


SPEAK BIRD, SPEAK AGAIN
The book

contains a collection of 45 Palestinian folk tales drawn from a collection of two hundred tales narrated by
women from different areas of historic Palestine (the Galilee, the West Bank, and Gaza).

The stories collected were chosen on the basis of their popularity, their aesthetic and narrative qualities, and
what they tell about popular Palestinian culture dating back many centuries. The authors spent 30 years
collecting the material for the book Speak, Bird, Speak Again: A book of Palestinian folk tales is a book
first

published in English in 1989 by Palestinian authors Ibrahim Muhawi and professor of sociology and
anthropology at Bir Zeit University Sharif Kanaana. After the original English book of 1989, a French
version, published by UNESCO, followed in 1997, and an Arabic one in Lebanon in 2001.
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Speak Bird, Speak Again
Palestinian Arab Folktales

Ibrahim Muhawi and Sharif Kanaana



FOREWORD

It was with great pleasure that I watched a joint collaborative effort
between a man of letters and a social scientist come to fruition. The
marvelous results of this partnership lie in the pages ahead. Not only are
there forty-five splendid Palestinian Arab folktales to be savored, but we are
also offered a rare combination of ethnographic and literary glosses on
details that afford a unique glimpse into the subtle nuances of Palestinian
Arab culture. This unusual collection of folktales is destined to be a classic
and will surely serve as a model for future researchers in folk narrative.

For the benefit of those readers unfamiliar with the history of folktale
collection and publication, let me explain why Speak, Bird, Speak Again:
Palestinian Arab Folktales represents a significant departure from nearly
all previous anthologies or samplers of folktales. When the Grimm brothers
collected fairy tales, or Marchen, from peasant informants in the first
decades of the nineteenth century, they did so in part for nationalistic and
romantic reasons: they wanted to salvage what they regarded as survivals of
an ancient Teutonic heritage, to demonstrate that this culture was the equal
of classical (Greek and Roman) as well as prestigious modern (French)
cultures. The publication of Kinder-und Hausmarchen in 1812 and 1815
sparked a host of similar collections of fairy tales from other countries by
scholars imbued with the same combination of nationalism and
romanticism. By the end of the nineteenth century, numerous folklore
societies and periodicals had been initiated to further the collection and
analysis of all types of traditional peasant art, music, and oral literature.

Unfortunately, despite the laudable stated aims of these pioneering
collectors to preserve unaltered the precious folkloristic art forms of the
local peasantry, all too often they actually rewrote or otherwise manipulated
the materials so assiduously gathered. One reason for this intrusiveness was
the longstanding elitist notion that literate culture was infinitely superior to
illiterate culture. Thus the oral tales were made to conform to the higher
canons of taste found in written literature, and oral style was replaced by
literary convention. The Grimms, for example, began to combine different
versions of the "same" folktale, producing composite texts which they



presented as authentic - despite the fact that no raconteur had ever told
them in that form.

The Grimms and their imitators were trying to create a patrimony for
purposes of national pride (long before Germany was to become a nation in
the modern sense), and tampering with oral tradition suited their goals.
Texts that are rewritten, censored, simplified for children, or otherwise
modified may well be enjoyed by readers conditioned to the accepted
literary stylistics of so-called high culture. Such texts, however, are of
negligible scientific value. If one wishes to understand peasant values and
thought patterns, one needs contact with peasant folktales, not the
prettified, sugar-coated derivatives reworked by dilettantes.

Sad to say, the vast majority of nineteenth-and even twentieth-century
folktale collections fail to meet the minimum criteria of scientific inquiry.
The tales are typically presented with no cultural context or discussion. Of
their meaning (we do not even know if their tellers were male or female),
and rarely is a concerted attempt made to compare a particular corpus of
tales with other versions of the same tale types. Let the reader think back on
folktale anthologies he or she may have read, as either a child or an adult.
How many of these standard collections of folktales contained any scholarly
apparatus linking the content of particular tales to the cultures from which
they came? Appallingly, these criticisms apply even to collections of
folktales published by reputable folklorists. The highly regarded Folktales
of the World series, published by the University of Chicago Press, for
example, includes volumes of bona fide folktales from many countries, but
the tales are accompanied by only minimal comparative annotation. The
reader may be informed that a given folktale is identifiable as an instance of
an international tale type (as defined by the Aarne-Thompson typology,
available since 1910), but little or no information is given on how the tales
reflect, let us say, German, Greek, or Irish culture as a whole. This criticism
applies as well to most folktale anthologies published in other countries.

Another reason for the inadequacy of nineteenth-century folktale
collections, especially those representing countries outside Europe, is that
the collectors were typically not from the place where the tales were told.
English, French, German, and other European colonialist administrators,
missionaries, and travelers recorded stories they found quaint or amusing.



Either informants self-censored the tales to protect their image or else the
collectors, who were not necessarily fully fluent in the native languages,
simply omitted details they deemed obscene (by their own cultures'
standards) or elements that were not altogether clear to them. Thus most
nineteenth-century collections of tales from India or the Middle East
contain only the blandest tales, sometimes in severely abridged or abstract
form, with no hint of even the slightest bawdy or risqué motifs. Although
folklorists today are not ungrateful for these early versions of folktales, they
cannot condone the lack of honesty in the reporting of them. What remains
badly needed are collections of folktales made by fieldworkers whose roots
are in the region and who speak the native language of the taletellers.

In the present volume we have two scholars with the requisite expertise.
Ibrahim Muhawi was born in 1937 in Ramallah, Palestine (nine miles north
of Jerusalem). After completing high school at the Friends Boys' School in
Ramallah, he went to the United States where, in 1959, he earned a B.S. in
electrical engineering at Heald Engineering College in San Francisco. Then
came a dramatic shift of intellectual gears, with a B.A. (magna cum laude)
in English from California State University at Hayward (1964), followed
quickly by an M.A. (1966) and a Ph.D. (1969), both also in English, from the
University of California, Davis. After teaching English at Brock University
in St. Catharines, Ontario, Canada (1969-1975), and at the University of
Jordan in Amman (1975-1977), Muhawi joined the English department at
Birzeit University in the West Bank, where he served as department
chairman from 1978 to 1980. It was there that he met the coauthor of this
book.

Sharif Kanaana was born in Arrabe in the Galilee, Palestine, in 1935, and
he too received his higher education in the United States. Following a 1965
B.A. in psychology and economics from Yankton College in South Dakota,
he transferred to the University of Hawaii where he was awarded an M. A.
(1968) and doctorate (1975) in anthropology. After teaching anthropology at
the University of Wisconsin-Oshkosh for four years (1972-1975), he became
chairman (1975-1980) of the sociology department at Birzeit University, and
from 1980 to 1984 he was affiliated with An-Najah National University,
West Bank, as dean of the Faculty of Arts (1980-1982) and acting president
of the university (1982-1984). In 1984 he became the director of the Birzeit
University Research and Documentation Center.



In 1978, when Muhawi was teaching modern poetry, Shakespeare, and
composition courses at Birzeit University, he was reintroduced to a rich
tradition of Palestinian folklore through the pages of a locally published
journal, Heritage and Society (Al-turath wa-al-mujtama). Although he had
grown up with this tradition, his formal education first in engineering and
later in English literature had not led him to seriously consider it as an
object of study. Now, however, he began to remember his childhood when he
would seek out and avidly listen to the tales of the best raconteurs in the
town of Ramallah.

During this time, Sam Pickering of the University of Connecticut, a former
Fulbright Scholar at the University of Jordan and a colleague of Muhawi,
assumed the editorship of Children's Literature . He wrote to Muhawi
asking for illustrations of Palestinian traditions. Muhawi approached Sharif
Kanaana, whom he knew as an advisory editor of Heritage and Society and
as author of several papers on Palestinian folklore that had appeared in that
journal. He discovered that Kanaana had already collected a substantial
sampling of Palestinian folktales, and when he heard the oral renditions on
tape he was spellbound by their esthetic quality and expressive power. The
two scholars decided to pool their talents and collect, from throughout
Palestine, as many types of tales from as wide a range of raconteurs as
possible.

Collecting the tales proved to be only the first step. Transcribing and
translating the tales took many, many hours of arduous, meticulous work.
Then, to make the tales intelligible to readers unfamiliar with Palestinian
society, Muhawi and Kanaana elected to prepare a comprehensive yet
succinct cultural overview with special emphasis on family dynamics. The
ethnographic portrait provided in the introductory essay is a remarkable
achievement, and it certainly facilitates a better understanding of the tales
that follow. The relationships and tensions between generations, siblings, in-
laws, and males and females are lucidly delineated. The anthropological
influence is also felt in the very organization and sequential order of the
tales, which move from the concerns of childhood through the life cycle to
the intricate details of marriage arrangement and beyond. The
anthropological bias, however, is always balanced by attention to literary
topics; the poetics of opening and closing formulas, for example, are
discussed in depth, and careful comparative annotations relate these tales to



other Arabic folktales as well as to the international folktale scholarship in
general.

This extraordinary combination of anthropological and literary expertise
has achieved a set of exquisite folktales, translated accurately, sensitively,
and lovingly, together with a dazzling array of ethnographic and folkloristic
notes providing a landmark entree into Palestinian Arab ethos and
worldview. I am not sure either of the coauthors could have written this
volume alone. It is precisely because such close attention was paid to the
concerns of the humanist and the social scientist alike that this collection of
folktales is so special.

This collection is important for yet another, political reason. These tales
belong to a people, the Palestinian Arabs. Whatever one's view is of the
establishment of the state of Israel in 1948, it cannot be denied that the
event caused considerable dislocation and fragmentation of the Palestinian
Arab people. It is somewhat analogous to the colonial powers in earlier
times claiming territory which was already occupied. It is perhaps a tragic
irony of history that the Jews, who themselves have been forced by bigotry
and prejudice to wander from country to country seeking even temporary
sanctuary, have through the formation of a "homeland" caused another
people to become homeless. Although this complex issue has engendered
great emotion on all sides, one fact is beyond dispute: there was once an
area of the world called Palestine, where the Arab inhabitants had - and
have - a distinctive culture all their own. It is that culture that is preserved
so beautifully in the magical stories contained in this volume. In this
context, all people, regardless of political persuasion, should be able to
appreciate the value of these magnificent folktales: as oral products of the
creative spirit of the human mind, they belong not just to the Palestinian
Arab community but to all humankind.

Some readers may choose not to refer to the scholarly apparatus, preferring
instead to enjoy only the tales themselves, but scholars will surely be
grateful for the thoughtful notes and "afterwords" the authors have
provided. I have repeatedly heard literary folklorists claim that the fairy
tale genre is dead. These misguided academics continue to pore over such
purely literary collections as the Arabian Nights or the celebrated
collections of Perrault and the Grimms, not realizing that the fairy tale is



alive and well in the modern world. This collection of Palestinian Arab
folktales includes a great many fairy tales (i.e., Aarne-Thompson tale types
300-749), and they provide eloquent testimony that the fairy tale still
flourishes. Such tales, I have little doubt, will be told as long as birds sing!

ALAN DUNDES
BERKELEY, CALIFORNIA
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NOTE ON TRANSLITERATION

The system adopted in this book for transliterating the Palestinian dialect
follows the guidelines established by the Zeitschrift fiir arabische Linguistik ,
articulated in Handbuch der arabischen Dialekte , by Fischer and Jastrow,
two editors of that journal. Readers are referred to the grammatical
discussion in Chapter 10 of that work (" Das syrisch-palastinenische
Arabische") and to the examples provided in Section VII immediately
following the chapter.

The list of characters used for transliterating the Palestinian dialect
phonemically is as follows:



e 2 F x 3 & 8 O n
¢ b 3 d s o f s h
oo 5 d e d 3 q 3w
L T Ly Ik Sy
r J 3 = L oz J 1
g b v g5 oo

Short vowels are represented asa, e, i, o0, and u, and long ones as a,
e, i, 0, and u ; diphthongs are rendered aw and ay .

Because an apostrophe, or hamza, before an initial vowel indicates
glottalization, readers should note that the absence of this apostrophe is
itself a phonetic marker indicating elision of that word-initial vowel with the
final consonant of the preceding word. Furthermore, in the transcription of
Tale 10 (Appendix A) only the definite article is hyphenated, whereas in the
smaller pieces of discourse included elsewhere in the book hyphenation is
used somewhat more extensively.

KEY TO REFERENCES

All references to works are keyed to the Bibliography. In the footnotes to the
tales, book and article titles are shortened for ease of use. The Folkloristic
Analysis following the tales proper utilizes even more abbreviated forms, as
explained in the introduction to that section.

The following abbreviations have been used for the names of journals:

Journal of the Palestine Oriental

JPOS Society , Jerusalem



PEQ Palestine Exploration Quarterly ,
London

Al-turath wa-al-mujtama , A1l-

™ Birah, West Bank

TS Al-turath al-sha bi , Baghdad

In footnotes, Roman numerals always indicate volume number,
whether for a book or a journal article. Arabic numerals preceding a colon
indicate the issue number of the journal being cited, in references for which
this information is essential. Arabic numerals following a colon always
indicate page references.

INTRODUCTION



The Tales

The forty-five tales included in this volume were selected on the basis of
their popularity and the excellence of their narration from approximately
two hundred tales collected on cassette tapes between 1978 and 1980 in
various parts of Palestine - the Galilee (since 1948

part of the state of Israel), the West Bank, and Gaza. The criterion of popularity reflects our intention
to present the tales heard most frequently by the majority of the Palestinian people. Both our own
life-long familiarity with this material and the opinions of the raconteurs themselves helped us to
assess a tale's popularity. We made a point of asking the tellers to narrate the tales heard most often
in folktale sessions of the past, and in most cases we selected only those tales for which we had more
than one version. In the few cases where variants were not available (e.g., Tale 44), excellence of
narration was the determining criterion, as it was in choosing a version (always taken as a whole and
without modification) from among the available variants.

In this collection we have included only the type of tale known in the
Palestinian dialect as hikaye or xurrafiyye - that is, "folktale"

proper. With such terms as Marchen, wonder tale, and fairy tale all used to designate the kind of
narrative under discussion here, the word folktale almost defies definition. The Arabic terms,
however, provide us with helpful clues. The first, hikaye (which, correctly translated, means "tale"),
is derived from a root that means not only "to narrate" but also "to imitate

(artistically)." Hence the designation hikaye puts the emphasis on the mimetic, or artistic, aspect of
narration, whereas xurrafiyye (properly translated, "fabula") is derived from a root stressing its
"fabulous," or "fictitious,"

aspect. (The term xurrafiyye, we must note, is the more inclusive of the two, for it is also used to refer
not only to folktales but to other types of fictional oral narrative as well.)

This "fabulous" element in folktales has doubtless led the community to
consider them a form of kizib or "fantasy" or "fiction" (literally, "telling
lies"). And in

fact it was by recourse to such a label as "a tale that is all lies from beginning to end" (as in the last
episode of Tale 37) that we most frequently elicited the type of material we sought. The other
designation used to obtain them, hikayat 'ajayiz (" old women's tales"), has major implications for
our understanding of this genre, for it dearly indicates that society considers the telling of these tales
to be a woman's art form. Of the seventeen tellers included here, only three are men.

In all likelihood there is a direct relationship between the first label ("all
lies") and the second (" old wives' tales").



To the extent that the tales are thought to consist of lies, adult men tend to shun them, even though
the vast majority of these men were exposed to them repeatedly as children. And to the extent that
they are "old wives' tales," folktales are perceived by men as being somehow silly, their telling an
activity fit only for women and children. The fabulous element in folktales lends them an air of
improbability and unreality. A man who likes to listen to and tell folktales (in other words, an active
male carrier) is considered to be a niswanji, or one who prefers the company of women to that of
men. In their gatherings (diwan), men prefer to listen to epic stories (sira), like that of Abu Zed il-
Hilali, which is frequently sung to the accompaniment of the rababa (single-stringed instrument with
a flat sound box made of wood and goat skin). They also like to hear tales of Bedouin raids (gazw)
and adventure (mugamarat). These, collectively, are known as gissa (stories). Their content appears
more realistic. It is not necessarily thought that the events described in them actually happened, only
that they could have happened. The heroes of these stories, especially if they have a historical basis,
are thought to have lived just yesterday and their conduct is considered exemplary.

Another major difference between folktales (hikaye) and stories (gissa) that
hinges on the gender of the narrator lies in the manner of delivery.

Because most folktale tellers are women, their narration involves little gesticulation or physical
movement. The performance aspect of telling tales is minimized, with the tellers relying on their
voices and the power of the colloquial language to evoke a response. The tales told in the diwan, in
contrast, may involve a considerable amount of physical movement and acting out of the narrative.
The distinction is especially apparent in cases where one person tells both types of story. For example,
Safi', one of our best tellers (see "The Tellers," below), in performing to a male audience in the diwan,
would often jump up from his chair and try to act out the narrative, whereas in telling folktales he
remained seated and hardly moved at all. Folktales thus offer their tellers a greater potential for
linguistic expression than do epic stories. They are told from memory, and their language, though
poetic in itself, is still the language of prose and the speaking voice. The tellers are free to give
linguistic shape to the tale, to tell it in their own way, even though they cannot change its form. The
stories narrated in the diwan, unlike folktales, are frequently in the measured language of poetry,
which must be recited rather than spoken, sometimes even with the aid of a printed text.

The Palestinian folktale is a highly developed art form. Its style, though not
artificial, follows linguistic and literary conventions that set it apart from
other folk narrative genres. It relies on verbal mannerisms and language
flourishes not used in ordinary conversation, especially by men. Women
were largely responsible for developing this style, and they carry on the
tradition. To sound credible, men who tell these tales must adopt the
narrative style of women. Safi, for example, was reluctant at first to admit
that he knew folktales. He wanted to narrate the tales of romance and
adventure preferred by men at the diwan . We therefore had to tape several
hours of these romantic tales before he consented to tell folktales. The art of
the narrators consists in their ability to use creatively the narrative style
received from tradition. Folktale style matures with age, and it is not
surprising that the majority of tellers represented here were over sixty years
of age when the tales were recorded (a fact also perhaps indicating that the



Palestinian folktale tradition is dying out; more on this below). The cultural
significance of old women's dominant role in folktale narration is not to be
underestimated. As we shall see, women in their maturity are at the apogee
of their authority in the society.

Folktales, moreover, are told in a special setting that distinguishes them not
only from the stories recited in the men's diwan but also from other types of
folk narrative current in the society. Among these are tales illustrating
proverbs (matal), describing a rare event (nahfe, nadre), or recreating a
past occurrence (salfe); animal fables (hikayet hayawan); jinn tales (hikayet
jan), saints’ legends (hikayet wili); myths (ustura); and memorates
(mugamara). A good illustration of the last category occurs at the end of
Tale 42, where the men are sitting around on their side of the tent
exchanging stories. These forms of narrative do not require a special setting
for their telling. They are occasional and come up by chance in the course of
ordinary conversation, when someone might say, "This reminds me of ...,"
and then proceed to tell the appropriate story. The narration over, normal
conversation resumes. These stories are rarely told for their own sake, as
folktales are, but are usually used to illustrate a point, offer subtle
recommendation concerning behavior, or volunteer a different perspective
on a subject.

The settings in which the folktales presented here were recorded generally
resembled the authentic folktale settings of the past, except for the presence
of the tape recorder. The tales were all recorded at the homes of the tellers
in the presence of a small audience, usually consisting of the collector and
members of the teller's family. Occasionally children would be present,
influencing thereby the course of the narration. Other than providing
appreciative responses and asking the occasional question about unfamiliar
words or expressions, the collector played a largely neutral role. Once a
session began, tellers usually volunteered tales of their own accord. At the
end of each telling, the collector thanked the teller, saying, "God save your
tongue!"

Although it was not difficult to locate tellers, it was not always easy to get the material we were
seeking (as in the case of Safi).

In the past, folktales were told for entertainment, usually after supper
during winter evenings, when work in the fields was at a minimum and



people were indoors with time on their hands. During the summer there
were likely to be other forms of entertainment or subjects for conversation,
such as weddings and festive occasions, and folktales were not told. The
most common setting for taletelling was the small family gathering,
consisting of two or three mothers from a single extended family and their
children, combined perhaps with a neighbor or two and their children.
Although men were occasionally present at these sessions, they preferred to
spend their time in the company of other men at the diwan . Large
gatherings and formal visits are not appropriate settings for the telling of
tales, which requires a relaxed and spontaneous atmosphere, free from the
constraints imposed by the rules of hospitality.

Telling these folktales, then, is a social activity, part of a culture that puts
heavy emphasis on the oral tradition and verbal ability and where
conversation is valued for its own sake. People do not go visiting expressly
to hear folktales, but rather because they enjoy each other's company and
like to sit around in the evening chatting (sahra). They go where
conversation is good, and the evenings entertaining. (The house of Safi is
popular because both he and his wife are good conversationalists and
storytellers.) At these small, intimate, family gatherings people casually
drift into telling folktales. Someone might say, "Tell us a tale!" and if the
mood is right a session begins. Usually the oldest woman present is deferred
to. If she knows a tale and wishes to tell it, she will proceed with an opening
formula such as "Testify there is no god but God!" When she finishes, she
pronounces a closing formula, and someone else will take a turn. (Not all the
tales in this collection, it should be noted, begin with an opening formula or
end with a closing one. The closer a recording session came to duplicating
an actual folktale setting, the more likely the tellers were to pronounce the
formulas.)

The opening formula creates an air of expectation as the session unfolds.

A casual evening's visit turns into an esthetic occasion for the duration of the telling. The atmosphere
is aided by the dim light of an oil lamp or a kerosene lantern and by the attitude of the audience, who
huddle around a day brazier (kanun) warming their hands over the embers. In modern times the
experience of a folktale session would be equivalent to going to the cinema. The introductory formula
ushers the audience into a space radically different from the space outside. Darkness, light, and
shadow help shape the experience, as does the modulation in the teller's voice. Once begun, the tale is
narrated straight through to the end. Long interruptions are not appreciated, nor would it be
permissible for someone else to start another tale. The continuity of narrative time is essential,



allowing the element of fantasy in the tales to take over the listeners’

imaginations and help them break from ordinary experience. The audience are encouraged to
suspend their disbelief until the dosing formula brings them back to the world of everyday reality.

For such a setting, a special style and narrative attitude are necessary.

The style imitates the speech patterns of ordinary conversation (we recall the root meaning of hikaye,
"tale," as "to

speak"), and the narrative attitude reflects beliefs about magic and the supernatural that Palestinian
society attributes more readily to women than to men. For men in general, not only is the fictional
world of the tales something of a lie, but the manner of speech required to bring it into being sounds
artificial as well. Folktale style depends on a variety of devices to put the action into the realm of
fiction, whereas the story style preferred by men tends to emphasize historicity. The fact that the most
common opening formula (wahdu I-lah, "Testify that God is One!") is a kind of invocation to dispel
the influence of jinn and ghouls would seem to indicate that the telling of folktales is a magical
process involving the aid of powers whose influence must be neutralized before the narrative even
begins. It would, for example, be totally inappropriate for someone to interrupt an ordinary
conversation with an opening formula and then proceed to tell a folktale. The gap between the
domains of life and fiction must remain absolute.

Among other devices of style that help to maintain this distance - and which
audiences expect in a successful narration - are the frequent threefold
repetitions, a passive manner of delivery, and a reliance on verbal
mannerisms and flourishes that are more characteristic of women's speech
than of men's. Threefold repetition (which is certainly not unique to the
Palestinian folktale) lends an air of unreality to the events, as though an
action were not valid until ritualistically repeated three times. Three is a
magic number in many cultures, and in the tales its power works at the level
not only of action but also of sentence structure. The most frequent
syntactic pattern in all the tales is the parallel sentence with three verbs
("She reached out her hand, took the ring, and bolted the door again"),
reflecting the paratactic pattern of narration in the tale as a whole. Absence
of gesture removes visual stimulus, throwing listeners back on the
expressive power of language. Finally, the verbal flourishes and mannerisms
derived from women's speech give the tales their particular character and
are to be found in every tale without exception, even in those narrated by
men. Those encountered most frequently in this volume include exclamatory
interjections of all sorts (e.g., "Far be it from the listeners!" - bid an is-
samin - when a socially odious subject is mentioned) and the forms of
address used by women among each other (" O you whose face has been
smeared with soot!" - ya msahhara).



Thus we see that the tale creates a time and space set apart from the rest of
life in which events and transformations, because they have no equivalent in
experience, can be understood only by the imagination and not by rational
thought. The narrative attitude appropriate to folktales must somehow
present the possibility of magical transformation as though it were an
ordinary event, yet still allow the narrator to remain skeptical. Tellers
frequently interject remarks such as "If the tale is to be trusted!" (an
alienating device in the Brechtian sense) to remind listeners that the tale is,
after all, a fiction. In this manner the narrative attitude identifies the
elements of a possible fictional world but distances it from experience. For
example, because merely to mention the jinn in narrative time (that is, while
the tale is being told) could bring them into being, the narrator must avoid
this possibility by invoking the name of Allah. This in fact is another verbal
mannerism of women: mention of the jinn (who occur frequently in the
tales) is immediately followed by the formula, "In the name of Allah, the
Compassionate, the Merciful!"

Although the folktales told in the type of setting just described are not
specifically children's tales, the presence of children in the audience is
essential to the whole activity. One would never find grown men and women
telling folktales just to one another. Of course, adults, including the men,
enjoy the tales and are usually on hand during a session, but it is the
presence of children that shapes the event, affecting the manner of delivery
and helping to create a sense of anticipation during which anything can
happen. The tales in any case appeal to the children, who, more easily than
the adults, can imagine the jinn, ghouls, and other supernatural beings that
abound in them. These are frightening creatures, which mothers frequently
use in warning (" You'd better behave, or the ghoul will devour you!"). The
presence of the adults at these sessions, especially the mothers, is therefore
reassuring to the children, and the whole process helps to socialize and
imbue them with the values of the culture.

Folktale sessions do not go on for long hours into the night, partly because
the fellahin go to bed early but also because a natural rhythm, or span of
attention, exists beyond which telling and listening become tedious. The
length of a session is determined by the audience and the mood. If adults
outnumber the children, the tales are likely to be more serious; with more
children, shorter and more humorous stories are likely to be told. If people



feel bored, or if there is an interruption from the outside, the session will
come to an end. At any rate it rarely lasts longer than the time it would take
to narrate four or five tales. Spontaneity is essential.

The Palestinian folktale is part of the Arabic folk narrative tradition.

The tales are told in the Palestinian dialect, with its two major divisions of fallahi (village speech) and
madani (city speech). Most of the tales included here were narrated by villagers only because tellers
were more available in the villages, where the tendency to preserve folk traditions is today much
greater than in the cities. In times past, however, the folktale tradition was as popular in cities as in
villages, perhaps even more so since city dwellers had more leisure time compared with peasants, who
were tied to the cycle of the seasons. City dwellers tend to be more polished in their use of language
than villagers, and they are less likely to hold the variety of folk beliefs exhibited by village tellers.

The tradition, as we have noted, is carried on mostly by older women in a
household setting, but it is not unusual for girls and prepubescent boys to
tell tales to one another or to their younger brothers and sisters for practice
or pleasure. When going visiting, for example, parents will sometimes tempt
their younger children to stay at home with promises of tales from their
older brothers and sisters. Once puberty is reached, however, the boys will
stop telling the tales; they now want to be regarded as men, who consider
the telling of folktales a womanly, household activity, one intimately
connected with the rearing of children. Before radio and television, folktales
were the main form of entertainment for the young during the evenings.
They were universally popular throughout the country, and there are very
few Palestinians over the age of forty who have not heard them on at least
one occasion. Their preservation up to the present day attests to this
popularity.

Tellers have little room to improvise. Their function, as the audience
understands it, is to give the tale its due by narrating it with all the stylistic
devices and verbal flourishes at their command, but they may not change
any of the details. Despite this expectation on the part of the audience,
however, variation does arise (and necessarily so, for without variation the
folktale traditions of the world would have ossified and died out long ago).
Narrative details, or folk motifs, can fit into more than one plot context, and
it would be surprising if different motifs were not woven into the same tale.

The important consideration here, however, is not how variation comes into being - a thorny
theoretical question in any case - but what the attitudes of tellers and audience toward that variation
are. If a teller should narrate a tale with details different from the ones the audience knows, she will
never claim originality but will always say she is telling it the way she remembers it. Or she might say



she knows two versions of the tale and has decided to tell one rather than the other. Both explanations
are acceptable to the audience. In this manner, once a new motif enters a tale it becomes a part of it,
particularly for those hearing it for the first time.

The folktale tradition we have been describing falls within the context of the
extended family and forms part of the social life of a settled and flourishing
peasant community. With the recent displacement of the Palestinian people,
the social and geographic bases for the tradition have been severely
disrupted. Certainly, the frequency of taletelling sessions has declined
markedly, and with the people's continued dispersal the chances that the
tradition will survive are dim. Modern, educated Palestinian parents are
more likely to read than tell tales to their children, and the tales they do
read are frequently European ones translated into Modem Standard
Arabic.

Because, as we have said, the colloquial language is itself an essential aspect of the experience of the
tale, the children of today are not hearing the same tales their parents did.

Yet in spite of the odds against it, the tradition still survives.

Grandmothers in the villages and refugee camps still tell the tales to the children, and young people
interested in the tradition do become active car-tiers. One of the tellers included in this volume is a
twenty-two-year-old woman from the West Bank (Tale 31).



The Tellers

There is nothing unusual about the seventeen tellers from whom the tales
were collected. They do not think of themselves primarily as taletellers, nor
do they feel they have a special ability. They are all householders, the great
majority (fourteen) being housewives who can neither read nor write. Only
two of them live in a city (Gaza and Jerusalem); the others have lived in
villages all their lives. To introduce readers to the life circumstances of the
tellers, we have chosen to focus on those among them who have. given us the
largest number of tales. Knowledge of their circumstances will help us
understand the tales they have told.

Fatme (Tales 1, 9, 11, 23, 24, 26, 36, 38, 43), fifty-five years old when these
tales were collected, is a housewife who lives in the village of Arrabe in the
Galilee, next door to her father's family. Married to her (patrilateral
parallel) first cousin, she has never lived more than twenty yards from the
house of her birth. She has given birth to twenty live children, eleven of
whom have survived. A passive carrier of the tradition, she does not
normally tell tales, nor is she known in the village as a teller. When she did
consent to tell some tales, she was apologetic because she could not
remember details quickly enough. Not being literate or a regular teller, she
was not entirely comfortable using the flourishes that enhance the style of
the tales.

She apologized frequently when using them, saying that was the way she had heard them from her
mother. Nevertheless, she is a good conversationalist and, in spite of all her apologies, told the tales
well.

The presence of the collector's children, who were hearing these tales for the
first time, was a great help in drawing the material from her. She would not
have told the tales straight into the cassette machine, or to an audience
composed only of adults. The children made her feel it was not a serious
matter, and, not surprisingly, most of the tales she related are those that
could be considered "children's tales.” Enjoying the telling, she laughed
along with the

children at the funny spots; the relaxed mood no doubt colored her choice of material, for her tales
are among the most humorous in the entire corpus. (A good teller in a natural taletelling situation, it



must be noted, would normally not break the spell of narration so frequently, commenting on the
action and laughing with the audience.

She would give the tale its due by telling it as it should be told, leaving the rest to the audience.)

Safi, in contrast, is an active carrier of the tradition, that is, one of four or
five in any village community who show an intense personal interest in
preserving and transmitting the practice. Because he has a good memory,
his repertoire is large, and he is always seeking to increase it. He differs
from most other active carriers in being male and in having learned to read
simple texts. He therefore has access to the material from the Arabic oral
tradition available in print, such as the epic story (sira) of Abu Zed il-Hilali
and tales from the Thousand and One Nights, which have left an indelible
mark on his work. Indeed, he at times had recited parts of the epic stories,
performing them to an audience of friends at his home in Arrabe (Galilee).

These few facts tell us a great deal about his tales (5, 8, 10, 15, 25, 44), which
most resemble the type of adventure tale available in print. At age sixty-five,
he is a mature teller. His sense of plotting and double-plotting is superb, and
his narrative style is highly polished. The actions in his tales evolve logically,
and the transitions are natural; there is none of the clumsiness in delivery or
forgetfulness of detail that collectors sometimes encounter.

Having been a shepherd and a plowman all his life, he has direct knowledge of the land and its
contours and of the details of the husbandman's daily life. The material culture of the Palestinian
peasant is open to our gaze in his tales, as are human virtues and vices. Being an experienced teller, he
was able to pace himself, filling approximately one side of a sixty-minute cassette for each of his tales.

His wife, Almaza (Tales 14, 18, 37), is also an active carrier of the tradition.
She has told stories all her life, enjoys telling them, and prides herself on
knowing many. Unlike Fatme, who has heard tales from only one source
(her mother), Almaza has heard them from a wide variety of sources. She
was in her late fifties when her tales were collected.

At age sixty-five, Im Nabil (Tales 17, 19, 28, 30, 39) lived with her son in the
village of Turmusayya (district of Ramallah) when we collected her tales.
Like most of the other tellers, she could not read or write, but she knew
many tales - long ones, short ones, humorous ones, tales of adventure, and
"tales for children.” In some respects she is the archetypal old woman, the
repository of old wives' tales. Because she had not told the tales in a long
time, her narration was not always fluent; she halted frequently, recalling



details. Nevertheless, her delivery was authoritative, and she knew exactly
the type of tale the collector was seeking. Of the eight she volunteered, five
were selected for inclusion.

Finally, a word about Im Darwis, who is responsible for two of the best tales
in the collection (Tales 21, 45). She was about sixty-five when we recorded
her. The daughter of the village chief of Der Hanna, she is married to the
son of the village chief of Arrabe (both villages in the Upper Galilee).
Although she can neither read nor write, unlike most of the other tellers she
is not directly connected with agriculture. Both her tales weave prose and
poetry in an organic manner, relying on a good memory for poetry and the
ability to use it effectively in the structure of the tale. Tales like "Soqgak
Boqgak" (Tale 21), a sophisticated romance, are rarely ever told by peasant
tellers in a village milieu. Her mother, who was originally from the city of
Haifa, had taught her both tales.



The Tales and the Culture

Having selected the forty-five tales to be included in this volume on the
bases discussed earlier, we then had to arrange them so as to give the reader
the most meaningful perspective. In many collections, tales are presented at
random, without regard to form or content. We rejected this arrangement
because it does not demonstrate an organic connection between the tales
and the culture that gives rise to them.

Other arrangements are based on the form of each tale - that is, on its Aarne-Thompson type number
(for which, see Appendix C) - but this approach too was rejected on the same grounds. The best
arrangement, we thought, is one that not only relates the tales to the context but also helps them
cohere one to another. On considering the tales as a whole, we observed that they fit into a pattern
reflecting an individual's life cycle from childhood to old age. We therefore decided to divide them
according to this pattern into five thematic groups - individuals, family, society, environment, and
universe -

some of which are further divided into subgroups. These categories are useful only to the extent that
they help us understand the tales; the discussion in the afterword to each group will make clear why
certain tales were grouped together.

Our decision to adopt this scheme is based on our desire to ground the tales
in the culture from which they arise. It would be wrong to start out with the
assumption that the tales merely reflect the culture, or that the culture
constitutes the subject matter of the tales, for then their interest would be
strictly regional, limited to the cultural area from which they came. Rather,
the forms of these tales, which are derivable directly from the Arabic and
Semitic traditions in folk narrative, are related also to the Indo-European
tradition, with which they share recognizable plot patterns (as identified by
Aarne-Thompson type numbers). Certainly, the form of each tale is part of
its content. If, for example, we consider "Sackcloth" (Tale 14) on the basis
of plot alone, we see that it is in essence the story of Cinderella (and indeed,
both tales have the same Aarne-Thompson type number). To the extent that
"Sackcloth" embodies a courtship ritual in which an eager male pursues an
elusive female, the content (and meaning) of both tales is similar. Yet when
we examine "Sackcloth" more carefully, it becomes apparent that much of
its content is derivable from Palestinian (and Arab) culture. Therefore,
knowledge of at least that part of the culture embodied in the folktales will



enrich our study of them; without it, analysis would suffer from a certain
degree of abstraction. The culture and the art form are not reducible to, or
deducible from, each other. The tales do not simply mirror the culture;
rather, and more accurately, they present a portrait of it.

It would surely be of interest to readers of these folktales to observe how thoroughly that portion of
their form which is common with other traditions has been adapted by local tellers to express
indigenous realities. Then we will be better able not only to understand the tales as cultural
documents but also to appreciate them as works of art.

In the footnotes accompanying each tale and in some of the afterwords
following each group, we will explore further specific aspects of this
relationship between the tales and the culture. Our concern here is to
present the general features of Palestinian culture that inform the tales -
that is, the common assumptions that hold narrators, audience, and
material together. The tales assume a stable social order, which no doubt
characterized Palestinian society for hundreds of years before the advent of
the British Mandate in the early 1920s; the current situation for most
Palestinians, however, is one of diaspora and exile, requiring adaptation and
cultural change. This is not to say that the cultural assumptions informing
the tales and those prevailing in modern Palestinian society have been
severed.

Ideals of behavior that have developed through the institutions of the culture over countless
generations do not simply vanish overnight. Even though the majority of Palestinians no longer live in
extended families, for example, the standards of behavior characteristic of this ancient institution are
still current in their social milieu. Indeed, the very survival of the tales as a tradition with a
recognizable narrative structure, a coherent moral universe, and a set of assumptions immediately
understandable to audience and narrator alike confirms the cultural continuity of Palestinian social
life.

The Palestinian folktale, as we have seen, is primarily a woman's art form,
and certain stylistic features give the tales their particular character. Yet
Western readers will be struck as much by the tone of the tales - the
narrative voice that speaks through them - as by their style, for the tales
empower the women who narrate them to traverse, in their speech, the
bounds of social convention. This speech is direct, earthy, even scatological,
but without awkwardness or self-consciousness. The narrators are keen
observers of the society around them, particularly those features of the
social structure that touch directly on their lives. Because the tale-tellers are
older women who have gone through the cycle of life, they are free of blame



and at the same time endowed with the experience and wisdom necessary to
see through hypocrisy and contradiction.

The "household" context of the tales, moreover, is that of the extended
family, and our understanding would not be complete without some
knowledge of the structure of this institution, within which women have
traditionally spent their whole lives. As in the case of Fatme, older village
women who have spent their lives with contact limited almost completely to
the social unit that is the extended family are not uncommon. A Palestinian
proverb says, "The household of the father is a playground, and that of the
husband is an education” (bet il-'ahil talhiye, u-bet il-joz tarbiye).

Whatever the truth of the proverb, the fact remains that a woman always belongs in one household or
the other.

Folktales, like other forms of narrative, thrive on conflict and its resolution,
not only as a theme but for plot structure as well. As we shall see, the tellers
do not have to invent situations of conflict, for they are common in the social
milieu, just as the colloquial language, with all its expressive potential, is in
the linguistic environment.

The majority of conflicts embodied in the tales have their basis in the structure of society - and
necessarily so, if the tales are to be accepted as presenting a portrait of that society. The organizing or
orienting principle in Palestinian life is the kinship system, which defines both social pesition and
roles and modes of interaction. Out of this stable, conservative ground arise figures in the tales whose
desires put them in conflict with the established order as represented by the dictates of the kinship
system, and who in the long run must learn to harmonize their separate wills with the will of the
collectivity. Much can be learned about conflict and harmony simply from contemplating the
definition of the Palestinian family, which is extended, patrilineal, patrilateral, polygynous,
endogamous, and patrilocal. (Unless otherwise indicated, all future reference to the "extended
family" will be to the Palestinian version.) We consider the elements of this definition as structural
patterns that generate the types of behavior encountered in the tales. By looking more closely at these
elements, then, we can learn something about the grammar of that behavior.

The extended Palestinian family has traditionally had three or more
generations living in close proximity as one economic unit, sharing all
income and expenses, with ultimate authority lying in the hands of the
patriarch who heads it. It is patrilineal because descent is traced through
the father, patrilateral because only the relatives on the father's side are
considered relatives in the formal system of relationship, and patrilocal

because the wife leaves her own family to live with that of her husband. The
criterion of endogamy permits a male to marry his (patrilateral parallel)



first cousin, while that of polygyny allows him, under certain conditions, to
marry more than one wife.

Patrilineality and patrilaterality define social identity for the patriarch's
descendants, providing them with a ready-made basis for interacting with
others, both inside the family and outside. The patrilineal bond is the
foundation on which the whole system is built. Individuals are rarely ever
referred to by their first names: married men with children are referred to
as "Father of So-and-So" (Abu Flan), women as "Mother of So-and-So"
(Imm i-Flan). Three of our tales have titles derived from this naming system
(Tales 27, 33, 45). According to Palestinian practice, a full name need consist
of no more than a person's, name followed by the first name of his or her
father. The oldest son will usually name his firstborn son after his own
father, thereby confirming for the grandfather the continuity of his line
during his lifetime. Indeed, even before they are married or have children,
Palestinian men may still be referred to as "Father of (name of his own
father)" in anticipation of their having sons. From this practice we conclude
that the ideological basis of the system lies in this father/son bond. With
social identity being by definition masculine, the female is simply defined
out of it. If "self" is ipso facto male, then the female becomes the Other - the
outsider or stranger. Thus, for the female, conflict is inherent in the
structure of the system. We shall explore female Otherness in relation to
several aspects of the extended family, but first let us focus on conflictual
situations arising out of the general characteristics given above.

Polygyny serves as a good example of the dialogue we are establishing
between the tales and the culture. It is one thing to state simply and
objectively that the society is polygynous and completely different to
observe how polygyny is treated in the tales, where its direct or implied
occurrence (Tales 3, 5, 6, 7, 9, 20, 28, 30, 35, 44) is greatly out of proportion
to its incidence in the society. This frequency, we feel, serves an educational
function, especially if we keep in mind that children are listening every time
these tales are told. In none of the tales is polygyny presented in a good
light.

