you there.” Hasan agreed to this and when the
Persian said: ‘Lead the way,” he went on ahead to his own house, with
the other following behind him. When Hasan entered, he told his mother
that the Persian standing at the door had come with him, and after she
had arranged things for them in the house, she went away. Hasan then
allowed his guest to enter, and afterwards he himself went to the market
with a bowl in his hand to fetch something to eat. When he had got
food, he put it in front of the Persian and said: ‘Eat, master, so that we
may be linked by bread and salt, for Almighty God takes revenge on
anyone who breaks this tie.” ‘You are right, my son,’ said the Persian,
smiling, ‘and who can know the value of this bond?’

He then came forward and he and Hasan ate until they had had
enough, after which Hasan was told to fetch some sweetmeats. He was
happy to go back to the market, and he brought the sweetmeats in ten
covered dishes. They both ate from these, and the Persian said: ‘May
God reward you, my son. You are the kind of person whom people take
as a friend and to whom they tell their secrets, teaching them what will

be useful to them.” He told Hasan to fetch his apparatus, and, scarcely



able to trust his ears, Hasan rushed off like a colt let out in the spring,
and when he had brought back what was needed from his shop, he set it
down in front of the Persian. For his part, the Persian took out a twist of
paper and said: ‘Hasan, I swear by the tie of bread and salt that if you
were not dearer to me than my own son, I would not show you this
craft, for the only bit of this elixir I have left is what is in this paper. But
look carefully as I mix the drugs and put them in front of you, and bear
in mind that you have to add half a dirham’s weight of the elixir for
every ten ratls of copper, and these ten ratls will then turn into pure
gold.” He added: ‘The paper contains three Egyptian ounces of elixir, and
when it has all been used up, I shall make you some more.’

Hasan picked up the twist of paper and found that it held a yellow
substance finer than the first lot that he had seen. ‘Master,” he asked,
‘what is this called? Where is it to be found and what is it made of?’ The
Persian laughed and, hoping to get Hasan into his power, he said: ‘Why
are you asking questions? Do your work and keep quiet.” He then
brought out a bowl from the house, and having cut it into bits, he put
these in the crucible and added a small amount from the contents of the
paper. The result was an ingot of pure gold, and when Hasan saw this he
was so delighted and so preoccupied with the ingot that he could no
longer think straight. Quickly the Persian took a packet of banj from his
turban, one sniff of which would be enough to put an elephant to sleep
for twenty-four hours. He cut this up and put it in one of the
sweetmeats, after which he said: ‘Hasan, you are now a son to me and
you have become dearer to me than my money and my life. I have a
daughter, and I propose to give her to you as a wife.” ‘I am your servant,’

replied Hasan, ‘and all that you do for me will be recorded by Almighty



God.’ ‘If you wait patiently,’ the other told him, ‘good will come to you.’
It was at this point that the Persian gave him the drugged sweetmeat.
He took it, kissed the Persian’s hand and put it in his mouth, with no
knowledge of what was in store for him. When he swallowed it, he fell
down head over heels and collapsed unconscious. The Persian was
delighted at his misfortune and exclaimed: ‘You have fallen into my trap,
you miserable Arab dog, and I have finally got hold of you after long

years of searching!’
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and eighty-first
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that when Hasan, the goldsmith, ate
the sweetmeat which the Persian had given him, he fell unconscious on
the ground. The Persian was delighted and exclaimed: ‘I have spent
many years searching for you, but now I have got you!” He tucked up his
clothes, then put Hasan’s hands behind his back and tied them to his
feet, before fetching a chest whose contents he removed and into which
he then locked him. He emptied another chest and in this one he put all
Hasan’s money, together with both the ingots that he had made. He
locked it and then ran out to the market to find a porter, whom he hired
to carry both chests out of the city and to put them down on the
seashore, after which he went to a ship that was lying there at anchor,
ready and prepared for him. The captain was expecting him, and when

the sailors caught sight of him, they went over, picked up the chests and



loaded them on board. The Persian called out to the captain and the
whole crew that he had done what he wanted, and the captain shouted
to the crew to raise anchor and unfurl the sails. The ship then got under
way, helped by a favourable wind.

So much for Hasan and the Persian, but as for Hasan’s mother, she
waited until evening without hearing anything or getting any word of
him at all. She went home to find the house open and nobody there. The
chests and the money had gone, and she realized that, thanks to the
decree of fate, she had lost her son. She struck her face, tore her clothes,
uttering shrill screams, and began to call out: ‘Alas for my son! Alas for

the darling of my heart!” Then she recited these lines:

I can bear it no longer; my restlessness grows worse;

You have gone; my grief and my distraction multiply.

By God, I cannot bear your loss;

How can I resign myself to the ruin of my hopes?

Where is sleep’s pleasure, now that my darling has gone?
Who can enjoy a life of such disgrace?

You went, leaving the dwellings and their people desolate,
Muddying the clear water from which I drank.

In every hardship I found you my aid;

You were my glory, my dignity and my helper among men;
May never a day come when you are out of sight,

On which I do not see you coming back to me.