More than any other institution or practice, it represents the power of men over women, setting
females in competition for the affections of the male. In the tales, as in life, it is disruptive of family
unity and harmony; the only case of cooperation occurs when the wives unite against the introduction
of yet another wife into the family (Tale 30). The institution is abhorrent to women and denigrated in



the culture. A proverb says, " A household with one wife is a source of pride, one with two is a
laughingstock, and one with three - uncover yourself and defecate!" (bet wahade faxra, bet tinten
suxra, bet talate - sammir w-ixra). Fights between (or among) co-wives will, more often than not, spill
out into the surrounding community, thereby causing shame and embarrassment and violating one of
the most cherished of family values, that of keeping its secrets mastura, or to itself (literally,
"hidden," "behind a screen").

In a polygynous situation the stage is set for conflict the moment a man
decides to marry his second wife (Tales 20, 30). If he has children by his first
wife, they will raise strong objections out of respect for their mother and in
defense of their inheritance. The struggle between the co-wives continues
throughout the formation and growth of the family, down to - and
sometimes as a direct cause of - the family's ultimate breakup. If the age
difference between the co -

wives is extreme, the older may save face and retain her self-respect by sponsoring the younger one,
guiding her as a mother would.

Publicly she might say she does not need sex, that she now has sons to look after her. If, however, the
age gap is not so great, struggle is inevitable. As we see frequently in the tales, the women fight and
conspire against one another, each trying to win the affection of her husband in different ways. They
compete in all things, especially in producing male children. The one with more sons increases her
prestige in the family and her husband's affection for her. (Note the title of Tale 3: "Precious One and
Worn-out One.") If both have children, the conflict is transmitted to the offspring (Tales 5, 6). Each
woman with her children forms a subunit within the family; the mothers socialize their children to
hate the other group, and each woman uses her own children to manipulate the father and thereby
gain advantage for them and for her (Tales 5, 28). The husband himself may stoke the fire of conflict
between his wives and their respective offspring, too, by showing preference for one set over the other.

Nevertheless, polygyny serves a useful function in the society. From the
perspective of a social system that perpetuates itself through the patriarchal
extended family (and leaving economic considerations aside), the purpose of
marriage is to produce offspring, especially sons. A childless marriage, then,
contradicts its very reason for being. Under these circumstances, polygyny
enables a man to combine his personal desire to keep his first wife, whom he
may love, with his duty to the family to produce children. It can best be
understood in relation to the cultural view of marriage as sutra (protection)
for the woman; it is economically and socially more advantageous for a
woman to be married than divorced (though cases where divorce has been
beneficial to the woman are not unknown), even if that means putting up
with a co-wife. Polygyny is not practiced by Christian Palestinians, and for
Muslims it is regulated entirely by Islamic law (saria), which restricts to



four the number of wives a man may have and defines his duties and
obligations to them, fair and equal treatment being of foremost importance.

Also helpful to the understanding of polygyny is the feature of endogamyj,
another characteristic of the Palestinian extended family. A man's first duty
in choosing a wife is to his patrilateral parallel first cousin (or, more
accurately, it is the duty of the family to reserve their daughters for these
cousins). In the majority of cases where polygyny is an issue, the man
marries his cousin first, and when he has no children by her he marties
another woman (Tale 6). Only in one case (Tale 30) is sexual pleasure
presented (and even there through symbol) as a motivation for polygyny. In
all the tales where polygyny occurs, the men love their first wives and are
loath to part with them, and the first wives are always vindicated against
the others.

Endogamy (Tales 6, 16, 21, 25) may be seen as a necessary adjunct of the
social system defined by the patriarchal extended family because it
combines the two major poles of relationship in the society - descent (hasab)
and affinality (nasab) - under one roof. It serves the purposes of the family
well because it guarantees husbands for the daughters and wives for the
sons. Presumably, it forms the ideal marriage because it exercises a positive
pull toward family harmony.

When a man marries his first cousin, he is not bringing a stranger (cf. Tale 6) into the house; she will
therefore, it is thought, share her husband's economic interest. Because both derive their identity
from the same patrilineal source, it will not be easy for him to divorce her. Even when they are not
related by blood, husbands and wives address each other as "cousin" (ibin ammi and bint ammi, or
"son of my father's brother" and "daughter of my father's brother") and each other's parents as
ammi (uncle) and mart ammi (uncle's wife).

Occasionally, however, endogamy is disruptive of family unity. When, for
example, one of two brothers living together in the same family has a son,
and the other a daughter, these offspring are expected to marry. But if for
some reason either set of parents obstructs the marriage, conflict is bound
to ensue. If they do not marry, then something is considered to be wrong
with one of them (Tale 21). In this respect, as with polygyny, the tales
provide a critique of the culture, because they do not automatically reflect
the prevailing view that first-cousin marriage is best. In Tale 21 a young
man passes over seven of his first cousins, all of whom prove nasty and
vindictive when he marries a "stranger.” And in Tale 25 two sets of



marriages are compared, one in which a maligned wife is actually faithful to
her husband, the other in which three cousins in a row, though protesting
their faithfulness, turn out to be licentious and unfaithful to their shared
husband.

The two issues discussed thus far, polygyny and endogamy, are
fundamentally related to the third feature of the Palestinian extended
family, patrilocality. A woman may marry outside her family, but her in-
laws will always consider her a stranger because she does not belong to the
patrilineal network of relationships that define social identity for them: she
is not one of them. Thus, given a choice, a woman will always prefer to stay
as close to her paternal family as possible (we shall see why in our
discussion of brother/sister relationships below). For unlike endogamy,
which does not require but merely favors first-cousin marriage, patrilocality
leaves the newlyweds no choice: the bride must move into the household of
her husband. This requirement, as can be immediately perceived, has major
implications for our understanding of women and their behavior in the
tales. At no time in her life is a woman considered to live in her own space.
When she is single, she lives in the household of her father; after marriage,
in that of her husband.

In the tales patrilocality is taken for granted and is not questioned like polygyny, although in one
fantasy (Tale 44) the husband, who has just married the king's daughter, lives with her in a palace
given to them by her father.

Not only in kinship and space is the woman turned into the Other, but in
other important areas of social behavior as well, such as the related subjects
of family economy and the structure of family authority.

Both of these spheres will be discussed in detail later; here we will focus on the woman's place in the
structure of the family itself. The backbone of the family is a set of brothers who have grown up
together and by adulthood have found their own places within the family. In the early stages of the
family's formation, and before the brothers are married, they share a common goal - namely, the
unity and solidarity of the family, which they recognize as the basis for their economic existence and
social identity. As a unit, it also becomes their shelter and their source of strength (izwe) against the
outside world. Wives are brought into the family as attachments to the brothers. If they are not first
cousins, they come into an alien environment in which they are considered strangers. Their role is
therefore assumed to be divisive, aimed at splitting the family up so they can form their own separate
families. Thus a married woman, too, becomes the Other, for she pulls the man away from the orbit of
the family as son and brother and into her own orbit as husband. Because she is perceived as a threat,
her coming into the family is generally viewed with apprehension. We have several examples of this
syndrome in the tales, the most outstanding being Tales 2 ("The Woman Who Married Her Son") and
7 ("The Orphans' Cow"). The conflict in these tales, in which a wife is victimized by her mother-in-



law, is generated from the contradictory role a wife is supposed to play in the network of relationships
within the family.

The tales in these cases draw their material directly from life.

Just because, by virtue of their gender, women do not form part of the kin
group does not, however, mean that they have no power in Palestinian
society. On the contrary, the power of the Other is at least equal to that of
"self"; the difference is merely one of perspective. That power may express
itself in various ways, the telling of tales being one of them. Women also
have the power of their sexuality (see below), as we see in nearly all the tales
(e.g., Tales 2, 5, 12, 14, 15, 17, 18, 21, 25, 35). Indeed, the tales themselves
show us the power women have over men and each other: most of the tales
have grammatically feminine titles, many of which are women's names
(Tales 3, 13, 17, 18, 20, 26, 27, 31, 33, 42, 43), and even those that do not
have feminine titles, such as Tales 14 and 43

("Sackcloth" and "The Rich Man and the Poor Man"), concern women as the major characters. In
many tales women instigate action, while the men are often passive (e.g., Tales 1, 15, 27, 29).

Furthermore, the exigencies of the patriarchal system require people to prefer sons over daughters.
Male children are valued beyond all other values, as a popular proverb confirms: "Pamper your son,
and he'll benefit you; pamper your daughter, and she'll bring you shame" (dallil ibnak binfaak; dallil
bintak bithinak). In the tales the mother's wish is almost always for a daughter (Tales 1, 8, 23). In
short, these tales almost always concern, not heroes, but heroines: mothers, daughters, and wives.

Are the women indulging in fantasy here, in wish fulfillment? We think not.
No doubt an element of fantasy is involved, as is in all folktales. But if our
hypothesis is correct and the tales do present a portrait of the culture, then
their treatment of women must contain a large measure. of truth, as anyone
familiar with Arab society would confirm. Besides, the position of Otherness
in which women are cast endows them with objectivity; they observe the
society and weave plots for the folktales from the materials of their daily
experience.

As the proverb quoted earlier says, "The household of the husband is an education.”" Older women,
especially those past child-beating age, have been through a complete cycle of life in the midst of
extended families that could have as many as thirty members ranging from infancy to old age - a very
good school indeed. Although we shall return to this subject in our discussion of sexuality, it is
relevant here to look at the connection between women's social position and the almost scabrous tone
of the tales. When women are past childbearing age, they are considered asexual and hence beyond
the operative social taboos concerning speech and other forms of outwardly acceptable politeness.
Omitted from the formal kinship structure, women are left to define their roles in society themselves.
They do so through the tales, and in other forms of folklore that in Palestine are traditionally their



domain: embroidery, basket weaving, pot making, and verbal arts like wedding songs and laments for
the dead. Women provide a large measure of the creative and artistic energy in the society, as these
folktales amply demonstrate.

We can better comprehend the social position of the tellers if we consider
how authority is managed in the society. Authority devolves upon the
individual on the basis of three criteria: sex, age, and position in the family.
The greatest authority lies in the male head of the family, who combines all
three: he has authority over every member of his family. Women, of course,
do not benefit from the criterion of sex, but they do from the other two. By
virtue of her position relative to her husband, the wife of the patriarch has
authority over all the females in the family. Similarly, the wife of the eldest
brother has authority over the wives of the younger brothers, even though
some of them may be older than she is. Old age has authority because it
commands respect and obedience. Frequently reiterated proverbs help
instill this obedience in the minds of the young, such as "He who sees no
good in the old will see none in the new"

('illi malos xer ib-atiqo, malos xer bi-jdide) and " A month older than you, a whole age wiser" (‘'akbar
minnak ib-saher, 'axbar minnak ib-daher). Therefore, by the time they have become mature tellers,
women have acquired not only wisdom and experience in life, but a certain amount of authority as
well. This authority is reflected in the tales in the directness of approach, the earthiness of tone, and
the concision of narration.

Before we begin our discussion of family structure, a note of caution is
perhaps in order. To the extent that the ensuing analysis deals with
individuals in terms of the roles they play within the context of the familyj, it
is inspired by the tales. Certainly, the notion of role is more helpful to the
study of the folktale than is that of character, which is more appropriate to
the analysis of short stories and novels. And indeed, from the perspective of
the extended family - the social unit on which our analysis is based -
individuals are important only insofar as they fulfill roles (father, mother,
son, daughter, husband, wife) that help perpetuate the institution of the
family. But because our thesis is that the structural patterns existing in the
family generate the types of behavior we encounter in the tales, our
approach is not governed entirely by the tales. In other words, we do not, in,
our examination of family relationships, single out only those that occur in
the tales. Rather, we address conflicts in the society that, when translated in
terms of the tales, become the existential realities of the heroines and heroes.

Furthermore, we do not concern ourselves only with situations that lead to conflict but consider as



well those that are conducive to harmony. The reason is simple and compelling: the family occurs in
all the tales without exception, either as theme or as background.

And because our concern is to explore the relationship between the tales and the culture, we must
examine the whole system of family relationships in order to provide the necessary cultural
background to the tales. We thus avoid the pitfall of looking at the tales as mere reflectors of the
culture but rather see them as esthetic transformations - miniature portraits of an existing social
reality.

Assuming for the purposes of the discussion a three-generation extended
family, we will explore each set of relationships within it, both vertically
(parents in relation to children, and vice versa) and horizontally (in relation
to other members of the same set or other sets). In such a family there will
be a patriarch (the grandfather), a matriarch (his wife), a set of brothers
(their sons), a set of sisters (their daughters), and a set of grandchildren.
Because the family is by definition patrilineal, the set of brothers constitutes
its backbone, as we saw in our discussion of social identity. The sisters, it is
presumed, will marry and move out, but some of them may remain single
and live in their father's house the rest of their lives. Because the family is
patrilocal, wives are introduced into it as attachments to the sons and share
a special category of relationship - namely, that of husband's brother's wife
(silfe ; plural, salafat). Beginning with the father/son relationship, then, we
shall examine each relationship in turn, focusing first on its social content
and then on its configurations in the tales.

Father/son relationships, although not as numerous in the tales as
relationships between mothers and daughters, nevertheless form the basis
for action in several (e.g., Tales 5, 6, 30). As we said earlier, this relation
constitutes the ideological basis of the family, the cement that bonds it being
the cultural value of absolute obedience to the father. Ideally, a son should
assert his will as little as possible in the family, and sons are highly praised
for loyalty and obedience to the father. Yet the interests of the two
generations do not always converge. Conflict can arise, for example, as a
result of the father's polygyny, as in Tale 30, or when the son challenges the
father's authority (Tale 5), or the father abuses his authority (Tale 3). This
last tale also illustrates another type of conflict - that resulting from the
father's preference for the sons of one wife over those of another.

Mother/daughter relationships occur frequently in the tales (Tales 1, 7, 13,
15, 18, 23, 27, 28, 35) and form the basis for the action in at least four (Tales



1, 18, 23, 27). Even though technically they belong to different families (the
mother remains part of her father's extended family), mother and daughter
have no cause for conflict; rather, their interests are mutual and they share
a bond of trust (Tales 1, 15, 28). Argument over inheritance - a major cause
of conflict among male members of the family - does not touch them
because they do not usually inherit. Despite the obvious emphasis on having
male offspring, women appreciate their daughters as much as they do their
sons, and childless mothers in the tales wish for daughters far more
frequently than they do for sons (Tales 1, 8, 13, 23). Common sayings
confirm this appreciation - for example, "Girls are kind"

(il-banat hanayin) and "Daughters will help you [literally, 'you will find them'] in your old age; they
will take pity on you"

(il-banat bit-lagihin ib-kabarak, bi-sfaqualek). Whereas a son is duty bound to take care of his
mother, a daughter will do so out of kindness (Tale 1). A son may neglect his mother for his wife or
side against her in cases of conflict between the two, but a married daughter, because she lives in her
husband's household, never faces that situation. And although she is not supposed to, because the
household technically belongs to her husband, a married daughter will frequently send her own
daughter with food for her mother, particularly if the older woman has been neglected by her sons or
brothers.

Mothers are also expected to be kind to their daughters and make a special
effort to keep in touch with them, as we see dearly in Tale 27. They play a
major role in their daughters' marriages as well (Tale 23).

Moreover, because mother and daughter fulfill many family functions together, they form a natural
unit within the family. One of the most important of these functions involves locating a bride for the
son (brother), as in Tale 21, and providing him with a critique (bunuqduha) of the intended's
deportment and character. If she is from a different village and they have not seen her before, they
might even give her some simple tests, such as threading a needle (to test eyesight) and cracking a nut
with her teeth - as we see in an exaggerated form in Tale 12. By and large, the tales accurately reflect
the mother/daughter relationship as it is in life.

It would be difficult to conjecture the extent to which the mother/son
relationship as portrayed in the tales reflects the actual situation.

Certainly this relationship is depicted throughout the tales as extremely complex. In Tale 2 a mother
kills her daughter-in-law and pretends to be her sons wife, and in Tale 4 a son sends his mother to
certain death because she wants to marry at an advanced age. In Tale 22 a son tears his mother to
pieces, along with the children she had borne to a giant. Obviously these things do not go on in real
life; the tales must therefore reflect the emotional complexity of the relationship rather than its social
content. Although there are psychological and mythological explanations for this complexity - a
favorite theme in all literature - we will explore it in terms of the parameters already established.
Despite the closeness that should characterize the relationship, the contradictory criteria for
authority do cause contention. A son, particularly the eldest son, is second in command to his father



and can therefore wield power based on both his gender and his position in the family. The mother, in
contrast, commands respect and obedience by virtue of her age and her position as mother. As long as
the son is young and under her protection, no problems arise. But as he approaches manhood and is
pulling away from the sphere of his mother to that of his father (Tale 21), the potential for conflict
increases. A son must start asserting his authority early in order to establish himself as a man, and a
mother who impedes this process is bound to cause problems.

Furthermore, a son in some respects plays the role of husband to his own mother, because he must
guard her honor. Her sexuality, then, especially if she acts on it as in the tales cited above, is a certain
source of conflict.

Other aspects of motherhood are also significant in the tales, such as the
role of the stepmother (Tales 7, 9, 28) and the significance of the process of
adoption by a ghouleh, or feminine ghoul (Tales 10, 22); these aspects will be
discussed in the footnotes and afterwords to the tales.

The father/daughter relationship is extremely important in the structure of
the family, because it is the father (or more accurately, the patriarch) who
gives his daughter in marriage, thereby establishing a relationship of nasab
(in-laws) with another family. She remains a member of her father's family
for the rest of her life and does not take her husband's name even after
marriage. The father and his sons thus remain responsible for the daughter
throughout her life, whether she remains single and lives under their roof or
marries and moves out. The tales (5, 7, 9, 12, 13, 14, 22, 28, 34, 44) present
this relationship as one of great complexity, which does not necessarily
reflect the way it is managed in life. Neither by virtue of her gender, age, or
position in the family is the daughter endowed with any authority. Some of
the tales (5, 12, 15, 22, 44) confirm the image of a carefree daughter able to
manipulate her father into acceding to her wishes, even those that go against
social convention, as in Tale

12. In

Tale 14 the father interprets his relationship to his daughter as one of ownership - he wants to give her away
in marriage, but to himself.

Although this desire, like some of those discussed in the mother/son relationship, is susceptible to
psychoanalytic and other types of explanation, the root cause of the conflict in the first part of the tale stems
from the father's overstepping the bounds of authority that should regulate his behavior toward his daughter.

Natural brothers from the same mother generally maintain a harmonious
relationship; they have grown up together, and by the time they are adults



they have found their rightful places in the family (Tale 15).

Because they share gender and position in the family, the criterion of age becomes all important in
regulating their mutual relationships. As a result, the youngest brother must submit to the authority
of his older brothers, who have priority over him in every respect (Tale 8). They get married before
him and dispose of the collective property of the family according to their own needs. By the time the
father dies and the extended family begins to break up, the older brothers have children of their own
and have allocated to themselves enough of that collective property to be well established.

Thus, when the family property is formally divided the younger brother may not obtain his fair share,
and he must struggle on his own - although his older brothers may help him out as a favor.

In light of our thesis that the Palestinian folktale is a woman's art form, it is
interesting to note that conflict over inheritance among natural brothers is
not an explicit theme in these tales, even though in the society stories
concerning unfair division of property are remembered for generations.
Perhaps this is because conflict over the father's inheritance, which is one of
the major causes of strife among natural brothers, is an exclusively male
concern. Nevertheless, instances of conflict among half-brothers abound in
these tales (e.g., Tales 3, 5, 6, 7), here because of polygyny, the father
preferring the sons of one wife over those of the other. The situation at the
opening of Tale 5, where the king treats the son of one wife gently while
abusing the son of the other, is a dramatic representation of what actually
does take place. In life, people understand such treatment; the tales,
however, which always vindicate the youngest son against his older
brothers, show it to be an injustice.

The relationship among sisters is accurately reflected in the tales (10, 12,
20), though of course not down to the smallest detail. Until they are
married, sisters live together in one household, each having established her
place and relationship to the rest of the family. The most sensitive question
among them, and indeed, the major issue in the lives of all Palestinian
women, is that of marriage. Thus, all three of the tales cited show conflict
among sisters as being caused by jealousy. In Tale 10, the strife arises from
jealousy over the youngest sister's marriage to the son of the king; in Tale 12

likewise, the older sisters are jealous of the youngest one, who has a secret lover; and in Tale go the
improvident older sisters end up punishing the younger one. The tales derive from their folk
narrative form - and in this respect they do not accurately reflect the culture - a high degree of
violence inflicted by sisters on one another.

People do, however, recognize that jealousy and envy are potent motivating forces toward evil, and
they attribute the power of the evil eye to these forces.



Between brother and sister the relationship is warm and harmonious. It is
certainly the relationship most idealized in the tales (7, 9, 10, 31, 42, and
even 8). Generally, the sister's attitude toward her brother is one of love and
respect, and his to her is one of lifelong concern and protectiveness. An
older sister may exercise a nourishing and maternal role toward her brother
(Tales 7, 31), particularly if the mother is dead (Tale 9); whether younger or
older, she willingly serves him and his family, moving into his house if she
remains unmarried after the parents die. Such a relationship is important
because her brother remains her protector (sanad, izwe) for the rest of her
life. As we noted earlier, a bride's position in the extended family of her
husband is one of relative weakness at first, but if she comes into her new
situation with a strong and supportive set of brothers behind her, she can in
fact enjoy a certain sense of power.

A bride with no brothers is pitied; she is considered to be "cut off" (maqtua), with no one to stand up
for her in time of need.

Despite the potential for harmony between brother and sister, however,
conflict is possible in several areas. The most important of these concerns
the issue of sexual honor, as we see clearly in Tale 42, where the sister must
run away from her brothers in order to save her life. Sexual honor is also
addressed in Tale 8, although obliquely, as we explain in the footnotes. A
brother is bound to protect his sister's sexual honor, and she in turn can
ruin her own reputation and that of her family through indiscreet behavior.
Another possible area of conflict involves inheritance. Although entitled by
Islamic law (saria) to half what a man inherits, women usually forgo this
right in favor of their brothers. If she marries, the sister will share in her
husband's wealth - or poverty (Tale 43); and if she remains single, her father
or brothers will provide for her. A sister, however, can pose a threat to her
brothers by demanding her share of the inheritance, thereby, if she is
married, transferring family property to others who may be enemies.
(Although it is not attested in the tales, the issue of inheritance is socially
very significant, for it constitutes yet another way - economics - in which
women are turned into the Other.) A third source of conflict might lie in a
hostile relationship between a sister and her brother's wife, as in Tale 31; yet
regardless of how much tension exists between the two women, a sister will
never break her relationship with her brother, even if he wrongs her (Tales
8, 31, 42).



Because the wives of brothers (salafat) may come from different extended
families, and possibly from divergent social backgrounds, their mutual
relationships form a potentially great source of conflict, both for themselves
and for those around them. In this respect the relationship resembles that of
co-wives; and indeed, the two sets are structurally similar. Because Levirate
marriage is practiced in Palestine, salafat can become co-wives.
Furthermore, because marriage to a man is also marriage into a family, all
the brothers' wives come into the same family from the outside, and each
must find her own place in it, competing for the favor and attention of all
her in-laws. A clever woman (malune) who gets along well with her
husband's family (daramha - literally, "her uncle's household"), like the
heroine of Tale 15, is much admired in the society.

The causes for jealousy and hostility among salafat are many. Work
distribution becomes a source of friction when one of the wives is perceived
to be doing less than her fair share. Even a pregnant woman who is close to
term may be criticized for not doing enough; and after the birth, her sisters-
in-law are watching for her to resume her duties. If after forty days she has
not yet started working her full load, she will definitely hear about it. Her
husband could add fuel to the conflict by taking his wife's side against her
salafat .

The only example we have in the tales of this kind of relationship combines it with a sister
relationship - that is, two sisters are married to two brothers, a combination that does occur in
actuality (Tale 43). In this tale the transformation of social reality into fiction and its adaptation to the
pattern of a widely known folktale can be clearly seen (cf. Tale 28). Again recalling our observation
that the Palestinian folktale is a woman's art form, we note that here the protagonists are not male, as
is typical in other traditions, but female, with maleness retained only in the title.

Moreover, this tale collapses two sets of conflicting situations into one. By marrying two sisters to two
brothers, it not only puts them in conflict in their roles as salafat but also forces them to compare
their respective situations. And by making one husband rich and the other poor, it exacerbates their
jealousy and conflict as sisters.

Thus the tale puts the sisters into a situation where they are as closely related as possible but the
potential for conflict is at a maximum level.

The conflict-ridden relationship between a mother-in-law (hama) and her
sons wife (kinne) is of course proverbial, and the Palestinian context is no
exception. Tale 34, for example, presents the husband as a ghoul and his
mother and sister as ghoulehs, none of whom possess any redeeming
features whatsoever. As we have seen, until she has acquired a daughter-in-



law a woman in Palestinian society has no adults over whom she can
exercise authority. Daughters-in-law (kanayin), who may be in conflict with
each other as salafat, always unite against the mother-in-law when the
occasion calls for it. The image we have of the mother-in-law in the tales,
however, although usually negative, is not entirely that of an oppressive
tyrant. In Tale 2, for example, the harm the mother inflicts on her sons wife
is obviously due to sexual jealousy, whereas in Tale 7 the mother and the
sister fear that the wife will replace them in the son's affections. And Tale 21
shows us a completely different facet of this relationship as the bride, whom
her husband has shunned out of fear, conspires with his mother to bring
him back home.

In contrast to the mother-in-law's presumed hostility, the father-in-law's
attitude toward his sons wife is expected to be warm and protective. It
would not be unusual in a domestic quarrel for the wife to appeal to her
father-in-law ("uncle") against his own son. From the father-in-law's
perspective, unlike that of his wife and daughters, the son's wife is not
divisive; rather, by providing the family with children, she contributes
materially to its growth and therefore its strength. In Tale 21, the king
blesses his daughter-in-law's efforts to bring his son back home. He should
treat her as if she were his own daughter, for he is responsible to the head of
her family in case of conflict involving her. If a woman is unhappy with her
husband's treatment of her, her family complains not to her husband but to
his father. Indeed, the tales present pictures of some complexity in this
relationship between the patriarch and his sons wife. Tale 32, for example,
would be totally obscure if divorced from this social context. The father in
that tale perceives his first daughter-in-law as a jinni, presumably because
she has enchanted his son and keeps him all to herself and away from his
filial obligations; the attention the father and his wife lavish on the obedient
second daughter-in-law, in contrast, is meant to exemplify the harmony that
can prevail when a sons wife subserves her will to theirs.

The relationship between the bride's father and her husband is a critical
factor in two tales (12, 44), and it assumes secondary importance in a third
(Tale 22). In some respects Tale 12 is the counterpart of Tale 32, for now we
have the son-in-law enchanting the daughter and taking her away from her
father. Here also, the tale would remain somewhat obscure if we did not
take this relationship into account.



The father's forgetfulness in bringing his favorite daughter the bird she had asked for indicates his
unwillingness to part with her. Hence the husband in this tale, like the wife in Tale 32, is given the
shape of a magical and utterly remote creature. In Tale 44, the king has a daughter but no sons; his
interest in a son-in-law, then, represents interest in a son to make his heir. Finally, the second half of
Tale 22 also takes for its theme the relationship between father and son-in-law; there, the king
ostracizes his daughter for marrying against his will. In life, such an action could lead to a permanent
rupture, but in the tale the father is ultimately reconciled with his daughter and accepts his son-in-
law as his own.

We now turn to the relationship between husband and wife. From our
discussion thus far it should be clear why this is the most prominent
relationship in the tales: it occurs as a theme in nearly all of them and
provides the basis for the plot in several (Tales 24-27).

Marriage is a threshold event in a woman's life; not only does she form a lifelong bond, but she moves
out of her father's house as well. This journey to the husband's household constitutes the plot of
several tales, including 7, 12, 13, 14, and, most notably, 18. For the male too, marriage, although not
so traumatic, is nevertheless an important event, bringing great responsibilities, some of which he
may not yet be ready, or willing, to shoulder (Tale 21). Because marriage creates an alliance between
two extended families, it complicates the system of relationships in the society. It is generally
acknowledged that the relationship of nasab (in-laws) is never an easy one; indeed, it could be fraught
with problems throughout, from the early stages of familiarity through, perhaps, the husband's
taking another wife later. Marriages are usually arranged between socially equal members of
extended families, who at the same time are likely to be adversaries competing with each other for
power and influence in the society.

The tales explore various facets of married life, from the first stirrings of
desire to the building of a family and the birth of children. With regard to
the awakening of sexuality (the third group of tales in Group I, and
elsewhere), the cultural sensitivity about this subject is accurately reflected,
being dealt with indirectly, usually through symbol (a bird in Tales 10, 11,
12). Yet at the same time the tales adopt an imaginative reality that would
not be tolerated in the culture. In fact, what gives some of these tales their
particular character is the way this reality is used to present the woman's
viewpoint. Specifically, in several tales (10, 11, 12, 13, 15, 17, 23) it is the
woman who either expresses an interest in acquiring a husband or goes out
and actively pursues one. In life, in stark contrast, a woman must show no
public interest in the subject of sex, lest she compromise her honor. Even
when the subject is her own marriage, a modest woman would not say yes
should her father consult her wishes in the matter; most likely she would
leave it to her father to make the decision. Yet in some tales, as we have seen
(Tales 12, 22), the girls decide themselves, and against the wishes of their
parents.



The marriage relationship is not necessarily a harmonious one, especially
when the couple remains within the confines of the extended family.

As we have said, the wife comes from the outside into an already formed unit whose members share
not only a common descent but also a way of doing things. They have established a life together over
many years, and until the wife learns to conform to their ways she is subject to criticism, perhaps
even ridicule. Her in-laws do not necessarily accept that she comes from a different background and
so may do things differently; more likely they will simply consider her way wrong. With the husband
under strong pressure to remain loyal to the family, he may, even against his will, find himself in a
situation of conflict with his wife, as in Tales 18, 29, and 32. In Tale 29 the man chooses - to his peril -
to believe a ghouleh who claims to be his aunt rather than listen to his wife. A striking theme common
to several of the tales (24, 25, 35, 42) is that of the calumniated wife. Tale 24, in which a suspicious
husband wrongfully punishes his wife, clearly serves a didactic purpose, for it addresses a specific
abuse in domestic relationships. Tale 25, too, deals with male suspicion and jealousy of a wife who
proves to be in the right. And in Tale 26 the wife insists on living with her husband on her own terms -
and wins.

Finally, we turn to the relationship between the sister and the brother's wife.
This is one of the most important of women's relationships, and the one with
the greatest potential for growth. Initially, the sister feels great joy at the
prospect of her brother's marriage, which she expresses publicly by dancing
at his wedding and singing songs of praise for his wife. And in fact, as we
mentioned earlier, the sister plays an important role in the selection of her
brother's wife.

Together with her mother, she searches for a girl with whom they can get along, since they will be
living together in one household possibly for life. Thus the sister provides her brother with a critique
of the girl's character and appearance - at which juncture the potential for conflict is already strong,
for the sister might find fault with a potential bride who nevertheless marries the brother. In the
close-knit social milieu of the family the sister's negative judgments cannot long remain a secret, and
so already at the start the new bride must overcome the sister's antipathy in order to please her
husband.

Assuming, however, that harmony reigns at the beginning, nevertheless the
conflicting interests of wives and sisters are bound to give rise to hostilities
and friction. The wife sees the sister as a junior mother-in-law, and so she
lumps them together as a common enemy. This conflict, which springs out
of the brother's lifelong obligation to his sister, is clearly exemplified in Tale
31, where the wife accuses the sister of being a ghouleh. It may also explain
the paternal aunt's portrayal as a ghouleh, both in this collection (Tales 6,
29) and throughout the tradition. Here again, the conflict between brother's
wife and sister in the tales may arise from the conflicting loyalties both of
them expect from the brother in real life. Even though the family has
actually gained a new member in the daughter-in-law, the sister (and her



mother) still feel that they have lost a brother (and a son). The sister may
think she is losing not only influence over her brother but also his affections
as a result of this "stranger" coming into the household.

Whereas the struggle between mother and daughter-in-law frequently breaks out into the open, that

with the sister is more likely to remain muted. The wife in turn fears, and not unreasonably given the
structure of the extended family, that her husband will be more of a brother to his sister and a son to

his mother than a husband to her.

Another possible source of friction here (which does not occur in this
collection) is resentment over inheritance. Sisters, at least before they
marry, spend much of their lives working in the house, assisting the wives in
housework and childrearing. Yet the sisters do not inherit, whereas the
wives at least benefit from the fact that their sons inherit. If a sister marries
into a family poorer than her own, she is bound to feel that her brother's
wife has somehow disinherited her.

With age, however, especially after the sister marries and becomes occupied
with the affairs of her own conjugal family, raising her own children, and
coping with her husband’s sister, the hostility between her and her brother's
wife lessens. As we said, the sister has a vested interest in maintaining a
harmonious relationship with her brother and his children, and very often
this harmony eventually includes the wife, who herself no longer feels
threatened by the sister's presence in the house.



The Tales and Authority in the Society

Thus far we have discovered that the tales are themselves empowering and
constitute a form of authority for the old women who narrate them.

The narrative style and method used draw their authenticity from the rules and conventions handed
down by the Palestinian tradition in folk narrative. Similarly, the individual tellers, who already
enjoy social authority through their special position as old women, derive moral authority from the
tradition, which serves to validate the act of narrating the tales to the young, thereby providing them
with heroic models for behavior. Furthermore, we discovered that the social structure itself, which
provides material for basic plot situations, also provides the models for the authority that regulates
individual behavior in the tales.

Authority, we said, is also invested in gender (male over female) and in age
(older over younger). We now turn our attention to these categories,
particularly in relation to the tales. Because authority regulates behavior,
knowing how it works helps us understand the meaning of action in the
tales. Reinforcing the working of authority is a system of rewards and
punishments based on deeply held cultural values, such as respect for
tradition and old age and obedience to parental authority. Age commands
respect and should command obedience. A man, for example, might feel
offended if he is taken to be younger than he actually is. Children are taught
from a very early age to kiss the hands of their parents, uncles and aunts,
and grandparents. Even grown men do so as a sign of obedience and
respect. To the extent that behavior follows the rules, it is rewarded -
mothers are always asking for divine blessing for their children (Tale 4).
Obedience to one's father, even in situations where he is unfair or cruel, is
considered honorable behavior. In most of the tales the action embraces a
cycle of conflict and resolution that revolves around these themes. Conflict
arises when a person in authority abuses his or her power (as in Tale 3), or
when an individual wishes to go against the dictates of the family (as in
Tales 4 and 22). Resolution consists of the return of the domestic situation to
a new harmony, entailing necessary adjustments on the part of the
individual. The social order always remains intact.

The question of authority is also relevant to the individual's relationship to
society, and hence to the meaning of heroism in the tales. The extended
family deals with the outside world as a corporate unit; because it is



ultimately responsible for the behavior of its members, it supports them
materially, shelters them, and comes to their aid in case of conflict. In
return, the family must be able to count on the loyalty of individual
members, for only then is its viability as a unit that can incur and fulfill
social and legal obligations guaranteed. If, let us say, the head of one family
were to promise his granddaughter's hand to the head of another family, he
must be able to count not only on her approval but also on that of her
father, his son, even if the younger man was not consulted ahead of time.
Similarly, the head of the family receiving the offer must be able to count on
all those concerned to accept it. Therefore, the family exhibits a proprietary
interest in its members, viewing them not as independent agents but as
resources. In the tales, because the social order always remains intact, the
ethic of authority is constantly confirmed; yet at the same time there is an
unquestionable focus on the individual. One aspect of heroism thus consists
in individuals undertaking or initiating action on their own, an emphasis
that we see reflected in nearly all the tales.

Heroic action in the tales also concerns the idea of identity in the society.
Again, from the perspective of the extended family, identity is collective.
Through respect for tradition and deference to age, individuals are
socialized from childhood to harmonize their will with that of the family.
They are encouraged to perceive themselves as others see them and to
validate their experience in terms of the approval of others. Standing out,
doing things differently, or disobeying authority bring punishments ranging
from the physical to the psychological, such as the show of displeasure,
reproach, public censure, or social ostracism - as in Tales 10 and 35, where
the calumniated wives are placed in the "house of desertion”

(bet il-hijran). Therefore, heroic action - that is, action in accordance with individual will - necessarily
entails a capacity for isolation and separation of self from the collective identity. In the tales, this
capacity is reflected in the prevalence of the journey motif (Tales 5, 6, 7, 8, 9, 12, 13, 14, 16, 17, 18, 23,
28, 35, 42, 44), with separation generally being followed by some form of reunion after a new balance
is established. Significantly, the journey is often undertaken by a woman, as in the archetypal (in this
regard) Tale 13.

With reference to sexuality, the third determinant of authority, the
relationship between the tales and the culture is extremely complex.

On the one hand, the tales reflect prevailing moral standards; yet on the other, they also articulate
attitudes and explore relationships and practices that are in almost total contradiction to social
norms.



The attitude of frankness we find in many of the tales may be attributed to the fact that their
narrators are older women who are liberated from the social constraints governing verbal expression
of taboo subjects like sex. The best example we have of this freedom occurs in a variant of Tale 1, as
told by Im Nabil. When she came to the part about the man defecating in the cooking pot and the pot
closing on him, Im Nabil laughed; then, still laughing, she said that the pot chopped off the man's
"equipment" (idde). In Tale 33 there is a reference to the child's "little pecker."

Such examples are to be found throughout the tradition. In ordinary conversation, however,
especially in mixed company, women would almost never bring up the subject of sex, particularly if
they are still unmarried.

We noted earlier that the extended family as an institution maintains a
proprietary relationship toward its individual members. This relationship
manifests itself in a system of social controls based on family structure and
on a highly developed sense of shame (eb) that is inculcated in the individual
from a very early age. And of all the forms of behavior that the family seeks
to control, the sexuality of its women, which has the greatest potential for
incurring shame, is by far the most important. The sexual urge is
recognized to be a powerful drive that by its very nature threatens family
unity because, as a private and individual matter, it is not susceptible to
control or direction from the authority figure. At the same time, sexuality
constitutes a vitally important resource that, if handled properly according
to the traditions of the society, can advance the goals and interests of the
family in relation to the outside world.

If mishandled, however - if, for example, family members, especially females, allow themselves the
freedom of acting on their individual needs or desires - it can be a most dangerous resource.

Female sexuality is precious for several important reasons. First, it is the
source of reproduction. Palestinian families value children highly, as the
tales often show, the prevailing attitude being that the more children the
better, as long as a reasonable sexual balance obtains (e.g., three males to
two females). Second, women's sexuality, through marriage, involves the
actual winning or losing of individuals, a most important economic resource
in an agrarian society based on manual labor, in which women as well as
men play an important part in the production of food. And third, marriage
commits a family to a relationship of nasab (in-laws), through which it can
make allies or enemies and compete for power in the society. The value of
sexuality in the Palestinian context of endogamous family relations, in which
first cousins can marryj, is clear, for it allows the family to grow larger and
more powerful without having to resort to an outside relationship.



Furthermore, because the Palestinian extended family is also polygynous, an
excess of daughters, even though they are less favored than sons, is not.
necessarily viewed as an evil, as long as there are enough cousins to marry
them -

provided, of course, that no two sisters end up as co-wives, since that is forbidden by Muslim religious
law (saria).

By viewing sexuality from the perspective of the extended family we can put
into meaningful focus one of the most important themes in Palestinian and
Arab culture - and in the tales as well (e.g., Tale 28) - namely, the question of
sexual honor. It is important to note that in a sexual relationship the man is
generally considered to take, or gain, something, whereas the woman gives
away, or loses, something. Undoubtedly, the issue of female honor (which is
actually the honor of the male) also involves psychological, religious, and
perhaps even spiritual considerations, but these do not negate the notion of
possession if a man feels that what he holds most sacred has been violated
because his sister has given herself illicitly to a man. The wife in Tale 44
helps her husband escape her father's wrath because she, having been
together with him sexually, was now "beholden" to him - that is, she had
surrendered to him part of her identity.

Because female sexuality is such a valued possession of the family, it is
guarded with utmost care. The family that fails to protect this most precious
of assets incurs great shame, because the stakes are high, as in Tale 22,
where the hero's revenge on his mother for marrying behind his back is
quite terrible. Protecting female sexuality (that is, male honor) is the most
important value in Arab society, on which the family's sense of honor, its
integrity, and its self-respect all hinge. If a female were a willing participant
in an illicit relationship, she would be considered a great offender, a traitor
to the honor of the family (Tale 25), and her punishment could be severe
indeed, including (until recently) the possibility of death. Illicit sex is
considered as serious a crime as murder and carries, along with the revenge
feud, the greatest potential for violence in the society.

Because sexuality is so important and so closely connected with the family's
honor and reputation, families do restrict, channel, and control the sexual
activity of their members. It is on the foundation of the power of sexuality
that the Arab practice of sexual segregation rests. Although this practice is



perhaps not as pronounced in the Christian as in the Muslim community,
nevertheless gender governs social relations from childhood to old age in
both communities.

Generally, individuals are given no chance to abuse sexuality by engaging in it outside prescribed
channels, and all possible temptations that might lead to sexual activity are removed through
segregation. Indeed, a girl need not actually establish a sexual relationship for her reputation to be
ruined; just falling in love -

by which she transgresses the barriers of separation - if it becomes publicly known, is enough.
Because people consider that even an innocent love relationship could be the pathway to sex, it is a
definite threat to the family's honor.

The separation of the sexes starts early. Boys grow up in the men's world,
and girls in the women's. Although they are allowed to play together when
young, as they grow older and the potential for sexual contact increases, the
barrier of separation is made stronger, particularly if marriage is a
possibility. For example, first cousins living in the same house, who may be
intended for each other, will stop talking together and will avoid each other
on every possible occasion; thus their relationship will take on a sexual
definition.

Regardless of whether the pair are cousins or not, however, the stronger the possibility of a sexual
relationship (i.e., marriage) between them, the more intense is the isolation imposed on them by
society and the separation they feel individually. If a girl hears that a certain family is interested in
her for their son, she will start to feel bashful in front of him and his family and will probably try to
avoid contact with them altogether. As we have indicated, for a girl merely to show interest in any
matter relating to sexuality is dangerous to her reputation. Hence the safest course for her is to act as
if she does not want it (as Sackcloth does at the end of Tale 14), even on her wedding night - or
perhaps particularly then, for a display of aversion would prove her innocence and modesty.

After marriage husband and wife must behave discreetly, showing no
affection in public. Indeed, public show of affection is permitted only in
situations where there is no likelihood of a sexual connection. Thus men will
hug and kiss each other on the cheek after a prolonged absence, and women
will do likewise, but the men will not kiss the women, or vice versa. Teenage
males hold hands unself-consciously, and may come into much closer
physical contact in public than would be acceptable in Europe and North
America. Women, at least until menopause, are supposed to be more
circumspect in their behavior at all times; thereafter, however, they are
given wide leeway.



It is not because sex is considered evil that behavior in sexual matters is so
strictly circumscribed by society. Quite the contrary; Palestinian and Arab
society is not prudish. Any society that loves children so much cannot
possibly denigrate the activity that leads to their birth. Rather, it is
restricted because it is viewed as the force with the greatest potential for
disrupting family unity and harmony.

Beauty and sexual desire can drive people out of their wits, making them feel as if possessed by the
jinn - as at the beginning of Tale 30. They say of a beautiful woman, bitjannin, "she will drive one
mad." Women in the tales frequently appear in the guise of jinn (Tales 17, 30, 32, 37). In the final
analysis, the separation of the sexes, the pretense in front of the young that sex does not exist, and the

value placed on sexuality as a signature of family honor all merely confirm its supreme importance.
Sexuality, in short, is affirmed through constant denial.

Denial is not, however, the prevailing ethic in many of the tales here; rather,
we find women's sexuality and their emotional needs largely affirmed.
Indeed, women play a much more active role with regard to their sexuality
in the tales than in real life. For example, they actively choose their mates at
least as frequently as the men do, whereas in the society they play a passive
role, being chosen by the family of their potential mates and then having
merely to accept the decision their guardians make on the subject. Rarely
does a woman ever negate this decision, especially if her father or the head
of her family has already given his word. The image we see in such tales as
13 and 35, where the woman is stranded in a tree, looking as beautiful as the
moon but waiting for a man to rescue her, is counterpoised by the figure of
the vizier's daughter in Tale 15, by Gazelle in Tale 17, or even by the cricket
in Tale 23 - all of whom actively search out their mates. Even where the
woman awaits rescue by the man in the tales, it is she who accepts the offer
of marriage and not her family. This pattern in the tales concerning mate
choice is so consistently at odds with the facts of social life that we must
finally conclude that a deeply felt emotional need is being articulated.

Another aspect of sexuality in the tales that society plays down is the
affirmation of a romantic attitude toward love, which would lead to a
questioning of some basic social assumptions. As we have seen, premarital
contact of any sort is considered detrimental to a woman's reputation,
making it difficult for her to find a husband. Yet frequently in the tales (12,
14, 16, 18, 21), this contact constitutes the very basis on which the marriage
relationship is formed. Concomitant with the aura of romance, we find also
an attitude of permissiveness and playfulness, which stands in sharp



contrast to accepted social practice. The appearance of a nightly lover (Tale
12), for example, would be absolutely forbidden, yet in the tale the father
himself summons the lover to his daughter. And (obviously) the dalliance of
pursuit in such tales as 15 and 17 would be out of the question in real life.

No doubt, the basic situation in many of these tales is dictated by the tale
type, as for example the father's express desire to marry his own daughter
(Tale 14) in many Arabic variants of the Cinderella type. The same thing
may be said of the symbols and the fantasy through which many of these
tales convey their meaning. Indeed, social context helps illuminate the very
significance of these elements in the tales. Presented in a form that might
rely less on literary displacement and more on verisimilitude, the events that
take place in the tales would jar the prevailing sensibility of the society. The
fact that the nightly lover in Tale 12 comes in the form of a magic bird or
that the sexual playfulness in Tale 15 takes place in a mysterious
underground cavern removes the action from the realm of the plausible
without diminishing its meaning. Nor does it detract from the tales’ value as
a form of wish fulfillment or from their esthetic purpose in presenting
possibilities not permitted in real life. We said earlier that men generally do
not concern themselves with these tales. Our discussion here will have made
that aversion a little clearer, particularly since some of the mores of which
men are the guardians, such as the strictures safeguarding women's honor,
are consistently challenged in the tales.

As we remarked earlier, heroines predominate over heroes in the tales, and
in the corpus as a whole we discover that the men's portraits are usually
restricted to their social roles as sons, brothers, fathers, and authority
figures, whereas the women's are more complex. On one end of the scale we
have images of women as magical beings who can be enchanting and
ethereal like the jinn, or bestial and destructive like ghoulehs; and on the
other, the tales also embody a wide range of social relationships involving
women. Thus we have situations in which women act in relationships as
daughters, sisters, cousins, brides, wives, co-wives, mothers, mothers-in-law,
daughters-in-law, aunts, grandmothers, widows, old wives acting as go-
betweens, and foster mothers. The reason for this accent on women is
twofold. First - and most obviously - the majority of tellers are women, and
folktales constitute their genre par excellence. And second, the Palestinian
patrilocal social arrangement does not bring men into as complex a set of



relationships as it does women. Men, for example, have no relationship
equivalent to that of co-wives, certainly one of the most prominent
relationships in the tales; nor is there one equivalent to that of salafat
(husbands' brothers' wives).

Leaving aside the opposite poles of jinn and ghouls (which will be discussed
extensively in the footnotes), we note that the image of women presented in
the tales conforms to no stereotype. We have, for example, faithful wives,
unfaithful ones (though the former predominate by far), and calumniated
ones. Passive women are rare in the tales (Tales 32, 35); rather, women
generally constitute the active element. Whether in preparing herself for
marriage (Tale 11), in pursuing a husband (Tales 11, 12, 13, 14, 15, 21, 23),
in helping him out of a crisis (Tale 37), in avoiding danger (Tale 29), in
defending her children (Tale 38), or in claiming her right to be taken
seriously (Tale 26), a woman initiates the action. As a sister, she is protective
of her brother (Tales 7, 9, 31), although toward her sisters she tends to be
jealous and envious (Tales 10, 12, 43).

As a daughter she can be manipulative of her father (Tales 5, 15), and as a wife, of her husband (Tale
7). She can also be harsh, especially to her co-wives (Tales 20, 30). As a stepmother she may be very
cruel (Tales 7, 9, 28), but as a foster mother she is very kind, even when outwardly portrayed as a
ghouleh. In fact, the image of the fearful ghouleh who at the same time shows only kindness to her
own children and to her adopted son, the hero, is as complex as any we are likely to find for women in
folk literature. For, despite her terrifying appearance and her superhuman power, the ghouleh is still
a nourishing female, as symbolized by her huge breasts, which, because they dangle over her
shoulders, allow the young hero to approach her from behind and receive nourishment from her
before having to face her directly (Tales 10, 22). In contrast to the figure of the ghouleh, who
outwardly inspires fear but is gentle on the inside, stands the figure of the jinni, whose exterior is
enchantingly beautiful, but whose reality could be something else entirely (Tale 30). This complex
image of women in these tales simply has no parallel in the portrayal of men.



Food in Society and the Tales

In a peasant society that relies on labor-intensive agriculture on limited
land, and in which the size of an individual household could be thirty or
more, food is the most important material resource at the family's disposal.
The cultivation, consumption, storage, sale, and distribution of food are the
family's primary concerns and take up the greatest portion of its time. It is
therefore not surprising that food assumes such an important role in the
tales, and not merely as nourishment but as a motivator for the action in
some and a source of metaphor and symbol in others. The titles of four tales
refer to foods: "Jummez," a type of fig (12); "Jbene,"

cheese (13); "Chick Eggs" (28); and "Pomegranate

Seeds" (35). In Tale 12 the name of the food is also that of the hero, and in 13 and 35 it is that of the
heroine - and in all three the symbolic association of food imagery with sexuality is fairly clear. Food
is the basic motivator of action in all the "Environment"

tales in Group IV, and it figures prominently in several others as well (e.g., Tales 1, 9, 14, 15, 27, 29,
34, 36, 45). In its symbolic aspect food has magical properties, being used, for example, to make a
woman conceive, as in Tales 6 and 28. The symbolic figures of ghouls and ghoulehs have as their most
outstanding characteristic an insatiable appetite. As metaphor, food in the tales designates a state of
well-being and satisfaction, especially when available in abundance, as in Tales 29, 43, and 44. It is
also used as a sign of love (Tales 14, 15).

In using food and the processes associated with it - from growing and
storing it to eating and then defecating - to generate metaphor and symbol,
the tales accurately reflect cultural attitude and practice.

Although consumed collectively, food, like all other material goods belonging to the family, is
considered the property of the patriarch, and his permission must be sought before it is given away.
The patriarch's authority in this respect extends even to mother's milk, which belongs not to her but
to her husband. Thus she may not nurse another woman's baby without his permission. (Actually, the
concern here may be less over the loss of the milk than over the fact that milk siblings, who will likely
be first cousins, are forbidden by religious law from marrying each other.)

The distribution of food is the responsibility of the patriarch's wife, and it
represents her authority in the family. If the family is small, its members eat
together, but if large, she divides the food among them. The proper message
of that division, which children are taught from a very early age, is fairness
to all. Sometimes, however, food is distributed not according to need but



according to position in the family hierarchy. The family, for example, may
wish to honor its head by serving him food prepared separately and with
better ingredients than those used for the rest of the family. If the food is
prepared in the same way for all, the patriarch is usually given first
preference and served the best pieces of meat. Certain situations, of course,
call for special treatment without attracting attention. Invalids are served
rich meat broths to help them recover (Tale 22), even though the rest of the
family may not taste meat more than three or four times a year. Newlyweds
are also favored, as exemplified in the wedding feasts at the ends of many
tales. On their wedding night the groom's mother brings the couple dinner,
appropriately called the "mouthful of happiness” (lugmit is-saade); she will
also bring them a good breakfast the next morning. They may receive this
special treatment for a few days, but if it goes on too long the other
members of the family will begin to complain. A pregnant woman who
craves a particular food can also reasonably expect her craving to be
satisfied (Tale 2). It is up to her mother-in-law to see to her desires, and
although this is not done openly, no one minds much if the women are found
out. After giving birth, too, a mother may be served meat dishes for several
days (Tale 24), if the family can afford it; and if the newborn is a boy, the
mother may be favored more openly and for a longer period of time.

The very importance of food production in the family economy and the
emphasis placed on fair distribution make it an ideal tool for showing favor.
Although not necessarily scarce, food was not always plentiful, as we see in
Tale 29, where the family crosses the river into Trans-Jordan in search of
food. Two contradictory forces are at work here: the love (and need) of
Palestinian fellahin for large families on the one hand, and the limited
productivity of land parcels that were becoming smaller with each
succeeding generation on the other. Clearly, then, the extended-family ethic
of equal treatment is based not only on the utilitarian imperative of keeping
the family together but also on objective conditions of near scarcity.
Favoritism in food distribution is thus not an act that could be easily
overlooked, and its occurrence beyond the relatively few permissible
occasions outlined above can lead to envy, jealousy, and conflict. Those who
conspire in this favoritism are considered traitors to the collective interests
of the family and thieves who allocate to themselves a resource that
rightfully belongs to all.



Those singled out for favor through food appreciate its value as a sign of
love. The giving and sharing of food are associated with the expression of
love in all its forms. Mothers use food to establish special relationships with
their children; young men bring sweets when visiting their intended brides;
and newlyweds use food on the first night of marriage to help break the ice.
In the tales, as in life, the rituals of love are always accompanied by rituals
of food (e.g., Tales 10, 14, 15). There is in fact a whole corpus of tales and
jokes concerning the theme of illicit love in which the affair is always
discovered as a result of missing food. (Indeed, when food starts to,
disappear from a house, an affair is always suspected.) A common
expression people use when faced with a confusing situation, "Is this the cat
or the meat?," has its origin in one such tale, in which the husband brings
home two kilograms of meat and asks the wife to prepare it. The meat,
however, disappears; she claims that the cat ate it, whereupon he, taking
hold of the cat and weighing it, discovers it weighs two kilograms. Turning
to his wife, he asks, "If this is the cat, where's the meat? And if this is the
meat, where's the cat?"

Food is also important outside the confines of the extended family. Two of
the most basic values of Arab culture, hospitality and generosity, are
expressed through the giving or sharing of food. Hospitality is shown to all
guests (Tale 41), who were traditionally welcome for three days with no
questions asked. In the tales, even the hostile ghoulehs show hospitality to
the aspiring young hero. Even today a poor family might slaughter its best
lamb or go into debt in order to show hospitality to a visitor. The guesthouse
(madafe), where strangers were received, was a feature of Palestinian
villages and towns well into the period of the British Mandate. The ideal
form of generosity is to give food to someone who cannot be expected to
reciprocate, such as a beggar or a poor family - and to ensure that
reciprocation is not even attempted, those who wish to exercise the purest
form of generosity will give anonymously, usually during major religious
festivals.

Food is also used to give other messages, entailing less noble motives. In
competing for prestige, a family may take advantage of the numerous
ceremonial occasions that present themselves to prepare huge feasts,
offering much more food than their guests can possibly eat. They thus seek
not reciprocation, but a general recognition of their generosity on the part



of the community, and comparison with other prominent families. Such
splurging and shows of wealth are even more striking when the competition
is for power. By offering an individual or family a big feast, the host puts
them under the social obligation of having to reciprocate. If they do not,
they incur a social debt; but if they do, the competition could continue with
the exchange of even bigger feasts.

All major stages in the life of an individual or a family, whether in joy or in
mourning, are celebrated with the sharing of food. Among these occasions
are the birth of a son (Tale 18), his circumcision or first communion, his
marriage (several of our tales end with a wedding feast), the raising of a
roof on a house, or the death of a family member. On this last occasion food
is also given as alms to the poor on behalf of the soul of the deceased (Tale
45). Other occasions include dinner invitations for the sake of establishing a
relationship of friendship between two families, for exploring the
possibilities of nasab (in-laws), and for sealing a reconciliation (sulha)
between two warring families. The sharing of food, in short, is a regular and
very important feature of Palestinian social life, forming an important link
in the bonds that give the society its coherence and its distinctive character.
This importance is accurately reflected in the tales, although the emphasis
there, by the genre's nature, is more on romantic than social relationships.



Religion and the Supernatural

Whereas food provides the tales with a social ethic reflected in action and
imagery and based on the interactions of human beings both among
themselves and with the physical environment, the supernatural imbues
them with an entirely "other" apprehension of reality based on the beliefs
and superstitions of the folk. Thus action in the tales, as we have explained,
has its basis in Palestinian social reality, but management of this action is
never free of supernatural influence, as dictated by the genre. Sometimes
the supernatural takes specific shape in the form of jinn, ghouls, giants, or
other supernatural beings (e.g., Tales 5, 6, 8, 16, 17, 18, 19, 22, 29, 30, 32, 34,
35, 36, 37, 40); at other times it remains an abstract force, such as chance or
predestination (e.g., Tales 13, 14, 28, 32, 42, 43, 44, 45). In some tales the
supernatural helps the action along, whereas in others it presents obstacles
to be overcome so that the desired result, such as the completion of a quest
or the ridding of an evil influence from the community, may be achieved.

The pattern of action in most of the tales has as its dominant motif the
journey. In a few (e.g., Tales 2, 7, 12, 34), the journey motivates the action
only when the authority figure (father or husband) decides to leave; in the
rest, however, the journey itself constitutes the major action. In this latter
case, the journey motif serves the tale's purposes well, for it accommodates
the occurrence of marvelous or magical events. The tellers usually open and
close the tale in the home or village environment familiar to the audience,
but in between they send their heroines and heroes on journeys in which
they travel to strange places, encounter supernatural beings, or both. One
location popular with Palestinian tellers is under the ground (Tales 15, 16,
20, 30, 32, 36, 42, 43). This place may be a duplicate of the world above, as
in Tale 43; a well in which ghouls (Tale 20) or jinn (Tale 36) dwell, or into
which human beings have been thrown for punishment (Tales 7, 30); or a
generalized cavern in which treasure may be found (Tale 44) or unusual
events take place (Tale 15). If the location of the action is not under the
ground, it could be in a tower (Tale 18), at the top of a mountain (Tale 12),
in a cavern under the sea (Tale 25), in a cave remote from civilization (Tale



28), on an island (Tale 45), or in a mysterious country beyond the seas (Tale
5).

By weaving the super-real into the fabric of the real, folk narrative asserts
the primacy of the imagination, creating a dialectical relationship between
the supernatural and the physical. It also closes the door on facile or one-
dimensional interpretations, lending the action a timeless quality by placing
it neither fully in the real nor in the realm only of the supernatural. Of
course, the jinn, ghouls, and other supernatural beings who inhabit these
tales are derived from the general Arabic folk tradition; there is, however, a
specifically Middle Eastern dimension to belief about the supernatural as
well, which must be addressed.

Village peasants in Palestine do not distinguish between official religion and
its teachings on the one hand and the beliefs and superstitions of folk
religion on the other. Naturally, then, no sharp distinction exists between the
domain of the supernatural and that of everyday life, or between the realms
of the spiritual and the material. All these categories shift back and forth
and merge into each other. For example, when she cannot be seen but can
make her presence felt, a ghouleh resembles a supernatural being; yet she
may also appear as an animal, a human being, or a combination of both
(Tale 19). Likewise, the soul of a dead person may be heard, imagined, and
felt; but it can also materialize and stand next to, talk to, or even touch
someone. A religious or holy person may be very real - a relative perhaps,
with whom one shares food and engages in conversation - but that person is
also thought to have the ability to disappear and then reappear a few
minutes later in another town or village. Because we have restricted this
collection to folktales and excluded saints’

legends, there are no examples of this ability on the part of holy men to move magically from one
place to another; nevertheless, the magic journey is a major motif in all the tales.

This concretization of the spiritual applies to all the domains of the
supernatural, including the divine. On occasion God is heard talking, or He
may be addressed directly. At the moment of childbirth, for example, the
"gates of heaven" (bwab is-sama) are supposed to open, and if someone
were to make a request at this time, God would respond. Another such
auspicious moment occurs at midnight on the twenty-seventh of Ramadan,
at the onset of the new moon. On this night, which is known as the "night of



destiny" (lelt il-qader), people stay up late, and some have reported seeing a
door in "heaven" open and a strong light emanate from it. God is imagined
as a physical being who could be seen if it were not for the brilliance of the
light shining from the "gates of heaven."

In the imaginary world of the tales, the very beginning seems to be such an auspicious moment. In
several tales (1, 8, 13, 40) a childless woman asks for a baby, and God fulfills her request. It seems to
follow, then, that the distinction drawn in the West between the sacred and the profane - between
religion and life - is not operative in the Palestinian peasant's world.

Villagers do, however, find one major distinction very meaningful: that
between good and evil, each of which has forces or powers that pull in its
direction. These forces range along a continuum from the immediate and
tangible to the more abstract and intangible. No clear line separates a good
man or woman, a pious one, a virtuous one, and a holy one. The virtuous
man (rajul salih) and the holy man (wili) are both physical beings who also
have spiritual powers. The holy man can make himself invisible, and he can
communicate with the souls of the dead, with spirits, ghosts, and angels.
These virtuous people occur most dramatically in the last three tales, where
a heroine (Tale 43) and heroes (Tales 44, 45) are. assisted by supernatural
powers in bringing about material blessings for themselves and their
families.

The evil forces, too, range along a continuum from the physical to the
supernatural. An evil person, such as an envious man who may possess the
power of the evil eye, is not totally disconnected from the abstract-forces of
evil. It is no accident that in the tales women's sexuality outside the
prescribed channels is often (Tales 2, 4, 8, 22) associated with ghoulishness
or other evil forces. And in the animal kingdom, the hyena and the monkey
have a special significance.

Although a real animal, the hyena is traditionally linked with supernatural forces, its effect on human
beings being considered similar to that of possession by the jinn. The same holds true for the monkey
(qird, or sadan). When the word sadan comes up in conversation, people usually invoke divine
protection by repeating the basmala ("In the name of Allah, the Compassionate, the Merciful!"), as
they would at the mention of a ghost, ghoul, or devil. Likewise, whenever the jinn are introduced in
the tales - and they occur frequently - the teller usually invokes the name of Allah.

Along the continuum after the hyena and the monkey we find a range of evil spirits, including ghosts
(asbah), demons (afarit), the garine (female childbed demon), and the jinn.



The forces of good and evil are believed to work against each other
continuously in the life of the individual, on both the material and the
spiritual level. Allah may grant a couple a baby, for instance, but the garine
is always ready to harm or kill it (Tale 33). These evil spirits must always be
defended against; if one is sensed in the environment, the best protection is
the invocation of the name of Allah or the name of the cross. Moreover,
although evil forces will disappear the moment the good forces are called
upon or mentioned, invocation of the devil will not cause an angel to run
away. The good forces are thought to be more powerful than the evil ones,
but not powerful enough to eliminate them. The two forces must coexist,
and the best the good powers can do is to limit the influence of evil.

Both sets of forces have some measure of control over human behavior, and
in a sense they collaborate; if people are not behaving righteously and
acting according to the dictates of morality or religion, the good forces may
withdraw their protective influence and allow an evil force to bring harm.
Conversely, evil beings do not necessarily embody pure, unmitigated evil,
because they can bring good to human beings. In such tales as 10 and 22, for
example, ghouls and ghoulehs assist the young protagonists on their quests.
Similarly the jinn, who according to the Qur'an are creatures of fire, are
capable of goodness. Some are even thought to be Muslims, for people see
them standing and praying, just like human beings. But some are certainly
evil: if one of these were to possess a human being, it could bring about that
person's death. The jinn nature, however, is capricious, as we may observe
in Tales 30 and 32, and the same jinni can cause harm or do good.

Given this interpenetration of the supernatural and the physical, of the
spiritual and the mundane, life on earth becomes the stage on which the
meting out of rewards and punishments is performed. The supernatural
need not intervene in human affairs in a miraculous way for it to be
believable; the moment-to-moment events of daily life are one's rewards and
punishments. All material and nonmaterial blessings are gifts from Allah.
Of course, rewards and punishments, like the forces that give rise to them,
range along a continuum from the immediate and tangible, such as a good
harvest, healthy livestock, or the birth of a son, all the way to entering
heaven in a second life. Punishment can also range from, for instance, the
death of a child to entering hell in the afterlife. Thus heaven and hell are
tangible in a sense: people see them as real states of being comparable to



ordinary experience, but much more intense. They know what these places
look and feel like and can imagine them in every detail. Paradise (il-janne)
is a garden with rivers, trees, milk, honey, beautiful women, and wine - in
short, all the good things in life, including those that are forbidden during
earthly existence.

And in hell (jhannam) there is nothing but fire and big, powerful, bad angels who allow no one to get
out.

Of course men and women, being subject to the punishments and rewards
meted out by the forces of good and evil, can hide nothing. The angels, the
jinn, the devil, and God - all have a way of knowing everything that one
thinks or does. And regardless of content, neither thought nor action can be
neutral. Everything has consequences, either rewards or punishments. Thus
only two angels (Raqib and Atid) are necessary to keep account of a
person's actions.

One sits on the right shoulder recording the good deeds, and the other on the left recording the bad.
On the Day of Judgment the two books in which these angels have recorded an individual's life are
weighed: if the one on the right is heavier, heaven is the reward; otherwise, hell. Here again, the
angels Raqib and Atid are almost tangible. People feel their presence and sometimes even talk to
them.

At the end of prayer, a Muslim will turn the head first to the right and then to the left, greeting the
angel on each shoulder by saying, "Peace to you!" (as-salamu alekum).

Despite the influence of supernatural forces, human beings can do nothing
that is not predestined. Each person's fortune is written on the forehead at
the moment of birth, and life is an unfolding in time of the plan already
drawn by destiny, which is the instrument of God.

Belief in predestination does not necessarily entail abandonment of individual effort or lack of
responsibility for one's actions. A dear logic impels toward taking initiative: even though from the
perspective of the Divine the future is known, from a human perspective it is unknowable. And
because it is unknowable, it remains mysterious and full of promise - it can be acted upon. All actions
have commensurate consequences, and by performing good deeds (hasanat) individuals help their
destinies in this life and improve their chances in the life to come.

But by the same token, because the future is unknowable, consequences are
unforeseeable. One can know them only after they have taken place, and so
it is useless to worry about the future. Having acted, one awaits the results,
which one has no choice but to accept. Herein lies the true meaning of belief
in fate and predestination. It is not that individual will is abandoned, but



rather that one's fate is accepted. People thus use the doctrine of
predestination to justify and help resign themselves to what happens,
especially in the case of misfortunes. "There is no strength or power save in
Allah,"

says the heroine of Tale 42 after she falls into the well. The fruits of action, whether bitter or sweet,
must be accepted, for they cannot be changed. Nor would it be useful to blame oneself or feel sad or
guilty when misfortune strikes, because what comes is only the unfolding of what has already been
decreed, regardless of one's personal feelings about it. Belief in predestination thus helps people cope
with the present and eliminates worry about the future.

Using the ideas we have thus far explored, we can begin to develop a theory
of action in the tales. Our last observation about action was that final
judgment concerning its ontological status must remain tentative, since the
tales, through their use of the journey motif in the basic plot structure,
locate action neither fully in the domain of the supernatural nor in that of
the physical. The parameters of our discussion will be the major topics
discussed thus far - namely, the concretization of the nonmaterial; the
interpenetration of the physical and the supernatural; the distinction
between good and evil, and the balance of forces between them; the notion
of rewards and punishments as aspects of daily life; and the doctrine of
predestination. Certainly these ideas are not discrete and separable; taken
together, they form a unitary whole constituting the entire moral outlook of
the community. If, as we claim, the tales present a portrait of that
community, action in them can only reflect this outlook.

Of course, by "action” we do not necessarily mean only physical activity.
Through the process of concretization, or reification, of the nonmaterial - a
very important process operative not merely in these tales but in all folk
narrative - a thought or wish becomes an action the moment it is put into
words. And in fact, that is precisely how many tales are begun: a lack is
articulated, the fulfillment of which then becomes the central action of the
tale.

Language thus becomes a silent "actor" in the drama of the tales, giving narrative form to the
unspoken attitudes, feelings, and dreams of the community, and awareness of the power of language
on the part of the tellers is evident throughout. We recall that the root meaning of the Arabic word
hikaye, or "folktale," is "that which is spoken,” and we have already alluded to the use of opening,
closing, and protective formulas, distancing devices, and invocations. Language, particularly in verse
form, has power over the nonhuman world in the tales - both the physical, such as animals and rocks,
and the supernatural, including the jinn, ghouls, and divine power. By repeating a certain
incantation, the heroine of Tale 35 exorcises the demon who had been haunting her, and Jbene (Tale



13), by repeating her lament, enlists the sympathy of both animate and inanimate nature. The power
of language is also manifest in formula tales, a representative sample of which is included in Group
IV (Tales 38-41). Here language aids not only in the memorization of the tale but in plot management
as well. Tale 41 in particular, through the use of a rhymed formula, evokes the unity and
interconnectedness of human beings with nature. It is as if the end rhyme, which unifies the tale, also
unites human with nonhuman nature. Other potent linguistic processes in these tales are
onomatopoeia, puns, and naming, which may operate singly or in combination. Thus Tale 1 derives its
name as well as its central action from a linguistic imitation of the sound of a rolling cooking pot (see
Tale 1, fn. 1), and the resolution of Tale 45 relies on the use of the hero's name as a pun. Naming is
itself an important confirmation of the power of language, for by giving something a name it can
become a material reality - the "water of life"

(Tale 5), the "robe of anger" (Tale 5), the "fart"
that becomes a person (Tale 43), the name that the heroine of Tale 26

adopts ("Mistress of All and Flower of the House"), and so on.

Ambiguity concerning the ultimate status of action is a critical feature of all
folktales. On the one hand, Palestinian tellers do resort to narrative
distancing devices to put the action in the realm of fiction. On the other
hand, by concretizing the supernatural they manage the opposite effect,
locating fictional entities in the domain of the real. The out-of-the-ordinary
locations in which tellers like to place the action are, as we have pointed out,
essential aspects of plot in nearly all the tales. These places cannot, of
course, be reached by mere human effort: the protagonists, on their way to
retrieve some magical object vital to narrative continuity, must seek
assistance from supernatural beings. The ghouls and jinn who populate
these tales, however, do not act merely as donor figures. They also assume
fully human roles as fathers (Tale 20), husbands (Tale 16), lovers (Tale 12),
daughters (Tale 8), sons (Tale 40), wives (Tales 17, 30, 32, 37), sisters (Tale
8), mothers-in-law (Tale 34), aunts (Tale 29), and mothers (Tale 18). These
supernatural beings are not only creatures of the imagination but also part
of people's experience in life. In presenting them, Palestinian tellers, who
can rely on the audience's belief in their reality, do not have to use
distancing devices to help suspend disbelief. And it is precisely this absence
of distancing devices in connection with these creatures that gives the tales
their special character, adding to the ambiguity in the action and thereby
making the task of interpretation more difficult.

Action is of course organically connected with the hero and plot in the tales.
As we have seen, the Palestinian folk do not conceive of this world in terms



of unmitigated good or evil. By humanizing supernatural creatures, the tales
remove them from susceptibility to facile moral judgment. In Tale 22, for
example, the ghouleh is kinder to the hero than is his own mother, and in
Tale 12 the magic bird is more trusting of his wife than she is of him. It is
therefore more appropriately the balance of forces proper, rather than an
assortment of capricious supernatural beings, that controls rewards and
punishments in this world. The plot is set into motion when this balance is
disturbed. The agents of this balance are the heroines and heroes, who,
much like the supernatural creatures with their human dimension,
themselves have a superhuman dimension. Whether in fulfillment of
individual desire or in serving the community, they undertake difficult
journeys and seemingly impossible tasks. Because every action in life has its
consequences, the events of plot - of their journey, of their deeds - are
narrative manifestations of this balance of forces. Resolution is not achieved
until all the forces that have been set into motion are neutralized and a new
balance is achieved. If a wish is articulated, it must be fulfilled; if a vow is
made, all its conditions must be fulfilled. By thus removing an absolute scale
for judging action, the tales, despite their reliance on the paraphernalia of
the supernatural, throw the onus of responsibility on human beings. In their
very essence, the tales affirm a human reality.

The concept of plot in the tales is an artistic imitation of the unfolding of
fate. Or, viewed the other way around, belief in predestination implies that
the plot of human, and therefore individual, destiny has been planned from
the very beginning. In life, human beings tread a delicate balance between
the powers of good and evil. The future is predetermined, yet it is
unknowable. And because fate is sealed, causality is eliminated. Chance
thus becomes an essential aspect of plot in the tales precisely because this
plan for the universe exists - even though human beings do not know what it
is. Every event has a meaning in relation to the unfolding story of the world.
Taking this thought a bit further, we can say that only chance is meaningful
in the tales because, in the absence of causation, heroes and heroines have
no interiority. There is no space in their world for reflection. They do not
know, nor can they evaluate, the meaning of their actions. They are their
actions, as the names of some of the tales make so dear (e.g., Tales 1, 2, 3, 31,
32, 42, 43).



So far in our discussion we have distinguished between the specific
contribution of the culture and that of the genre itself, with its concomitant
plot requirements for any particular tale type. From that perspective, we
considered briefly the documentary aspect of the tales - that is, their
relation to the social context. Now, as we study plot structure and the
meaning of action, we observe a congruence of the traditional,
predominantly Islamic Palestinian worldview and the significance of action
in the tales. The equation we make between the concept of plot in art and
the doctrine of predestination in life may be verified from the metaphor
alluded to earlier, "It is written on the forehead," that is used to express the
notion of a preexisting order. Life from birth to death is like a story
authored by God, who breathes life into the soul at conception and sends the
angel of death at the end. All folktale readers are familiar with the tale that
begins with the prediction of how a newborn will die, a prophecy that is
fulfilled regardless of the parents’' efforts to frustrate the inevitable. For
obvious reasons, this folktale is very popular in the Arab world, for it
articulates one of the most profound and cherished attitudes the people hold
about the meaning of life. Human beings are God's slaves (abid ; sing.,
abid), and they can no more attempt to change their fate than can folk
heroes and heroines alter the laws of folk narrative (see especially the tales
included here in Group V). Those individuals who succeed most fully in
embracing their destiny unquestioningly are, then, the heroines and heroes
of our tales.

Notes on Presentation and Translation

Following the scheme articulated in the Introduction, the tales are divided
into groups, each of which is followed by an afterword. This commentary
follows rather than precedes the selections in order not to interfere with the
reader's individual response to the tales.

Likewise, we hope that the enjoyment of a first reading will not be interrupted by the footnotes. Notes
have been provided to explain or explore many of the terms and concepts found in the tales. Extensive
cross-referencing should allow readers to pursue particular topics, and the Footnote Index provides
even more comprehensive surveys.

A translation must sound natural in the target language while still
remaining faithful to the original. In translating these tales, several basic
issues had to be considered. The first is the language of the original, which is



the Palestinian dialect. In rendering colloquial Arabic into English, the
translator must decide on the linguistic level, or tone, that best conveys the
spirit of the original. A too-formal translation distorts that spirit, and a
heavily colloquial one is equally deleterious.

In addition to purely linguistic considerations, there are also stylistic ones.
Many stylistic features of oral performance cannot be duplicated in print
without destroying the fluency of the narrative.

Among these, for example, are comments reflecting the teller's own viewpoint (included in
parentheses) in the midst of speech uttered by one of the characters. Literary oral narrative, when
translated for print into another language, obviously undergoes in reality a process of double
translation: the first is from one language to another, and the second is from one medium into
another.

Fortunately, linguistic practice in English is helpful to the translator in both
cases. The division in English between formal and informal language is not
quite as important as it is in Arabic, where standard speech is used mostly
on formal occasions and in writing. Thus, the solution to both problems
(linguistic level and stylistic propriety) lies in steering a middle course
between standard and informal speech, avoiding intrusive colloquialisms on
the one hand and expressly "literary" diction on the other. The translation,
in short, must sound good to native ears when read out loud.

In every case the translation follows the original very closely, attempting
where possible to duplicate its narrative rhythm and its grammatical
structure. The philosophy of translation articulated here assumes that the
tellers must tell their own tales, with as few interpretive intrusions as
possible. No liberties are taken with the text by adding invented material or
by censoring scatological references through euphemistic substitution or
excision. Necessary departures from the literal intent of the text are either
included in square brackets in the body of the tale or footnoted - or both.

Although the translations remain faithful to the literal meaning of the

originals, they are not word-for-word translations. All dialogue in the tales,
for example, is introduced in the originals by the word qal, "to say.” Qal is
translated in a variety of ways (as "said,"” "spoke,” "answered,” "replied,"

"called"), depending on the context. We feel that following the text too literally here will yield a
turgid translation that is not faithful to the original either in letter or in spirit. In rhythms, gestures,
and intonations oral narration holds the attention of the listener; the verbal text, seen on the printed
page, does not by itself (so to speak) tell the whole story.
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Tunjur, Tunjur



TELLER: Testify that God is One!
AUDIENCE: There is no god but God.

There was once a woman who could not get pregnant and have children.
Once upon a day she had an urge; she wanted babies. "O Lord!" she cried
out, "Why of all women am I like this? Would that I could get pregnant and
have a baby, and may Allah grant me a girl even if she is only a cooking
pot!" One day she became pregnant® A day came and a day went, and
behold! she was ready to deliver. She went into labor and delivered, giving
birth to a cooking pot. What was the poor woman to do? She washed it,
cleaning it well, put the lid on it, and placed it on the shelf.

One day the pot started to talk. "Mother," she said, "take me down from
this shelf!"

"Alas, daughter!" replied the mother, "Where am I going to put you?"

"What do you care?" said the daughter. "Just bring me down, and I will
make you rich for generations to come."

The mother brought her down. "Now put my lid on," said the pot, "and
leave me outside the door.” Putting the lid on, the mother took her outside
the door.

The pot started to roll, singing as she went, "Tunjut, tunjur, clink, clink, O
my mama!" She rolled until she came to a place where people usually
gather. In a while people were passing by. A man came and found the pot all
settled in its place. "Eh!" he exclaimed, "who has put this pot in the middle
of the path? I'll be damned! What a beautiful pot! It's probably made of
silver.” He looked it over well. "Hey, people!" he called, "Whose pot is this?
Who put it here?" No one claimed it. "By Allah," he said, "I'm going to
take it home with me."

On his way home he went by the honey vendor. He had the pot filled with
honey and brought it home to his wife. "Look, wife," he said, "how
beautiful is this pot!" The whole family was greatly pleased with it.

In two or three days they had guests, and they wanted to offer them some
honey. The woman of the house brought the pot down from the shelf. Push



and pull on the lid, but the pot would not open! She called her husband
over. Pull and push, but open it he could not. His guests pitched in. Lifting
the pot and dropping it, the man tried to break it open with hammer and
chisel. He tried everything, but it was no use. They sent for the blacksmith,
and he tried and tried, to no avail. What was the man to do? "Damn your
owners!" he cursed the pot, "Did you think you were going to make us
wealthy?" And, taking it up, he threw it out the window.

When they turned their back and could no longer see it, she started to roll,
saying as she went:

"Tunjur, tunjur, O my mama,

In my mouth I brought the honey.

Clink, clink, O my mama,

In my mouth I brought the honey."

"Bring me up the stairs!" she said to her mother when she reached home.

"Yee!" exclaimed the mother, "I thought you had disappeared, that
someone had taken you."

"Pick me up!" said the daughter.

Picking her up, my little darlings, the mother took the lid off and found the
pot full of honey. Oh! How pleased she was!

"Empty me!" said the pot.

The mother emptied the honey into a jar, and put the pot back on the shelf.
"Mother," said the daughter the next day, "take me down!"

The mother brought her down from the shelf.

"Mother, put me outside the door!"

The mother placed her outside the door, and she started rolling - tunjur,
tunjur, clink, clink - until she reached a place where people were gathered,
and then she stopped. A man passing by found her.



"Eh!" he thought, "What kind of a pot is this?" He looked it over. How
beautiful he found it! "To whom does this belong?" he asked. "Hey, people!
Who are the owners of this pot?" He waited, but no one said, "It's mine."
Then he said, "By Allah, I'm going to take it."

He took it, and on his way home stopped by the butcher and had it filled
with meat. Bringing it home to his wife, he said, "Look, wife, how beatiful is
this pot I've found! By Allah, I found it so pleasing I bought meat and filled
it and brought it home."

"Yee!" they all cheered, "How lucky we are! What a beautiful pot!" They
put it away.

Toward evening they wanted to cook the meat. Push and pull on the pot, it
would not open! What was the woman to do? She called her husband over
and her children. Lift, drop, strike - no use. They took it to the blacksmith,
but with no result. The husband became angry. "God damn your owners!"
he cursed it. "What in the world are you?" And he threw it as far as his arm
would reach.

As soon as he turned his back, she started rolling, and singing:
"Tunjur, tunjur, O my mama,

In my mouth I brought the meat.

Tunjur, tunjur, O my mama,

In my mouth I brought the meat."

She kept repeating that till she reached home.

"Lift me up!" she said to her mother. The mother lifted her up, took the
meat, washed the pot, and put it away on the shelf.

"Bring me out of the house!" said the daughter the next day. The mother
brought her out, and she said, "Tunjur, tunjur, clink, clink" as she was
rolling until she reached a spot dose by the king's house, where she came to
a stop. In the morning, it is said, the son of the king was on his way out, and
behold! there was. the pot settled in its place.



"Eh! What's this? Whose pot is it?" No one answered. "By Allah," he said,
"I'm going to take it." He took it inside and called his wife over. "Wife," he
said, "take this pot! I brought it home for you. It's the most beautiful pot!"

The wife took the pot. "Yee! How beautiful it is! By Allah, I'm going to put
my jewelry in it." Taking the pot with her, she gathered all her jewelry, even
that which she was wearing, and put it in the pot. She also brought all their
gold and money and stuffed them in the pot till it was full to the brim, then
she covered it and put it away in the wardrobe.

Two or three days went by, and it was time for the wedding of her brother.
She put on her velvet dress and brought the pot out so that she could wear
her jewelry. Push and pull, but the pot would not open. She called to her
husband, and he could not open it either. All the people who were there
tried to open it, lifting and dropping. They took it to the blacksmith, and he
tried but could not open it. The husband felt defeated. "God damn your
owners!" he cursed it, "What use are you to us?" Taking it up, he threw it
out the window. Of course he was not all that anxious to let it go, so he went
to catch it from the side of the house. No sooner did he turn around than she
started to run:

"Tunjur, tunjur, O my mama,

In my mouth I brought the treasure.
Tunjur, tunjur, O my mama,

In my mouth I brought the treasure."

"Lift me up!" she said to her mother when she reached home. Lifting her
up, the mother removed the lid.

"Yee! May your reputation be blackened!" she cried out. "Wherever did
you get this? What in the world is it?" The mother was now rich. She
became very, very happy.

"It's enough now," she said to her daughter, taking away the treasure. " You
shouldn't go out any more. People will recognize you."

"No, no!" begged the daughter, "Let me go out just one last time."



The next day, my darlings, she went out, saying "Tunjur, tunjur, O my
mama." The man who found her the first time saw her again.

"Eh! What in the world is this thing?" he exclaimed. "It must have some
magic in it, since it's always tricking people. God damn its owners! By Allah
the Great, I'm going to sit and shit in it." He went ahead, my darlings, and
shat right in it. Closing the lid on him, she rolled along:

"Tunjur, tunjur, O my mama

In my mouth I brought the caca.
Tunjur, tunjur, O my mama,

In my mouth I brought the caca.”

"Lift me up!" she said to her mother when she reached home. The mother
lifted her up.

"You naughty thing, you!" said the mother. "I told you not to go out again,
that people would recognize you. Don't you think it's enough now?"

The mother then washed the pot with soap, put perfume on it, and placed it
on the shelf.

This is my story, I've told it, and in your hands I leave it.



The Woman Who Married Her Son

Once upon a time there was a woman. She went out to gather wood, and
gave birth to a daughter. She wrapped the baby in a rag, tossed her under a
tree, and went on her way. The birds came, built a nest around the baby,
and fed her.