She kept on weeping and wailing until dawn, when the neighbours
came to ask her about her son. She told them about his meeting with the

Persian and, sure that she would never see him again, she wandered



around the house shedding tears. As she did so, she caught sight of some
lines written on the wall and so she fetched a scholar who read them for

her. They ran as follows:

When I am overcome by drowsiness, a phantom comes at dawn
While my companions lie in the desert, still asleep.
But when I wake to see the one who came,

The camp is empty and the dear one far away.

When she heard this, she exclaimed: ‘Yes, my son, the camp is empty
and you are too far off to visit!’ after which her neighbours took their
leave and went away, praying that she might be granted patience and a
quick reunion with her son. She continued to weep all night and all day,
and in the middle of the house she built a tomb, inscribed with Hasan’s
name and the date of his loss. From then on she would never leave it.

So much for her, but as for Hasan and the Persian, it turned out that
the latter was a Magian who had a great hatred of Muslims, killing any
of them who fell into his power. He was a vile and ignoble man, a
treasure hunter, an alchemist and an evil-doer, who fitted the poet’s

description:

A dog, the son and grandson of a line of dogs;

What good is in a dog, whose forefathers were dogs?
Other lines also apply:

A son of ignoble parents, dog, son of a devil,
A bastard, child of sin, an infidel.



The name of this damned man was Bahram the Magian, and every year
he used to kidnap a Muslim and kill him in order to open the way to a
treasure.

After he had successfully seized Hasan, he sailed off with him from
dawn till dusk, when the ship anchored off shore for the night. At
sunrise it put to sea again, and he told his servants to bring him the
chest in which Hasan was shut. They did this, and when he opened it, he
brought out Hasan and made him inhale some vinegar, while blowing
powder into his nostrils. Hasan sneezed, vomited up the drug and
opened his eyes. He looked from right to left and found himself on the
open sea with the ship under way and the Persian sitting beside him. He
realized that the damned man had tricked him and that he had fallen
into the trap his mother had warned him about. He recited the words
that never bring shame on those who use them: ‘There is no might and
no power except with God, the Exalted, the Omnipotent; we belong to
Him and to Him do we return,” adding: ‘My God, be merciful in what
You decree for me, and grant me patience to endure the affliction You
have brought on me, O Lord of creation.” Then he turned to Bahram and
said politely: ‘What have you done, my father, and where is the tie of
bread and salt and the oath that you swore to me?’ ‘Dog,” answered
Bahram, ‘does a man like me recognize such a tie? I have killed nine
hundred and ninety-nine young men like you, and you will make up the
thousand.” He then shouted at him, and Hasan kept quiet, realizing that

he had been struck by the arrow of fate.
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and eighty-second
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that when Hasan saw that he had
fallen into the hands of the damned Persian, he spoke to him politely,
but to no avail, for the man shouted at him. He kept quiet, realizing that
he had been struck by the arrow of fate.

At this point Bahram ordered that he should be untied, and he was
given a little water. Bahram said with a laugh: ‘I swear by fire, light,
shade and heat that I never thought that you would fall into my net, but
the fire gave me power over you and helped me trap you, so that I might
achieve my purpose and take you back as a sacrifice to win its favour.’
‘You have betrayed the tie of bread and salt,” said Hasan, at which
Bahram raised his hand and struck him so that he fell down, biting the
deck with his teeth, with tears running down his cheeks. He fainted and
Bahram then told his servants to light a fire. When Hasan asked what he
was going to do with it, he said: ‘Fire is the mistress of light and of
sparks, and it is the fire that I worship. If you join me in this, I will give
you half my wealth and marry you to my daughter.” At this, Hasan
shouted at him: ‘Damn you, you are nothing but an infidel Magian who
worships fire in place of the Omnipotent God, the Creator of night and
day. This is a disastrous religion.” ‘Arab dog,” replied Bahram angrily,
‘will you agree to adopt my religion?” When Hasan refused, Bahram got
up and having prostrated himself to the fire, he ordered his servants to
stretch him out, face downwards. He then set about beating him with a
whip of plaited leather until he had cut open the sides of his body. All

the while his victim was calling for help, but no one would come to his



aid. He raised his eyes towards the Omnipotent God, asking the chosen
Prophet to intercede for him and, when he could bear it no longer, with

tears running down his cheeks like rain, he recited these lines:

My God, I must endure the things You have decreed;
I shall do this, if this is what You want.
My enemies have power to injure me,

But through Your grace, You may wipe out the past.

Bahram now told his slaves to allow Hasan to sit up, and to fetch him
some food and drink, but when they did, Hasan refused what they
offered. Throughout the voyage, Bahram kept torturing him night and
day, his heart being hardened by the fact that Hasan put up with the
pain and addressed his entreaties to the Great and Glorious God. This
went on for three months, but at the end of this time God sent a wind
against the ship; the sea darkened and, as the ship was tossed by the
storm, the captain and the crew exclaimed: ‘By God, all this is thanks to
the young man whom the Magian has been torturing for three months,
something that He does not allow!” They attacked Bahram and killed his
servants and companions, at which, in fear of his life and being certain
that he was about to be killed himself, he freed Hasan from his bonds
and replaced his rags with other clothes. In order to make his peace with
him, he promised to teach him alchemy and return him to his own
country, pleading: ‘Do not hold against me what I have done to you, my
son.” ‘How can I ever trust you again?’ asked Hasan, to which Bahram
replied: ‘If there was no sin, there would be no pardon. The only reason
that I acted as I did towards you was to test your powers of endurance

and, as you know, all things are in the hands of God.’