The girl grew up. One day she was sitting in a tree next to a pool. How
beautiful she was! (Praise the creator of beauty, and the Creator is more
beautiful than all!) Her face was like the moon. The son of the sultan came
to the pool to water his mare, but the mare drew back, startled. He
dismounted to find out what the matter was, and he saw the girl in the tree,
lighting up the whole place with her beauty. He took her with him, drew up
a marriage contract, and married her.

When the time for pilgrimage came, the son of the sultan decided to go on
the hajj. "Take care of my wife until I return from the hajj," he-said to his
mother.

Now the mother was very jealous of her daughter-in-law, and as soon as her
son departed she threw his wife out of the house. Going over to the
neighbors' house, the wife lived with them, working as a servant. The
mother dug a grave in the palace garden and buried a sheep in it. She then
dyed her hair black and put on makeup to make herself look young and
pretty. She lived in the palace, acting as if she were her son's wife.

When he came back from the hajj, the son was taken in by his mother's
disguise and thought her his wife. He asked her about his mother, and she
said, " Your mother died, and she is buried in the palace garden."

After she slept with her son, the mother became pregnant and started to
crave things. "My good man," she said to her son, "bring me a bunch of
sour grapes from our neighbor's vine!" The son sent one of the women
servants to ask for the grapes. When the servant knocked on the neighbor's
door, the wife of the sultan's son opened it.



"O mistress of our mistress," said the servant, "you whose palace is next to
ours, give me a bunch of sour grapes to satisfy the craving on our side!"

"My mother gave birth to me in the wilderness," answered the wife, "and
over me birds have built their nests. The sultan's son has taken his mother
to wife, and now wants to satisfy her craving at my expense! Come down, O
scissors, and cut out her tongue, lest she betray my secret!" The scissors
came down and cut out the servant's tongue. She went home mumbling so
badly no one could understand what she was saying.

The son of the sultan then sent one of his men servants to fetch the bunch of
sour grapes. The servant went, knocked on the door, and said, " O mistress
of our mistress, you whose palace is next to ours, give me a bunch of sour
grapes to satisfy the craving on our side!"

"My mother gave birth to me in the wilderness," answered the wife of the
sultan's son, "and over me birds have built their nests. The sultans son has
taken his mother to wife, and now wants to satisfy her craving at my
expense! Come down, O scissors, and cut out his tongue, lest he betray my
secret!" The scissors came down and cut out his tongue.

Finally the son of the sultan himself went and knocked on the door. "O
mistress of our mistress,” he said, "you whose palace is next to ours, give me
a bunch of sour grapes to satisfy the craving on our side!"

"My mother gave birth to me in the wilderness, and over me birds have
built their nests. The king's son has taken his mother to wife, and now wants
to satisfy her craving at my expense! Come down, O scissors, and cut out his
tongue. But I can't find it in myself to let it happen!" The scissors came
down and hovered around him, but did not cut out his tongue.

The sultans son understood. He went and dug up the grave in the garden,
and behold! there was a sheep in it. When he was certain that his wife was
actually his mother, he sent for the crier. "Let him who loves the Prophet,”
the call went out, "bring a bundle of wood and a burning coal!"

The son of the sultan then lit the fire.

Hail, hail! Finished is our tale.






Precious One and Worn-out One

Once there was a man who was married to two women, one of whom he
called "Precious One" and the other "Worn-out One." Precious One had
two sons, and Worn-out One had only one.

They had an animal pen from which one sheep was stolen every night.
"Sons," said the father, "every night one of you must stay up to watch the
sheep and find out who's been stealing them."

"I'm the son of Precious One," said the eldest. "I'll keep watch tonight." In
the evening he went to keep watch by the sheep pen. He stayed awake till
ten o'clock, then he fell asleep. A ghoul came and stole a ewe, and the boy
did not know about it. When he woke up in the morning, he counted the
sheep and found one ewe missing.

"I see that one of the sheep is missing,” said the father.

"I want to keep watch by the sheep,"” the second son of Precious One said.
His watch was like that of his brother, the ghoul stealing another ewe. The
next morning he said to his father, "I too didn't see anything come into the
sheep pen.”

"Now we'll make the son of Worn-out One keep watch," said the father.

"I want three kilograms of roasted watermelon seeds," the son of Worn-out
One said to them. They brought him the seeds, and he stayed awake until
the ghoul came. The son of Worn-out One saw the ghoul as he entered the
sheep pen, and kept himself well-hidden in a comer until the ghoul took a
ewe and left. The boy followed, staying behind him until the ghoul reached
the mouth of a well with a huge rock blocking it. When he wanted to go in,
the ghoul would move the rock aside and drop into the well. The youth
heaped stones into a cairn, and put a stake in the middle of it to identify the
well. Then, returning to the sheep pen, he fell asleep.

The father came to check on him in the morning. "What did you see, son?"
he asked.



"I've discovered who's been stealing our sheep,” answered the boy. "Call
my brothers together, and let's go to his place. I'll show you where it is."
The brothers were called, and they all set out with their father until they
reached the mouth of the ghoul's well.

"Let's each give a hand," said the son of Worn-out One, "and with a little
effort we can move this rock."

"What!" exclaimed the father, "Are you crazy?"

" Just help me turn this rock over, you and your sons," said the boy, "and
see what happens!"

When they moved the rock, they found it covering a dark and deep well
whose bottom could not be seen. He who looked down into it became afraid.

"Which one of you is going to go down into this well?" the father asked the
sons of Precious One. Neither of them was willing.

"I'll go down!" volunteered the son of Worn-out One. [When he got down to
the bottom of the well] he discovered three gifts, each of them like the full
moon. But the youngest was the most beautiful.

"Are you human or jinn?" the girls asked.
"Human."

"And what made you come down here?" they asked, and he told them his
story. Then he asked, "Are you human or jinn?"

"We're human, by Allah," they replied, "and we were kidnapped from our
homes by the ghoul.”

"When does this ghoul come back?" he asked, and they said, "In a little
while."

"I want to hide," he said, and the eldest answered, "You've got no place but
the recess in the wall.”

Going to hide into the recess, the youth found a sword above his head.

"I want to kill the ghoul with this sword," said the boy.



"Don't strike until you see that his eyes are red," she cautioned. "That's the
only way you can be sure he's asleep. If you see him acting any other way,
be careful not to strike. He'll be awake, and alert to the slightest movement.
Every night he sleeps in one of our laps, and tonight it's the turn of the
youngest. Take care not to strike the girl!"

"I smell a human!" announced the ghoul when he came home.

"It's you who brought the smell in your wake!" the girls answered. "How
could a human being possibly get in here?"

The ghoul went to sleep in the lap of the youngest one. Looking at him
carefully, the boy saw that his eyes were red and realized he was asleep.
Immediately, he drew the sword and struck him a blow in the neck.

"Strike again!" urged the ghoul.
"My mother didn't teach me how," replied the lad.

He then called up to his father, "I've killed the ghoul! Let a rope down so we
can all get out!"” When the rope was lowered, the young man said to the
girls, "You go up first." He first let the eldest up, then the middle one.
Before he let her up, the youngest, who had two identical bracelets, took off
one of them and gave it to him.

The moment he laid eyes on her, the father was bewitched by her beauty. He
lowered the rope to bring his son up, but when the boy was near the mouth
of the well the father cut the rope.

[Landing at the bottom of the well, the son of Worn-out One] searched
about and found a cave. He wandered around inside until he came to the
end of it, where he found a door. Opening it, he stepped outside, and behold!
he was back on the surface of the earth. He walked till he reached the city,
where he heard that his father was preparing to marry the youngest of the
three girls, but that she was refusing to marry him until he could match her
bracelet. Now, the father had been going from one goldsmith to another, but
none of them could match the bracelet. Chancing to meet his father at one
of the jewelers in town, the boy said, "I'll make another bracelet just like
the one you have. Bring me three kilograms of roasted watermelon seeds to



crack so I can stay up a couple of nights and make it. Come back and take it
in two days."

"Fine," said the father.

In two days the father came back. "Here it is," said the boy, "I've finished
it," and he gave his father the bracelet the girl had given him in the well.
Taking the bracelet, the father went to see the girl.

"You must show me the one who made it for you," the girl said.

The father brought the boy, and as soon as she saw him, the girl recognized
him.

"Bring me a sword from our house!"” the young man commanded.
She brought him a sword, and he killed his father and married the girl.

The bird has flown, and a good evening to all.



Swes, Swes!

Once upon a time there was a man. His mother was always calling down
curses upon his head. He strung a hammock for her and put her in it, saying
to his wives, "Rock my mother in this hammock, and take very good care of
her."

His wives organized themselves so that one of them was always rocking her
while another was doing the work. His mother spent all her time in the
hammock, and his wives were always rocking her.

One day a traveling salesman came by. "What's going on here?" he asked.
"Why is this woman always being rocked in the hammock?"

"Brother," answered the man, "she's always calling down curses upon my
head."

"Is she your mother?"
"Yes, my mother."

"What do you want, old woman?" asked the salesman. "Do you want a
husband?"

"Heh! Heh! Heh!" she chuckled.

"Your mother wants a husband," said the salesman to the son. "I asked her,
and she started to chuckle.”

"Fine," said the son to the salesman.
"Mother," he said to her, "I'm going to find you a husband.”

"May Allah bless you!" she said. For the first time in his life she called
down blessings upon his head.

He gave her nice clothes to wear, put earrings in her ears (she was blind),
and said, "Yalla ! Come with me! I'm going to find you a husband."



He carried her over to the lair of the hyena. Setting her down, he said, "Sit
here a while! Your husband will be arriving soon."

The hyena came and approached her, but she drew away from him, saying,
"Swes, swes ! Not so fast! Not so fast! Water has been spilled on the new
clothes, and the cat has eaten the candy. Not so fast, lest you break the
seed!"

"Hmmm!" thought the hyena. "This woman's blind and can't see me."
(She's in even worse shape than I am!)

Every time the hyena approached her, the woman said, "Water has been
spilled on the new clothes, and the cat has eaten the candy. Not so fast! Not
so fast! Lest you break the seed.”

Her son sat opposite, watching, until the hyena devoured his mother. Then
he left.



The Golden Pail

TELLER: Testify that God is One!
AUDIENCE: There is no god but God.

There was in remote times a king who had two wives, a new one who was
precious to him and whom he loved, and an old one whom he did not care
for. The old one had one son, while the new one had two.

"Wait till your father has assembled the Council of State,” said the new wife
to her eldest son one day. "Then go up to him, kiss his hand, and ask him to
give you the kingdom."

Waiting till morning, when all the ministers and dignitaries of state were
meeting with his father, the son went up, wished the assembly a good
morning, came up to his father, and kissed his hand.

"What do you want, son?" asked the king.

"Father," said the boy, "I want the kingdom in your lifetime, not after your
death."

"Go work as hard as I did and suffer the same hardships,” answered the
father. "Then come back, and I'll give you the kingdom."

The boy went back to his mother, who asked, "What did he say to you?"
"He said such and such,"” the boy answered.

She then sent her other son, who went up the next day, wished all a good
morning, came up to his father, kissed his hand, and waited.

"What do you want, son?" asked the father.

"I want the kingdom in your lifetime, not after your death,”" answered the
boy.

"Go work as hard as I did,” the father said. "Suffer the same hardships.
Then come back and I'll give you the kingdom."



The boy turned around and went straight back. He and his brother had not
achieved anything.

Meanwhile, the old wife found out what was going on. Calling her son over,
she said to him, "Clever Hasan, go up to your father, kiss his hand, and ask
him for the kingdom." The boy went up and, finding the divan already full
of people, wished everyone a good day and came up to his father. He kissed
his father's hand and waited.

"What do you want, boy?" snapped the father.

"Father," answered the boy, "I want the kingdom in your lifetime, not after
your death.”

Taking hold of him, the father gave him a beating and dismissed him. When
he came back to his mother, she said, "What's the matter with you?" He
answered, "Such and such happened.”

"Go back up and ask him again," she said.

The boy went up again, and again his father beat him and threw him out.
When he came back down, his mother asked, "What happened to you?" He
answered, "Such and such he did to me. He beat me."

"Go back another time," she said, and he went up for the third time.

This time the king shot up out of his seat, wanting to kill the boy. He wanted
to take hold of him and throw him down the stairs. The ministers and lords
of state also jumped up. "What! O Ruler of the Age!" they said. "Just say to
him the same words you said to his brothers, and he'll go away. Do you
think that this one is going to come and take the kingdom?" They calmed
the king down, until finally he said to his son, "Go work as hard as I did
and suffer as I suffered. Then come back and I'll give you the kingdom."

Turning around, the boy went straight to his mother'.
"What happened, son?" she asked.

"Such and such he said to me," answered the son. "And if it weren't for the
ministers, he would have thrown me down the stairs."

The following day his mother prepared provisions for a journey and took



her son to the outskirts of town, you might say down around the house of
Faraj, beyond all the other houses, where there was a slab of stone. Standing
on it, she called out, "O Ballan!" and, behold! a horse appeared. It was a
jinn horse. She put the food provisions and a waterskin in the saddlebags
and said to her son, "Mount!" "Ballan," she said to the horse, "take care of
your rider. Farewell!" Then she went home.

Turning to the west, the horse started moving. They traveled for a day, two,
three, four, ten, a month (Allah knows how long!), until they arrived at the
seashore. They had been traveling along the shore awhile, when lo! there
was a feather. And how it sparkled all by itself! Finding it beautiful, the lad
wanted to dismount and pick it up. "By Allah,"” he said to the horse, "I want
to get down and take it up.”

What was the horse's response? "By Allah," he said, "you're going to be
sorry if you take it, and sorry if you don't."”

"If I'm going to be sorry either way," replied the boy, "by Allah, I'm going
to get down and bring it with me." Dismounting, he picked up the feather
and put it in his pocket. He then got back on the horse, and they traveled
and traveled until they arrived in a city.

Where does a stranger go? To the khan. Straight to the caravansary they
went, where the boy rented a room for himself and his horse, and stayed.

That night, as it happened, the king of that place let it be known that it was
forbidden for people to light their homes. He wanted to find out who was
obedient and who was not. Now, the youth knew of this order, and did not
dare light his room. Toward the end of the night, you might say, he pulled
the feather out of his pocket and stuck it into the wall. If the teller is not
lying, that feather lit up the whole room.

Just about then the king, in disguise, was conducting a tour of inspection in
the city with his minister, to see who was obeying his order and who was
not. They went around the entire city, and found it all dark. When they
passed by the inn, however, they found one of the rooms lit.

"Councillor," ordered the king, "manage this for me!"



"The owner, O Ruler of the Age," replied the vizier, "manages his own
property."

"Put a mark on this place!"” ordered the king, and the vizier marked it.
In the morning the king sent after the young man, and he came.
"Didn't you know the king had ordered a blackout last night?"

"Yes, Your Majesty, I did.”

"Well then, why did you put a light on in your room?"

"My lord, I didn't light my room."

"But I saw it with my own eyes. So did the vizier."

"Your Majesty, I didn't light any lamps."

"What! Are you calling me a liar? Executioner!"

"Your Majesty, please, wait a moment. I tell you I didn't burn a light in my
room, but on the path I found a feather that glows by itself. I hung it up,
and it lit the room."

"What kind of feather is this, that can light up a whole room?"
" A bird feather, your Majesty."
"Bring it over, and let me see if you're telling the truth!"

The lad went and brought the feather. When the king saw it, he fell
completely in love with it.

"How strange, O Ruler of the Age!" exclaimed the vizier. "Could it be that
you're so completely taken with a feather? What if you were to see the bird
from which this feather came? What would you do?"

"And who's going to bring this bird?" asked the king.

"He who brought the feather,”" answered the vizier, "can also bring the
bird."

"Young man!"



"Yes."

"You must bring me the bird from which this feather came. You have two
days and a third, and if you don't bring it, I'll have your head."

"Please, O Ruler of the Age!" the lad begged. "Where can I bring it from?
And how am I ever going to find it? This is a feather I found by the seashore
while riding my horse. How should I know the bird to whom it belongs?"

Now the boy went home crying. To whom? To the horse, who, since he was
from the jinn, knew what was going on.

"This one is easy,” he said.
"What do you mean, it's easy?"

"I tell you," returned the horse, "this is not a difficult task. Go back to the
king, and say, 'O King! I want a cage made of silver and gold from the
vizier's treasury, and it must be decorated such that no two figures are the
same. Otherwise, the task will never be done.'" The horse had understood
that the whole idea had come from the vizier.

Returning to the king, the young man said, "O Ruler of the Age! I must
have a cage made of silver and gold from the vizier's own treasury;
otherwise, what you requested will never be accomplished.” By Allah,
having said that, the youth turned around and left.

The king sent for the vizier, and he came. The king said to him, " You will
have a cage made of silver and gold from your own treasury, and no two
decorations on it can be the same. Otherwise, I'll have your head!"

What was the vizier to do? He went and gathered what he had about the
house in money and gold, and had the goldsmith make the cage ordered by
the king. The lad then came and picked it up.

"Mount!" said Ballan, and he mounted. The horse flew with him, and kept
flying until he landed at the place where he knew the bird would come.

"Do you see that tree?" the horse asked.

"Yes."



"Go climb it, and hang the cage in it. Open its door, and wait. When the
bird comes to roost for the night, she'll see the cage and will be delighted by
it. 'By Allah,’ she'll say to herself, 'this cage is suitable to none but me for
spending the night." Meanwhile, wait till she's right in the center of the cage,
then come from behind, close the door on her, and bring her down."

The lad took the cage and hung it in the tree, leaving the door open. Toward
sunset, the bird came to roost in the tree. "By Allah," she said when she saw
the cage, "this cage is suitable to none but me for spending the night." She
went in it to see if there was enough room for her, and our friend (he was
not asleep!) quickly shut the door on her and brought the cage down.
Returning to the horse, he mounted, and they flew until the horse had
brought him back.

Taking the cage and the bird with him in the morning, the youth went to see
the king. "Here, O Ruler of the Age," he said, "is the bird that's the owner
of the feather you admired!"

Well, brothers, the moment the king laid eyes on the bird, he went out of his
mind over her. The vizier was there, and wanted to take revenge on the boy.
He wished to send him on a task that would be his end.

"Truly, O Ruler of the Age," he broke in, "you've gone crazy over this bird.
What would you do if you were to see its owner?"

"And who will bring her?" asked the king.

"He who brought the feather and the bird will bring the owner," responded
the vizier.

The king summoned the youth, and he came.
"Young man!" said the king.
"Yes, O Ruler of the Age!"

"You must bring me the owner of this bird. You have two days and a third,
and if you don't bring her, I'll have your head."

"Please have mercy, O Ruler of the Age!" begged the boy. "This was a bird
flying in the wilderness. She isn't owned by anyone, and even if she does



have an owner, how am I to find her?"

The boy went home to the horse, crying. "What's the matter?" asked the
horse, and he answered, "Such and such is the problem."

"Didn't I tell you you'd be sorry if you took that feather and sorry if you
didn't?" the horse reminded him. "In any case this is an easy one. Go back
to the king and say to him, 'O Ruler of the Age, I must have a boat seven
decks high, made of silver and gold from the treasury of the vizier.
Otherwise, your request will never be fulfilled.""

The lad returned to the king and asked for the boat. Sending after the vizier,
the king said, " You will have a boat seven decks high made of silver and
gold from your own treasury, with no two figures in its decoration the same.
Quite a sight this boat will be, eh, my vizier?"

Where was the vizier to go, and what was he to do? He gathered a bit of this
and sold a bit of that, putting money in one account and taking it out of
another, until the boat was made. When it was finished, the king sent for the
boy.

The horse spoke with the boy, teaching him what to do. "Now board this
boat," he said, "and sail until you reach the port, where there will be a city.
Anchor the boat there and call out, 'Hey people! Free showing!'

You'll wait the whole day, but the king's daughter won't show up. The
second day she'll hear about your boat and will come. But when she does
come, how will you recognize her? When she approaches from the distance,
you'll see two servantgirls guarding her, one on each side. As she gets closer,
she will have the people of the city cleared out of her path. That's how you'll
recognize that she's the daughter of the king. At that moment, stop people
from coming on the boat. Say to them, 'O uncles, I'm not charging you
admission and yet you're damaging the boat. You can't come on to this boat
except one at a time!' Wait until she comes aboard and becomes absorbed in
looking at the decorations on this deck or that, then weigh anchor, start
moving, and bring her with you." The horse taught him what to do.

The youth boarded his ship and sailed until he reached the port. He
dropped anchor on the edge of town and started calling out, "Free
showing!" And what do you think happened, my dears? Here was this boat,



decorated in silver and gold with no two designs alike. People came running
to see it.

The first day no one fitting the horse's description showed up. The second
day, however, one of the servantgirls happened to be on her way to the oven
to bake bread. She had just placed her loaves in the oven and sat down
when she saw people rushing over to take a look at the boat. Leaving her
loaves, she went along and became absorbed. When she returned, she found
the bread burned. She took it to her mistress, who commenced beating her.

"Please, mistress, have patience! Wait and let me tell you what happened.”
"Yes. Tell me."

"There is a boat in the harbor," related the slavegirl, "and each of its
decorations is different from the others. People have been looking at it free
for the past two days."

The king's daughter put on the robe of anger and sat around the house,
scowling. When her father came in, he asked, "What's the matter, dear
daughter? Who has angered you? Did someone say something to you?"

"Of course I'm angry," she retorted. "There's a gold-and-silver boat in
town, people have been seeing it free, and you don't even tell me to go have
a look!"

"Well, daughter,"” returned the father, "is it that serious? Why don't you go
ahead and have a look."

She went, my dears, and dressed for going out, taking a lot of care with her
appearance. You should have seen the king's daughter then! With her two
servants by her side, she came, and when people saw her coming they
scattered out of her path.

The youth recognized her. "O uncles!" he announced. "You can't be on this
boat except one at a time. You're tearing it apart, and I'm not even charging
you admission."

When the king's daughter arrived, she wanted to go on board with her
servantgirls, but he said to them, "One at a time." Of course, no one can go
before the king's daughter, so into the boat she went and started looking



around. The lad waited until she was engrossed, then weighed anchor and
started for home. By the time she was aware of herself again, they were
halfway across the sea.

"Please! Young man!" she pleaded.
"Don't waste your breath!"
"0 so and so! O son of the people!™
"It's no use," he answered.

Removing a ring from her finger, she dropped it into the water. Meanwhile,
he sailed and sailed until he reached the city, where he moored his boat and
took the girl straight to the king.

"O Ruler of the Age," he said, "this is the owner of the bird."

Eh! The king, when he saw her, went out of his mind over her. Taking her
with him, he led her into a palace. It was her own palace, which he had
given to her, but no sooner did she enter than she bolted the door behind
her. He wanted to go in and visit with her, but she would not open for him.

"Not for you," she declared, "or even someone above you, will I open this
door. I swear by my father's head, and by Him who gave my father

the power over other people's heads, I won't open unless my ring were to
come back from the bottom of the sea!"

"What!" exclaimed the king. "Who could bring your ring back from the
bottom of the sea?"

"O Ruler of the, Age," the vizier jumped in, "he who brought the bird and
brought her can also bring the ring."

Sending after the youth, the king said to him, "You must bring the ring
back from the bottom of the sea."

"O Ruler of the Age," the boy asked, "how can I possibly recover a ring
that has fallen into the sea?"



"You have two days and a third," the king insisted. "Otherwise, I'll cut off
your head.”

The boy went home to the horse, in tears.
"What's the matter?"
"I must bring back the ring she has thrown into the sea.”

"Didn't I tell you you'd be sorry if you took that feather, and sorry if you
didn't?" the horse asked. "In any case, this one is easy. Go speak to the
king. Say to him, 'I must have a boat full of flour from the treasury of the
vizier. Otherwise, what you want will never come to pass.'"

The lad returned to the king, who sent after the minister and said, " You will
have a boat made, and will fill it with flour."

The minister had the boat made, and filled it with flour. They sent for the
boy, and the horse gave him instructions. He said, "Sail this boat until you
reach the place where she tossed her ring overboard. There, halt and drop
anchor, and throw all the flour you're carrying into the water. All the fish in
the area will come to eat until they're full. The head fish will then come up
and ask, '"'Who has done us this favor? We'd like to reward him.' Ask for the
ring, and they will fetch it for you."

The lad boarded the boat, and headed for the place where the king's
daughter had dropped her ring and stopped. He threw the flour overboard,
and when the fish had eaten their fill, their chief appeared. "Who was it that
did us this favor?" he asked. "We'd like to reward him."

"By Allah, it was I," answered the lad.
"What would you like?"
"A ring fell from my hand."

Going back down and searching for it, the head fish found the ring in the
mouth of another fish. He brought it up and gave it to the lad, who turned
around and set sail for home. When he arrived he went to see the king.

"Open up!" said the king to the girl. "Here's your ring! Take it back!"



Reaching out her hand, she took the ring and bolted the door again.
"0 so and so!" the king called out. "O daughter of the people!”

"By Allah," she answered, "I'm not opening this door unless I get my
horse."

" And who will bring your horse?"

"O Ruler of the Age," the vizier said, "he who brought her and brought the
ring from the depths of the sea can also bring the horse."

The king sent for the young man, and when he came, said to him, "You
must bring her horse, wherever he is, or else I'll cut off your head."

"Please, O Ruler of the Age!" he begged. "How can I go back to her
country? Her father will kill me. And where am I to find her horse?"

"I don't know," the king answered.

The boy went home to the horse. Tears had filled his eyes.
"What's the matter?"

"They want me to bring her horse."

"Didn't I tell you you'd be sorry if you took it, and sorry if you didn't?
Anyway, this is an easy one. Go back to the king and say, 'I want a gold-
and-silver bridle from the treasury of the vizier. Otherwise, the task will
never be done.'"

Returning to the king, the youth made his request. The king summoned the
minister, and said, " You must provide him with a bridle made of silver and
gold.”

Selling nearly everything he owned, the minister had the bridle made. They
sent after the boy, and he came and took the bridle with him back to the
horse. After the lad put the bridle on him, the horse told him to mount, and
he flew with the boy till he crossed the sea and came to the country of the
girl's father, where he landed in hilly territory. The boy dismounted.

"Do you see that mountain?" asked the horse.



"Yes."

"Over there, by the side of that mountain, there's a cave, and in the depths
of the cave is the horse you want. He's bigger and stronger than me, and I
can't let him see me. If he sees me, he'll kill me. Take this bridle with you.
When you approach him, he'll neigh so loud the earth will shake, but don't
be afraid. Come up to him fearlessly, put the bridle on his head, the bit in
his mouth, tighten his cinch, remove his hobble, mount him, and ride him
straight back. You'll find me back at the inn. Don't worry about me!"

The boy went and did as the horse had instructed him. He mounted the
girl's horse, and it flew with him until they reached the city, where he
headed straight to the king.

"O Ruler of the Age," he announced, "here's her horse! I've brought it."
Giving him the horse, the youth returned to his room.

The king led the horse with him, and said to the girl, "Open up! Here's your
horse! It has come."

Seeing her horse, the girl brought out a sword, opened the door, mounted
him, and set to slashing him until she had chopped him into three or four
pieces. Then, going back into the palace, she locked the door.

"0 so and so! O daughter of worthy people!"” the king pleaded.

"By Allah, I won't open,” came the reply, "until my horse has been made to
stand up as he was before."

"Eh!" exclaimed the king, "who's going to revive your horse?"

"O Ruler of the Age," the vizier broke in, "Do you think it's such a big
thing? He who brought the bird and the girl, and brought the ring from the
depths of the sea, can also bring the horse back to life."

The king sent after the lad and said, " You must bring the horse back to life,
just as he was before."

"Please have mercy, O Ruler of the Age!" the boy entreated. "The living
creatures you've asked for, I've brought. But reviving the dead! Is it possible
that anyone can bring dead creatures back to life except their Maker?"



"You have two days and a third to raise this horse from the dead,"” the king
said. "Otherwise, I'll cut off your head!"

The boy went home to the horse, his eyes full of tears.

"What's the matter?" asked the horse, and the boy answered, "Such and
such is the problem."

"All fight," the horse reassured him. "This is an easy one. Go back to the
king and say, 'O Ruler of the Age! I want a pail made of silver and gold
from the treasury of the vizier. Otherwise, this thing will never come to
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pass.

The king summoned the vizier. " You must have a pail of silver and gold
made for him."

If his wife had any jewelry left, the minister did not spare it. He sold every
last thing he had to make the gold-and-silver pail, which he delivered to the
young man, who brought it to the horse.

"Go get me five piasters worth of rope from the shop," said the horse. The
boy went and got the rope. "Tie the handle of the pail with the rope," said
the horse, "and dangle it from my neck.” The boy tied the pail and dangled
it from the horse's neck. "Mount!" said the horse. He mounted, and the
horse flew with him. "Soon we'll be landing on the sea of life,” said the
horse in flight. "I'll have to dip my head in the water to fill the pail. When I
bring my head out again, I'll be drunk. You must be careful to stay awake so
you can splash some of the water on my face and revive me. Otherwise I
might fall into the sea, and it'll be the end of both of us."

"Don't worry," said the lad.

The horse flew until he reached the sea of life, then landed, fired the pail
with water, and pulled his head out. But the boy's attention had wandered,
and he forgot to splash him. The horse reeled from side to side, and he was
about to fall when some of the water from the pail splashed on his face and
he revived. "See what you've done!" the horse chided him. " You've almost
cost us both our lives." And he flew back. Where? Straight to the inn.



"Go bring me a few empty bottles,"” said the horse when they landed at the
khan. The lad went and brought them. The horse then filled them with
water from the pail, saying, "Take these and put them away now. They'll be
needed later. Then carry this pail over to the cut-up horse. Bring the severed
joints together and splash them with the water, and they'll stick. Open his
mouth and pour some of the water into it, and he'll rise up, neighing as he
did before."

The youth went, stuck the horse's joints together, and poured some of the
water down his mouth. The horse jumped up, neighing as he used to.

"Open your door!" said the king to the girl. "Your horse is like it was
before!"

"I swear by my father's head," she answered, "and by Him who gave him
power over people's necks, I won't open, and you won't see me, until you've
burned at the stake the boy who brought my horse and my bird!"

"My dear girl," exclaimed the king, "what's his fault except to be doing us
favors?"

"I don't know," came the response.

Now the minister saw his opportunity. "O Ruler of the Age!" he jumped in.
" Are you afraid for him? Why should you care about him at all?"

The king sent the crier into town to announce that everyone must bring a
load of wood and some burning coals. The boy was summoned and
informed of his fate, and he went crying to the horse. The wood was piled,
and the boy was brought and put on top. They were ready to light the fire.

The horse had meanwhile gotten hold of the boy and said to him, "Take off
your clothes and rub yourself with the water from the pail until your body is
all wet. Then go up to the top of the pile, stand in the middle of the fire, and
tell them to throw more wood into it. Don't be afraid!"

The lad did as the horse had advised him, mounting to the top of the
woodpile. They started the fire, and the flames engulfed him till he was no
longer visible. Turning the logs over, the lad called out to the king, "Bring,



O King, bring more wood and add to the fire! This is the reward for good
deeds! Bring more wood!"

The king then asked the boy to come down from the fire. He did, and
behold! he was completely unharmed.

"Where are you from, my lad?" asked the king.

"I'm from such and such a city," answered the young man. "I'm the son of
King So and So."

The king rushed up to the boy, hugged him, and started kissing him.
"You're the son of my brother,” he exclaimed, "and I'm doing this to you!"
Taking hold of the vizier, he pushed him into the fire. Then, dear brothers,
he gave the lad the girl for a bride. He also gave him the horse, the bird, the
boat, the pail, and everything else, and they rode out together. They were on
their way to the king who was the father of the boy.

This king was sitting at home, and what did he see but a troop of horsemen
approaching from afar. Thinking he was being attacked, he alerted his
army, and they got themselves ready and mounted their horses. The king
sent a scout to discover what was going on. The scout rode out, and found it
was the king's own brother, come to pay him a visit. When the king heard
this news, how happy he was! He went out to meet his brother in person,
and found his own son with him.

When they had gone inside, the king's brother related to him the story of his
son and what had happened to him. At that moment, in the presence of his
brother, the king stepped down and handed his kingdom over to his son,
who accepted it from his father and was content.

This is my tale I've told it, and in your hands I leave it.
Afterword

The five tales brought together here are concerned with the different aspects
of the relationship between parents and children, touching on the theme of
individual freedom, which will recur in many of the tales that follow. The
first tale focuses on the relationship between mother and daughter, the



second and fourth on that between mother and son, and the third and fifth
on that between father and son.

The opening episode of the first tale, itself a recurring motif in the corpus,
demonstrates the importance of having children (a major theme in the
culture), and subsequent events in the tale demonstrate the economic

value children have for the family. It is significant that the woman in
"Tunjur, Tunjur," as in nearly all the other tales in which a similar wish is
made, should ask for a daughter rather than a son. But in addition to the
emotional bonds that hold mother and daughter together, an economic
motive is operating in the tale as well. The mother's initial wish is not only
for a daughter but also for a source of income, and her willingness to let her
daughter out of the house is conditioned by her poverty. The daughter, for
her part, does not want to remain "on the shelf,” which is considered the
proper place for a woman - well scrubbed and beautiful, but out of sight.
She wants to go out and see the world.

Yet this urge for freedom is fraught with danger to the family honor. A kind
of inevitable logic is evident in all the tales: whenever a girl is allowed out of
the house or left on her own, trouble follows. This point emerges clearly
from the fifth tale in the group (and from following tales as well), where the
father's indulgence of the princess's whims leads to her abduction by the
hero. In "Tunjur, Tunjur,” in contrast, the theme of individual freedom is
intertwined with that of economic necessity. Tunjur's adventures, which by
the standards of the community are morally ambiguous, are forgiven by her
mother; the daughter would not have been able to get away so easily if there
had been any males in the family. Perhaps because of these constraints on
the freedom of women, the daughters in both tales must rely on a ruse to
achieve their aim of getting out of the house.

The second and fourth tales present a different aspect of the child/parent
conflict; the focus here is on sexual jealousy, a taboo subject in the family
circle. In the second tale, "The Woman Who Married Her Son," the conflict
arises from the son's need to switch roles - he must cease to be his mother's
son and establish himself as his wife's husband and the head of his family.
In the situation of the patrilocal extended family, when a son marries, both
mother and daughter-in-law have difficulties. The mother's possessiveness
in the tale, her need to keep her son under her control, drives her to throw



the wife out of the house so that she can be both mother and wife to her own
son. In the fourth tale, in contrast, the mother wishes to break free of her
role, which confines her to being a passive recipient of her sons attention. In
addition to being a mother, she also wants to marry again and become a
wife.

The third and fifth tales are concerned with the relationship of fathers and
sons. Both illustrate the sons struggle to achieve independence by
challenging the authority of the father. In the third tale, "Precious One and
Worn-out One," the father is shown as being a deceitful tyrant who resents
the sons courage and independence and attempts to compete with him
sexually. By overcoming the father, the son succeeds in demonstrating his
maturity and achieving independence. Similarly, in the fifth tale, "The
Golden Pail," the son proves himself worthy of inheriting his father's
kingdom by meeting his uncle's challenge. Here the co-wives also compete,
wishing their respective children to inherit the throne. In particular, it is the
rejected co-wife who urges her son to challenge the father and who provides
him with the means to achieve success, thereby vindicating her position in
the family. In a polygynous situation, the struggle over inheritance starts
very early in the marriage; indeed, often the main worry of a first wife and
her children is to prevent the father from marrying again because of
concern over inheritance. Although the stake in the last tale is the entire
kingdom, the struggle over a family's small piece of land could be just as
intense.

SIBLINGS



Half-a-Halfling

TELLER: Allah has spoken and His word is a blessing!
AUDIENCE: Blessings abound, Allah willing!

Once upon a time there was a man who was married to two women. One of
them was his first cousin and the other was a stranger, and neither of them
could get pregnant.

"I'm going to visit the sheikh," he said to himself one day, "and maybe for
the sake of Allah he'll give me some medicine to make these women
conceive.”" He went to the sheikh and said, "I want you to give me a
medicine that'll make my wives get pregnant.”

"Go to such and such a mountain,” the sheikh advised, "and there you'll
find a ghoul. Say to him, 'l want two pomegranates to feed my wives so they
can get pregnant,’ and see what he says to you."

The man went forth, and came upon the ghoul, He approached him
immediately, shaved his beard, trimmed his eyebrows, and said, "Peace to
you!"

"And to you, peace!" replied the ghoul. "Had not your salaam come before
your request, I would've munched your bones so loud my brother who lives
on the next mountain would've heard it. What do you want?"

The man told him what he wanted, and the ghoul said, "Go to the next
mountain over there, and you'll find my elder brother. Ask him, and he'll
tell you what to do."

The man went to the next mountain over and found the ghoul. He did with
him as he had done with his brother. Then he said, "Peace to you!"

"And to you, peace? replied the ghoul. "Had not your salaam come before
your request, I would've munched your bones so loud my sister who lives on
the next mountain would've heard it. What can I do for you?" The man told



him what he wanted, and the ghoul said, "Go to my sister on the next
mountain over there, and she'll tell you what to do."

The man did as he was told, and found the ghouleh grinding wheat, her
breasts thrown over her shoulders. He came forward and sucked on her
fight breast, then on her left. After he did this, he put a handful of her flour
in his mouth.

"You've sucked at my fight breast,” declared the ghouleh, "and now you're
dearer to me than my son Ismain. You've sucked at my left breast, and now
you're dearer than my son Nassar. And now that you've eaten my flour,
you're dearer than my own children. What can I do for you?"

"I want two pomegranates to feed my wives so they can have children,” he
answered.

"Go to that orchard over there," she said. "You'll find a ghoul sleeping,
using one ear for a mattress and the other for a blanket. Pick two
pomegranates and run away as fast as you can."

Having done as he was told, the man took the two pomegranates and started
on his way home.

As he was traveling, he became hungry. "I'm going to eat part of my

cousin's pomegranate,” he thought to himself. "She's my cousin and won't
get angry if I offer her only half a pomegranate.”

When he reached home, he gave his other wife the whole pomegranate and
his cousin the hale They became pregnant at the same time. The stranger
gave birth to twin boys, and he called one Hasan and the other Husen. His
cousin gave birth to half a human being, and they called him Half-a-
Halfling.

The boys grew up. One day they told their father they wanted to go hunting.
Hasan and Husen said they each wanted a mare and a gun, and the father
consented and granted them their wish. Half-a-Halfling said he wanted a
lame and mangy she-goat and a wooden poker. He got what he had asked
for, and the boys all set out together to hunt. Hasan and Husen fired their
shotguns, but they did not hit anything. Half-a-Halfling, meanwhile, would



lie in wait on the ground until the deer came near, then he would hit and
break their legs.

"Give us the deer you've hunted," said Hasan and Husen, "so we can take
them home and say we killed them."

"All fight," he replied, "but on one condition only. I'll heat my brand, and
brand each of you on the backside."

They agreed, and he branded both of them. They took the deer and gave
them to their mother, who cooked them and threw away the bones at the
doorstep of Half-a-Halfling's mother. She started to cry. When Half-a-
Halting saw her crying, he asked, "Why are you crying?"

"Look!" she answered. " Your brothers Hasan and Husen were able to hunt
deer, but not you."

"What!" he cried. "Do you think they killed the deer? You'd better go and

see my brand on their behinds.” His mother went, and she could see the
brand.

The following day they went hunting again. The sun set while they were still
away from town. They came to another town and found no one there except
a ghouleh chasing a rooster.

"Welcome to my nephews!" she said when she saw them. Tying their horses
and the she-goat in front of the house, she invited them in, and made dinner
and fed them.

"What do your horses eat?" she asked.

"They eat hulled barley and pure milk," they answered. She brought feed
for the horses. Then she asked Half-a-Halfling, "What does your she-goat
eat?"

"Bran left over from sifting," he answered, "and water left over from
kneading."

She put food in front of the she-goat and laid out bedding for the brothers to
sleep on. Hasan and Husen went to sleep on the floor, but Half-a-Halfling
said, "I can't sleep on the floor.” Seeing a reed basket hanging from the



ceiling, he said, "I'll sleep in this basket. But first you must give me a
waterskin and a handful of lava beans for munching." He pierced the
waterskin and hung it above his head and let it drip on him, as he sat in the
basket munching the fava beans.

In a while the ghouleh, thinking they were asleep, started jumping around
and singing, " O my teeth get sharper and sharper, for Hasan and Husen his
brother!" Now, Half-a-Halfling was awake, and he heard her.

"How am I going to sleep?" he said. "And how am I going to sleep, when
my belly has no food in it to keep?"

"What do you want to eat?" asked the ghouleh, and he answered, "I want a
stuffed rooster so I can eat it and go to sleep.”

She prepared the rooster for him, and he ate it and climbed back into the
basket. Again the ghouleh started prancing around, singing, "O my teeth
get sharper and sharper, for Hasan and Husen his brother!"

Half-a-Halfling jumped up and said, "How am I going to sleep? And how
am I going to sleep, when my belly has no food in it to keep?"

"What do you want to eat?" she asked, and he answered, "I want a lamb,
stuffed and roasted to a turn.”

By the time she finished preparing the lamb, the sun had risen.

"We want water so we can wash," the boys said. When she had gone out to
fetch the water, Half-a-Halfling said to his brothers, "You'd better get up!
This woman is a ghouleh.” They got up, mounted their animals, and ran
away. When she came back and found them gone, she called out, "O milk,
thicken! thicken! and tie up their joints so they can't move." The horses
came immediately to a stop and would not budge. They got down and
mounted behind their brother on the lame she-goat, and he prodded the
animal with the poker, calling out, " O flint, spark and spark! O bran, fly
and fly!" The she-goat flew with them and brought them home, while the
ghouleh caught up with the horses and gobbled them up.

The father was very pleased with Half-a-Halfling, who was able to save his
brothers. from the clutches of the ghouleh.



"And what would you say," the boy asked, "if I were to bring the ghouleh
herself right here?"

"We'd confess you're cleverer than both your brothers if you could do
that,” replied the parents.

Half-a-Halfling went and bought a donkey, and loaded it with a huge box
filled with halvah. "Here's the halvah! Here's the halvah? he cried out when
he reached the ghouleh's house. She came out and asked how much it was.
He answered, you might say, " A piaster for a quarter of a kilo."

She ate one quarter, then two and three, but she was still hungry.

"What do you say to getting into the box," he suggested, "and eating as
much as you want. We'll figure out what you owe me later.” She agreed and
got into the box. He closed the lid on her, securing it with a rope, and started
moving. She was too busy eating to notice. When he approached their town,
he called out, "Light the fire and let the flames rise! I've brought the
ghouleh herself. And let him who loves the Prophet bring a load of wood
and a burning coal!"

"What're you saying?" asked the ghouleh.

"I was saying," he answered, "spread the silk and put the silk away! I've
brought you the princess, daughter of the prince."

When the fire was big enough, they threw the box in it and rid themselves of
the ghouleh and her evil.

The bird has flown, and a good evening to all!



The Orphans' Cow

TELLER: Testify that God is One!
AUDIENCE: There is no god but He!

There was once a man who was married to a certain woman. The wife died,
leaving behind a son and a daughter. The man said, "This cow is for the boy
and the girl."

One day the man married again. His wife became pregnant, gave birth, and
had a boy. She became pregnant again, gave birth, and had a girl. She fed
her children only the best food, and the others nothing but bran.

The orphans used to roam with their cow in the countryside every day.
When they were well out of town, they would say to her, "Open, O our
cow!" The cow would open the space between her horns, meat and rice
would come out of it, and the children would eat their fill. When they were
fed bran at home, they would boil with anger.

When the children played together in the evening, the woman noticed that
her children were sallow, while the orphans were like red apples. She said to
her son, "Tomorrow you'll go out to the countryside with them and find out
what they eat!" He said, "All right."

The next day he went roving with them. Early in the morning the children
fed their pieces of bread to the cow. And what? Were they going to suffer
from hunger all day? "Listen!" they said to their brother. "Do you promise
not to tell our mother and father?"

"No. I won't say anything," he answered.
"Good," they said. "Open, O our cow! We want to eat."

The cow opened between her horns, the three of them ate till they were full,
and then the cow dosed her horns again.

"Hanh!" snapped the mother when they came home. "What did you eat out
there?"



"What did we eat?" he answered. "We ate the dry bread you gave us.”" He
refused to tell. Not believing him, the woman then said to her daughter,
"You go out with them in the morning, and whatever you see them eat, you
must tell me."

The following morning, the girl went roaming the countryside with the
orphans. "Do you promise not to tell?" they asked her, and she replied, "No,
I won't tell.” They said, "Open, I our cow! We want to eat.” The cow
opened between her horns, and what rice and meat there was! They ate
until they had their fill; but the girl was putting one bite in her mouth and
hiding the next in the front of her dress. When she came home, she said,
"Mother, see! Here's what they eat! Their cow does such and such.”

The woman brought some straw and boiled it until the water turned yellow,
yellow. Then she bathed in this water, laid out her bed, and put her head
down and went to sleep.

"What's the matter with your mother, children?" asked the father when he
came home. The children said she was ill.

"Don't talk to me!" she said. "I'm not well."

"Woman, what's the problem? I'll take you to the doctor, just tell me what
you need!"

"I was told no prescription would cure me, except that you slaughter for me
the orphans' cow."

"0 no, woman!" he said. "The children are having such a good time with
her,"” and so on and so forth.

"Nothing else is possible,” she answered. "I won't get well until you
slaughter the orphans’' cow for me."

So he caught the cow and slaughtered her, and they ate her, while the
orphans wept and lamented.

Angry, they ran away, the sister with her brother. They walked and walked
until a shepherd met them. The girl was the older, and the boy the younger.

"Sister, I'm thirsty," said the boy. "I want to drink."



"Uncle," she asked the shepherd, "do you happen to know where there's
water for us to drink?"

"Listen, daughter,"” he replied. "You'll come upon two springs. Drink from
the lower one, but the other one - don't drink from it! A gazelle has pissed in
it, and whoever drinks from it now will turn into a gazelle."

"Thank you," said the girl.
They reached the springs, and quenched their thirst from the lower one.

"By Allah," insisted the brother. "I must drink from the other spring too,
just to see what will happen.”

"O brother, brother, please!"

He would not listen to her, and drank from the upper spring. When he
drank, he turned into a gazelle. The girl led him away, her tears flowing into
her mouth. She arrived by the walls of a palace and sat down. A servantgirl
looked out and saw her.

"Sir," said the servant to her master, "down by the palace wall there's one
so beautiful she'll take your mind away."

"Go call her for me!" he said. She went and called over to her, "Girl, come
up and see my master,” and the girl replied, "I have a gazelle with me." The
king said to his servants, "Take the gazelle and tether him down below, and
have her come up here!"

"No," said the girl. "This gazelle - wherever I stay, he stays with me."
"Very well," said the king. "Let him come up with her."

She led the gazelle up the stairs with her, and stayed. She stayed a month,
perhaps two, Allah knows!

"Young woman," the king asked one day, "would you rather have me for a
brother or for a husband?"

"No, by Allah [not as a brother],"” replied the girl. "Marriage is shelter."



He married her. A day went and a day came, she became pregnant, and he
set out on the hajj. But before leaving he said to the women of the house,
"Take good care of so and so. And this lamb here - when she gives birth,
have it slaughtered for her!"

"Yes," they said. But after he left, they whispered, "This one's so beautiful
and well behaved, he'll sell us all for her sake when he comes back. What're
we going to do with her?" They dropped her into a well, slaughtered her
lamb, and ate it themselves, burying its skin under the floor of the house.

Now, the gazelle, whenever they fed him a mouthful of bread, would take it
and drop it into the well.

The king returned from the hajj. "Where's my wife?" he asked.

" Allah have mercy on her soul!"” they said. "She died. And, by Allah, since
she was so dear to us, we've dug a grave for her fight under the floor here."

Looking the gazelle over, how thin the king found him! He said, "What use
do we have for him now that she's gone? Let's feed him till he fattens up,
then slaughter him."

But the gazelle still took the mouthful of bread and went away. The king
thought, "By Allah, I've got to follow this gazelle and find out where he
takes the food." He followed him, and behold! the gazelle carried the piece
of bread in his jaws, went to the mouth of a well, dropped it in, and started
calling out:

"O my little sister, O Bdur!

For me they've sharpened the knives
And raised the pots over the fire."
And she answered:

"O my little brother, O Qdur!

My hair's so long it covers me,

In my lap sits the son of the king,



And the whale has swallowed me."
Looking into the well, the king asked, "Are you down in this well?"
" Just as you see," she answered.

He had a young man like Mhammad Musa lowered into the well. The man
went down and brought her and her child up. Then she told the king what
had taken place. "My story is such and such and such,"” she said, "and so
and so. We drank from the springs, this gazelle is my brother, and the
women of your house dropped me into the well. This is exactly what has
happened to me."

After she was out of the well, the king took her brother and made him drink
from the same spring again, and he turned back into this youth that you
should come and see.

He then brought together his mother, his sister, and his servantgirl and had
it announced that he who loves the sultan must in the morning bring a
lapful of wood and a burning coal to, you might say, the town's threshing
grounds. He lit a fire and dropped his mother, his sister, and the servant into
it, and burned them.

Then he lived happily with his wife, and he made her brother a sultan - and
may you wake up to blessings in the morning!



Sumac! You Son of a Whore, Sumac!

TELLER: Testify that God is One!
AUDIENCE: There is no other god but God.

Once there was a man and his wife, and they had three sons. They also had
a flock of sheep. The wife had not given birth to any daughters, and the
whole family yearned for a little girl. One day the woman cried out, "O
Lord, would you give me a little girl, even if she turns out to be a ghouleh!"
Allah fulfilled her wish, and she became pregnant and gave birth to a
daughter. The whole family loved her very, very much.

Soon after the birth of the girl, when they made their daily check of their
herd, they would find that one sheep was missing. "By Allah," said the boys
among themselves, "we're going to keep watch and find out who comes and
steals a sheep every night." Taking the watch the first night, the eldest
brother stayed awake till midnight, then fell asleep. When he woke up in the
morning, he found one sheep missing. The following night the middle
brother said he would keep watch. He stayed awake till dawn, then he too
fell asleep. When he woke up in the morning, he counted the sheep and
found one missing.

"I want to keep watch tonight," said the youngest.
"You're still young and can't stay up all night," his father and brothers said.

"What's the matter with you?" he asked. "Why won't you let me give it a
try?" He insisted so much that his father and brothers finally said, "All
right, if you want to keep watch, you can stay up late."

In the evening he went and filled his pockets with roasted fava beans. He
also placed a thorn bush on either side of him; and, having got hold of a
leather bottle, he made a small hole in it, filled it with water, and hung it
above his head. Then he sat up to keep watch, munching on the fava beans.
If he moved this way or that, a thorn pricked him. And if he started to doze
off, the water dripping on his head kept him awake. This way he was able to



stay up the whole night. Toward morning he was surprised to see his sister
opening the door of the sheep pen. Taking hold of a sheep, she devoured it
and wiped her mouth. Then she went back to sleep in her bed.

"Ha! What did you see?" they asked him in the morning.

"Listen," he answered. "Our sister is a ghouleh, and we must kill her." Not
believing him, they all started to shout at him.

"All right," he retorted. "If you're not going to kill her, I'm going to run
away and leave this town to you."

"If you want to run away, that's your business," they answered.

He started on his way out of town, traveling for Allah knows how long, until
he came on an old woman living in a shack. She had a small flock of sheep.

"Mother," he asked her, "would you mind letting me stay here with you? I'll
take your sheep out to graze, and you'll cook for me, wash my clothes, and
take care of me?"

"Why not?" she answered. "I don't have any children of my own, and you'll
be like a son to me."

"That will be just fine," he said.

From that day on he took the old woman's sheep out to pasture, coming
home in tile evening to eat and spend the night. One day, while roaming
with the sheep in the rocky countryside, he came upon a lioness giving birth
and having a difficult time of it.

"Please help me," she begged him, "and I'll give you two of my cubs."

He came to her aid, and when she gave birth she gave him two of her cubs.
He took very good care of them, feeding them milk till they grew big, and he
called one Swah and the other Lwah.

One day the man thought to himself, "It's been ten or fifteen years since I've
seen my brothers and my parents. I wonder what's become of them." He
went to the old woman. "Mother," he said, "I've been away from my
country and my family for a long time, and I'd like to go see what's become
of them."



"May Allah make your path easy!" the old woman said.

He mounted his mare and set out. When he arrived at the edge of town, he
discovered it was in ruins. His sister had emptied it of people.

She had devoured her father, her mother, and everyone else. Nothing was
left save a one-eyed rooster, and she was chasing it around town. When she
saw her brother, she pretended she did not know what was happening.

"Welcome, brother!" she greeted him. "Welcome!"

What was he going to do? She had already spotted him. She spread
something for him to sit on, and he came in and sat down. After he had sat
down, she went outside where the mare was tethered. Moving this way and
that, she gobbled up one of its legs and came back inside.

"Brother!"
"What is it, sister?"
"Your mare," she asked, "is it on four legs or on three?"

Understanding what had happened, he replied, "No, sister [it's not on four].
It's on three."

Going back outside, she moved this way and that, gobbled up the second leg,
and came back in.

"Brother," she asked, "is your mare on three or on two legs?"
"It's on two," he answered. "That's the way it is in our country."

She kept going in and out until she had devoured the whole mare. Then she
came back in and said, "Brother, did you come riding or walking?"

"No, by Allah, sister,” he answered, "I came walking."

"Well, you son of a whore!" she roared.s "You're trapped now. What shall I
do with you?"

"Please!" he begged her.



"Not a chance!" she answered, and she fell on him, preparing to eat him.
" Just let me do my ablutions and pray before you eat me," he begged.
"But you might run away," she said.

"No," he replied. "I won't. You can fill this pitcher with water and let me go
up to the roof to cleanse myself. Tie one end of the rope to my hand, and you
keep hold of the other end while I'm washing myself."

She tied his wrist, and he took the pitcher and went up to the roof. Finding a
large stone there, he untied the rope from his wrist and tied it to the stone.
Then, setting the pitcher against the stone so that the water dribbled out of
it slowly, he climbed down from the roof and ran away.

Every once in a while she pulled on the rope and, finding it still tied and the
water dribbling, put her mind at ease. Eventually, however, she thought he
was taking a rather long time, so she called out, but no one answered.
Rushing to the roof to find out what he was up to, she found he had escaped.
She looked, and behold! Where was he? He was already on the outskirts of
town. She came running after him, and almost caught up with him. What
was he to do? Looking about, he saw a palm tree and climbed to the top.
She ran after him.

"Where're you going to go now?" she asked.

Transforming her hand into a scythe, she said, "Sharpen, O my scythe,
sharpen!" and started to chop the tree down. When it was about to fall, the
brother suddenly remembered his lions. "O Swah! O Lwah!" he cried out.
"Your dear brother's gone!" And, behold! like the blowing of the wind the
two lions came. No sooner did his sister see them than she started to run
away, but they followed her, tore her to pieces, and devoured her. The
brother could now come down from the tree safely.

As he was resting with the lions beside him, two merchants approached,
leading a loaded caravan. When they saw the lions, they admired them and
wanted them for themselves.

"Young man!" they called out.

"Yes," he answered, "what can I do for you?"



"How would you like to make a bet with us?" they asked. "If you can guess
what merchandise we're carrying, you can take the caravan and itsload. But
if you can't guess, we'll take these two lions."

"All right," he agreed, "I'm willing."

He started guessing: "nuts, lava beans, lentils, wheat, rice, sugar ..." It was
no use; he could not guess. When he was stumped, with no chance of
guessing, the merchants took the lions with them and moved on.

By Allah, they had not led those lions very far away when a drop of blood,
which had fallen from his sister to the ground when the lions ate her,
shouted out, "Sumac! You son of a whore, sumac!""

After the merchants the brother ran. "Wait! Uncles, wait!" he exclaimed. "I
can guess what your load is. It's sumac!"

Having guessed, he took his lions back and got the caravan with its load.

This is my tale, I've told it, and in your hands I leave it.



The Green Bird

Once upon a time there was a man. He had a son and a daughter whose
mother had died. They had a neighbor who was a widow, and every day she
kept after the children, putting ideas in their heads.

"Tell me," she would say, "doesn't your father intend to get married?"
"No, not yet," they would answer.

"Why, then, don't you say to him," she would urge, "'Father, marry our
neighbor.""

"Father," they would go to him and say, "marry our neighbor."

"Children, you're still too young," he would answer. "If I get married now,
your aunt will beat you. When you're older I'll marry again.” And to his
daughter he would say, "I'll wait until you're old enough to fill the water

jug.”

The girl would then go to the woman and say, "Such and such says my
father.” And the neighbor would go fill the water jug [at the spring], bring it
to their house, and urge the girl to say to her father, "Father, I'm now old
enough. I've filled the water jug. Marry our neighbor."

"I'll marry when you're old enough to knead the dough,” the father would
say. "When you're old enough to bake the bread. When you're old enough
to cook.” Whatever chore he mentioned, the neighbor would come to the
house and do it, and the girl would go back to her father and say, "Father,
here! I've done this and that. Marry our neighbor."

Eventually the man did marry the neighbor, and she turned against the
children and beat them.

One day her husband said, "Wife, by Allah, we've got a craving for stuffed
tripe.”

"Bring the tripe," she answered, "and we'll cook it."



He went and got the tripe, and she scrubbed and cleaned it and put it on the
fire. Her husband was plowing in the fields. After she had placed the food
on the fire, she set to sweeping the floor. She swept a stroke or two and
thought to herself that she might as well check 'and see if the food was
ready. She picked up a foot and ate it. Another stroke or two with the
broom, and again she said to herself, "Let me poke the food and see if it's
ready.” She picked up a portion of the tripe and ate it. By the time she
realized what she was doing, she had eaten up the whole meal, leaving
nothing behind.

"Yee!" she cried out. "The Devil take me! What's he going to do to me now?
Soon he'll be home from plowing, and what's he going to eat? By Allah, I
think he'll kill me. He'll blacken my face. Hey, you! Go call your brother
right away."

The girl cried, knowing what the woman was up to.
"What do you want with my brother, aunty?"

"I'm telling you to call your brother. And, by Allah, if you don't call him, I'll
kill you right now."

The girl went out, calling:

"Hey, brother! Come and don't come!

Come and don't come near!

For you they've sharpened the knives

In front of the shop doors."

Coming back in, she said, "O aunty! I haven't been able to find him."

"I'm telling you to call him," the woman snapped back. "Quick as a bird!
Otherwise, I'm going to slaughter you."

Back out went the girl, and she called:
"Hey, brother! Come and don't come!

Come and don't come near!



For you they've sharpened the knives
In front of the shop doors."

This last time the woman said, "I'll kill you if you don't bring him." Finally
the sister called her brother, and he came.

Taking him inside, the woman locked the door. She slaughtered him, cut
him into pieces, and cooked him just as she would cook tripe and in the
same pot. The other one sat crying and crying, but the woman said to her,
"Consider yourself dead if you speak to your father or anyone else."

The father came home from plowing, hungry.
"Did you cook the tripe, wife?" he asked.
"Yes," she answered.

Setting the pot down, they cut pieces of bread, poured the sauce over it,
piled the meat on top, and set to it.

"Come, girl," the father urged his daughter. "Eat!"

"I don't want any," she said.

"How can you not want any?" he asked. "Eat!"

"No, father," she replied. "I'm full. I've just taken some food and eaten.”

"Leave her alone!" his wife cut in. "What do you want with her? All day
long she's been hanging about and eating."

"All right," said the father. "But where's your brother? Doesn't he want to
eat?"

"He just ate and went out to play,” answered the wife: "When. he comes
back, even if it's midnight, I'll give him some food."

From that day on, the man would set out for the fields with his team early in
the morning and come home late in the evening, tired. He would ¢ ask about
the boy, and his wife would say he had just eaten and gone out to play.



Now the sister, after they had finished their meal, took the bones and dug a
hole and buried them at the edge of the garden. And every morning she
would sit by the place where she buried the bones and cry and cry until she
had no more tears. Then she would go home.

One day there was a wedding at a neighbor's house. Her father, her
stepmother, and all the girls. [in the neighborhood] put on their best clothes
and went to the wedding. "Now that nobody's around," she thought to
herself, "I'll dig up the bones and look at them again.” She went and dug
and (so the story goes) found a marble urn. She dug deeper, unearthed it,
and out of it flew a green bird. And what else? The urn was full of gold
bracelets, tings, and earrings. There was also a dress, which was something
to look at. Putting it on, the girl set out for the wedding wearing all the
jewelry. Everyone noticed her, admiring the clothes and the jewelry, but no
one recognized her.

In a while, as the wedding procession moved along, a green bird came
circling over the head of the bride. He sang:

"I am the green bird

Who graces this gathering!

My stepmother slaughtered me

And my father devoured me

Only my kind sister

(Allah shower mercy on her!)
Gathered up my bones

And saved them in the urn of stone."

"Look! Look!" they all shouted. "There's a bird, and it's speaking!" They
forgot about the wedding procession and turned their attention to the bird.

"Speak, bird!" they clamored, "Speak again! How beautiful are your
words!"



"I won't say anything more," he replied, "until that woman over there
opens her mouth."

His stepmother opened her mouth, and he dropped a handful of nails and
needles into it. She swallowed them, and behold! she died.

"Speak bird!" urged the crowd. "Say morel How beautiful are your
words!"

"I won't speak again," he answered, "until that man over there opens his
mouth." His father opened his mouth, and the bird dropped a handful of
needles and nails into it. He, too, fell dead.

Again the crowd urged the bird. "Speak, bird! How beautiful are your
words!"

"I won't say more," he answered, "until that girl over there opens her lap.’

His sister opened her lap like this, the bird landed on it, and behold! he
turned into a boy again. Her brother had returned as he was before, and
they went home and lived together.

This is my tale, I've told it, and in your hands I leave it.

10.



Little Nightingale the Crier

TELLER: Testify that God is One!
AUDIENCE: There is no god but God.

Once upon a time there were three girls. They were spinners and had
nothing but their spinning. Every day they used to spin and go down to the
market to sell their product and buy food. One day the town crier
announced that it was forbidden to put on a light in the city, because the
king wanted to test his subjects - to see who was obedient and who was not.
That night the king and his vizier went through the city to check whose
lights were on and whose were not.

What were the girls to do? They had nothing but their spinning. Every day
one of them would spin, and they would sell her yarn and buy food for all of
them to eat. What could they do? They wanted to continue with their
spinning, but they dared not put on a light. So the eldest one called out, "O
my Lord, my beloved! May the king be passing this way and hear me, and
may he wed me to his baker so I can have my fill of bread!" The middle
sister prayed, "And may he wed me to his cook so I can have my fill of
food!" Then the youngest made her plea, "O my Lord, my beloved! May the
king pass this way and hear me! And may he wed me to his son, and I give
birth to two boys and a girl. I will call one of the boys Aladdin and the other
Bahaddin, and the girl Samsizzha. If she smiles while it's raining, the sun
will shine; and if she cries while the sun's shining, it will rain."

As chance would have it, the king was passing that way, and he heard them.
"Councillor!" ordered the king, "Manage it for me!"

"The owner manages his own property, O Ruler of the Age," replied the
vizier. They put a mark on that shack and went home. In the morning the
king sent soldiers, who said to the girls, "Come and see the king!" And they
came.

"Obedience is yours, Majesty!" they said.



"Come here," said the king. "What's your story?"

"We are three girls, Your Majesty," they replied, "and we have no one to
take care of us and nothing to eat. You ordered the lights out, so what could
we do? What you heard, we actually said."

"All fight," he said. "Let it be as you wish!"

He married the eldest to his baker, the middle one to the cook, and the
youngest to his son. Seeing that she had married the king's son, whereas
they were the wives of the baker and the cook, her sisters became jealous
and wanted to take revenge on her. When she became pregnant the first
time and was ready to deliver, they went to the midwife and bribed her.

"Take this little puppy,"” they said. "Put it under our sister and give us the
baby. We'll be waiting for you outside the door of the house. Wrap the baby
and hand him over to us, and put the puppy in his place.”

The sister had no sooner given birth than the midwife wrapped up the baby,
putting the puppy in his place, and handed him over to them. She then went
back inside.

"What did the daughter-in-law of the king's household give birth to?"
people asked.

"Yee!" they said, "What did she give birth to? She gave birth to a puppy!"”
The king's family, however, brought up the puppy and were proud of it.

Meanwhile, what did the sisters do? Taking the baby, they wrapped him
well, put him in a box, and threw it into the river. On the bank of the river
was an orchard, in which lived an old man and an old woman. The aged
couple went out in the morning and found a box on the water. They picked
it up and opened it, and found a baby. Since they had no children, the old
man said, "Why don't we bring him up, old lady? He might be useful to us
in the future.” They adopted him.

Now we go back to the king's daughter-in-law. She became pregnant again,
and was ready to deliver. As soon as she was about to give birth, her sisters
went to the midwife. "Take this newborn kitten," they said, "and put it



under her. And as much money as you want, we'll give you. Just hand the
baby over to us."

The same thing happened again. As soon as the sister gave birth, the
midwife took the baby, wrapped him in a cloth, and gave him to the sisters,
placing the cat by the mother.

"What did the daughter-in-law of the king's household give birth to? What
did the daughter-in-law of the king's household give birth to?"

"What did she give birth to?" people whispered. "She gave birth to a cat!"

The two sisters did as before, putting the baby in a box and throwing him
into the river. Again the old folks living in the orchard came out and found a
box. Picking it up, they opened it and found a boy. They adopted him, and
now they had two children.

We go back to the mother. She was pregnant again, and was about to give
birth. Her sisters said to the midwife, "Here's money! Take it! Take also this
stone, put it next to her, and give us the baby."

When the sister gave birth, the midwife came and took the daughter she had
had, wrapped her in a cloth, and gave her to them, leaving the stone in her
place. The sisters took her, placed her in a box, and dropped her into the
river.

"What did the daughter-in-law of the king's household give birth to? What
did she give birth to?" people asked.

"What did she give birth to?" came the answer. "She gave birth to a stone!"

The son of the king, meanwhile, thought to himself, "What's going on? One
time she gives birth to a dog, another time to a cat, and this time to a stone."
He deserted her. The baby girl was also discovered by the old couple, and
they brought her up with her brothers.

The boys became young men, and the girl became a young lady. She turned
out to be exactly as her mother had wished. If it was raining and she
laughed, the sun shone; and if it was sunny and she cried, it started to rain.
One day the old man died, leaving them all his possessions. Whatever he
had - the orchard and the hut - he gave it to the children.



"What!" said the young people. "Are we going to stay here in this orchard
all alone? Let's go somewhere, build ourselves a place, and live in it."

Where did they go? They went to their father's city, bought a piece of land
across from his palace, built a palace just like his, and settled in it. There
they were, by themselves! They did not know anyone, but as they went back
and forth in the town, their aunts recognized them. They realized these were
the children they had thrown into the water. What were they to do? They
wanted to get rid of them. They found an old crone who was willing to help,
and, taking a tray full of trinkets with her, she went to their palace and
started crying her wares. Waiting until the brothers had gone out to hunt,
the old woman cried her wares by their palace.

The girl was sitting by her window. Her brothers were not around, and,
wanting to buy something from the old crone, she started weeping. As her
tears fell down, they landed on the henna powder and made it soggy.
Looking up, the old crone said, "Yee! What am I going to call down upon
your head? Why did you do that, my dear?"

"0 grandmother!" answered the girl, "my brothers aren't here, and I cried.
I don't know why."

"Never mind," said the woman.
The girl invited her in, and the old crone came up beside her.

"0, my dearest!" she coaxed. "Here! Take this henna, and whatever else
you want - I'll give it to you." Meanwhile, she was looking up and down the
palace, inspecting it.

"Yee, by Allah!" she cried out. "Your palace is very beautiful, my dear, and
nothing is missing from it except Little Nightingale the Crier."

"Where's Little Nightingale the Crier, grandmother?" asked the girl. "And
who's going to bring him?"

"Your brothers will bring him," the old crone replied. "You have two such
brothers, Allah bless the Prophet on their behalf! and you ask who's going
to bring Little Nightingale!"



The girl sat and wept. Clouds formed, thunder roared, and rain fell. The
brothers wondered what might have befallen their sister, and they came
home running.

"What's the matter, sister?"

"Nothing's the matter," she replied. "A woman came to see me and said my
palace was missing nothing except Little Nightingale the Crier, and I want
him."

"And how are we going to get him for you, sister?" they asked.

"I don't know," she answered, "but I want Little Nightingale the Crier to
put in our palace.”

"Fine," said the eldest brother. "Prepare some provisions for my journey,
and I'll go." Removing a ring from his finger, he gave it to his younger
brother and said, "Wear this ring, and if it becomes tight on your finger,
then I'm in danger and you should follow after me for three days and a
third. If the ring doesn't get any tighter, then I'm all right and you shouldn't
come for me."

His sister prepared his horse, loading it with provisions, and he departed.
He traveled for a while, and in the course of his travels he came' upon a
ghoul in the wilderness.

"Peace to you, father!" he said.

"And to you, peace!"” responded the ghoul. "If your salaam had not come
before you'd spoken, I would've torn your flesh to pieces before tackling
your bones. What's your story? Where're you going, young master?"

"I'm on my way to fetch Little Nightingale the Crier," he replied.

"In that case,"” said the ghoul, "go straight ahead. I have a brother who's
older than me by a month but wiser by a lifetime. He'll show you the way."

The young man traveled until he reached the second ghoul.

"Peace to you, father!"



"And to you, peace!" answered the ghoul. "If your salaam had not come
before you'd spoken, I would've torn your flesh to pieces before tackling
your bones. Where're you going, Aladdin?"

"By Allah," replied the young man, "I'm on my way to fetch Little
Nightingale the Crier."

"Son," the ghoul advised, "go straight ahead for a while, and you'll see my
sister. If you find her grinding salt and her eyes red, come up to her and eat
some of her salt, then suck at her breasts. But if you find her grinding sugar,
don't go near her!"

"Fine," said the young man, and moved on. In a while he came upon the
ghouleh and found her grinding salt. Her hair was disheveled, and her
breasts were hanging down in front of her. Coming forward, he sucked at
her right breast.

"Who was it that sucked at my right breast?" she asked. "He's now dearer
to me than my son Ismain."

He turned and sucked at the left breast.

"Who was it that sucked at my left breast?" she asked. "He's now dearer
than my son Abdir-rahman."

Turning to face her, he ate some of what she was grinding.

"Welcome in Allah's safekeeping!" announced the ghouleh. "And may
Allah betray him who betrays this oath! What can I do for you?"

"I want Little Nightingale the Crier," he answered.

"Ah, yes!" responded the ghouleh. "You should know that Little
Nightingale the Crier is a bird in such and such an orchard. Better wait till
my sons come home. You can't reach him on your own."

Blowing on him, she turned him into a pin, which she stuck in her
headband, and sat waiting until her children came. In wind and storm her
sons arrived. They were forty, and one of them was lame. Before they had
even arrived, they were muttering, " You smell of human, mother!"

"I smell of no human,” replied the mother, "nor do I have anything like that



around. Sit down and be quiet!" But they kept on chattering and saying,
"You smell of human."

"Listen and I'll tell you," she confessed. "He has suckled at my breasts, so
he's now my son like all of you. All of you guarantee his safety, and I'll bring
him out."

"He's welcome in Allah's safekeeping,” they swore, "and may Allah betray
ham who betrays this oath!"

When the ghouleh brought him out and they had a good look at him, they
greeted him, and they all sat down together.

"Do you know what he wants?" asked the ghouleh of her children.
"No," they answered.

"He's your brother,"” she went on, "and he wants Little Nightingale the
Crier. Which of you is going to take him?" One of them said he'd do it in
ten days, another said in two, and a third in an hour.

"I'll take him there in the wink of an eye,” the lame one jumped in.

"Get moving!" said the ghouleh. "But be careful, Aladdin. There's a cage
hanging in a tree, and Little Nightingale comes there to roost for the night.
Perching in the tree, he will shout, 'I'm Little Nightingale the Crier! Who
dare say, "Here I am!"' He'll say it three times. If you declare. yourself,
you're lost; but if you don't, you can catch him and bring him with you."

"Very well,"” he said.

Picking him up, the lame ghoul brought him to Little Nightingale's orchard,
where the ghoul let him down and left. The youth went into the orchard,
and in flew Little Nightingale the Crier and perched in a tree.

"I'm Little Nightingale the Crier!" he declared. "Who dare say, 'Here I
am!'" The first time the young man held his tongue, but the second time he
shouted back, "Here I am!"

"You!" laughed the. bird, and he blew on him, turning him into a stone, and
rolled him down the orchard.



Now the ring tightened around Aladdin's brother's finger, and he mounted
his horse and came after his brother. As the first brother had done, so did
the second. He visited the ghouleh and was taken to the orchard. Before
leaving, though, he had given the ring to his sister. When he came into the
orchard, the bird flew in: "I'm Little Nightingale the Crier! Who dare say,
'Here I am!'" The first time and the second, he kept quiet, but the third
time he shouted back, "Here I am!"

"You!" said the bird, and he blew on him, tossing him down like his brother.

Who was left? The sister. The ring tightened around her finger. What was
she to do? "My brothers are lost to me," she said to herself. She wanted to
follow them. Saddling the horse, she disguised herself and followed them.
She did the same as her brothers, going to the ghouleh.

"Listen!" said the ghouleh. "You'll be lost like your brothers, and all
memory of you will be gone forever. But if you can catch him, you'll save
your brothers and many other people as well. Take care! Don't talk back to
him!"

"No, I won't," said the girl.

When they had brought her to the orchard, she climbed into a tree and sat
waiting. In flew the bird: "I'm Little Nightingale the Crier! Who dare sayj,
'Here I am!' I'm Little Nightingale the Crier..." He repeated his call till he
nearly burst, but she was waiting for him without making a sound. When he
had finished, he went into his cage. Now, she was waiting fight behind the
cage on the tree. She shut the door on him quickly, locked it, and took the
cage in her hand.

"Please!" he begged. "Let me go free! I'll sing for you, I'll do anything."
"Not a chance," she said. "Bring back my brothers!"

"Take a handful of dirt from that molehill,” he said, "and sprinkle it on
those stones over there, and your brothers will rise."

Lifting some dirt, she threw it over the stones, and her brothers came back
to life. She went On sprinkling dirt all over the stones, and a whole creation
came back to life. Everyone went back to his family. Carrying the cage with



her, she returned to the ghouleh with her brothers. They said good-bye to
the ghouleh and went home.

Once they reached home, they hung the cage up inside the palace. The boys
would go hunting and then come back and sit in the coffeehouses.
Eventually their fame spread in the city. "Whose children are these?"
people asked. "Where did they come from?"

One day they met their father at the coffeehouse, but they did not recognize
one another. How fond of them he became! He would invite them over and
enjoy their company.

"You must come and have dinner with us," said the brothers to him one
day. "You've already invited us two or three times, and now you must come
and eat with us, O Ruler of the Age!"

"Yes," he said, "why not?"

When they had prepared the dinner, Little Nightingale the Crier said, "Put
a dish of carrots with the meal, among the fruits." They served dinner and
ate. How delightful it was! They had a great time. After dinner they brought
a plate of fruits and served it, along with the dish of carrots.

"Little Nightingale? they called. "Come and eat!"

"No, by Allah!" he cried out. "Little Nightingale the Crier does not eat
carrots, O you stupid people of this city! You bulls and donkeys! In all your
life have you ever heard that a daughter-in-law of the king's household
would give birth to a dog, a cat, and a stone?"

The king was taken aback. "Say it again, O Crier!" he urged.

"I am Little Nightingale the Crier," answered the bird, "and I don't eat
carrots, O you stupid people of this city! In all your life have you ever heard
of a daughter-in-law in the king's household giving birth to a dog, a cat, and
a stone?"

"What are you saying, O Little Nightingale Crier?" asked the king.

"This is what I am saying," replied the bird. "The daughter-in-law of the
king's household did not give birth to a dog, a cat, and a stone. Your



children, Bahaddin and Aladdin and Samsizzha, are the ones who are here
with you."

The king sent for the midwife. "Either you tell me the story," he threatened,
"or I'll cut off your head.”

"Please, O Ruler of the Age!" she begged, "It wasn't my fault. Her sisters
bribed me and gave me the puppy, the cat, and the stone to put in place of
her children. These here are your children."

The king had the heads of the midwife and the sisters cut off, and it was
announced that he who loved the king must bring a load of wood and
burning embers. He burned their corpses in the fire and scattered their
ashes to the wind.

This is my tale, I've told it, and in your hands I leave it.
Afterword

The tales in this group focus on relationships among siblings in different
contexts. Siblings of the same sex generally have relationships characterized
by conflict, competition, and jealousy; among cross-sexual siblings, however,
relationships of love, tenderness, and mutual cooperation prevail.

In "Half-a-Halfling," the competition between the brothers is acted out
against a family background of polygyny and first-cousin marriage. This
tale is one of the best loved and most popular in Palestine, perhaps because
it dramatizes a situation that can occur in any family - that concerning an
underdog younger (or smaller) brother. Here, however, a child who
identifies with Half-a-Halfling would not feel too much guilt, for the siblings
are only half brothers - they are not from the same womb and have not
sucked from the same breast. The use of polygyny as a narrative idiom thus
serves to palliate the effects of jealousy and hostility among the brothers.
The tale, moreover, has all the elements of a hero fantasy, providing a good
role model for children: the hero attains his goal by exercising the virtues of
courage, truthfulness, and resourcefulness, and in helping his brothers
escape the ghouleh he demonstrates generosity of spirit by rising above the
pettiness of sibling rivalry.



The pattern of rivalry among siblings of the same sex in "Little Nightingale
the Crier" shows the importance of marriage to a woman. The first concern
of the elder sisters is not just for food, but for husbands who can provide
food. The teller himself emphasizes their loneliness and isolation before
marriage, their struggle for existence, and their hunger. An unmarried
woman lacks self-definition, not only because she is without a husband but
also because she will have no children. After marriage, however, the sisters
change markedly in character - although as we might expect, the elder two
sisters' jealousy over the superior marriage of the younger does not
manifest itself until after the birth of her first child.

"Sumac! You Son of a Whore, Sumac!" presents us with a rather unusual
situation - a hostile brother/sister relationship, based here on the sister's
ghoulishness. The sexual interpretation suggested in the footnotes is
supported by the context. A girl's honor is her most precious possession, and
the only way she can ruin her family is by sexual transgression. Only one
socially acceptable reason exists for killing a sister, and that is to regain the
family honor by removing the shame of such a transgression. Of course,
such situations have always been rare, but when they do occur, this ultimate
form of punishment is sanctioned by society. It is said of someone who
regains his honor in this way: "So and so is a lion; he took revenge with his
own hands" (flan sabi, istad taro b'ide). In "Sumac!" the family accepts the
shame and is destroyed, but the brother gains everything in the end - his
lions as well as the caravan. Nevertheless, the blood bond between brother
and sister proves in the long run powerful and indestructible, and finally
outweighs the hostility. Even though he has killed her, she is still his sister,
and she does not wish to see strangers take something from him. "Blood will
never turn into water" (id-dam bisirs mayy), they say; "One drop of blood
is better than a thousand friends" (nuqtit dam, wala alf sahib).

The remaining three tales in this group ("The Orphans' Cow," "The Green
Bird," and "Little Nightingale the Crier") show more clearly the nature of
the brother/sister bond. In all three the tenderness and love brother and
sister feel for each other is selfless. When the brother(s) and sister are left to
face the world on their own, they seem to do better at it than husbands and
wives, whose relationships inevitably involve some self-interest and
therefore conflict. Here, the sisters bring their brothers back to life: a
husband, after all, may divorce his wife, but a brother will remain a



woman's protector for life, even after he is married and has a family of his
own.

"The Green Bird" adds a new dimension to our understanding of the
brother/sister relationship. With the father, as usual, under the control of a
new wife, the brother and sister are left on their own. The tale thus
juxtaposes two sets of relationships. Obviously, the second relationship, that
between brother and sister, is superior to the first, for there a power
struggle, which seems inescapable when a man marries a stranger, is
nonexistent. By presenting the sister as crying over the brother's bones,
bringing him back to life through her love, and then living with him, the tale
idealizes their relationship, bringing them almost, but not quite, to the point
of marriage.

"The Green Bird" provides a meaningful due concerning the cultural
emphasis on first-cousin marriage, a union we encounter throughout the
corpus. First-cousin marriage ideally combines both brother/sister and
husband/wife relationships. Because a man's first cousin is almost as close to
him as his own sister, his relationship with her should be characterized by
brotherly tenderness. Yet because she is not a direct blood relative, the
relationship can be a sexual one, but without encompassing the conflict the
husband would face if he were to marry a stranger.

"The Orphans' Cow" takes the relationship presented in "The Green Bird"
a step further. Here the brother and sister are put into situations that serve
to increase their affection. Following the death of their mother, they become
progressively more isolated and come to rely on each other more and more;
indeed, their very survival depends on their mutual love and cooperation.
To demonstrate the importance of this connection between brother and
sister, "The Orphans' Cow," like "The Green Bird," juxtaposes two
relationships: sister/brother and wife/husband. Although the brother cannot
be as a husband to his sister, equally important, a husband can never be as a
brother to his wife. It is therefore as essential that the sister have her
brother by her side as that she have a husband. The transformation of the
brother into a gazelle because of his own stubbornness makes the point even
more dearly, for it would be much easier for the sister to abandon an animal
than a human being. Yet, though transformed, he is still her brother, and
when faced with the choice of sacrificing him or marrying, even a king, the



sister chooses to keep him by her wherever she goes. This transformation
also serves two other related functions: it allows the sister both to marry
without offending the brother and to bring him back to human form - with
the husband helping to effect the second transformation. The sister has
thereby gained a husband without losing her brother, and all three live
together in harmony.

"Little Nightingale the Crier" (presented in Arabic in Appendix A) also
carries the theme of the ideal relationship between brother and sister, but it
adds a new dimension. In this tale the brothers and sister live together
happily, free from family constraints and parental authority - an ideal
situation. Yet something is missing, and it is not hard to guess what that is,
considering the central importance of marriage in a woman's life.

When a girl marries, she is lost to her family, and it is not unusual for them,
especially the women, to sing dirgelike songs (tarawid or fraqgiyyat, "songs
of parting") when the bridegroom's relatives come to take away their
daughter. For the daughter, the move from the house of her father

to that of her husband entails a change in sexual and social status. Hence,
many brides are too shy, especially of their male relatives, to visit their natal
families soon after marriage. Their brothers may worry that their husbands
are not treating them decently, and the husbands for their part may fear
that their brides are too attached to their natal families. The bride, then,
must try to bridge the gap between her two families in order to erase
anxieties on both sides. In light of this background, we see why the brothers
in the tale did not (or could not) stand up to Little Nightingale's challenge:
they are in effect unwilling, or unable, to let go of her.

Looking ahead to Tale 12, we see an explicit equation of bird with husband.
It would therefore be reasonable to assume that Little Nightingale
represents the same idea, albeit less explicitly. Through the use of symbol,
the tale - which, it is important to recall, children will hear - treats the taboo
subject of sexuality with utmost delicacy. When the brothers are unable to
bring back Little Nightingale, the girl has the perfect excuse of going to save
them without compromising her honor. Once she is secure of her mate, as
we may conclude from the image of the bird in the cage dangling from her
arm, she can revive her brothers. Thus she becomes a model woman,
gaining both her brothers and a husband, but without losing her individual



identity. And, of course, Little Nightingale is instrumental in bringing about
the reunion Of the children with their family at the end, thereby completing
the circle. Thus Samsizzha, like Bdur in "The Orphans' Cow," where the
choice between husband and brother is presented more explicitly, gains a
husband without risking the loss of either her brothers or her honor.

SEXUAL AWAKENING AND COURTSHIP

11.



The Little Bird

TELLER: Allah is the only God!
AUDIENCE: There is no god but He!

Once upon a time there was a little bird. She dug in the earth and dug, she
dyed her hands with henna. She dug in the earth and dug, she dyed her feet
with henna. She looked up to the Lord, and He beautified her eyes with
kohl. She went on digging and digging, and found a bolt of silk. "What am I
going to do with this?" she asked herself. "By Allah, I'm going to have it
made into a dress."