The crew and the captain were glad that Hasan had been released, and
he, for his part, called down blessings on them and gave praise and
thanks to Almighty God. At that, the gale died down, the darkness
cleared away and they sailed on with a fair wind. Hasan asked Bahram
where he was heading, and Bahram told him: ‘My son, I am making for
the Cloud Mountain, on which is found the elixir used in alchemy,” and
he went on to swear by fire and light that he would hide nothing from
him. Hasan was happy to hear this, and now that his mind had been set
at rest, he began to eat, drink and sleep with Bahram, and to wear his
clothes.

The voyage continued for another three months, and after that the
ship anchored off a long strip of shore composed of variously coloured
pebbles, white, yellow, blue, black and so on. At this point, Bahram got
up and told Hasan: ‘Come on, disembark. We have reached our goal.’
Hasan did as he was told and, after Bahram had told the captain to look
after his belongings, the two of them walked off until they were out of
sight of the ship. Bahram then sat down and produced from his pocket a
little copper drum with a silk-covered plectrum, inscribed in gold with
talismanic characters, which he beat. As soon as he had stopped, a dust
cloud rose over the plain and Hasan, astonished by this, turned pale with
fear. He began to regret having landed with Bahram, but Bahram looked
at him and said: ‘What is wrong with you, my son? I swear by the fire
and the light that you have nothing to fear from me. Were it not for the
fact that I cannot reach my goal without you, I would not have got you
to leave the ship. You can be assured that all will go well for you, as the
dust that you see is raised by our riding beasts, which will help us cross

this plain without difficulty.’



Night 785
Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and eighty-third
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that the Persian said to Hasan: “This
dust is raised by our riding beasts, which will help us cross this plain
without difficulty.” Soon afterwards the dust cleared away to show three
dromedaries, on two of which Bahram and Hasan mounted, while the
third was loaded with their provisions. After a seven-day ride they
reached a wide tract of country, and on entering it they caught sight of a
dome supported on four columns of red gold. They dismounted from
their dromedaries and ate, drank and rested under its shelter, and it was
then that Hasan turned and saw something lofty. ‘What is that, uncle?’
he asked, and Bahram told him: ‘It is a palace.” But when Hasan
suggested that they should go there to rest and look around, Bahram
went off, saying: ‘Don’t mention that place to me, for my enemy lives
there. I am not going to tell you just now what happened between him
and me.” He then beat the drum, the dromedaries came up, and both
men mounted and rode on for another seven days.

On the eighth day, Bahram asked Hasan what he could see. ‘I see a
bank of clouds stretching from east to west,” Hasan replied, but Bahram
said: ‘Those aren’t clouds but a huge, towering mountain on which the
clouds split, as it is so immensely high that none of them can
overshadow its peak. It is this mountain that I am going to, as what we
need is there on its summit. This is why I have brought you here, for you

will have to fetch it.” At that, Hasan despaired of life and said to Bahram:



‘T conjure you by what you worship and by the religion in which you
believe to tell me what is this thing for which you have brought me.’
Bahram replied: ‘Alchemy will not work without a herb which grows on
the summit where the clouds split as they pass the mountain. After you
have fetched it, I shall show you what the art entails.” Hasan was too
afraid to say more than: ‘Yes, master,” but, despairing of his life, he wept
at being parted from his mother, his family and his country. He regretted

not having followed his mother’s advice, and he recited these lines:

Consider how your Lord can bring about
The swift release from suffering you desire.
Do not despair when evil fortune catches you;

How many wonders of God’s grace misfortune brings!

They travelled on until, when they got to the mountain, they halted
under its slopes. Hasan could see a palace there, but when he asked what
this was, Bahram told him that it was the home of jinn, ghuls and devils.
He dismounted, telling Hasan to do the same. He then went up, kissed
Hasan’s head and said: ‘Don’t blame me for what I did to you. I shall
protect you as you climb up there, but I want you to swear that you will
not trick me, whatever you bring back from it. You and I will share and
share alike.” ‘To hear is to obey,” said Hasan. Bahram then opened a bag
from which he took a hand mill and a quantity of grain, which he
ground up and then kneaded to form three flat loaves. He lit a fire,
baked the loaves and then took out the copper drum, which he struck
with the plectrum. The dromedaries came up and after selecting one of
them, he slaughtered and skinned it. Turning to Hasan, he said: ‘Listen

to my instructions, Hasan, my son.” ‘Yes,’ replied Hasan, and Bahram



went on: ‘Get into this skin, and I will then sew you up in it and put you
down on the ground. Vultures will arrive and carry you off to the
summit of the mountain. Take this knife with you, and when they have
brought you there, and you find that they have put you down, cut
through the skin and come out. The vultures will be afraid of you and
will fly away, after which you can look down at me from the summit
and talk to me, and I shall be able to tell you what to do.’