So she went to the seamstress. "Take this," she said, "and make dresses out
of it - one for me and the other for you." Coming back later, she said, "Let
me see which is better, my dress or yours." She then took them to have a
look, put them in her beak, and - frrrr! - away she flew. She hid them in a
tree and came back the next day.

She dug and dug in the same place, and found two scarves. "Oh, how
beautiful they are!"” she cried out. "By Allah, I must take them to the girl
who can crochet a fringe on them."” So she went to this girl and said, "Do
one for me and the other for you." In a while, she came back. "Let me see
which is prettier,"” she said, "yours or mine." Putting the scarves in her
beak, she tricked the girl, and - frrrr! - away she flew.

Then, little darlings, she went back and dug once again, and found some
cotton. "Oh, how beautiful it is!" she cried out. Going to the mat-

tress maker, she said, "Would you make me a mattress from this cotton,
uncle, and please make another one as payment for yourself." He took the
cotton and made a mattress for himself and another for her. "Let me see if
you made my mattress exactly like yours," she said when she came back.
"Maybe you made yours bigger than mine."

"Take them and see," replied the man.



She took them, put them in her beak, and - frrrr! - away she flew. Folding
each of them over, she had four layers, just like a bride's seat. She put on
both her silk dresses, one on top of the other, wrapped the scarves around
her head, and what did she look like but a bride, sitting in the bridal seat
with henna on her hands and feet, kohl in her eyes, and wearing all those
clothes.

She sat awhile. Then, my little darlings, came the son of the sultan, who was
roaming the neighborhood looking for something. Meanwhile, she was
singing:

"I'm wearing my very best!
Ya-la-lal-li

And this is the day of my feast
Ya-la-lal-la."

"Eh!" he thought. "Who is singing like that?" He listened carefully, and
behold! it was the little bird singing. Aiming his gun, he fired and shot her.
She sang her song:

"What a sharp shooter!

Ya-la-lal-li

What a sharp shooter!

Ya-la-lal-la."”

He then plucked her feathers, and she was singing:
"A fine feather-plucker!

Ya-la-lal-li

A fine feather-plucker!

Ya-la-lal-la."

Then he cooked her, and still she chirped:



"What a good cook!
Ya-la-lal-li

What a good cook!
Ya-la-lal-la."

Putting her into his mouth, he chewed her until she was soft, then swallowed
her. She went down into his stomach. In a while, he got up and shat her. She
then sang out:

"Ho! Ho! I saw the prince's hole,
It's red, red, like a burning coal.”

This is my tale, I've told it, and in your hands I leave it.

12.



Jummez Bin Yazur, Chief of the Birds

Once there was a father, a merchant with three daughters. Two were from
one mother, while the third was from a different mother. She was the
youngest of the three and very beautiful. Her father loved her very much,
and had given her the name of Sitt il-Husun.

Wanting to go on the hajj, the father one day asked his daughters what they
wished. "Name something I can bring back with me," he said.

"I want a gold bracelet,” announced the eldest. "And I want a dress
embroidered with the most expensive silk,"” said the second. "As for me,
father," said Sitt il-Husun, "I want Jummez Bin Yazur, Chief of the Birds.
And if you don't bring him to me, may your camels collapse in Agaba and
be unable to move!"

The father went, completed the hajj, and returned. On the way back his
camels collapsed in Aqgaba, and he remembered. "Ah, yes!" he thought. "By
Allah, I've forgotten to bring Jummez Bin Yazur, Chief of the Birds."
Returning [to Mecca], he wandered around the city asking about Jummez
Bin Yazur, Chief of the Birds. Finally he came upon an aged sheikh, who
gave him directions to Yazur's house. "Go stand by his door,"” the old man
said, "and call out three times, 'Jummez Bin Yazur, Chief of the Birds! My
daughter has asked for you.'"

The father walked and walked, until he reached the house described by the
sheikh. It was a hot day, and he was thirsty. Seeing a water jar by the door,
he reached out his hand to drink, but listen! "Take your hand away!" said
the jar. "May it be cut off! You dare to drink from your master's house?"
He was afraid, poor man! Stepping back, he shouted out three times,
"Jummez Bin Yazur, Chief of the Birds! My daughter has asked for you!"
and headed straight home.

Three nights after he arrived, look! a bird was beating his wings against Sitt
il-Husun's window. She got up and opened it for him, and he came in.
Fluttering his wings, he turned into a youth, one of the handsomest of young
men. Every night after that he came and stayed with her, and at dawn he



would turn back into a bird and fly away, leaving her a purse full of gold
under the pillow.

Her sisters found out, and jealousy crept into them. One day her eldest
sister came and said, "Ask Jummez what's most precious to him where he
comes from." Now Sitt il-Husun was simple and innocent of heart, and
when he came in the evening, she asked, "What does you most harm in your
natural environment?"

"Why?" he asked. "What do you want?"

"Because," she answered, "I just want to know." And she kept after him till
he told her the thing that did him most harm was glass. If a piece of glass
were to cut him, he would never be able to recover.

When she told her sisters, they went behind her back and broke the glass of
the window where he came in. That evening when he came to visit her he
tried to pass through the window, but the broken glass wounded him. Away
he flew, back where he came from.

Sitt il-Husun waited a day then two, a week then two, and when he did not
come back, she realized her sisters had tricked her and that Jummez was
now sick. Putting on the disguise of a beggar, she wandered from one place
to another in search of him. One day while she was sitting under a tree, two
doves landed in the branches and began a conversation.

"You see, sister,” said one, "it turns out Jummez's wife had been wanting to
kill him."

"If only there were somebody," replied the other, "(Far be it from my
feathers and yours, and my blood and yours!) if there were someone who
would slaughter a dove, drain her blood and mix it with the feathers, and
then rub it on his legs, he'd get well again.”

Sitt il-Husun rose up. She went and got a dove, slaughtered it, drained its
blood, burned its feathers. Mixing them together, she carried the medicine
with her and wandered about the city, calling out, "I am the doctor with the
cure!"



One day she passed in front of a certain house, and listen! there were girls
crying by the window. When they saw her, they called her up, saying their
brother was sick and no one had been able to cure him. Sitt il-Husun came
in and rubbed the medicine into his wounds, staying up with him day and
night for two weeks, until he woke up. When he awoke, he recognized her.

"0 Sitt il-Husun!" he cried out. "You did me a great wrong!"
"It wasn't me!" she answered. "My sisters did that to you."
"It's no matter," he responded. "Don't let it worry you."

When his sisters discovered she was his sweetheart and he wanted to marry
her, they said, " You can't marry our brother until you've swept and mopped
this whole town."

She started to weep, but Jummez said, " Go to the top of that mountain and
cry out, 'O you there, sweep! O you thing there, mop!'" Going to the top of
the mountain, she did as he had told her, and indeed, the whole town was
swept and mopped.

Seeing that she had accomplished that, the sisters said, " You won't marry
our brother until you've brought enough feathers to fill ten mattresses for
the wedding.”" She went crying to Jummez, but he said, "Don't be afraid.
Go up the mountain and repeat three times, 'Jummez Bin Yazur, Chief of
the Birds, is dead!'" Going back to the top of the mountain, she called out
three times, "Jummez Bin Yazur, Chief of the Birds, is dead!" No sooner
had she said it than all the birds gathered and started wailing and
lamenting, plucking out their feathers over their chief. Soon there were piles
and piles of feathers on the ground.

Gathering the feathers, she took them to Jummez's sisters, but they said,
"You can't marry our brother until you've fetched the straw tray hanging
on the wall of the ghouleh's house."

Again she went crying to Jummez. "Don't cry,” he comforted her. "This
one's easy! Go to the ghouleh's house, and you'll find meat in front of the
horses and barley in front of the lions. Switch the meat and the barley.
You'll also find the stone terrace by the ghouleh's house collapsed. Repair it,



then go into the house and pull the tray down. But take care! If it scrapes
against the wall, the ghouleh will wake up."

So to the ghouleh's house went Sitt il-Husun, to do as Jummez had told her.
But when she went in to take the straw tray, she saw the ghouleh sleeping
and shook with fear. As she was pulling the tray down, it scraped against
the wall, shaking the whole world and waking up the ghouleh. Snatching the
tray, Sitt il-Husun ran with it, the ghouleh following her.

"Retaining wall, catch her!" shrieked the ghouleh.

"For twenty years I've been collapsed, and she repaired me," answered the
wall. "I won't do it."”

"Horses, catch her!" commanded the ghouleh.

"For twenty years we haven't tasted barley, and she fed us. No!"

"Lions, catch her!"

"For twenty years we haven't tasted meat, and she fed us. No, we won't!"

Thus the ghouleh was not able to catch her, and Sitt il-Husun brought the
tray and presented it to Jummez's sisters. When they were satisfied that she
had done all her tasks, they gave their consent to their brother's marriage.

They held wedding celebrations. Sitt il-Husun married Jummez Bin Yazur,
Chief of the Birds, and he lifted her up and flew away with her.

The bird has flown, and a good night to all!

13.



Jbene

Once upon a time there was a woman who could not get pregnant and have
children. One day, when a cheese vendor passed through, she gathered
herself and cried out, "You who ask, your wish be granted! May Allah grant
me a daughter with a face as white as this piece of cheese!" Allah spoke with
her tongue, and she became pregnant and gave birth to a daughter with a
face so fair it was like a square of cheese, and she called her Jbene.

When Jbene grew up she was very beautiful, and all the girls in the
neighborhood became jealous of her. One day her companions came to her
and said, "Jbene, let's go pick dom together."

"Not until you ask my mother," she answered.

So to her mother they went and said, "O Jbene's mother, for the life of
Jbene, won't you let Jbene come pick dom with us?"

"It's not my concern,” she answered. "Go speak with her father!"

They went to her father and said, "O Jbene's father, for the life of Jbene,
won't you let Jbene come pick dom with us?"

"It's not my concern,” he answered. " Go speak with her paternal aunt!"

They went to her paternal aunt and said, "O Jbene's aunt, for the life of
Jbene, won't you let Jbene come pick dom with us?"

"It's not my concern,” she answered. "Go speak with her maternal aunt!"

So to the maternal aunt they went and said, "O Jbene's aunt, for the life of
Jbene, won't you let Jbene come pick dom with us?"

"Fine," said the aunt to them. "Let her go with you."

The girls gathered together and went to pick dom . When they reached the
dom trees, they asked, "Who's going to climb the tree for us?"



Jbene was the youngest and the best behaved among them. "I'll climb it,"
she said.

Climbing the tree, she picked dom and dropped it for them under the tree.
"We'll fill your basket," they said to her.

They filled their baskets with dom, but they filled hers with snails. As the
sun was setting, they abandoned her up in the tree and went to their homes.
Night fell, and Jbene could not climb down from the tree.

Her mother went and asked her friends, but they said, "Jbene didn't come
with us.”

Later a horseman came by, riding a mare. The mare approached the tree
but backed away in fear. Looking up into the tree, the horseman saw the
girl. "Come down!" he said, but she would not because she was afraid. "I
swear by Allah your safety's guaranteed,” he said to her, and only then did
the gift heed him. She came down, and he set her behind him on the mare
and rode home with her?

During the night Jbene painted herself black all over because she did not
want anyone to know who she was. In the morning they thought she was a
servant and sent her out to graze the herds of sheep and camels.

Every day after that, while roaming with the herds, Jbene would cry out:
"O birds that fly

Over mountains high!

Greet my mother and father

And say, 'Jbene's a shepherdess.

Sheep she grazes, and camels.

And rests in the shade of the vine.'"

Then she would cry, and the birds would cry, and the sheep and camels
would stop grazing and cry.



The son of the emir noticed that the animals were going out to pasture and
were coming home without having eaten. They were getting thinner day by
day. "By Allah," he thought, "I must follow her and find out what the
matter is."

He followed the herds until they reached their grazing ground. Jbene sat
down and cried out:

"O birds that fly

Over mountains high!

Greet my mother and father

And say, 'Jbene's a shepherdess.
Sheep she grazes, and camels.

And rests in the shade of the vine.'"

Then she started crying, and the birds cried. The herds all stopped grazing
and stood in their tracks and cried. Everything around her cried, and the
son of the emir himself stood up and cried.

In the evening he said to her, "Come here! Confess the truth! Who are you,
and what's your story?"

"My name's Jbene," she answered. "This and that and that happened to
me." She then removed the soot from her face, and behold! what was she
like but the moon?

The son of the emir made her his wife. They arranged festivities and
beautiful nights. He married her, and she brought her mother and father to
stay with her. I was there, and have just returned.

The bird of this tale has flown, and now for another one!

14.



Sackcloth

TELLER: Testify that God is One!
AUDIENCE: There is no god but God.

Once upon a time there was a king who had no children except an only
daughter. One day his wife laid her head down and died, and he went
searching for a new wife. They spoke of this woman and that, but none
pleased him. No one seemed more beautiful in his eyes, so the story goes,
than his own daughter and he had no wish to marry another. When he came
into the house, she would call him "father,”" but he Would answer, "Don't
call me 'father'! Call me 'cousin.'"

"But father, O worthy man! I'm your daughter!"
"It's no use," he insisted. "I've made up my mind."

One day he sent for the cadi and asked him, "A tree that I've cared for,’
feeding and watering it - is it legally mine, or can someone else claim it?"
"No one else can claim it," replied the cadi. "It's rightfully yours." No
sooner had the cadi left than the father went out and brought his daughter
jewelry and a wedding dress. He was preparing to take her for his wife.

The girl put on the new clothes and the gold, and sat in the house. Her
father came home in the evening. When she realized that he was absolutely
intent on taking her, she went to a sackcloth maker and said, "Take as much
money as you want, but make me a tight-fitting sackcloth that will cover my
whole body, except my nostrils, mouth, and eyes. And I want it ready by
tomorrow morning."

"Fine," he said. "I'll do it."

[When it was finished] the girl went and brought it home. She put it in a
shed in front of the house and locked the door. She then put on the bridal
clothes and jewelry [again] and lounged about the house. Her father came
home in the evening.



"Father!" she called to him.
"Don't call me 'father'!" he said. "Call me 'cousin.'”

" All right, cousin!" she replied, "But wait until I come back from the
outhouse (All respect to the audience!)."

"But you might run away."

"No, I won't,"” she answered. "But just to make sure, tie a rope to my wrist,
and every once in a while pull your end of it and you'll discover I'm still
there."

There was a big stone in the lower part of the house, and on her way out she
tied her end of the rope to it, together with the bracelets. She then went out
to the shed, put on her tight sack, and, invoking the help of Allah, ventured
into the night.

Meanwhile, the father tugged at the rope every few moments and, hearing
the tinkle of the bracelets, would say to himself, "She's still here.”" [He
waited and waited] till the middle of the night, then he said, "By Allah, I've
got no choice but to go check on her." When he found the rope tied to the
stone, with the bracelets dangling from it, he prepared his horse, disguised
himself, mounted, and went out to look for her.

She had already been gone awhile, and by the time he left the house she was
well outside the city. He followed after her, searching. When he caught up
with her, she saw and recognized him, and clung to the trunk of a tree. Not
recognizing her, but thinking she was a man, he asked, "Didn't you see a
girl with such and such features pass this way?"

"0 uncle, Allah save you!" answered the maiden. "Please leave me to my
misery. I can barely see in front of me."

He left her and went away. Seeing him take one path, she took another. [She
kept on traveling,] sleeping here and waking up there, till she came to a city.
Hunger driving her, she took shelter by the wall of a king's palace.

The king's slavegirl came out with a platter to dump leftover food.
Sackcloth fell on the scraps and set to eating. When the slave saw her, she
rushed back inside.



"O mistress!" she called out, "There's a weird sight outside - the strangest-
looking man, and he's eating the leftovers."

"Go call him in, and let him come here!" commanded the mistress.

"Come in and see my mistress," said the slave. "They want to have a look at

you.

"What's the situation with you, uncle?" they asked, when she came inside.
" Are you human or jinn?"

"By Allah, uncle,"” she replied, "I'm human, and the choicest of the race.
But Allah has created me the way I am."

"What skill do you have?" they asked. "What can you do?"

"By Allah, I don't have any skills in particular,” she answered. "I can stay
in the kitchen, peeling onions and passing things over when needed."

They put her to work in the kitchen, and soon everyone was saying, "Here
comes Sackcloth! There goes Sackcloth!" How happy they were to have
Sackcloth around, and she stayed in the kitchen under the protection of the
cook.

One day there was a wedding in the city, and the king's household was
invited. In the evening they were preparing to go have a look at the
spectacle.

"Hey, Sackcloth!" they called out, "Do you want to come with us and have a
look at the wedding?"

"No, Allah help me!" she exclaimed. "I can't go look at weddings or
anything else like that. You go, and I wish you Godspeed, but I can't go."

The king's household and the slaves went to the wedding, and no one was
left at home except Sackcloth. Waiting till they were well on their way, she
took off her sackcloth and set out for the festivities, all made up and
wearing the wedding dress she had brought with her. All the women were
dancing in turn, and when her turn came she took the handkerchiefs and
danced and danced till she had had her fill of dancing. She then dropped the
handkerchiefs and left, and no one knew where she came from or where she



went, Returning home, she put on her sackcloth, squatted alongside the
walls of the palace, and went to sleep. When the slaves got back from the
celebration, they started badgering her.

"What! Are you sleeping here?" they taunted. "May you never rise! If only
you'd come to the wedding, you would've seen this girl who danced and
danced, and then left without anybody knowing where she went."

That happened the first night, and the second night the same thing
happened again. When the king's wife came home, she went to see her son.

"Dear son," she said, "if only we could get that girl, I'd ask for her hand -
the one who comes to the wedding and leaves without anybody knowing
where she comes from or where she goes."

"Let me wear women's clothes, mother," he suggested, "and take me with
you [to the women's side]. If anyone should ask, say to them, "This is my
sister's daughter. She's here visiting us, and I brought her with me to see the
celebrations.'"

"Fine," she agreed.

Putting women's clothes on him, she took him with them. Sackcloth,
meanwhile, gave them enough time to get there, then took off her coat of
sackcloth and followed. She went in, danced till she had had her fill, then
slipped away. No one recognized her, or knew where she came from or
where she went. Returning home, she put on her sackcloth and went to
sleep.

The following day the king's son said to the others, "You go to the
wedding," and he hid outside the door of the house where the celebration
was taking place. Sackcloth came again, went inside and danced, then
pulled herself together and slipped away. No sooner had she left than he
followed her, keeping a safe distance until she reached home. No sooner did
she get there than she went in, put on her coat of sackcloth, and squatted by
the palace wall and went to sleep.

"What!" he said to himself, "She dwells in my own house and pretends to
be some kind of freak!" He did not say anything to anyone.



The next morning he said to the slaves who bring up his meals, "I don't
want any of you to bring my food up today. I want Sackcloth to serve my
dinner, and I want him to share it with me."

" O master, for the sake of Allah!" she protested, "I can't do it. I'm so
disgusting, how could you want to have dinner with me?"

"You must bring up my dinner so we can eat together,” he replied.

The servants prepared dinner, served it onto a platter, and gave it to
Sackcloth. She carried it, pretending to limp, until she was halfway up the
stairs, then she made as if her foot had slipped and dropped the whole
platter.

"Please, master!" she pleaded, "Didn't I tell you I can't carry anything?"

"You must keep bringing platters and dropping them," the son of the king
insisted, "until you manage to come up here on your own."

With the second platter she came up to the landing at the top of the stairs,
slipped, and dropped it.

"This isn't going to get you anywhere," said the son of the king. "Do not for
one moment hope to be excused."

With the third platter she limped and limped, leaning here and there, until
she reached the top and served him his dinner.

"Come sit here with me," said the prince, closing the door. "Let's eat this
dinner together."

"Please, master!" she protested, "Just look at my condition. Surely it will
disgust you."

"No. Do sit down! I would like to have dinner with you."

They sat down to eat together, and the prince pulled out a knife and reached
for the coat of sackcloth.

"You must take this thing off!" he said. "How long have we been searching,
wondering who the girl was that came to the wedding. And all this time
you've been living under my own roof!"



He made her remove the sackcloth coat, and called his mother. They sent for
the cadi, and wrote up their marriage contract.

"For forty days," the public crier announced, "no one is to eat or drink
except at the house of the king.""

They held wedding celebrations, and gave her to him for a wife.

And this is my tale, I've told it; and in your hands I leave it.

15.



Sahin

Once there was a king (and there is no kingship except that which belongs
to Allah, may He be praised and exalted!) and he had an only daughter. He
had no other children, and he was proud of her. One day, as she was
lounging about, the daughter of the vizier came to visit her. They sat
together, feeling bored.

"We're sitting around here feeling bored,” said the daughter of the vizier.
"What do you say to going out and having a good time?"

"Yes," said the other.

Sending for the daughters of the ministers and dignitaries of state, the
king's daughter gathered them all together, and they went into her father's
orchard to take the air, each going her own way.

As the vizier's daughter was sauntering about, she stepped on an iron ring.
Taking hold of it, she pulled, and behold! it opened the door to an
underground hallway, and she descended into it. The other girls,
meanwhile, were distracted, amusing themselves. Going into the hallway,
the vizier's daughter came upon a young man with his sleeves rolled up.
And what! there were deer, partridges, and rabbits in front of him, and he
was busy plucking and skinning.

Before he was aware of it, she had already saluted him. "Peace to you!"

"And to you, peace!" he responded, taken aback. "What do you happen to
be, sister, human or jinn?"

"Human," she answered, "and the choicest of the race. What are you doing
here?"

"By Allah," he said, "we are forty young men, all brothers. Every day my
brothers go out to hunt in the morning and come home toward evening. I
stay home and prepare their food."



"That's fine," she chimed in. " You're forty young men, and we're forty
young ladies. I'll be your wife, the king's daughter is for your eldest brother,
and all the other girls are for all your other brothers.” She matched the girls
with the men.

Oh! How delighted he was to hear this!
"What's your name?"

"Sahin," he answered.

"Welcome, Sahin."

He went and fetched a chair, and set it in front of her. She sat next tohim,
and they started chatting. He roasted some meat, gave it to her, and she ate.
She kept him busy until the food he was cooking was ready.

"Sahin," she said when the food was ready, "you don't happen to have some
seeds and nuts in the house, do you?"

"Yes, by Allah, we do."
"Why don't you get us some. It'll help pass away the time."

In their house, the seeds and nuts were stored on a high shelf. He got up,
brought a ladder, and climbed up to the shelf. Having filled his
handkerchief with seeds and nuts, he was about to come down when she
said, "Here, let me take it from you. Hand it over!" Taking the handkerchief
from him, she pulled the ladder away and threw it to the ground, leaving
him stranded on the shelf.

She then brought out large bowls, prepared a huge platter, piled all the food
on it, and headed straight out of there, taking the food with her and closing
the door of the tunnel behind her. Putting the food under a tree, she called
to the girls, "Come eat, girls!"

"Eh! Where did this come from?" they asked, gathering around.
" Just eat and be quiet,"” she replied. "What more do you want? Just eat!"

The food was prepared for forty lads, and here were forty lasses. They set to
and ate it all. "Go on along now!" commanded the vizier's daughter, "Each



one back where she came from. Disperse!"” She dispersed them, and they
went their way. Waiting until they were all busy, she took the platter back,
placing it where it was before and coming back out again. In time the girls
all went home.

Now we go back. To whom? To Sahin. When his brothers came home in the
evening, they could not find him.

"O Sahin," they called. "Sahin!"

And behold! he answered them from the shelf.

"Hey! What are you doing up there?" asked the eldest brother.
"By Allah, brother,” Sahin answered, "I set up the ladder after the

food was ready and came to get some seeds and nuts for passing away the
time. The ladder slipped, and I was stranded up here."

"Very well," they said, and set up the ladder for him. When he came down,
the eldest brother said, "Now, go bring the food so we can have dinner."
Gathering up the game they had hunted that day, they put it all in one place
and sat down.

Sahin went to fetch the food from the kitchen, but he could not find a single
bite.

"Brother," he said, coming back, "the cats must have eaten it."
"All right," said the eldest. "Come, prepare us whatever you can."

Taking the organs of the hunted animals, from this and that he made dinner
and they ate. Then they laid their heads down and went to sleep.

The next morning they woke up and set out for the hunt. "Now brother,"
they mocked him, "be sure to let us go without dinner another evening. Let
the cats eat it all!"

"No, brothers," he said. "Don't worry."

No sooner did they leave than he rolled up his sleeves and set to skinning
and plucking the gazelles, rabbits, and partridges. On time, the vizier's



daughter showed up. Having gone to the king's daughter and gathered all
the other girls, she waited till they were amusing themselves with something
and then dropped in on him.

"Salaam!"

"And to you, peace!" he answered. "Welcome to the one who took the food
and left me stranded on the shelf, making me look ridiculous to my
brothers!"

"What you say is true," she responded. "And yet I'm likely to do even more
than that to the one I love."

"And as for me," he murmured, "your deeds are sweeter than honey."

Fetching a chair, he set it down for her, and then he brought some seeds and
nuts. They sat down to entertain themselves, and she kept him amused until
she realized the food was ready.

"Sahin," she said, "isn't there a bathroom in your house?"

"Yes, there is," he replied.

"I'm pressed, and must go to the bathroom. Where is it?"

"It's over there," he answered.

"Well, come and show it to me."

"This is it, here," he said, showing it to her.

She went in and, so the story goes, made as if she did not know how to use it.
"Come and show me how to use this thing," she called.

I don't know what else she said, but he came to show her, you might say,
how to sit on the toilet. Taking hold of him, she pushed him inside like this,
and he ended up with his head down and his feet up. She closed the door on
him and left. Going into the kitchen, she served up the food onto a platter
and headed out of there. She put the food under a tree and called to her
friends, "Come eat!"

"And where did you get all this?"



"All you have to do is eat,” she answered.

They ate and scattered, each going her way. And she stole away and
returned the platter.

At the end of the day the brothers came home, and there was no sign of
their brother. "Sahin, Sahin!" they called out. "O Sahin!" But no answer
came. They searched the shelf, they searched here, and they searched there.
But it was no use.

"You know," said the eldest, "I say there's something odd about Sahin's
behavior. I suspect he has a girlfriend. Anyway, some of you go into the
kitchen, find the food, and bring it so we can eat. I'm sure Sahin will show
up any moment."

Going into the kitchen, they found nothing. "There's no food," they
reported. "It's all gone! We're now sure that Sahin has a girlfriend, and he
gives her all the food. Let's go ahead and fix whatever there is at hand so we
can eat."

Having prepared a quick meal, they ate dinner and were content. They
prepared for sleep, but one of them (All respect to the listeners!) was
pressed and needed to relieve himself. He went to the bathroom, and lo!
there was Sahin, upside down.

"Hey, brothers? he shouted. "Here's Sahin, and he's fallen into the toilet!"

They rushed over and lifted him out. What a condition he was in! They gave
him a bath.

"Tell me," said the eldest, "what's going on?"

"By Allah, brother,"” replied Sahin, "after I cooked dinner I went to relieve
myself, and I slipped.”

"Very well," returned the eldest. "But the food, where is it?"

"By Allah, as far as I know it's in the kitchen, but how should I know if the
cats haven't eaten it?"

"Well, all right!" they said, and went back to sleep.



The next morning, as they were setting out, they mocked him again. "Why
don't you leave us without dinner another night?"

"No, brothers!" he said. ["Don't worry."]

Pulling themselves together, they departed. Now, on time, the daughter of
the vizier came to see the king's daughter, gathered the others, and they
came down to the orchard and spread out. Waiting until they were all
caught up with something, she slipped away to him, and listen, brothers! she
found him at home.

"Salaam!"

"And to you, peace!" he retorted. "Welcome! On the shelf the first day, and
you made away with the food; and the second day you threw me into the
toilet and stole the food, blackening my face in front of my brothers!"

"As for me," she said, "I'll do even more than that to the one I love."

"And to me, it's sweeter than honey," he responded, bringing her a chair.
She sat down, he brought seeds and nuts, and they passed away the time
entertaining themselves. She kept chatting with him, until she knew the food
was ready.

"Sahin," she said.
"Yes."

"Don't you have some drinks for us to enjoy ourselves? There's meat here,
and seeds and nuts. We could eat and have something to drink."

"Yes," he replied, "we do."
"Why don't you bring some out, then?" she urged him.

Bringing a bottle, he set it in front of her. She poured drinks and handed
them to him. "This one's to my health,” she egged him on, "and this one's
also for my sake,” until he fell over, as if no one were there. She then went
and took some sugar, put it on to boil, and made a preparation for removing
body hair. She used it on him to perfection, and, brother, she made him look
like the most beautiful of girls. Bringing a woman's dress, she put it on him.
Then, bringing a scarf, she wrapped it around his head and laid him down



to sleep in bed. She powdered his face, wrapped the scarf well around his
head, put the bed covers over him, and left. Then into the kitchen she went,
loaded the food, and departed. The girls ate, and the platter was replaced.

When the brothers returned in the evening, they did not find Sahin at home.
"0 Sahin! Sahin! Sahin!"

No answer. "Let's search the bathroom," they said among themselves. But
they did not find him there. They searched the shelf, and still no sign of him.

"Didn't I tell you Sahin has a girlfriend?" the eldest declared. "I'd say
Sahin has a girlfriend and goes out with her. Some of you, go check if the
food's still there." They did, and found nothing.

Again they resorted to a quick meal of organ meat. When it was time to
sleep, each went to his bed. In his bed, the eldest found our well-contented
friend stretched out in it. Back to his brothers he ran. "I told you Sahin has
a girlfriend, but you didn't believe me. Come take a look! Here's Shin's
bride! Come and see! Come arid see!"

He called his brothers, and they all came, clamoring, "Sahin's bride!
Sahin's bride? Removing his scarf, they looked at him carefully. Eh! A
man's features are hard to miss. They recognized him. "Eh! This is Sa-hin!"
they shouted. Bringing water, they splashed his face till he woke up.
Looking himself over, what did he find? They fetched a mirror. He looked at
himself, and what a sight he was - all rouged, powdered, and beautified.

"And now," they asked him, "what do you have to say for yourself?"

"By Allah, brother,” answered Sahin, "listen and I'll tell you the truth.
Every day, around noon, a girl with such and such features comes to see me.
She says, "We're forty young ladies. The king's daughter is for your eldest
brother, I am yours, and all the other girls are for all your other brothers.'
She's the one who's been doing these things to me every day."

"Is that so?"

"Yes, it is."



"Fine. All of you go to the hunt tomorrow," suggested the eldest, "and I'll
stay behind with Sahin. I'll take care of her!"

Pulling out his sword (so the story goes), he sat waiting in readiness. By
Allah, brothers, in due time she came. She had gathered the girls as usual,
and they had come down to the orchard. Waiting until their attention was
caught, she slipped away to him. Before he was even aware of her, she had
already saluted him.

"Salaam!"

"And to you, peace!" he answered. "The first time on the shelf, and I said
all right; the second time in the bathroom, and I said all right; but the third
time you put makeup on me and turned me into a bride!"

"And yet I'm likely to do even more than that to the one I love."

No sooner had she said that than up rose the eldest brother and rushed over
to her, his sword at the ready.

"Listen," she reasoned with him. "You are forty, and we are forty. The
king's daughter is to be your wife, and I, Sahin's; and so and so among us is
for so and so among you, and so on.” She calmed him down.

"Is it true, what you're saying?" he asked.
"Of course it's true," she replied.

"And who can speak for these girls?"

"I can.”

"You're the one who can speak for them?"
"Yes."

(Sahin, meanwhile, was listening, and since he was already experienced, he
mused to himself that his brother had been taken in already.)

"Agreed," said the eldest brother. "Come over here and let me pay you the
bridewealth for the forty girls. Where are we to meet you?"



"First pay me the bridewealth,"” she answered, "and tomorrow, go and
reserve a certain public bath for us at your expense. Stand guard at the
gate, and as we go in you yourself can count us one by one - all forty of us.
We'll go into the baths and bathe, and after we come out each of you will
take his bride home by the hand."

" Just like that?" he wondered.
"Of course," she assured him.

He brought out a blanket, she spread it, and - count, count, count - he
counted one hundred Ottoman gold coins for each girl. When he had
finished counting out the money, she took it and went straight out. Calling
her friends over, she said, "Sit here! Sit under this tree! Each of you open
your hand and receive your bridewealth."

"Eh!" they protested, "You so and so! Did you ruin your reputation?"

"No one's to say anything," she responded. "Each of you will take her
bridewealth without making a sound.” Giving each of them her money, she
said, "Come. Let's go home."

After she had left their place, Sahin said to his brother, "Brother, she
tricked me and took only the food. But she tricked you and got away with
our money."

"Who, me?" the brother declared, "Trick me? Tomorrow you'll see."

The next day the brothers stayed at home. They went and reserved the
baths at their own expense, and the eldest stood watch at the door, waiting
for the girls to arrive. Meanwhile, the vizier's daughter had gotten up the
next day, gathered all the girls, the king's daughter among them, and,
leading them in front of her, headed for the bath with them. And behold!
there was our effendi guarding the door. As they were going in, he counted
them one by one. Count, count, he counted them all - exactly forty.

Going into the baths, the girls bathed and enjoyed themselves. But after
they had finished bathing and put on their clothes, she, the clever one, gave
them this advice: "Each of you is to shit in the tub she has bathed in, and



let's line the tubs up all in a row." Each of them shat in her tub, and they
arranged them neatly in a row, all forty of them. Now the baths had another
door, away from the entrance. "Follow me this way," urged the vizier's
daughter, and they all hurried out.

The eldest brother waited an hour, two, three, then four, but the girls did
not emerge. "Eh? he said, "They're taking a long time about it."

"Brother," said Sahin, "they're gone."

"But listen!" he replied, "Where could she have gone? They all went inside
the bathhouse together."

"All right," said Sahin, "let's go in and see."

Going into the bathhouse, brother, they found the owner inside.
"Where did the girls who came into the bathhouse go?"

"0 uncle!" replied the owner, "They've been gone a long time."
"And how could they have left?" asked the eldest brother.
"They left by that door," he replied.

Now, Sahin, who was experienced, looked in the bathing place and saw the
tubs all lined up.

"Brother!" he called out.
"Yes. What is it?"

"Come here and take a look," he answered. "Here are the forty! Take a
good look! See how she had them arranged so neatly?"

Finally the brothers went back home, wondering to themselves, "And now,
what are we going to do?"

"Leave them to me!" volunteered Sahin. "I'll take care of them."

The next day Sahin disguised himself as an old lady. Wearing an old
woman's dress, he put a beaded rosary around his neck and headed for the
city. The daughter of the vizier, meanwhile, had gathered the girls, and she



was sitting with them in a room above the street. As he was coming from
afar, she saw and recognized him. She winked to her friends, saying, "I'll go
call him, and you chime in with, 'Here's our aunt! Welcome to our aunt!'"
As soon as she saw him draw near, she opened the door and came out
running. "Welcome, welcome, welcome to our aunty! Welcome, aunty!"
And, taking him by the hand, she pulled him inside to where they were.
"Welcome to our aunty!" they clamored, locking the door. "Welcome to our
aunty!"

"Now, girls, take off your clothes,” urged the vizier's daughter. "Take off
your clothes. It's been a long time since we've had our clothes washed by
our aunty's own hands. Let her wash our clothes!"

"By Allah, I'm tired," protested Sahin. "By Allah, I can't do it."”

"By Allah, you must do it, aunty,” they insisted. "It's been such a long time
since we've had our clothes washed by our aunty's hands."

She made all forty girls take off their clothes, each of them leaving on only
enough to cover her modesty, and she handed the clothes to him. He washed
clothes till noon.

"Come girls," said the vizier's daughter. "By Allah, it's been such a

long time since our aunty has bathed us with her own hands. Let her bathe
us!”

Each of them put on a wrap and sat down, and he went around bathing
them in turn. By the time he had finished bathing them all, what a condition
he was in! He was exhausted.

When he had finished with one, she would get up and go put on her clothes.
The vizier's daughter would then wink at her and whisper that she should
take the wrap she was wearing, fold it over, twist it, and tie a knot at one
end so that it was like a whip. When all forty girls had finished bathing, the
leader spoke out, "Eh, aunty! Hey, girls, she has just bathed us, and we
must bathe her in return.”

"No, niece!" he protested. "I don't need a bath! For the sake of ..."



"Impossible, aunty!" insisted the vizier's daughter. "By Allah, this can't be.
Eh! You bathe and bathe all of us, and we don't even bathe you in return.
Come, girls!"

At a wink from her, they set on him against his will. They were forty. What
could he do? They took hold of him and removed his clothes, and lo and
behold! he was a man. "Eh!" they exclaimed. "This isn't our aunty. It's a
man! Have at him, girls!"” And with their whips, each of them having
braided her robe and tied knots in it, they put Sahin in the middle and
descended on his naked body. Hit him from here, turn him around there,
and beat him again on the other side! All the while he was jumping among
them and shouting at the top of his voice. When she thought he had had
enough, she winked at them to dear a path. As soon as he saw his way open,
he opened the door and dashed out running, wearing only the skin the Lord
had given him.

His brothers were at home, and before they were even aware of it, he
showed up, naked. And what a condition he was in! Up they sprang, as if
possessed. "Hey! What happened to you?" they asked. "Come! Come!
What hit you?"

"Wait a minute,” he answered. "Such and such happened to me."
"And now," they, asked among themselves, "what can we do?

"Now, by Allah, answered'Sahin, we have no recourse but for each of us to
ask for the hand of his bride from her father. As for me, I'm going to ask for
her hand. But as soon as she arrives here, I'm going to kill her. No other
punishment will do. I'll show her!"

They all agreed, each going to ask for his bride's hand from her father, and
the fathers gave their consent.

Now, the daughter of the minister was something of a devil. She asked her
father, if anyone should come asking for her hand, not to give his consent
before letting her know. When Sahin came to propose, the father said, "Not
until I consult with my daughter first." The father went to consult with his
daughter, and she said, "All right, give your consent, but on condition that
there be a waiting period of one month so that the bridegroom can have



enough time to buy the wedding clothes and take care of all the other
details."

After the asking for her hand was completed, the minister's daughter waited
until her father had left the house. She then went and put on one of his suits,
wrapped a scarf around the lower part of her face, and, taking a whip with
her, headed for the carpenter's workshop.

"Carpenter!"
"Yes, Your Excellency?

"In a while I'll be sending you a concubine. You will observe her height and
make a box to fit her. I want it ready by tomorrow. Otherwise, I'll have your
head cut off. And don't hold her here for two hours!"

"No, sir. I won't."

She lashed him twice and left, going directly where? To the halvah maker's
shop.

"Halvah maker!"
"Yes."

"I'm going to be sending you a concubine momentarily. You will observe
her. See her shape and her height. You must make me a halvah doll that
looks exactly like her. And don't you keep her here for a couple of hours or
I'll shorten your life!"

"Your order, O minister," said the man, "will be obeyed."

She lashed him twice with the whip and left. She went and changed, putting
on her ordinary clothes, then went by the carpenter's shop and stayed
awhile. After that she went and stood by the halvah maker's shop for a
while. Then she went straight home. Changing back into her father's suit,
she took the whip with her and went to the carpenter.

"Carpenter!"

"Yes, my lord minister!"



" An ostrich shorten your life! " responded the girl. "I send you the
concubine, and you hold her here for two hours!"

She descended on him with the whip, beating him all over.

"Please, sir!" he pleaded, "it was only because I wanted to make sure the
box was an exact fit."

Leaving him alone, she headed for the halvah maker's. Him too, she
whipped several times, and then she returned home.

The next day she sent for her slave and said to him, "Go bring the wooden
box from the carpenter’s shop to the halvah maker's. Put the halvah doll in
it, lock it, and bring it to me here."

"Yes, I'll do it," he answered.

When the box was brought, she took it in and said to her mother, "Listen,
mother! I'm going to leave this box with you in trust. When the time comes
to take me out of the house and to load up and bring along my trousseau,
you must have this box brought with the trousseau and placed in the same
room where I will be."

"But, dear daughter!" protested the mother, "What will people say? The
minister's daughter is bringing a wooden box with her trousseau! YOU will
become a laughingstock.” I don't know what else she said [but it was no
use].

"This is not your concern," insisted the daughter. "That's how I want it."

When the [bridegroom's family] came to take the bride [out of her father's
house], she was made ready, and the wooden box was brought along with
her trousseau. They took the wooden box and, as she had told them, placed
it m the same room where she was to be. As soon as she came into the room
and the box was brought in, she threw out all the women. "Go away!" she
said. "Each of you must go home now."

After she had made everyone leave, she locked the door. Then, dear ones,
she took the doll out of the box. Taking off her clothes, she put them on the
doll, and she placed her gold around its neck. She then set the doll in her



own place on the bridal seat, tied a string around its neck, and went and hid
under the bed, having first unlocked the door.

Her husband, meanwhile, was taking his time. He stayed away an hour or
two before he came in. What kind of mood do you think he was in when he
arrived? He was in a foul humor, his sword in hand, ready to kill her, as if
he did not want. to marry her in the first place. As soon as he passed over
the doorstep, he looked in and saw her on the bridal seat.

"Yes, yes!" he reproached her. "The first time you abandoned me on the
shelf and took the food, I said to myself it was all right. The second time you
threw me into the toilet and took the food, and I said all right. The third
time you removed my body hair and made me look like a bride, taking the
food with you, and even then I said to myself it was all right. After all that,
you still weren't satisfied. You tricked us all and took the bridewealth for
the forty girls, leaving each of us a turd in the washtub."

Meanwhile, as he finished each accusation, she would pull the string and
nod the doll's head.

" As if all that weren't enough for you,"” he went on, "you had to top it all
with your aunty act. "Welcome, welcome, aunty! It's been a long time since
we've seen our aunty. It's been such a long time since aunty has washed our
clothes!" And you kept me washing clothes all day. And after all that, you
insisted, "'We must bathe aunty.’ By Allah, I'm going to burn the hearts of all
your paternal and maternal aunties!"

Seeing her nod her head in agreement, he yelled, " You mean you're not
afraid? And you're not going to apologize?" Taking hold of his sword, he
struck her a blow that made her head roll. A piece of halvah (If the teller is
not lying!) flew into his mouth. Turning it around in his mouth, he found it
sweet.

"Alas, cousin!" he cried out. "If in death you're so sweet, what would it
have been like if you were still alive?"