Bahram now provided Hasan with the three loaves and a water skin,
which he put in the camel skin with him, before sewing it up. A vulture
then swooped down and, after picking up the skin, it flew off and
deposited its load on the summit. When he realized this, Hasan cut
himself free and went away to call down to Bahram. Bahram, hearing his
voice, danced with joy and shouted up: ‘Go back in the other direction
and tell me what you see.” Hasan did as he was told, and what he saw
were heaps of dry bones and a large quantity of wood. He told this to
Bahram, who said: ‘This is what we are looking for. Take six bundles of
the wood and throw them down to me, for it is these that we shall use
when we are making gold.” Hasan obeyed, and when Bahram saw that
he had got the bundles, he shouted back up to Hasan: ‘I have got what I
wanted from you, you miserable fellow, and now you can stay on the
mountain if you want, or else throw yourself down to your death.” He
then went away.

Hasan exclaimed: ‘There is no might and no power except with God,
the Exalted, the Omnipotent! This dog has tricked me.” He sat there

bemoaning his fate and he recited these lines:

When God apportions man his fate,



Although he may have wit, hearing and sight,

Fate deafens him and blinds his heart,

Drawing his wits out, as one pulls out a hair.

Then, after His decree has come to pass,

God sends him back his wits, so he may learn his lesson.
You need not ask: ‘How did this happen?’

All things are bound by the decrees of fate.
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and eighty-fourth
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that when the Magian had succeeded
in getting Hasan to the summit of the mountain and Hasan had thrown
down to the Magian what he needed, he cursed Hasan and went off,
leaving him behind. Hasan exclaimed: ‘There is no might and no power
except with God, the Exalted, the Omnipotent! This damned dog has
tricked me.” He stood up and, after turning right and left, he went along
the summit ridge, convinced that his last hour had come. When he got to
the far end, he saw that the mountain was flanked by a blue sea with
foaming waves that were clashing together, each the size of an enormous
hill. He sat down and, after having quoted appropriate passages from the
Quran, he asked God Almighty to grant him either an easy death or else
a release from his difficulties. He then recited for himself the Prayer of
the Dead and threw himself down into the sea, where, thanks to the

power of the Almighty, the waves carried him safely to shore. In his



gladness, he praised and thanked God, before starting to walk in search
of something to eat. He got as far as the place where he had halted with
Bahram, and then, after walking on for a time, he found himself
confronted by a huge palace, towering into the sky. This was where, in
answer to Hasan’s question, Bahram had told him that his enemy lived,
and Hasan told himself: ‘By God, I must go in, as it may be that here I
will find relief from my sufferings.’

When he came to the palace he found the door open, and as he
entered he saw a bench in the entrance hall on which were seated two
girls as radiant as moons, playing a game of chess on a board that was
set out in front of them. One of them looked up at him and called out
joyfully: ‘By God, this is a human, and I think it must be the one Bahram
the Magian brought here this year.” When Hasan heard this, he threw
himself down in front of them, burst into floods of tears and said: ‘By
God, ladies, I am indeed that poor wretch.” The younger of the two said
to her elder sister: ‘Sister, I call you to witness that I take this man as my
brother in accordance with the bond of God’s covenant. I shall die with
his death, live with his life, rejoice with his joy and grieve at his sorrow.’
She went up, embraced and kissed him and then, taking him by the
hand, she led him into the palace, accompanied by her sister. She
removed the rags that he was wearing and replaced them with royal
robes, after which she brought him dishes laden with all kinds of foods.

As the two sisters sat and ate with him, they said: ‘Tell us what
happened to you with that evil dog of a magician, from the time that
you fell into his hands until your escape, and then we shall tell you of
our own experience with him from start to finish, so that you may be on

your guard against him when you see him.” When Hasan heard this and



saw how warmly they welcomed him, he relaxed and recovered his
composure. He then started to tell them his story from beginning to end,
and when they said: ‘Did you ask him about this palace?’ he told them
that he had, but that Bahram had said: ‘I don’t like to talk about it,
because it belongs to devils and demons.” The girls were furious and
asked: ‘Did that infidel really say that about us?’ Hasan confirmed that
he had, and the younger girl, his ‘sister’, exclaimed: ‘By God, I shall see
to it that he dies the worst of deaths and rob him of the breath of life!’
‘How will you get to him in order to kill him, for he is a treacherous
magician?’ Hasan asked, and she told him: ‘He is in a garden called al-
Mushayyad, and I must certainly kill him soon.’ Her sister said: ‘Hasan
has given us a true and accurate account of this dog, and so it is now
time for you to tell the whole of our own story to him, so as to fix it in
his mind.’

The younger girl began: ‘You must know, my brother, that we are
princesses and that our father is one of the great kings of the jinn, with
marids as soldiers, guards and servants. The Almighty provided him with
seven daughters, all born of the same mother, but such is his boundless
stupidity, jealousy and pride that he refused to marry us to anyone.
Instead, he summoned his viziers and his companions, and asked them
whether they knew of somewhere inaccessible both to men and to jinn,
with many trees, fruits and streams. When they asked what he wanted
with such a place, he told them it was to install his seven daughters in it.
“Your majesty,” they said, “the palace of the Cloud Mountain would suit
them. It was built by one of the rebellious marids in the time of our lord
Solomon, on whom be peace, and since the death of its builder no one,

human or jinn, has lived there, as it is cut off and inaccessible. It is



surrounded by trees, fruits and streams, and the water that flows around
it is sweeter than honey and colder than snow. Whoever suffers from any
type of leprosy or any other disease will instantly be cured if he drinks
it.” When our father heard this, he sent us here with an escort of his
troops and he supplied us with everything that we might need.
Whenever he wants to ride out, he beats a drum to assemble all his
troops, from whom he takes his pick, and the rest disperse. When he
wants us to come to him, he orders the magicians among his servants to
fetch us, and they come and take us to him so that he can enjoy our
company, and we can see to whatever we want done before being
returned here. Our five other sisters have gone out to hunt in the
countryside here, which is filled with vast quantities of wild game, and
two of us take it in turns to stay behind and cook. As it is our turn, this
is what my sister and I are doing here now. We used to pray to the
Almighty to send us a mortal to keep us company, and praise be to Him
for having sent us you. You can relax happily, for no harm will come to
you.’

Hasan was delighted and exclaimed: ‘Praise be to God, Who led me on
the way to safety and touched the hearts of these girls with pity for me.’
His ‘sister’ then took him by the hand and led him to a room where she
produced furniture and furnishings such as no one else among God’s
creation could provide. Some time later, her sisters returned from their
hunt; they were delighted to hear about Hasan and went to his room,
where they greeted him and congratulated him on his escape. He stayed
with them, leading the most pleasant and delightful of lives, and he
started to go out hunting with them, slaughtering beasts and enjoying

their company. Things went on like this until his health was restored and



he recovered from the effects of his sufferings. His body grew strong and
he put on bulk and weight because of the good treatment that he
received during his stay with the princesses. He would join them as they
walked through the sumptuously decorated palace and among the
gardens and their flowers. They would do their best to please him and
engage him in friendly conversation until all feelings of loneliness left
him. They themselves became more and more pleased with him, but the
pleasure that he took in them was even greater.

His young ‘sister’ told the others how Bahram the Magian had called
them devils, demons and ghuls, and they swore to kill him. In the
following year the damned man came back, bringing with him a
handsome young Muslim as radiant as the moon, whom he had fettered
and tortured viciously. He camped beneath the castle where Hasan had
met the princesses, and Hasan himself happened to be sitting under the
trees by a stream. At the sight of Bahram, his heart beat fast, he changed

colour and he struck his hands together...

Negtt 785

Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and eighty-fifth
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that at the sight of Bahram, his heart
beat fast, he changed colour and he struck his hands together, calling out
to the girls: ‘For God’s sake, sisters, help me kill this damned fellow, for
here he is, and he is within your grasp. He has a prisoner with him, a

young Muslim from the upper classes, on whom he is inflicting all kinds



of painful tortures. I want to give myself the satisfaction of killing him
and to win a reward from God by freeing the young man from his
tortures. If he is returned to his own land and reunited with his brothers,
his family and his friends, that will count as an act of charity on your
part and the Almighty will reward you.” ‘We shall obey both God and
you, Hasan,’” they told him, after which they put on mouth-veils, armour
and sword belts. They provided Hasan with an excellent horse, armed
him fully and gave him a fine sword, and after that they all rode out
together. They found that Bahram had slaughtered a camel and skinned
it. He was busy punishing the young Muslim and telling him to get into
its skin when Hasan came up behind him without attracting his
attention. Bahram was dismayed and confounded when Hasan shouted
at him and came up, calling out: ‘Take your hands off him, damn you,
you enemy of God and of the Muslims, you treacherous dog, fire
worshipper and follower of the path of evil. Do you worship fire and
light and swear by darkness and heat?’

Bahram turned and, on seeing Hasan, he exclaimed: ‘My son, how did
you escape and who brought you down from the mountain?’ ‘It was
Almighty God Who rescued me,’ said Hasan, ‘and it is He Who has put
your life into the hands of your enemies. You tortured me throughout
our journey, you unbelieving infidel, but now you have taken a wrong
turning and fallen into misfortune. You have no mother to help you, nor
any brother or friend, and there is no firm covenant to protect you. You
said: “God takes revenge on whoever betrays the tie of bread and salt,”
and this was the tie that you yourself betrayed. God has now caused you
to fall into my power, and there is no rescue for you near at hand.” ‘My

son,’ said Bahram, ‘I swear by God that you are dearer to me than life



and than the light of my eyes,” but Hasan advanced on him and quickly
struck him such a blow on his shoulder that his sword emerged gleaming
from the other side of his body, and God hurried his soul to hell, an evil
resting place.