As soon as she heard this, she jumped up from under the bed and rushed
over to him, hugging him from behind.

"O cousin! Here I am!" she exclaimed. "I'm alive!"



They consummated their marriage, and lived together happily.
This is my tale, I've told it; and in your hands I leave it.
Afterword

In general, the five tales in this group portray the early stirrings of
sexuality, when they are still subjective feelings and before formal
arrangements for marriage have been made. Except for "Jbene," the
individuals in the tales, whether male or female, handle these feelings in a
way that communicates them to those for whom they are intended. In "The
Little Bird," the theme of sexual awakening is manifested in the bird's
preparation for marriage. By collecting her trousseau, and by beautifying
and putting herself on display, she arouses the interest of the sultan's son. In
"Jummez Bin Yazur, Chief of the Birds," the youngest daughter's request is
ambiguous enough that the father can acquiesce without feelings of shame.
The girl is sending the message of her readiness, which Jummez is able to
decipher. In "Sackcloth," the sexual awareness begins even before the girl
leaves home, producing feelings of confusion, shame, and guilt, especially
since she seems to arouse a most unnatural passion in her father. Hence her
desire to cover her body completely, so as to appear to be not only of the
opposite sex but also a horrible freak whom no one would want to touch.
Only later, when she has had more experience and feels secure at the palace
of the king's son, is she able to accept her sexuality. Her dancing in public in
the wedding dress her father had brought her is a declaration of her new
awareness, her readiness to accept a mate. In "Sahin," the girl is the more
mature of the two protagonists, and she awakens Sahin to his manhood. The
emotional upheavals arising out of the first stirrings of sexuality are here
shown not to be limited to young women: young men feel them also. Sahin
must work through his frustrations and his confusion to assume the
responsibility of his manhood.

In "Jbene,"” in contrast, the girl attempts to hide or deny her sexuality. Her
behavior differs from the straightforward courtship behavior shown in the
other tales in this group. She is more concerned with the welfare of her
family than with her own; thus, her feminine, "nurturing,” character
emerges in relation to them, not to the husband-to-be, even though they
were not willing to accept the responsibility that might have prevented her
abduction. The tale shows the poignancy of separation, the isolation of the



new bride. Jbene overcomes this isolation through acceptance of her mate,
which in turn leads to reunion with her family. In "Jbene," sexual identity
must be drawn forth from a reluctant woman, and her sorrow over the loss
of her home security overcome.

The narrative devices used in these tales reinforce the theme of sexual
awakening and the attendant personality changes. While the use of disguise
is common in folktales, it seems to be particularly appropriate here. In the
last three tales in the group, the heroines or heroes put on some form of
disguise in an effort to mask their confusion while in transition to the new
identity. The first two tales share the metaphorical disguise of the bird
symbol, thus conveying a culturally complex meaning that would be
impossible to communicate directly. Jbene's disguise of staining her body
black literalizes the metaphor of ruining one's reputation; it serves as an
appropriate symbol of her ambivalence and confusion, and of the shame or
dishonor she might feel concerning her sexuality. She stains her body black
not only to remain anonymous but also to protect her reputation and ward
off possible advances from the son of the emir. Her longing for her parents is
expressed in her ditty, which at the same time is instrumental in attracting
the attention she is trying to avoid. Similarly with Sackcloth, if merely being
a woman is sufficient to arouse unnatural passions, then her disguise
transforms her into a monster of the opposite sex. The son of the king
signals his readiness for marriage by his willingness to disguise himself as a
woman, which, as can be seen from "Sahin," is a humiliating thing to do,
especially if the disguise were to be discovered. Whereas in "Sahin" the
feminine disguise is at first thrust on the hero against his will, he later
assumes it voluntarily; here, then, the use of disguise helps to convey the
role reversal on which the tale is based.

As a group, these tales also convey something of the power that women
possess. through their sexuality. The first half of "The Little Bird" presents
us with the archetypal image of a girl ready for marriage who, having made
all the preparations, sends out her signals to attract the male. She appears
to be passive and receptive, prey to be hunted. On the other side we have the
archetypal male, an authority figure with symbolic gun in hand, ready to
assert his will. Yet he could not be more wrong than to assume that he can
have the upper hand, either because he is a male or because of his social
position, or both. In "Jummez Bin Yazur," the lover risks his life by



admitting his secret to his sweetheart. And in "Sackcloth,” as we have
noted, the king's son risks his masculinity by wearing women's clothes.
Finally, in "Sahin," it seems that no matter what the vizier's daughter does
to the hero, his attraction to her only increases. The images here are
reversed: she is the hunter and he the hunted.

In the Introduction we discussed the potential for conflict between husband
and wife, especially when they are not first cousins. In this group of tales we
can glimpse the source of this conflict: the power residing in women's
sexuality on the one hand and the superior social position accorded males
on the other. In this respect the first and last tales in the group ("The Little
Bird" and "Sahin") differ markedly from the others (" Jummez Bin Yazur,"
"Jbene," and "Sackcloth"), where the female is presented as having no
concern but to be taken for a mate by the male. In "Sahin" and "The Little
Bird," however, the roles themselves are put. to the test. Whereas the male,
as represented by the son of the sultan, with his hunting tools and
pretensions, receives his power from the role endowed on him by society, the
power of the female is from within, from her own being. It is the source not
only of her procreative power, but also of her creativity, her playfulness. For
only the female is presented as playful, her playfulness in the courtship
ritual being an outward expression of the power of her sexuality.

Yet this playfulness has serious overtones, because in the end the private
passion must be channeled into public behavior that is in harmony with the
norms of society. As Sahin says, "We have no recourse but for each of us to
ask for the hand of his bride from. her father.” In other words, legal and
public sanction must be sought to validate private desire; otherwise, the
whole process of courtship will remain at the level of a game. "The Little
Bird" teaches us that underneath the charming acquiescence of Jbene and
Sackcloth lies a power that no man can master. And "Sahin" teaches us that
behind the apparent role of male domination sanctioned by society there
may lie another reality altogether.

THE QUEST FOR THE SPOUSE
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The Brave Lad

TELLER: Allah has spoken, and His word is a blessing!
AUDIENCE: Blessings abound, Allah willing!

There was once the king of a city who had a very beautiful daughter. He
announced that he would give her hand to anyone who could kill the ghoul.
He also let it be known that the ghoul would be easy to kill: all one had to do
was remove three hairs from his head. If they were removed, the ghoul
would die. The ghoul had been giving the people a hard time, eating them
and their animals, and they wanted to be rid of him. He lived in a cave in
the forest, not far from the city.

A lad in love with the girl but too poor to become the king's son-in-law one
day decided to try his fortune against the ghoul, even though he could not

be sure if he would come back alive or not. No one except him dared agree
to the king's condition.

The lad went to the ghoul's cave while it was still daylight, but did not find
him at home. He was roaming about, looking for someone to eat. In the cave
the youth found the ghoul's wife, who was a girl from their city. The ghoul
had fallen in love with her and had abducted her. The moment she saw the
young man, the girl gave him some advice. "You'd better go back where you
came from," she said. "When the ghoul comes home in the evening, he'll
make a feast of you."

But he refused to listen and stayed with her, telling her his story. The girl
agreed to help him because she hated the ghoul, who had abducted her
when she was engaged to her first cousin, whom she loved and who loved
her. By helping the lad, perhaps she could get rid of the ghoul and go back
to her cousin.

When the ghoul came home, he was growling from hunger. He had not been
able to find anyone to eat. The girl hid the young man in the wardrobe.

"I smell a human being," roared the ghoul as he came in.



"Nonsense!" replied the girl. " You brought that smell with you."

The ghoul then ate whatever he could find and went to sleep. She lay down
to sleep next to him. As soon as he was fast asleep, she plucked one of the
hairs from his head.

"What's going on?" the ghoul grumbled, waking up.

"I dreamt you were drowning in the sea,” she answered. "And by the time I
got to you, your whole body was under water. Nothing was above except
your head. So I pulled you by your hair to save you from drowning, but you
woke up and woke me up, and it turns out I really was pulling your hair."

Believing her, the ghoul closed his eyes again, and no sooner was he fast
asleep than she plucked another hair from his head. He woke, jumping up
like a madman. "What's the matter with you?" he asked.

"I was dreaming," she lied, "that you and I were traveling together on a
boat and I fell overboard. If I hadn't taken hold of your hair, I would
certainly have drowned. And when you shouted at me, I woke up. It turns
out I really was taking hold of your hair."

The ghoul, out of his stupidity, believed her again. When he was

again sound asleep, she plucked the third hair from his head, and he died,
thus sparing her and the people of the city his evil.

In the morning the girl and the lad headed back to the city, taking with
them whatever they could carry from the cave, and not forgetting the three
hairs. The king, the princess, and the people of the city received them
joyfully when they heard about what had happened. As for the girl, they
celebrated her wedding to her cousin. And as for the princess, they
celebrated her marriage to the lad, arranging festivities and beautiful
nights.

We ate from their feast, left them, and came home.

17.



Gazelle

TELLER: [Not] until you testify that God is One!
AUDIENCE: There is no god but God.

Once upon a time there were three brothers. Their father happened to be a
king, and he said to them, "Listen! I'm about to die, and you have three
sisters. He who comes to ask for the hand of any of them - don't even ask
where he's from. Just give her to him in marriage."

After the king died, the first suitor came to ask for the hand of one of the
sisters, and he gave her to him. The second also he married off, and the
third. Now the eldest brother, whose name was Hasan, thought to himself,
"Here I've married off the girls, and I have no idea where they ended up."

"Let's go," he said to his brothers. "We want to go hunting."

They went hunting, you might say, to the outskirts of our town here. And lo!
a gazelle sprang among them. This one said, "She's my prey!" and that one
said, "She's mine!" [Finally] they said, "Not for me, or for you. Let's make
a ring around her, and he whose horse she passes near - she's his, and he
becomes her hunter."

Now she was not really a gazelle. She was from the jinn (In the name of
Allah, the Merciful, the Compassionate!). She gazed at them, and, since a
good person always stands out among his folk, she picked one of the
brothers and passed right under his horse.

" All fight, brothers,” Hasan announced. "You must go back now. She's my
quarry, and I'm going to chase her."

He gave chase, and as he approached her, the gazelle would run away from
him. She kept this up [until they stood] below his oldest sister's town. Once
he arrived in the town, he had no idea which way the gazelle had turned.
Where was he to go? After tying his horse, he looked around, and behold!
there was the servantgirl of his oldest sister. "Mistress, mistress!" she called



out to his sister. "That man tying his horse could almost be you. Perhaps
you come from the same blood."

"Where is anybody going to come from to see me?" asked the mistress. "In
any case, tell him to please come in!"

When she asked him to come in, the brother could not believe his ears. He
had not known where to find lodging. On entering, he discovered his own
sister. How happy they were! They celebrated with singing and dancing.

" And what brought you this way, brother?" she asked.
"Gazelle brought me,"” he answered.

"Good," she said. "Now relax."

By Allah, in a little while her husband showed up.

"Welcome, welcome to our brother-in-law!" he saluted him. "And what
brings you to this part of the world?"

They held each other in friendly embrace, kissing each other on the cheeks.
The host ordered dinner for his guest.

"By Allah," replied the brother. "Gazelle brought me."

"By Allah, I'm more than a match for a hundred hosts," returned the
brother-in-law. "But I haven't been able to overcome Gazelle.” (He meant
hosts of jinn - In the name of Allah, the Merciful, the Compassionate!)

"By Allah, this is my lot," the brother replied.

In the morning he mounted his horse and moved on. Gazelle appeared and
did as she had done before, slowing down, then running away as soon as he
came near, until she came below the palace of the second sister. As the other
sister had asked, so did this one: "Brother, what has brought you here?"

"Gazelle brought me, sister,"” he answered.
"Welcome, welcome!"

They had dinner and amused themselves, enjoying each other's company.



"I can overcome two hundred hosts," announced the brother-in-law, "but
I'm no match for Gazelle."

The next day he again mounted his horse and moved on, with Gazelle
jumping here and there, until she reached the town where his youngest
sister lived and his third brother-in-law was. He said, "I have more power
than three hundred hosts, but I can't overcome Gazelle."

That's right. Now, each of his brothers-in-law had given him a hair, saying,
"If you're ever in a tight spot, just rub this hair, and before you know it
we'll be there."

On the fourth day she again jumped here and there until she reached her
own city. When they arrived there, he did not know which way she had
turned. Stopping to visit an old woman in a hut, he said, "Here's the price of
my dinner! Take it and go bring me dinner and some feed for my horse.
And tonight, mother, I'd like to stay here with you."

"One hundred welcomes!" replied the old woman.

They sat around chatting, and she asked him, "What brought you here,
son?"

"Gazelle brought me,"” he answered.

"This Gazelle," she advised, "has suitors all over the world. See her castle?
It's that one over there. And every time one of them comes asking for her
hand, her father says, 'He who can move this mountain away from the front
of my house can have her hand. And he who can't move it - I'll have his
head." And every morning you find him cutting off their heads."

"By Allah," he said, "it's all destiny and fate. I'm going to ask for her
hand.”

He came and asked this person and that, and they all said, "Don't go!
You're a nice young man, and it would be such a loss if he were to cut off.
your head.”

"It's no use," he replied.



Remembering the hairs his brothers-in-law had given him, he rubbed all
three of them, and behold! six hundred hosts of jinn appeared. Gazelle, too,
she loved him and came to his aid. He started on the mountain, and before
day had risen, look! it was (In the name of Allah, the Merciful, the
Compassionate!) as if there was no mountain there at all.

When the sun rose, it shone on her father's bed. "Alas!" he cried out. "He's
going to take her, damn his parents!"

Now, there was one among the jinn who wanted Gazelle, but she did not
want him because she preferred Clever Hasan. He and Gazelle always
fought, but now that the mountain was gone, she overcame him. Taking
hold of him, she hung him up by his hair.

She lived a month or two with Clever Hasan in the palace. And what a
palace it was! Fit for a king! As she was used to roving, she said to him,
"I'm going to roam for a while, and you look after yourself. This room you
can open, and that room also. I'm going to take the air for a couple of
weeks, and will be back."

Opening one room, he found treasure. And here were weapons. And here . .
. [He opened them all] except a certain room. "This room," he thought to
himself, "why did she give me its key and say, 'Don't open it!"? What's she
hiding from me? By Allah, I've got to open it."

He opened it and found a young man hanging by his hair.

"Please!" he called out. "I beg you! Release me! I put myself at your
mercy!"

The young man begged so much that Hasan took pity on him and released
him, and no sooner had he done so than the mountain returned as it had
been. He looked around, and there was Gazelle! Realizing what had
happened, she came running.

"Why do you give me so much trouble?" she scolded him. "May Allah give
you as much trouble in return! Just like that, you released him! If I hadn't
defeated him, do you think the mountain could've been moved, or anything
else have happened for that matter?"



Ashamed, he dragged himself below, while she went back up to deal with
the man who had been bickering with her for so long.

"Who knows," he bragged, "but that this time I'll defeat you and take away
your soul."”

"And this time," she snapped back, "who knows but that I'll overpower you
and finish you off. This time, I won't be satisfied just to let you dangle.”

"What!" he mocked. "Go away! My soul is lodged in the kneebone of a

certain tiger who lives in such and such a country. So, how are you to get
hold of it?"

Now, her husband heard this, and he immediately set out for the country
where that tiger was to be found. On his way he came upon three men
arguing over their inheritance from their father. They were fighting over
three things: a club giving anyone able to lift it power over forty men, a
magic carpet, and a cap of invisibility. Haggling over these things, one of
them said, "No! I won't take this. It won't be fair." And another said, "No! I
won't take that. I'll be the loser.”

"What are you arguing about?" he asked.

"We're arguing about which of these three things was intended for whom.
You judge for us.”

"Gladly," he answered. "I'll help you decide."

Taking a stick, he stood at the top of a hill and said, "I'm going to throw this
stick down into the wadi. He who can bring it back gets all three things."

"By Allah," they agreed, "this is fine."

Lifting up the stick, he hurled it away right to the bottom of the wadi. The
three brothers went running after it. Putting on the cap of invisibility, he
took hold of the dub, mounted the magic carpet, and said, "Don't land
except in the country where the tiger is to be found."

When he landed in that town, he came upon an old woman and her
daughter. Introducing himself, he said, "Old lady, I'd like to stay with you."

"Welcome, welcome!" she responded.



She offered him some yogurt, and, to his surprise, it was reddish in color.
"0ld lady," he asked, "why is this yogurt red like that?"

"Look here, son!" she answered. "Our town is surrounded. In this direction
there's a giant scorpion, in that one a snake, in the other one a viper, and
over there is a tiger. The sheep can't roam freely in any direction, and so
they eat the dirt between the houses."

"All fight," he announced, "tomorrow morning I'm going to take your
sheep grazing in the direction of the viper."

"But, dear son!" she protested. "The viper will bite you."
"No," he insisted. "I'm going to graze them."

Leading the sheep in the morning, he went roaming with them, and what
did he find but that the grass was this high. The sheep fed on the tender tips
of the grass. The viper came out, and lo! she had seven heads.

"Who's been grazing in my pasture?"” she asked.
" A stranger who doesn't know any better," he answered.

"All fight," she said. "You're a stranger who doesn't know better. Today,
you came. Tomorrow, you'd better stay away."

He let the sheep graze till evening, then went home and stayed with the old
woman. In the morning he went back.

"Who's been grazing in my pasture?"
" A stranger who doesn't know any better."
" All right. Today, you came; another day, stay away."

"Every day you claim you're a stranger who doesn't know better," she said
to him on the third day. "I don't know [what you're up to]. Come down to
the battlefield!"

He came down and cut off all her heads. People said, "The son of the old
woman has killed the viper. He has opened such and such a direction!" In



our town you might say he opened up Wadi I-'En. The whole town took
their sheep grazing there.

The next day he said, "I want to go in the direction of the snake."
"You won't be able to kill this one, dear son," she protested.
"No," he answered, "I want to go."

As he had done to the viper, he did to the snake. The townspeople
proclaimed, "The son of the old lady has opened up the second direction.”
[In our town] you might say it was the direction of Ez-Zawye. The same
thing he did with the scorpion and opened up that direction.

"I want to go in the direction of the tiger,” announced Hasan the next day.

"No, son," said the old woman. "You opened up three directions, that's
enough.”

"No," he answered, "I want to go."

He pulled himself together and went. The tiger showed up and asked,
"Who's grazing in my pasture?"”

" A stranger who doesn't know any better."

"With me, there's no such thing as a stranger,"” responded the tiger. "Here,
you must come down to the battlefield."

"You come down," Hasan challenged him.

A blow from this one and a blow from that one, and from here a blow and
from there a blow. They kept it up till evening, and neither of them was able
to win. The first day, the second, and the third, neither of them could win.
The boy could not defeat the tiger, nor the tiger the boy.

On the fourth day, the tiger boasted, "Who knows but that I'll get the better
of you and eat carrion over your belly."

"And who knows but that I will get the better of you," replied the other.
"I'll eat a meal of flat bread rubbed with ghee and sugar, drink a flask of
wine, and kiss my delicate young lady - all on a mat spread on your belly."



Now, the old woman was eating her heart out over him. She said to her
daughter, "Daughter, stick your head over the wall and see if your brother's
getting the better of the tiger, or if the tiger's got your brother down."

Allah was on his side. The girl peeked out, and listen! he was mouthing his
boast. She rushed back in and said to her mother, " Yee! My brother is
saying such and such and such.”

"Yee, daughter!" said the mother. "Let's set to it."

So they quickly baked some fiat bread and rubbed it with ghee and sugar,
and the girl bundled it up and brought it to her brother, along with a flask
of water and a straw mat. And by Allah, the moment the girl showed up, the
lad (with Allah's help) threw the tiger to the ground. Taking the mat, he
spread it on the tiger's belly, ate the sugared bread, drank the flask of water,
and kissed the young lady. He cracked the tiger's knee open, and behold!
there was the other man's soul in a snuffbox this small. Reaching for it, he
took and put it in his pocket and then came back - only to find the neighbors
(Far be it from you!) wailing and lamenting.

"Well, mother," he asked, "I've opened four directions. So why are the
neighbors wailing?"

"You should know, son," she answered. "There's a demon guarding the
spring, and every year around this time he must have a bride. This year it's
our neighbors' turn. They will dress her up and leave her in a room, and
they don't know where the demon of the spring will take her."

"I was ready to leave for home," he said, "but now I've changed my mind."

In the morning they clothed the girl in a bridal dress and put her in the
room so that the guardian of the spring could come take her and release the
water for them and their animals to drink. By Allah, he did not take long to
show up.

"Who's this sitting with my bride?" he roared.

"By Allah, it's only me," answered the youth. "Stretch out your neck and
take her!"



When the demon stretched out his neck, the lad cut off his head, and water
gushed from the spring. And how pleased were the townspeople! They were
overjoyed. Some of them said, "My sister's yours [for a bride]!" Others
said, "My daughter's yours!" While others were saying, " You have so much
and so much money coming!"

"No! No!" he announced. "I'm not staying. Not for an inheritance, or for
money!"

By Allah, he said, "Magic carpet, don't bring me down except [at the house]
of such and such a family!" And when the carpet landed, he thought to
himself, "By Allah, I'm going to see what's in this snuff box." (You know
that an unfortunate one remains so always.) Taking hold of the snuff box, he
struck it to open it, but it flew down into a well. "And what in the world's
going to bring it back?" he thought. Then, remembering the hairs his
brothers-in-law had given him, he rubbed them, and lo! some rams
appeared. They threw themselves down into the water and kept stirring it
until they recovered the box. After they recovered it, they fought [over it]. It
came open, and 10! a bird flew up into the sky.

Again he rubbed his brother-in-laws' hairs, and a whole flock of birds, so
thick they blocked the sun, appeared. They chased and chased the bird until
they brought it to him. Holding on to it tightly, he said [to his carpet], "This
time don't land except in Gazelle's town!"

He found Gazelle and her foe still sparring. "Who knows," he was saying,
"but that I'll kill you and take away your soul?" And she was answering,
"Not at all! Who knows but that I'll be getting the better of you and taking
your soul away?"

"I told you where my soul was,"” mocked the other. "How are you going to
get to it?"

Hasan immediately squeezed the bird, showing no mercy.
"Quch!" the jinni cried out. "By Allah, I'm in a tight spot.”
"What!" she yelled back. "Are you mocking me?"

"No, by Allah," he confessed. "This time, I really am pressed.™



Meanwhile, her husband kept tearing the bird's limbs. When he tore the
bird's foot apart, the man's foot would fall, a wing from the bird, and a
hand from the man - until there was nothing of him left at all.

The bird of this tale has flown, and now it's someone else's turn.

18.



Lolabe

TELLER: Testify that God is One!
AUDIENCE: There is no god but God.

Once there was a king who had a son - an only son and no other. He made a
vow. If his son survived and grew up, he would run two channels into the
city for the benefit of the poor and the destitute. One channel would be filled
with honey, and the other with ghee.

One day the boy grew up and started school, and an old crone began
annoying him. Every day she would meet him and say, "Tell your mother to
fulfill the vow, or I'll cut short your life!” But when he reached home, he
forgot. The next day, she would wait for him on his way to school and say,
"Tell your mother to fulfill the vow, or I'll cut short your life!” And he
would answer, "But, grandmother, I keep forgetting."

"You forget," she said one day. Gathering some pebbles from the road, she
put them in his pocket and said, "These stones are to remind you. The
moment you put your hand in your pocket, you'll remember."

"Very well," he said. But when he came home from school he changed
clothes without putting his hand in his pocket. When they washed his
clothes, his mother found the pebbles in his pocket. "Yee!" she thought to
herself. " Allah forgive me! A king's son with a craving. O my little baby! It
looks like he wanted to put candy in his pocket, but look, he put in pebbles."
The moment he came home, she asked him, "Son, why did you put these
pebbles in your pocket? My darling boy, if you've been craving something,
tell me and I'll give you the money to buy it."

"Ah yes, mother," he recalled. "No, I don't crave anything. Rather there's
an old woman who meets me every day and says, 'Tell your mother to fulfill
the vow, or I'll cut short your life.""

"Yes, all right,” she said.



The mother went up to see the king, and he gave orders, "Dig two channels,
clean them well and paint them, and run honey in one and ghee in the
other!" Now there was one who had news of the channels and who also
knew the old woman. He was (Save your honors!) mean, a rascal. He went
to the old woman and called out, "Hey! Old lady! The sultan has declared
he will cut off the heads of all the old women." She locked herself in and
hid.

Meanwhile, the king had the channels built, one for honey and the other for
ghee. People scooped the honey and ghee up until there was no more. The
old woman's neighbor came to her, saying, "Hey, neighbor! What's the
matter? Why do you have yourself locked in?"

"0, dear neighbor,” she answered, "so and so told me such and such."

"Yee! God help you!" exclaimed the other. "He's tricked you. Didn't you
know the king was today fulfilling the vow he'd made for his son? He's had
a channel dug for honey and another for ghee. You'd better hurry."

Taking with her a piece of cotton, two small pots, and a little glass, she set
out. She sat under the king's palace by the channels and started soaking her
piece of cotton and squeezing it into the glass. The few drops of honey she
poured into one pot, and the few drops of ghee into the other. Now the son of
the king looked over and found it was the old crone who used to pester him
every day, and she was letting [whatever she could get] soak into the cotton.
She was too late to get much. Waiting until she had filled her glass, he
brought a pebble and threw it out the window fight down at her glass, and
lo! he spilled it. Looking up like so, she exclaimed, " Yee! So it's you, the son
of the king! For over an hour I've been trying to fill this glass, and you've
spilled it for me just like that! May Allah afflict you with Lolabe, daughter
of Lolabe!"

"Don't worry, old woman," said the boy. "Come around this way, and I'll
replace it for you."

She brought the two pots with her, and he filled them up and said, "Go your
way!"

Afterwards, he went to his mother and said, "Mother, prepare food and
provisions for me. I want to go searching for Lolabe."



"O my son, my darling! Son of worthy people! Where are you going to
search?"

"No use," he insisted. "I'm going to search for her."

His horse having been prepared, he took the provisions and set out with the
crowing of the cock. He traveled and traveled, moving from place to place,
until he reached a castle on a hill in the wilderness. He must have been tired,
for he lay down to rest by the wall of the castle. Looking out, Lolabe saw
him at the foot of the castle.

"Who are you?" she asked. "Are you Clever Hasan?" (I don't know his
name.)

"Yes," he answered.

"My mother's coming any moment, and she'll gobble you up. You'd better
come up?

And (if the story is to be trusted) she let down her hair, he hung on to it, and
she pulled him up into the castle with her. Her mother arrived.

"Lolabe! Lolabe!" she called out. "Let your hair down for your mother!
Your sad, miserable, and tired mother, who's eaten a hundred trees and a
hundred cows and still hasn't had enough."

Lolabe let down her hair and pulled her mother up. It is said, however, that
as soon as she heard her mother's voice she blew on Hasan and changed him
into a pin, which she stuck in her headband.

"You reek of human, human," said the mother when she came in. "Not for a
little while, or since yesterday, but as of right now, even before sunrise!”

"O mother!" replied Lolabe. "It's you who goes running into all sorts of
things! It's you who leaves early. As for me, I'm here in the castle. How
could a human being possibly reach me?"

"I don't know," said the mother. "But you do smell of human."
"There is no human here," insisted Lolabe.

Looking about, the mother noticed the pin in Lolabe's headband.



"Lend me that pin so I can remove a thorn from my foot," she said.

"All day long you're wandering around running into things and knocking
trees down under your feet,” answered Lolabe. "And if there were a thorn
in your foot, it would've fallen out."

"No, daughter," groaned the mother. "This is a big thorn. Give me the pin
so I can remove it."

Removing the pin, Lolabe turned it into a watermelon, which she hid among
their store of watermelons, and she gave her another pin to remove the
thorn. Her mother passed it this way and that over her foot and gave it
back. (Could it be true that a ghouleh would really want to remove a
thorn?) She looked around again and said, " Give me that watermelon to
eat."

"All day long you're running around in the wild to fill your belly,"
complained Lolabe. "And now you've come to eat what I have in the
house."

"By Allah," said the mother. "I'm really tired" (and I don't know what
else), "go bring me a watermelon to eat."

Lolabe went and rolled a watermelon over to her mother, who said, "Not
this one! That one!" "Not this one! That one!" and so on, insisting so much
that Lolabe took hold of the watermelon and dashed it to the floor, spilling
seeds all over. Now Lolabe (if the teller is not lying) covered one of the seeds
with her foot, while her mother set about licking up the watermelon - seeds,
find, and all - and started on her way out.

"Let me down," she said.

Lolabe let her down, and the ghouleh went her way. She then took the
watermelon seed and blew on it, bringing the boy back as he had been.

"Let's hurry out of here!" she urged. "If my mother came back now, she'd
kill us both and devour you." She then brought henna and spread it over all
the articles of everyday use in the house - the kneading bowl, the plate, the
cooking pot. She did not forget anything, they say, except the mortar and
pestle.



Taking the comb, the mirror, and the kohl jar with her, she came down with
him. They gathered themselves together and traveled, traveled.

"0 Lolabe!" her mother called out when she came back. "Let your hair
down for your sad and tired mother."

There was no answer. "She's kneading [the dough],"” said the kneading
bowl. "She's sifting [the flour]," said the sieve. "She's doing the laundry,"
said the washtub. The mortar and pestle was left, and it rang out, "Rinn!
Rinn!" The human took her and ran away!"

She went running after them, following in their tracks. When Lolabe looked
back, she spied the ghouleh and her bitch behind them.

"My mother's following us," she said. "In a moment, she'll devour us."

Taking hold of her comb, she cast it behind her. It turned into a fence of
thorns, and they moved on, running away from there.

"Chop, chop, my little bitch!" said the ghouleh, "and I'll chop with you till
we open a path and follow him."

They chopped and chopped until they cleared a path and then followed in
pursuit.

When she looked back, Lolabe saw the ghouleh still behind them.

"She's catching up with us,” said Lolabe, and she threw the kohl jar behind
her. It turned into a wall of fire.

"Pee, pee, my little bitch!" said the ghouleh, "and I'll pee too, till we clear a
path and follow them."

They pissed and pissed till they made a path, then followed in pursuit.
When Lolabe looked behind her, the ghouleh was still following.

"My mother's still on our heels," she said. "Now she'll devour us. We have
only this mirror left."

Taking hold of the mirror, she tossed it behind her, and it turned into a pool
that blocked the way for the ghouleh and her bitch.



"Lap it up, lap it up, my little bitch!" said the ghouleh to her helper, "and
I'll lap it up too. If you burst, I'll sew you up; and if I burst, you'll sew me
up again."

But how much water were they going to lap from this pool? They licked and
licked until they both burst and died.

When Lolabe looked back, she found them dead.
"It's all over,” she said. "They're gone. Now we're free."

Pulling themselves together, they traveled and traveled. If their village was
'Arrabe, they came, you might say, to the famous oak tree by Maslaxit.
Leaving her there (he didn't think it proper to bring her home like that), he
said, "Wait for me here till I go tell my family and come back for you with a
proper wedding procession and the sultan's royal band.” After he had gone,
Lolabe climbed into the tree and sat down.

Underneath the tree there was a well. The slavegirl of the king's household
came to fill her jar from the well. Looking over into the water, she saw
Lolabe's reflection there.

"Alas!" she cried out. "Me with all this beauty in the well, and I'm a slave
to a household of blacksmiths!"

Smash! She hurled the water jug to the ground and went home, got another
jar, and came back. Again looking into the water, she saw Lolabe's
reflection. She thought her reflection beautiful.

"What!" she exclaimed. "Me with all this beauty in the well, and I'm a slave
to a household of blacksmiths!" Hurling her water jug to the ground, she
was set to leave, when Lolabe laughed from the tree. Looking up, the
slavegirl saw her.

"So," she said. "It's you who's sitting up there, and I've been breaking my
master's jars for nothing. Now they'll kill me. You'd better come down!"

Lolabe climbed down.

The slavegirl, it turned out, was a witch. Holding the bride in front of her,
she stuck her full of pins. When she stuck a pin in her head, it would turn



into a dove's head, and her arms into dove's wings. She stuck and stuck her
with pins until she had changed Lolabe completely into a dove. She threw
Lolabe into the air, put on her clothes, and sat in the tree waiting for the son
of the king. Arriving with the sultan's band, the son of the king passed
under the tree and prepared to bring her down. And how did he find her,
but sitting there [like a princess]? "Climb down!" he said, and he brought
her down from the tree.

"Are you Lolabe?" he asked when she came down.

"Yes."

"Why are your eyes like that?"

"Because I've been crying for you so much."

"Why are your nostrils like that?"

"Because I've been blowing my nose from crying so much."
"And why is your face like that?"

"Because I was slapping it so much, lamenting your absence."

"She is my portion and my fate," he said to himself, covering her face
before anybody could see her. He sat her on a horse, and the procession
started for home. As soon as they arrived at the palace, he took her inside
and lived with her. "It's settled!" he convinced himself. "She must be
Lolabe."” She herself kept insisting she was Lolabe.

From that time the real Lolabe started coming to their house, the palace of
the king. She would fly to the kitchen and perch on the wall.

"Cook! O cook!" she would cry. "The son of the king, your master - is he
happy or sad? Is lie in the company of whites or blacks? Come, let us cry
together tears of coral and pearl!"” Perching on the wall, she would then
weep, and pearls and coral would pour from her eyes. The cook would rush
out to pick them up, and the food would burn. The first day, the food
burned; the second day also. On the third day, the son of the sultan said [to
his servants], "Tell the cook to come see me! I want to see what's the matter



with him, why for the past two or three days the food's been burned so
badly we haven't been able to eat it." They sent for him, and he came.

"Come here!" said the son of the sultan. "Why for the past two or three
days have you been doing that to the food? Are you new at this trade?"

"Master, let me explain!" replied the cook. "Every day a dove comes,
perches on the wall, and cries out, 'Cook, O cook! The son of the sultan,
your master - is he happy or sad? Is he in the company of whites or blacks?
Come, let us cry together tears of coral and pearl!' She stands on the edge of
the wall and weeps and weeps, and coral and pearls pour down. Look how
much I've already collected from what she's left behind? "When does she
usually come?"

"She comes when I start to cook," he answered. "I go out to collect the coral
and pearls. I get distracted, and the food burns."

" All right, this time you're forgiven. Tomorrow, take good care of the food!"

Going up to the roof, the son of the king lay in wait for her. When the dove
came, she landed on the wall. "Cook, O cook!" she called out. "The son of
the king, your master - is he happy or sad? Is he in the company of whites or
blacks? Come, let us cry together tears of coral and pearl!” She was
distracted, crying, when he crept up from behind, reached out his hand, and
caught her. Taking her inside, he put her in his lap. As he stroked her, he
found the pins planted in her body. Pull, pull! The first pin - her arm came
back as it was. The second pin and the third - he kept feeling around,
removing pins from her body, until Lolabe appeared again.

"What's going on?" he asked. "Who did this to you?"

" A slavegirl came upon me," she answered. "Such and such happened to
me, and she was the one who did this."

Now the other (she was a witch after all!) outwitted him. She caught him,
changed him into a dove, and made him fly away. She then started to lord it
over Lolabe, making her sleep on a straw mat. He, too, would come flying
around her window, land on the sill, and cry out, "O Lolabe, Lolabe! How
are you faring in my father's house?"



"Mats under me and mats over me," she would answer. "It is the sleep of
hardship, O my Yusuf!"

Perched on her window, he would weep and weep till his eyes went blind,
and then he would fly away. Coming back the next day, he cried out,
"Lolabe, O Lolabe! How are you faring in my father's house?"

"Bedding under me and bedding over me," she answered. "It is the sleep of
comfort, O my Yusuf!"

Standing there, he cried, and she cried with him. When his eyes went nearly
blind, he gathered himself and flew away. On the third day he came back,
calling, "Lolabe, O Lolabe! How are you faring in my father's house?"

"Silk under me and silk over me," she answered. "It is the sleep of a vizier,
O my Yusuf!"

Standing in the window, he cried and cried. Meanwhile, she had been
waiting behind the window, and, reaching out her hand, she caught hold of
him and removed the pins from his body.

They began their wedding celebrations all over again, holding a feast and
making merry for many an evening. He married her. It was then announced
in the city, "He who loves the sultan must bring a load of wood and some
burning coals!" They burned the witch and scattered her ashes to the wind.

This is my tale, I've told it, and in your hands I leave it.
Afterword

In contrast to the tales in the previous group, which explore subjective
feelings associated with sexuality, the quest tales here concern the search for
a bride as a public affair circumscribed by preexisting conditions. The
interplay of social forces in the quest situation is similar in all three tales,
receiving its clearest expression in "The Brave Lad." The very realistic
narration in this tale, the absence of magic and the supernatural, itself gives
a meaningful cultural context to the quest pattern. The teller relates this tale
without distancing herself from the action, as if the events narrated came, or
could come, from actual life. It seems perfectly natural for a lad to desire
the king's daughter but be too poor to propose (see Tale 16, n. 2). His quest



is realistically motivated, as is the girl's desire to help him. The tale's sense
of realism is heightened for an Arab audience when the teller says the girl
wanted to marry her cousin, whom she loved, and the ghoul had taken her
against her will. From this tale we see the basic elements of the quest
clearly: a male in search of a mate, a female receptive to his approach and
willing to help him, and an authority figure who must be overcome before
the maiden can be won.

In all three tales the initiation of the quest is constrained by the
requirements of the social system. In "The Brave Lad" the fulfillment of the
lad's private desire for the king's daughter is made contingent on the
performance of a public duty - killing the ghoul. The same holds true for
"Gazelle," where, in the process of obtaining the soul of the jinni from the
tiger's kneebone, the hero rescues the town from the ravages of four other
monsters. And in "Lolabe" as well, the boy's quest is tied to a public
function, namely, the fulfillment of a vow - an act that benefits everyone in
the city, especially the poor and the destitute.

The purpose of the quest, it would appear, is to demonstrate the necessity of
cooperation between the partners in order to ensure their success. Left to
his or her own resources, neither partner would succeed. The girl in "The
Brave Lad" did not know the secret of the three hairs before the young man
came into the cave, and he in turn would not have been able to pluck them
from the ghoul's head as she did. The boy in "Lolabe" would not have been
able to cast the magic spells on his own, and without him Lolabe would not
have risked the perilous journey out of the wilderness castle. And the young
man in "Gazelle" would not have been able to move the mountain without
Gazelle's help, nor would she have been finally able to kill her arch foe
without his aid. Similarly, cooperation is necessary in the face of the
hostility the young couple faces from their parents and from society. It
affirms the breaking of the parental bond of authority and the creation of a
new bond based on mutual love and partnership.

Yet within the framework of cooperation the roles are not equal. That of the
female is more complex than that of the male, reflecting perhaps the
complexity of her actual role in society, with marriage being for her a
transition from one authority figure (the father) to another (the husband).
The role of the male is to go looking for a mate, but beyond his needing the



courage to start the quest, not much else is asked of him. In "Gazelle," even
the quest itself is not initiated by the young man alone; Gazelle's role in it is
substantial. She not only guides him to the right places where he can obtain
help to move the mountain, but she also helps him in the task itself by
overcoming the guardian jinni. Similarly in the other two tales: once the
quest is initiated, the responsibility of seeing it through to completion fills to
the women. The complexity of the female role is dear in "Lolabe.” After
Lolabe exerts her utmost to save the young man and herself from the
clutches of her mother, he abandons her in the tree while he goes to obtain
his parents' consent to bring home his bride - consent that apparently was
not forthcoming, for the couple must suffer still further hardship before
their marriage can be celebrated openly.

Seen in its cultural context, the quest itself appears as the price that young
people who wish to select their own mates must pay for the freedom to make
their own choice. The authority figure functions to preserve tradition by
putting obstacles in the path of personal freedom for both sexes. In
"Gazelle," the dying father instructs his sons to give their sisters to any
suitors who come seeking marriage. Although exaggerated, this situation
represents the practice even today. Because in traditional Palestinian and
Arab culture the choice of a mate is of vital importance to the communityj, it
cannot be left entirely up to the individual; the interests of the whole family
must be taken into account as well. Those who insist on choosing for
themselves, then, must be willing to make sacrifices to achieve their goals. In
"The Brave Lad," the young hero must have enough courage to face the
ghoul; and in "Gazelle,” he must at least have the courage to face the tiger.
In "Lolabe," the successful union at the end must be earned by overcoming
two sets of obstacles, one from the mother ghouleh, and the other (though
not explicitly) from the boy's own parents.

Arrayed against the young couple in their struggle are the supernatural
forces of the jinn, the subhuman forces of the ghouls, and the black forces of
magic. What is the function of these forces, and why do they occur here? We
notice, on closer examination, that only the authority figures are presented
as ghouls or jinn. In "The Brave Lad" the ghoul is the husband, in
"Lolabe™” the ghouleh is the mother, and in "Gazelle" the guardian of the
mountain is a jinni - and, we presume, an agent of or surrogate for Gazelle's
father as well. (The situation in this tale is complicated by the fact that



Gazelle herself is said to be of the jinn.) Earlier (see Tale 6, n. 13; Tale 8, n.
8), we suggested that ghouls might represent exaggerated human appetites -
hunger or sexuality - gone to excess. Here, the human appetite presented in
ghoulish aspect is parental possessiveness, a force that aims to keep a son or
a daughter in a state of perpetual childhood. Thus the parents at the
beginning of "Lolabe" forget about fulfilling their vow: they do not want to
admit to themselves that their son has grown up. The love of a ghoul for his
children is in fact proverbial in Palestinian folk speech. A person's excessive
love for his or her children is said to be "like the love of a ghoul for his
child" (zayy, imhabt il-gul la-'ibno).