Hasan now took Bahram’s bag and opened it, taking out the drum as
well as the plectrum, with which he struck it. Quick as lightning, up
came the dromedaries, and when Hasan had freed the young man from
his fetters, he mounted him on one of them and loaded the other with
stores of food and water. ‘Go off wherever you want,” he said, and the
young man left, having been freed from his predicament by Almighty
God through the agency of Hasan. When the princesses saw what Hasan
had done to Bahram, they were overjoyed and clustered around him,
admiring his courage and strength, thanking him for his action and
congratulating him on his safety. ‘What you have done is enough to cure
the sick and to win the favour of the Great God,’ they told him, and he
and they went back to the palace.

Hasan continued to live there with the princesses, eating and drinking,
playing and laughing, and so much did he enjoy his stay that he forgot
about his mother. Then, while he was enjoying the pleasantest of lives
with them, suddenly a huge dust cloud rose up from the far side of the
plain, darkening the sky. ‘Hasan,’ the princesses told him, ‘go and hide
away in your room or, if you prefer, go to the garden and conceal
yourself among the trees and the vines. No harm will come to you.” So
he went into the palace and locked himself in his room.

When the dust cleared away, a huge army could be seen beneath it,
advancing like a raging sea. This had been sent by the girls’ father, and

when it arrived they provided the newcomers with the best of lodgings



and supplied them with guest provisions for three days. After that, they
asked their visitors about their mission and were told: ‘We have come for
you from the king.” ‘What does he want of us?’ they asked, and the
envoys said: ‘One of the kings is giving a wedding feast and your father
wants you to be there for the celebrations.” When they said: ‘How long
will we be away from here?’ they were told that the journey there and
back, together with the stay, would take two months. So they went back
into the palace and explained to Hasan what had happened. ‘Treat this
place as your own,’ they said. ‘Take your pleasure and enjoy yourself
without fear or sorrow. No one can come and so there is no need for you
to be disturbed or upset while we are away. Here are the keys of our
rooms, which we shall leave with you, but we ask you, brother, for the
sake of our fraternal bond, not to open this one door. That is something
there is no need for you to do.’

They then said goodbye to Hasan and went off with the escort, leaving
him alone in the palace. He soon became depressed and impatient, and
as his feelings of gloom and loneliness increased, he bitterly regretted
their absence, and spacious as the palace was, he found it too small for
him. In his isolation and loneliness he recited these lines, with the

princesses in mind:

All this wide space I find too small;

It fills my every thought with gloom.

The dear ones have departed, and my happy days
Are darkened, while my tears flow for their loss.
When they abandoned me, sleep left my eyes,

And all my inmost thoughts were turned to grief.



Will time allow us once again to meet?

Will our delightful evenings come once more?

Night 786
Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and eighty-sixth
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that when the princesses left him he
sat by himself in the palace, depressed by their departure. He took to
going out on solitary hunting trips, bringing back slaughtered game and
eating on his own. Becoming more and more depressed and disturbed by
his loneliness, he started to wander round the palace, investigating all its
parts. He opened the rooms of the princesses and, although he found
there treasures enough to astound all who looked at them, he could still
find no pleasure in any of this because of their absence. A fire of
curiosity then began to consume him because of the door which his
‘sister’ had told him not to approach and never to open. ‘She must have
told me this because there is something there that she doesn’t want
anyone to see,” he said to himself, and he swore that he would go and
open it to find what was in it, even if what was there was death.

So he took the key and opened the door. Inside there was nothing to
be seen in the way of treasure, but at the upper end of the room was a
flight of stairs, vaulted over with Yemeni onyx. He climbed the stairs,
wondering why he had been told not to do this, and they took him to the
palace roof. From there he looked down on fields and orchards, filled

with trees and flowers and swarming with wild beasts and birds, which



were singing to the glory of Almighty God, the One, the Omnipotent. As
he looked at the pleasure gardens, he saw a surging sea with clashing
waves, and when he continued to look around, he caught sight of a
pavilion raised on four columns. Within it he saw a room set with
precious stones of all types — sapphires, emeralds, hyacinth gems and
other jewels — and in its walls gold bricks alternated with bricks of silver,
together with others comprising sapphires and green emeralds. In the
middle there was a pool filled with water and covered with a trellis of
sandalwood and aloes wood, with a lattice whose bars were of red gold
and green emerald, set with jewels of all kinds, including pearls the size
of pigeon’s eggs. Beside this pool was a bench of aloes wood studded
with pearls and other gems and fronted with tracery of red gold. In it
were gemstones and precious metals of various types set opposite one
another, and around it birds were hymning the glory of the Almighty in
their varied and beautiful songs. Neither Chosroe nor Caesar had ever
possessed a place like this, and Hasan was amazed by the sight of it. He
sat down to look around, marvelling at the beauty of its construction,
the splendour of its various jewels and the excellence of its
craftsmanship. He also admired the fields and the birds, as they praised
the One Omnipotent God.

As he was studying the monument left by the builder whom He had
enabled in His majesty to construct this pavilion, he caught sight of ten
birds flying from the landward side towards the palace and the pool.
Realizing that they were coming to drink, he hid himself for fear that, if
they saw him, they might be frightened off. They first settled on a large
and lovely tree and, as they then circled it, Hasan’s attention was drawn

to the most beautiful of them, a fine large bird around which the others



fluttered as though they were its servants. It dominated them, pecking at
them with its beak as they fled away from it. Then, as Hasan watched
from a distance, they alighted on the bench and each of them used its
claws to tear at its skin, before emerging from what turned out to be
dresses of feathers. Out of these stepped ten virgins, whose beauty put to
shame the splendour of the moon and who, when they were naked, went
down into the water, where they bathed, played and enjoyed themselves.
Their leader threw them down and ducked them as they tried to escape,
but they could never get the better of her.

At the sight of this girl, Hasan lost his wits; he realized that this was
why the princesses had told him not to open the door, for such was the
leader’s beauty and grace, together with the elegance of her figure, that,
as she played and sported, splashing water, he fell desperately in love
with her. He stood there, regretting that he could not join the bathers,
and bemused by the loveliness of their leader. Love for her had captured
him in its toils, and while he followed her with his eyes, its fire blazed
up in his heart, for ‘the soul prompts man to evil’.* He wept tears of
longing for her beauty, and his heart flamed with passion, the sparks of
whose flame could not be quenched and the effects of whose ardour
were not to be concealed.

At this point the girls came out of the pool, while, unseen by them,
Hasan was watching, lost in admiration of their beauty, elegance and
gracefulness. As he turned, he caught a glimpse of their leader in her
nakedness, and between her thighs he could see a large, rounded dome
with four pillars, like a bowl of silver or crystal. He remembered the

poet’s lines:



I lifted her dress to show her cleft,

Narrow as my nature and my livelihood.

I plunged halfway in until she sighed.

‘Why do you sigh?’ I asked, and she said: ‘For the rest.’f

On leaving the pool, the girls put on their dresses and their ornaments.
The leader’s dress was green, and in her loveliness she outshone all the
beauties of the world, while the splendour of her face eclipsed the
shining moon at its full. She was more supple than a swaying branch and
she distracted the mind with sinful thoughts. She was as the poet has
described:

A girl appeared in all her liveliness;

The sun had borrowed brightness from her cheek.
She wore a shift of green,

Green as the branch that hides the pomegranate.
I asked her what she called her dress,

And she replied with subtlety:

‘We pierce our lovers’ inmost hearts,

As a soft breeze blows, which penetrates the seat of love.’
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been
allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and eighty-seventh
night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that when Hasan saw the girls coming

out of the pool, the beauty and grace of their leader stole away his wits



and he recited those lines. After they had dressed, they sat talking and
laughing, still watched by Hasan, who was drowning in the sea of love
and astray in the valley of his thoughts. He was telling himself: ‘It must
have been because she was afraid that I might fall in love with one of
these girls that my “sister” told me not to open the door.” He sat there
studying the beauty of their leader, who was the loveliest thing God had
created in her age, and who surpassed all mankind in her grace. Her
mouth was like the ring of Solomon, her hair was blacker than the night
of rejection for a wretched lover, her forehead was like the new moon on
the festival of Ramadan, her eyes were like those of a gazelle and her
shining nose was curved. Her cheeks were like red anemones, her lips
were like coral and her teeth were pearls set in a necklace of gold, while
her neck was a silver ingot placed above what was like the branch of a
ban tree. In her belly were folds and nooks, causing the passionate lover
to cry out to God, and her navel could contain an ounce of the most
fragrant musk. She had plump thighs like marble columns or cushions
filled with ostrich feathers, and between them was something roofed and
pillared that looked like a large hill or a hare with flattened ears. In the
beauty of her form she surpassed the branches of the ban tree or the

shoots of the bamboo, and she was as the poet described:

She is a girl the moisture of whose mouth is honey,

With a glance more piercing than a sharp Indian sword;
In her movements she shames the ban tree’s branch,

And when she smiles, the lightning flashes from her teeth.
I compared her cheeks to roses that bloom in line,

But she turned away and said: ‘He has no shame



Who likens me to a rose, my breasts to pomegranates.

Have pomegranates a bough that can bear my breasts?

I swear by my beauty, my eyes and my heart’s blood,

By the paradise of my union and the hell of my aversion,

If he says this again, I shall forbid to him

The sweetness of my union and burn him with the fire of my
rejection.

They say that gardens are adorned with lines of roses,

But these are not the roses of my cheeks, nor is their branch my
figure.

If he can find my equal in a garden,

What does he look for when he comes to me?’

The girls continued to laugh and play as Hasan stood watching them,
forgetting about food and drink, until it was almost time for the
afternoon prayer. Then their leader said to the others: ‘Princesses, time is
getting on and our lands are far away. We have stayed here long enough,
so let us get up and leave for home.’ At this they all rose, and when they
had put on their feathered dresses, they changed back to birds, as they
had been to start with, and then they all flew off together, with their

leader in the middle of the flock.

Hasan was left in despair, and when he wanted to go down from his
vantage point he was too feeble to get up. Tears poured down his

cheeks, and in an excess of passion he recited these lines:

May I be denied the fulfilment of your pledge
If, after you have gone, I have enjoyed my sleep.

Since then I have not closed my eyes,



Nor taken any pleasure in my rest.

I seem to see you all the while I dream;
Would that my dreams were true.

I need no sleep, but it is dear to me,

As it may bring you to me in my dreams.

He walked for a little without finding his way, but when he got down
from the roof to the bottom of the palace, he crawled to the door of his
room, went in and locked it. He then took to his sickbed, neither eating
nor drinking but drowning in a sea of cares. He shed tears, lamenting his

fate, until morning came, when he recited these lines:

At evening the birds took flight —

And one who dies of love has done no wrong.

While I am able, I shall keep my love concealed,

But if longing conquers me, it will be shown.

The phantom of my love, who shines like dawn, came here by night,
But this long night of passion has no dawn.

I weep for the absent, while the carefree sleep;

I am a plaything for the winds of love.

I am generous with my tears, my wealth and my heart’s blood,
My mind, my soul, and this should profit me.

The worst of all disasters and distress

Comes through contention with the lovely girls.

Union with them is said to be forbidden,

Although to shed the blood of lovers is allowed.

What can the lovesick do but sacrifice his life,

Giving it freely in the game of love?



Longing and passion make me cry to her;

All the distracted lover can do is to sob.

When the sun rose, Hasan reopened the door of the forbidden room
and went back to sit opposite the pavilion in the place where he had
been on the previous day, but although he stayed until evening waiting
for the birds, not one of them came. He wept so bitterly that he
collapsed fainting on the ground. On recovering he crawled down to the
bottom of the palace, as night fell and his world closed in on him. All
night long he wept and lamented his fate, until morning came and the
sun rose over the hills and plains. He could neither eat, drink, nor sleep;
he found no rest and spent his days in confusion and his nights awake,
dazed and drunk with care, thanks to the violence of his passion. He

recited the lines of a lovelorn poet:

You shame the gleaming morning sun,

And, without knowing it, humiliate the branch.
Will Time allow you ever to return,

To quench the fires that burn within my heart,
United, as we meet with an embrace,

Your cheek on mine and your neck next to mine?
Who talks of sweetness to be found in love?

Its days are sourer than the bitter aloes.
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Morning now dawned and Shahrazad broke off from what she had been

allowed to say. Then, when it was the seven hundred and eighty-eighth



night, SHE CONTINUED:

I have heard, O fortunate king, that when the pangs of Hasan’s love
increased, he recited poetry to himself while he was alone in the palace,
finding no one to console him. While he was suffering from these pangs,
he saw a dust cloud rising over the plain and hurried down below to
hide himself, as he realized that the palace ladies had come back. Soon
afterwards their escort dismounted and spread out around the palace,
while the seven princesses came in to take off their weapons and their
armour, all except the youngest, Hasan’s ‘sister’. Instead of disarming,
she went straight to Hasan’s apartments, and when she failed to find him
there, she searched for him until she came across him in a small room.
He was weak, emaciated and exhausted; his bones had become brittle;
he was pallid, with sunken eyes. All this was because he had taken little
food or drink and because of the many tears he had shed in his love for
the bird girl.

When his ‘sister’ saw the state he was in, she was disconcerted and
distraught. She asked him what was wrong and what had happened to
him, saying: ‘Tell me, my brother, so that I may find some way of
removing whatever it is that is harming you, and act as your ransom.’

Hasan wept bitterly and recited these lines:

When the beloved is not here,
The lover only meets distress and harm.
Passion shows without, while sickness lies within,;

Love starts with memory and ends with care.

On hearing this, his ‘sister’ was filled with admiration for his

eloquence, command of language, choice of words and the fact that he



had chosen to reply to her in verse. ‘My brother,’ she asked, ‘when did
you fall into this state and when did this happen to you, leading you, as I
can see, to express yourself in poetry, while you rain down tears? In
God’s Name, I call on you, by the sanctity of the love there is between
us, to tell me what is wrong. Let me know your secret and don’t hide
from me anything that happened while we were away, as I am distressed
and unhappy for your sake.’

Hasan sighed, shed tears like rain and said: ‘I’'m afraid that if I tell
you, you will not help me to get what I want, but will abandon me to die
choked with grief.” ‘No, by God, brother,’ she replied, ‘I shall never
abandon you, even if it costs me my life.” So he told her what had
happened and what he had seen when he opened the door, explaining
that the reason for his present distress was that he had fallen in love
with the girl whom he had seen, as a result of which for ten days he had
tasted neither food nor drink. He then wept and recited the following

lines:

Put back my heart where it was in my breast;
Allow my eyes to close in sleep and then leave me.
Do you imagine that Time’s passage changed

The covenant of love? May no one yield to change.

The princess sympathized and joined in his tears, in pity for his life of
exile. Then she said: ‘Take comfort, my brother, for I shall risk my life in
your company and sacrifice it in order to bring you pleasure. Even if it
ruins me and brings about my death, I shall contrive some scheme to
help you achieve your purpose, if God Almighty wills it. But take my

advice and keep your secret from my sisters; don’t let any one of them



know of your condition, lest this lead to my death and to yours, and if
they ask you about the door, say that you never opened it. Tell them that
you were preoccupied by our absence and in your loneliness you sat by
yourself in the palace.” Hasan approved of her advice and kissed he