We therefore see that the behavior of the authority figure is part of a
cultural pattern as well. Although in each tale the couple are ready for each
other and for the match, the parents are reluctant to let go of their children.
The image of Lolabe, imprisoned by her mother in a wilderness castle,
represents most poignantly the situation of marriageable girls. And the
behavior of the fathers in "The Brave Lad" and "Gazelle" is not very
different from that of Lolabe's mother; they, too, keep their daughters
beyond the reach of suitors, setting nearly impossible conditions for winning
their hands. The situation in "The Brave Lad," moreover, underscores the
point by presenting a second authority figure, a man who marries a girl
against her will, as a ghoul. Thus the ghouls and jinn are imaginative
representations of the obstructing forces as seen by the intending couple. In
order for the couple to achieve their aim, these forces must be eliminated.
Gazelle hangs her rival jinni by his hair, being unable to get his soul and kill
him; as long as he remains alive, her relationship with her husband remains
insecure. The necessity of overcoming the authority figures, then, is the very
source of the narrative logic that turns them into monsters or ghouls,
thereby justifying the couple's killing them with impunity.

Finally, the significant role that hair plays as a unifying image for the source
of power in all three tales must be mentioned. In "The Brave Lad," the
ghoul is killed by removing three hairs from his head. (Cf. the story of
Samson, Judges 16.) By rubbing his magic hairs, the young man in
"Gazelle" is able to summon the jinn; and Gazelle herself disables his rival
when she hangs him up by his hair. Although these instances, which spring
from ancient Semitic folklore, are, like Lolabe's hair, removed from the
domain of ordinary experience, the cultural context nevertheless helps to



explain the significance of hair in the folk imagination. In Palestinian
culture, hair is thought of almost as if it were a private part of the body, and
both women and men, especially among the fellahin, cover their heads.
Women with long hair, which is considered a mark of feminine beauty and a
source of attraction to men, tie it in a bun and cover it. Indeed, a woman
who lets her hair down in front of strangers is considered immodest, such
behavior being interpreted as an act of allurement. In Tale 20, the king
happens upon a girl combing her long hair and immediately falls in love
with her; perhaps, then, Lolabe's long hair, which has the power to attract a
young man from a distant land, is the source of her magic power as well.

GROUP 11
FAMILY

BRIDES AND BRIDEGROOMS

19.



The Old Woman Ghouleh

TELLER: We are blessed with plenty!
AUDIENCE: Blessings abound, Allah willing!

The son of the king took the daughter of one of his father's viziers for his
wife. As the girl was sitting in the bridal seat receiving congratulations, an
old woman came in and said, "Niece, may your wedding be blessed!"

"And may Allah bless you too, aunty!" responded the bride.

"I'm sorry, my dear,"” the old woman said, "but I don't have any money to
give you as a wedding present. Would you accept these glass bracelets?"

The old woman then went home, waited until midnight, and returned.
"Little bracelets, little bracelets!" she said, tapping on the door, "Open the
door!"

The bracelets fell from the girl's wrists as she slept, and they opened the
door. The old woman came into the house and woke up the bride. "Hush,"
she whispered, "don't let your husband know what's going on. Your father
has just died."” Immediately, the bride jumped out of bed and went with the
old woman. If, you might say, their house was on the south side of town, the
old woman took her in an easterly direction, until they arrived at a cave.
When she came into the cave, the girl was met by a small ghouleh and a big
ghoul, who took away her clothes and her jewelry and devoured her.

Now we return to the king's son. When he awoke in the morning, he found
his bride missing. He told his father, and they started arguing with the
vizier, accusing him of having taken his daughter back in secret. Another
minister happened to be there, and he said, "I swear by Allah, O king! Your
son can have my daughter. Please don't get upset!" They sent for the cadi
and drew up the marriage contract.

Instead of wearing white like the last time, this time the old woman wore
green. Bringing a green bead with her, she said to the bride, " You must
forgive me, niece, but I don't have any money as a wedding present. Please



keep this bead to protect you from the evil eye.” Believing what the old
woman said, the girl took the bead and hid it in her dress. When all the
guests had left, she brought it out and put it on the table by her bed, along
with her golden bracelets.

Just before dawn the old woman came back to the bride's house. "Open the
door, beadling!" she said, "Beadling, open the door!" The bead came down
and opened the door, and the woman came in and woke up the girl. "Don't
let your husband know," she whispered, "but your mother is on her
deathbed."” The girl rose up to go with her. "Wear all your gold things,"
suggested the old woman. "The people expecting you know you're a bride."

In the morning the husband awoke to find that his wife had disappeared. He
had a fight with her father, accusing him of having taken his daughter back.
A third minister offered his daughter. This time, however, they decided to
patrol all the roads leading out of town. They also stationed watchmen in all
the streets. That evening the groom went in to his bride.

The old woman came wearing a blue dress and carrying a citron. "My
dear," said she to the bride, "I don't have any money to give you as a
present. Take this citron instead."

This gift was cleverer than the others, who did not say anything to their
husbands.

"Keep this citron for me," she said to her husband.
"Who gave it to you?" he asked.

"It was the woman in the blue dress."

"Ah, yes!" he exclaimed. "This woman is a ghouleh."

He stuck a knife in the citron, and they went to sleep. In the middle of the
night the old woman returned and knocked on the door.

"Little citron! Little citron!" she called out, "Open the door for me!"
"And how can I open with a knife stuck in my heart?" answered the citron.

The newlyweds woke up. The bridegroom removed the knife from the
citron, and it came down and opened the door. When the ghouleh came in,



they pretended to be sleeping.

"My dear niece," said the old woman to the bride, "you'd better get up.
Your only brother has just died."

Signaling her husband, the bride got up and went with the woman. A little
later he, too, rose from bed and blew the whistle to alert the watchmen, who
followed the old woman the moment they saw her. She started running, with
the bride right behind her and the guards following, until they caught up
with her just before she reached her cave. With a dagger they rent open her
dress, and what did they find but that she had a goat's tail and donkey's
hooves? From the tail down she had the shape of a donkey, with hair like a
donkey's. And from the tail up she looked exactly like a human being. When
she entered her cave, her eyes contracted and sparkled like flames. The
small ghouleh and the big ghoul started to bray. The guards entered the
cave on the heels of the ghouleh, along with the bridegroom and the
ministers who had lost their daughters. They killed all three ghouls and split
their bellies open with their daggers.

Then, gathering up their daughters' clothes and the gold heaped in the cave,
they went home.

And there we left them and came back.

20.



Lady Tatar

There were three sisters, and each of them had a hen. The eldest killed her
hen and ate it. The second one did the same. After a while they started
pestering the young one: "Why don't you kill your hen too? How long are
you going to stay without meat?"

"How am I going to slaughter it?" she responded. "And how much [meat]
will there be to eat? This way, she'll lay an egg every day, and I'll eat the

egg. "

Becoming envious, the sisters took the hen and dropped it into the well of
the ghoul while the young one was away. When she came back and asked
about her hen, she could not find it, and her sisters kept their secret.
Searching for her hen, the young one discovered it in the well of the ghoul.
When she went down into the well to bring back her hen, she found the
ghoul's house inside the well dirty and his laundry piled up. She swept and
mopped the floor, did the laundry and the dishes, and left the house
sparkling clean.

As she was about to climb back out with her hen, the ghoul arrived. She hid
under the stairs. Looking around, the ghoul found his house clean and
everything in order.

"Who's been cleaning my house?" asked the ghoul. "I smell a human
being!"

She was afraid to come out, so she stayed in her hiding place.

"Whoever cleaned my house like this,” the ghoul said, "you may come out
safely. Just come out"

When the girl heard this, she emerged from her hiding place.

"You are my daughter,” swore the ghoul. "I swear by Allah, and may He
betray me if I betray this oath!"



The maiden lived in his house, comfortable and happy. Every day she would
sit in the sun by the mouth of the well and comb her hair. The king's geese
would come to visit, and they taunted her: "Hey! Ghoul's daughter! Your
father's fattening you up to make a feast of you!"

From that day on the girl grew thinner. Noticing her condition, the ghoul
hid himself and found out what the story was.

"The next time those geese come around,” he said, "say to them, "To -
morrow the sultan is going to slaughter you, pluck your feathers, have you
cooked, and eat you.'"

When she said that to them, all their feathers dropped off. Having seen that,
the sultan followed them the next day to find out what their story was, why
their feathers had fallen out in a night and a day. Following them, he came
upon the ghoul's daughter, and he found her appealing. He asked her to
marry him, but she said, "Ask for my hand from my father, the ghoul."

The sultan came and asked for her hand from the ghoul, and he gave his

consent. Before his daughter left his house for the sultan's palace, the ghoul
said to her, "Don't speak to him, not even one word, until he says to you, 'O
Lady Tatar, O Lady Tatar - her father the sun, and the moon her mother!'"

She went to live in her husband's palace. He would speak with her, but she
did not answer because he did not know the words taught her by her father,
the ghoul. When he saw that she was like that, the sultan married another
woman, thinking his wife was mute.

"By Allah," said the second wife one day, "I want to go visit my co-wife, the
one who the sultan says is mute."

She went, and the ghoul's daughter received her and welcomed her. It
turned out she could talk after all.

"What shall I make for you?" she asked. "I'd like to make you cheese
pastry.”

She then commanded, " Get ready, oven!" and the oven set itself up. "Come
here, flour, water!" and they came. Then she said, "Let the pastry become
ready!" and it was done. Taking the tray full of pastry, she carried it into



the oven. When she came back out again, the pastry in the tray was baked
to a golden brown, and she and her co-wife ate of it.

Her co-wife became jealous, and when she went back home she said to her
husband, "Your other wife's not mute at all. She can talk!" She related to
him what had happened and said, "I'd like to make for you what she made
for me."

"Come here, oven!" she commanded, but the oven did not obey. "Come
here, flour!" but the flour did not come. She then went and set up the oven,
brought the flour and the water herself. After she made the pastry, she took
hold of the tray and went into the oven to do as her co-wife had done. She
was burned in the oven, along with her pastry, and died.

Meanwhile, the king went back to the ghoul's daughter and talked with her,
but she would not speak with him. He then decided to marry another
woman, and this one too said, "I'd like to go visit my mute co-wife."

"What shall I make for you?" wondered the ghoul's daughter. "Let me
prepare some fried fish." "Come here, kerosene stove!" she commanded,
and it came. "Come here, frying pan!" and it came. Waiting until the oil in
the pan was boiling hot, she put her hands in the oil, palm to palm, saying,
"Palm over my palm, let the fried fish come!" The pan filled with frying
fish, brown and crispy. She ate of it with her co - wife. But when her co-wife
tried to imitate her, her hands were burned, the frying pan fell over on her,
and she died.

Once more the sultan came back to the ghoul's daughter after having
deserted her. This time, however, he hid himself to learn if she was actually
mute or if she could speak as his wives who had died had claimed. Hiding
himself, he found her bored with her situation.

"I'm thirsty," she said. "Come give me some water!" The pitcher and the
water jug started arguing over which of them was to bring the water for her.
"If only," she sighed, "if only your master were to say to me, 'O Lady Tatar
- her father the sun, and the moon her mother!' he would relieve us all.”

As soon as he heard this, the sultan called out, "O Lady Tatar - her father
the sun, and the moon her mother!"



"Yes," she replied, "and two yesses."

They lived happily, and there we leave them and come back here.

21.



Sogak Boqak!

There was in the old days a king, Ta'ir by name, who had no children except
an only son whose name was Ala'iddin. When he became of marriageable
age, his parents urged him once, twice, and three times to let them find him
a wife, but he always refused. One snowy day he took his servant and went
hunting. A doe sprang in front of them, and he aimed and shot her. The
servant slaughtered her, and as her blood flowed to the ground, he said, "O
master! May you find a bride who's like this blood on the snow."

Now, Ala'iddin had seven cousins, and his parents had been wanting to
marry him to one of them. But when he came home from the hunt, he said
to his mother, "Mother, take away the bed of happiness and bring in the bed
of sorrow. Your son Ala'iddin is sick, and there's no medicine or cure for
him."

"O my son, my darling!" exclaimed the mother. "If your kingdom lacks
something, we'll gladly provide it. And if your army's too small, we'll give
you more soldiers."

"Impossible!" he replied. "If you fulfill my request, I'm well; and if not, I'm
going to stay sick."

" All right, son. What is your request?"
"You must look for a bride for me whose face is like blood on the snow."

The city they lived in was the biggest in the whole kingdom. The mother
went searching in the city, hoping to find a girl who fit the description, but
she could find none. Finally she spied a hut on the side of Mount Mgqallis,
you might say. "I still have to look in that hut over there,"” she thought to
herself, "and, by Allah, I'm going to climb up to it." Mounted on a horse,
she went up the mountain with her servants. When the owners of the hut
saw them coming, they said, "This must be the king's wife. Let's go out and
receive her."



"No one in the world will please my son like this one,” thought the king's
wife when she saw their daughter. Rushing home, she said to him, "Son,
what a bride I've found for you! In all my life I've never seen anyone like
her."

"Good!" he said.
So, they went asking for the girl's hand from her family.

"We are honored," they responded. "Is it possible we should find anyone
better than you?" They accepted readily.

Ala'iddin's family then went and made all the formal arrangements. They
asked for the girl's hand, signed the marriage contract, and set out to bring
the bride home, but her father put a condition on them. "My daughter,"
said he, "will not leave this house except riding on a dapple gray mule and
escorted by a regiment of Turkish soldiers marching to the sultan's royal
band." His wish was granted, and the bride was brought to her new home.

Now the seven cousins stationed themselves by a doorway in the path of the
wedding procession, where they knew the bridegroom would be passing.

"May Allah forgive our uncle's wife for having done such a thing to our
cousin!" exclaimed the first one. "If only his wife weren't bald!" Another
one jumped in with, "If only she weren't insane!" And another with, "If
only she weren't blind in one eye!" "If only she weren't so rude!" said a
fourth, and so on.

Hearing this, Ala'iddin thought, "Alas! Because I've given her so much
trouble, my mother has found me a girl with all these deformities.” Turning
right around, he ran away. He did not go home.

In the same city the family had an orchard in which there was a palace,
where he went and stayed by himself. They waited for him. Today he'll
come. Tomorrow the bridegroom will arrive. A week went by, then a month,
then forty days. When forty days had gone by and the bride had still not
seen her husband, she went to her mother-in-law.

"Do you really have a son, or don't you?" she asked.



"My dearest," answered the mother-in-law, "Ala'iddin's my son. There's no
one like my son. He's like this and like that."

"I believe you. Where is he?"

"Let me tell you, my daughter. Your husband has seven cousins. Such and
such is their story, and we don't know how to bring him back, to convince
him to come back home."

"In that case,"” said the bride, "ask my uncle if he would fulfill my request,
and I'll bring him back.” The mother went and spoke with her husband,
and he said, "Whatever she asks for, I'll have it made for her, so long as she
brings him back."

"0 uncle,"” said the bride, "I want you to have a tunnel dug for me, from my
palace here to the one where he's keeping himself."

The king had a tunnel made right up to the steps of the palace where his son
was. The bride then went into her husband's orchard, wandering around
and laying waste to everything, ripping up plants here and breaking them
there. She then came to a fountain. How beautiful was the scenery there!
[Soon] the shrubbery around there was quite a sight. Turning her back, she
went down into the tunnel and headed for home.

When the bridegroom came by later, what did he find but that the orchard,
the fountain, and the beautiful scenery were all in ruin, broken and torn
up?

Calling his gardener over, he said, "Come here and tell me who's been doing
this to the orchard?"

"Please, master!" begged the gardener. "A houri came, and I didn't know
whether she was an earthling or a creature from the sky. In all my life I've
never seen anyone like her. Her beauty could not be described by comparing
her with anything - not the sun or the moon. She comes, my lord, and says
to me, 'Gardener! Soqak bogak! Your head is down and your feet are up!’
As soon as she says that, I lose all sense of myself, or even where I am, until
she's ready to leave again, when she says, 'Gardener! Soqak boqak! Your
feet are down and your head is up!' I have no way of knowing from where
she comes or how she goes."



"About what time does she usually come?" asked the young man, and the
gardener said she came at such and such time. "Fine!" said the king's son,
deciding to keep a watch out for her. He waited and waited, until he caught
her.

"Come here!" he said when he had caught her. "I'm tired. Let's go sit by the
fountain and relax. Who are you?"

"I'm from the country of 'The Spoons and Ladles Are Where?'" she
answered. "I'm the daughter of the king of that country."

"Very well, O king's daughter!" he said. "Let's sit and enjoy ourselves here
by the fountain.

Now there was a beautiful gourd vine planted all around tile fountain.
"What's this?" she asked, and he replied it was a gourd planted for
decoration. She recited:

" O Turkish gourd!

Around the fountain trailing

West of you,

I saw my darling

Sitting to take his ease

His hair he has given

As a net to catch the breeze

Let him moan and weep forever
Who took from my sight my lover!"
But he did not understand her.

In a while he led her to a violet. "What's this, O son of the king?" she asked.
"It's a violet," he answered.

She recited:



"You can hear the violet sing:
'Of all flowers, I am king.
With my sword in hand,

I conquered the land.

Though for a month I'm here,
And away the rest of the year,
Yet my essence in a vial's
A cure for all life's trials.""

But he did not understand her intention.

"

"Come," he said, "let's sit here and relax. Take this cigarette and smoke it.
Lighting a cigarette, he offered it to her, and she said:

"What is the tobacco's fault

That in reeds you should roll it
And with fire burn it

To force out the smoke?

Let him be sad forever,

Who took from my sight my lover!"
Yet he did not understand her.

They walked a little further and came upon a mulberry tree. "What's this,
O son of the king?" she asked, and he said it was a mulberry. She called out:

"0 you mulberries!
O mulberries!
Dangling from the boughs,

Spreading by the leaves!



May his sin haunt him forever,

Who took from my sight my lover!"

And he still did not see her meaning.

"Let's go up to my palace,” he suggested. "I want to show you my palace."
"I can't walk," she said. "My legs hurt."

"Impossible!" he said. "You'll not walk, you'll ride on my shoulders."

Carrying her on his shoulders, he was taking her up to his palace when she
saw, O so many roses and flowers creeping along the walls of the palace.
"What are these, O son of the king?" she asked, and he said they were roses
and flowers. She then said to him:

"0 flowers climbing up our walls!
If true what I fear,

That you who are here

To your seven cousins

Have given ear,

How helpless you are,

And to me, how far!"

But he did not understand.

As he was taking her up, she rubbed her foot against a thorn on a rose bush.
Blood flowed from the scratch, and she cried out, "Ouch! You wounded my
foot!"

"Would that my hand and foot were both broken,"” he answered, "rather
than your foot scratched!" Pulling out the royal handkerchief, he bandaged
her foot with it.

"If my father were to go asking for your hand from your father," he said,
"would he give you to me?"



"Yes," she answered.

When he had brought her up to the palace, he said, "For the sake of Allah,
let me sleep a while on your knee."

She let him put his head in her lap, and he fell asleep. Stealing away by the
bottom of the stairs, she went straight home.

"Uncle's wife!" she said, "Tomorrow, he'll be back."

"0, my daughter!"” said the other, "May Allah hear you and let my son
come back!"

Now, the household of the king had been wearing black in mourning. "Take
off these black things," said the bride to her mother-in-law, "and put on
beautiful clothes! Decorate the house! It's certain. He's coming home
tomorrow." She then went up to the king.

"Uncle," she said, "send out a party to receive Ala'iddin. He's coming back
home."

"How can I send anybody out?" asked the king. "What if he should
refuse?"”

"He won't refuse,” she answered. "He's going to come."

The king sent members of his court, and they went to bring Ala'iddin back.
As for him, he came straight with them. On their way up the stairs, the
king's son of course went ahead of the others. Meanwhile, his bride had
called a servant over, given her a plate, and said, "As soon as the king's son
comes up, throw this plate in front of him." The servant stood behind the
door and threw down the plate as soon as he came up. He cried out:

"Pox upon her

Who hurled to the floor

The plate that came crashing!"
His bride answered him:

"And pox upon him



Who pulled out the scarf -
The scarf of the kingdom put,
As bandage to my foot!"

"Were you the one then whose foot I bandaged?" he cried out, and came
running over to her.

They lived happily ever after, and may Allah make life sweet for all my
listeners!

22.



Clever Hasan

TELLER: Once upon a time - but first a prayer of peace for the Virgin!
AUDIENCE: Peace be to her!

Once upon a time there was a king Who had an only son and no other. One
day the father died. Taking his mother with him, the son said, "Mother, let's
go traveling around these lands. We ought to have some fun.”

With her on one mare and him on another, they went out and traveled,
traveled, traveled. They came upon a man sitting at the crossing of three
roads.

"Hey, uncle!" called out the boy.
"What do you want?" the man answered.
"What road is this?" asked the boy.

"This one's the Road of Safety,” the man replied. "That one's the Road of
Regret, and the other's a road that sends but does not bring back."

"I'm taking the Road of No Return,” announced Clever Hasan.

"0 Clever Hasan! For the sake of Allah! For the sake of the Prophet! For
the sake of Jesus and Moses!"

"Never!" said the youth. "I must take this road."
"But you will surely did"

"Let that be as it may!" declared the boy. "When my life span has run out,
let me die."

Setting out on that road, he came upon a giant with his head in the sky and
his feet on the ground.

"Peace to you!"



"Welcome!" said the giant. "But, Clever Hasan, who's given you permission
to pass this way?"

"I want to pass? insisted the lad.
"This means war!"

"So beit!"

Drawing his sword, Clever Hasan struck him a blow which cut off his legs
and threw him to the ground.

"Quch!" roared the giant. "No one has ever been able to defeat me before.
Here, take the keys to my palace! You and your mother can stay in it."

They stayed in the palace. Of course, what does a king have to do but go out
hunting and shooting? One day, he went out to take the air, and his mother
took pity on the black giant. Every day she would bring some cotton and
wash his legs, dressing them with iodine until they healed. They fell in love
and married, without Clever Hasan knowing what was going on behind his
back. She became pregnant and gave birth, to a boy the first time.
Becoming pregnant again, she gave birth to a boy the second time.

"What am I going to do?" she asked. "If Clever Hasan finds out, he's going
to cut off my head.”

"Come," said the giant, "Do you see that orchard full of pomegranate trees?
No one has ever gone into that orchard without being torn to pieces."

"It's a simple matter then," said the mother. Taking some turmeric, she
dyed her face yellow.

"May you be well again, mother!" said Clever Hasan when he came home.
"What's the matter, mother? What happened to you?"

"Nothing's really the matter, son,” she answered. "I just want to taste the
pomegranates from that orchard over there before I die."

"That's easy, mother," he said. "Supply me with enough provisions to take
care of my needs there and back."



Mounting his horse, he traveled. Arriving, he came upon a sheikh sitting
there.

"Peace to you!" the lad hailed him.

"Welcome!" replied the sheikh. "Had your salaam not come first, I would
have gobbled you up and licked the flesh off your bones! Where are you
going, Clever Hasan?"

"By Allah, most venerable sheikh, I'm on my way to get some pomegranates
for my mother."

"Ho! Ho!" laughed the sheikh. "I've been sitting here for the last twenty
years, and I'm still waiting to taste those pomegranates. But until now, no
one has ever gone into that orchard and come out alive."

" Allah will deliver. me," replied Hasan.

"Now, O Clever Hasan," said the sheikh, "what you must do is go straight
in, without looking left or right. If you turn this way or that, you're dead!
Pick the pomegranates, put them in the saddlebags, and come right out!"

"Yes, sir!" said Clever Hasan, and he went straight in. He filled the
saddlebags, adding three extra pomegranates for the sheikh, and came out.
He gave the pomegranates to his mother, and she said to the giant, " You
said he would die, but here he is back, just like a monkey!"

"I don't know how he could have done it,”" he replied. "No one has ever
gone in there and come out alive."

"You've done well, son,” she said to the lad. "You can go now. Allah bless
you!"

The following day, the giant said, "Look here! There's a melon patch, and
no one who goes into it ever comes out alive."

She did the same thing, dyeing her face with turmeric and lying in bed. "O
my head!" she moaned.

"What's the matter, mother?"

"By Allah, son, I have a yearning for watermelons."



"That's easy, mother," he said. "Give me enough provisions to get there and
back."

She gave him the provisions, and he ran, ran, until he arrived. Again he
came upon a sheikh at the gate. "Peace to you, O uncle sheikh!"

"Had your salaam not come first," responded the sheikh, "I would have
gobbled you up and licked the flesh off your bones! What do you want?"

"I want a watermelon from this patch,” the lad announced.

"I've been sitting here for the last ten years, and I've never seen anyone who
was able to bring out even one melon. Those who go in never come out.”

"Allah's the final judge, for me as well as for them," said Hasan.

The sheikh said to him the same as the other had, " Go straight in. If you
turn this way or that, you're dead!"

Going right in, the youth filled a sack with watermelons, taking three extra
melons for the aged sheikh. Pulling himself together, he came out of there
fast. A thousand followed him (In the name of Allah!) but they were not able
to catch him. Carrying the melons with him, he brought them to his mother,
thinking she would be happy.

"Yee!" complained the mother to the giant, "You said he would die, but
here he is, back with melons just like a monkey!"

"What can I do?" asked the giant. "I don't know how he does it."

Taking the melons, the mother ate some and said to Hasan, "Thank you,
son! May Allah reward you with Plenty!"

"Your last resort is to ask for the water of life,” the giant said. "He'll never
be able to bring the water of life! It'll take him at least seven days and seven
nights just to get there."

"O my son, my darling! My finger is burned and it needs the water of life to
make it well.”

"Mother," he said, "prepare enough provisions to get me there and back."



Taking his provisions with him, Clever Hasan started on his way. He carried
with him a razor, a pair of scissors, some cologne, scented soap, and clean
clothes. When he reached the land of the ghoul, he greeted him, "Peace to
you, uncle ghoul!"

"Welcome, Clever Hasan!" replied the ghoul. "Had your salaam not come
first, I would have gobbled you up and licked the flesh off your bones!"

Coming down from his horse, the lad trimmed the ghoul's eyebrows, his
beard, mustache, and hair; washed him with the scented soap; splashed him
with cologne; and gave him fresh clothes to wear.

"May Allah give you pleasure, as you gave me," exclaimed the ghoul.
"What can I do for you, Clever Hasan?"

"I want to fetch the water of life for my mother."

"Listen," said the ghoul, "I'm going to send you to my sister. She's a month
older than me, but a whole age wiser. If you find her grinding sugar, with
her breasts thrown back, approach her and suck at her right breast and
then at her left. But if you find her grinding salt, with her eyes sparkling
red, take care not to go near her!"

"Yes, sir? said Clever Hasan, and he went straight ahead. He found the
ghouleh grinding sugar, with her breasts thrown back over her shoulders.
When he had sucked at her right breast, she called out, "Who was it that
sucked at my right breast? He's now dearer than my son 'Abd ir-Rahim."
When he had sucked at her left breast, she asked, "Who was it that sucked
at my left breast? He's become dearer than my son Abd ir-Rahman." She
then said to him, "You've sucked at my breasts, so I can't possibly harm
you. But my children are eleven ghouls, and if they see you, what're they
going to do to you? What am I to do with you?"

Soon her children came home, and when she heard their voices she blew on
him, turning him into a needle which she stuck into her dress. Her sons
arrived.

"We smell a human being!" they announced.

"The human smell's in you and your trails,” she answered.



"Impossible!" they insisted. "There's a human smell here!"
"Guarantee his safety!" she said.

"He's our brother in God's promise, and may Allah betray him who betrays
this oath!"

She brought Hasan back as he was. "Welcome!" they said, hugging and
kissing him. (Of course, he had 'now become their brother.)

"Who among you will take Clever Hasan to bring the water of life?"

One of them said he needed ten days for the journey, and another said nine
days, but the youngest said he could take him there and bring him back in
seven minutes. Carrying Clever Hasan on his back, the ghoul flew with him.

"How big does the world look to you?" he asked.
" As big as a wheat sieve," replied Hasan.

"How big does the world look to you now?"

" As big as a flour sieve."

"And now?"

" As big as a piaster.”

"That's it!" announced the ghoul,” "We're there. Come down now. See that
gate over there? You'll find the door leaning to the side. Set it back in place.
Then you'll see dogs and horses. Take the meat away from the horses and
put it in front of the dogs, and take the barley away from the dogs and give
it to the horses. Take this empty pitcher with you and put it at the edge of
the fountain. Bring back a full pitcher, and don't turn left or right. Come
straight out and slam the door quickly when you leave!"

Clever Hasan went right in, and did as the ghoul had told him. He fixed the
door, switched the meat and the barley, put the empty pitcher down, picked
up the full one, turned his back, and came straight out.

"Trap him, O gate!" shouted the devils.



"It's been forty years since I've been opened!" came the answer.
"Catch him, O hounds!"

"It's been forty years since we've tasted meat!"

"Hold him, O horses!"

"It's been forty years since we've tasted barley!"

Meanwhile, Hasan ran until he reached the ghoul, who put him on his
shoulders and flew off.

"Welcome!" said the ghouleh when they arrived. "Allah be praised for your
safety!"

"Who's going to take him back to his uncle?" they asked among themselves.

"I'll complete the favor I did him," volunteered the youngest, "by taking
him back to his uncle.”

Taking him on his shoulders, the ghoul flew back with him to his uncle.
"Here's your horse back? said the big ghoul.

"Yes," said Hasan, bidding him good-bye. He then mounted his horse and
moved on.

On his way back to his mother, the king's daughter saw him from her
balcony.

"Clever Hasan!" she called out. "Stop here awhile?
"No," he said, "I don't want to stop."

"By my father's head," she swore, "and by Allah, who gives him power over
other people's heads, if you don't stop by I'll have yours cut off!."

Hasan came over to see her. Now, she was clever and took away the pitcher
with the water of life, giving him one full of ordinary water in its place. She
then fed him lunch and sent him on his way. He went straight to his mother
and knocked on the door.



"O despair!"” the mother cried out when he knocked. "Here he is, still alive,
O Slave of Blessing!"

"By Allah," the giant exclaimed, "I have no idea how he could have come
back."

"Welcome back, son!" she said. "Allah be praised for your safety?

She kissed him, taking away the pitcher. "And now," they said to each other,
"What are we going to do?"

" Ask him where his strength lies,” suggested the giant.

"0 Clever Hasan, my son," she asked him one day, "where does your
strength lie?"

"On my head are seven hairs," he answered. "If you cut them, all my power
will be gone,"

"Come here," she said, "and let me remove the lice from your hair."

She sat down to delouse him and pulled the seven hairs from his head.
When she gave him a bit of thread, he did not have the strength to break it.

"0 Slave of Blessing!" she called out. "Come over and cut off his head!"
"No, mother? begged Hasan. "I'm your son!"
"Never!" said the mother. "Cut off his head!"

They chopped off his head, gouged out his eyes, and cut his body into four
pieces, which they put in a box that they threw into the sea. The following
day some fishermen found a box that had been washed ashore by the waves.
"By Allah,"” they said, "this will make a good present for the king's
daughter. We're going to present it to her."

Taking the box with them, they came to the daughter of the king, and the
moment she saw them, she knew. "Alas!" cried she, "Oh! What a loss,
Clever Hasan!" She took him from the fishermen, giving them ten dinars
and sending them on their way. "So! Your mother did you in!" she said to
him, opening the box. "How much did I advise you, but you didn't listen!"



With the water of life at hand, she connected the foot to the leg and rubbed
them with the water, and (Allah granting the power) it healed. She then
connected the arms, the back, and the shoulders. Lastly, she placed the head
in place and rubbed it with the water, and behold! he sneezed.

"Where am I?" he asked.
"You're with me, O Clever Hasan," she answered. "Where are your eyes?"

"They gouged them out before they slaughtered me. My little brother has
them."

"Don't worry!" she said, and set about feeding him broth of squab and
chicken every day. She fed him these nutritious broths daily until he grew as
strong as a camel.

"I'm going back to kill the giant,” he announced.

"And how are you going to kill him?" she asked. "First you must get your
eyes back. Take some trinkets with you and call out, 'Bracelets, O girls!
Rings, O girls!" Your brothers will come out and ask how much you want
for them. Say you don't want money, you want eyes. What's in your left
hand for the left eye."

Hasan did as she advised him. "Ah! Yes!" his little brother piped up. "By
Allah, my brother's eyes are on the window sill. Wait till I get them for
you." Taking the eyes with him, Hasan threw down all his trinkets, saying,
"On your way now!"

When he had come back, the king's daughter put his eyes back in place and
he became better than before, even more youthful than he had been. Having
got his eyesight and his strength back, he said to the king's daughter, "I'm
going over to kill them one by one."

"O my sweetheart, my soul!" she pleaded with him. She nearly died begging
him to stay. "Never!" he said, mounting his horse. Taking his sword with
him, he headed straight for the door and knocked.

"Who is it?"

"I'm Clever Hasan!" he announced.



"Yee!" she screamed, "It's the death of me!"

"You didn't say that when you had me slaughtered," said her son. "You had
me quartered. But by Allah, I'm going to tear you to pieces - you and your
Slave of Blessing? First he cut the giant's throat over her knee, then he
slaughtered the two boys and the girl and tore them to pieces in front of her.
"As for you," he said, "I'm not only going to kill you, I'm going to tear you
to shreds. I bring you here whole and hearty, and you betray me by
marrying the slave whose legs I cut off!"

He tore her apart and threw the pieces away. Then he demolished the palace
and took all the giant's treasure, sending it to the king's daughter.

One day the king asked his daughter, "Don't you want to get married?"

"Yes, father, I do," she answered. "Let it be known in town that I want to
get married.”

It was made public that the king's daughter was ready to marry, and the
notables - the viziers, the pashas, and the beys - came passing under her
window, expecting her to choose one of them by tossing an apple over his
head, but it was no use.

Meanwhile, Clever Hasan put on a tattered sackcloth. He had also got

hold of a sheep's stomach, which he had ripped open and put on his head.
He then came and walked under the window of the king's daughter's palace.
Recognizing him, she threw the apple down over his head.

"Yee! What shame!" some exclaimed. "What a disaster!" said others. Each
had her own words, and the father refused. He did not want to give her to
him.

"Never!" she insisted. "I won't take another!"

"If you must marry him," he said, "you'll marry him in the house of
desertion."

"Fine," she said. "I accept.”

They were married and lived together in isolation. Time passed, and her
father was at war. Clever Hasan had an old, worn-out mule, and when the



war started he rode it into battle. "Ha! Ha!" he egged his mule on, and
people abused him, spitting on him and cursing: "Damn your father and his
father who took you for a son-in-law by giving you his daughter!"

When he had left these people behind and there was no one around to see
him, he brought out his magic ring.

"Magic ring!" he called out.
"Your servant at your command!" came the answer.

"I want a green mare the like of which has never been seen, and I want a
gold-plated sword."

Immediately, a green mare appeared, a green suit of armor, and a golden
sword. He went down to battle, and - slit! slit - he slit throats till sunset. A
third of the enemy was destroyed. On his way back to town, riding his mule
and wearing his tattered clothes, whoever saw him spat on him.

The next day he went to battle, and again people were cursing him and
spitting on him as he passed through. When he had gone some distance and
there was no one around to say "There is no god but God!" he dismounted
from his mule.

"Magic ring? he called out.
"Your fortune's at your fingertips!" came the answer.
"I want a red mare, a red suit, and a gold-plated sword."

Down to battle he went, and - slit! slit! - he cut throats until another third of
the enemy was gone. Pulling himself together, he went home as people spat
on him.

On the third day he mounted his mule and came down, and when he
reached a deserted spot, out came the ring.

"Magic ring!"

"Your fortune's at your fingertips?



"I want a white suit, a white mare, and a sword that will give me the upper
hand in battle.”

"Fine. Right away!"

Clever Hasan came down to the field of battle. Meanwhile, the king, hearing
about the knight who came and killed a third of the enemy every day, said,
"By Allah, I want to go and see the knight about whom the people have
been talking."

Clever Hasan came down to the battleground, killed the remaining third,
and went back home riding the white mare. When people saw him and
realized who it was they had been spitting on, they thought something
strange was going on and went to speak to the king about it. When the king
saw Hasan, he was overwhelmed.

"Your husband,” he asked his daughter,” what's his name?"

"His name," she answered, "is Clever Hasan, the son of King So-and-So."
"You married the son of King So-and-So!"

"Yes."

The king came forward and embraced Hasan, saying, "I'm really sorry,
dear son-in-law?

He had it announced in town that there was to be a feast of seven days and
seven nights to celebrate the marriage of Clever Hasan to his daughter. The
townspeople were invited to feast for the whole week at the king's expense,
in celebration of Clever Hasan's wedding.

And may every year find you in good health!

23.



The Cricket

TELLER: Testify that God is One!
AUDIENCE: There is no god but God.

Once there was a woman who could not get pregnant and have children.
One day she cried out, "O Lord, would you grant me a little girl, even if
she's nothing more than a cricket!"” It so happened that Allah heard her
plea, and she became pregnant and gave birth to a cricket. A day went and a
day came, and the cricket grew up. Once upon a day she wanted to get
married.

"Mama," she said, going to her mother, "I want to get married."

"What can I do for you?" asked the mother. "You must look for a
bridegroom as small as you are."

The cricket went away, and came upon a camel.
"Ba! Ba!" said he. "Will you marry me?"

She answered:

"Cricket, cricket, your mother!

And you are cousin to the whore.

I'll put the gold in my sleeve,

And talk to my mother some more."

"O mama!" she said to her mother. "His eyes are very big, his head is very
big, and his ears are very big. All of him is very big."

"No!" said the mother. "This one's not your size. Don't marry him."
Back to the camel the cricket went, and said, "I don't want to marry you."

She wandered around some more, and met a bull.



"Ba! Ba!" said he. "Will you marry me?"
She answered:

"Cricket, cricket, your mother!

And you are cousin to the whore.

I'll put the gold in my sleeve,

And talk to my mother some more."

She went to her mother and said, "O mama! His eyes are large, his head is
large, and his ears are large. All of him is large."

"Better not marry him," said the mother.
Back to the bull went the cricket. "I don't want to marry you," she said.

She went away, and walked and walked until a little mouse found her
wandering about and chirping, "Tzee, tzee, tzee."

"What're you looking for?" he asked.

"I'm wandering around looking for a bridegroom."
"Will you marry me?" he proposed.

She answered:

"Cricket, cricket, your mother!

And you are cousin to the whore.

I'll put the gold in my sleeve,

And talk to my mother some more."

"O mama!" she said to her mother. "His eyes are wee, his head is wee, and
his ears are wee. All of him is very small."

"Yes," said the mother, "this one's your size. Marry him."

So back to the mouse the cricket went. "Yes," she said, "I'll marry you."
And she went to live with him in his house.



One day (it is said) their clothes became dirty, and they wanted to go
somewhere to wash them. "Well," they said, "let's go look for water. Where
shall we go?" They wandered about, with her walking behind him, and both
of them going "Tzee, tzee, tzee," until you might say they reached the Sea of
Acre. Looking over this sea, they said, "Well, how is this going to be
enough? There's barely enough water here to get our clothes wet." They
turned around and went down to the Sea of Tiberias. They searched
everywhere, up and down, but found no water. "There isn't enough water
for us anywhere!" they exclaimed.

As they wandered, they saw a donkey's hoofprint with a little water in it.
Calling her husband over, she said, "These waters will be enough for us to
wash ourselves and our clothes, with some left over."

"Fine," he answered. "Let me go and get some soap."
He went over to Acre to bring the soap, and she sat at the edge of the hole.

"By Allah," she said to herself as she sat waiting, "I might as well wash
myself until he gets back.” Down into the water she went, and washed
herself, but she could not climb back out. She tried and tried, but she failed.

As it happened, a man on a horse passed by. Hearing the pounding of his
horse's hooves, she called out to him:

"0 uncle, riding your horse
And jingling your bell!

Say to the mouse,

'The Flower of the House

In the treacherous water fell.'"

The horseman cocked his ear to listen. "Eh!" he thought, "Who is this
talking?" Meanwhile, she was saying:

"0 uncle, riding your horse

And jingling your bell!



Say to the mouse,
'"The Flower of the House
In the treacherous water fell.'"

"And if you don't tell him," she added, "may your bottom get stuck to your
horse?

The rider went his way, and by the time he reached Acre he had forgotten
what the cricket had said to him. When he had finished his business in the
city, he went home and tried to get down from his horse, but he could neot.
Again and again he tried, without success. He called his wife and children to
help him, and they pushed and pulled, but they failed. Then he remembered
what the cricket had bid him do. "Eh!" he exclaimed, "It seems as if Allah
has heard the call of the one who put this spell on me. I might as well go
look for the mouse. But how am I ever going to find him?"

He went back to Acre and searched around the shops, asking their owners,
"O uncle, did the mouse come in here? O uncle, did the mouse come in
here?" The people in the marketplace looked at him in wonder. "What's
this?" they asked among themselves, laughing. "Who is this man, riding
around looking for a mouse? What's the matter with him? Is he crazy?"

As he was asking about, however, the mouse heard him. The rider, having
searched and searched without success, went back home and dismounted
easily. He was no longer stuck to his horse.

Now the mouse ran about his business. He stole a piece of meat from the
butcher and a bar of soap from the grocer, and he ran back - "tzee, tzee,
tzee" - until he arrived. When he discovered his wife had fallen in the water,
he went crazy with fear for her. Putting the things he was carrying down on
the edge of the hole, he lowered his head into the hole, but he could not
reach her. He put his ear in the hole, his paw, then all parts of his body, and
still he could not reach her. What was he going to do? He turned his back
and dangled his tail in the water. Taking hold of it, she was able to climb
out.

"See what you've done!" she started blaming him. " You went away and left
me, and I fell into the sea."



"How could I have helped it?" he answered. "Come, make us some kubbe
and let's have lunch.”

She set to it, my little darlings, and prepared the food. They ate lunch,
washed themselves and their clothes, and hung them out on the bushes till
they were dry. Then they folded their clothes, and - "tzee, tzee, tzee - went
home to the mouse's hole.

This is my tale, I've told it, and in your hands I leave it.
Afterword

This group of tales deals with the marriage relationship, focusing on the
newlyweds themselves and the pressures they experience regarding their
choice of mate and their sexuality. Because (despite the emphasis on
endogamy) none of the couples are cousins but rather are strangers to each
other, they must learn to establish patterns of communication and to adapt
to each other's needs and observe each other's limits. The tales explore ways
in which success may be achieved in marriage, especially in the initial
phases of the relationship, immediately following the wedding.

"The Old Woman Ghouleh” shows us some of the confusion a young bride
must feel in her new environment. She has had little choice in the matter of
her marriage, her role having been passive throughout the whole process,
and everyone, including her husband, is a stranger to her. She does not
know who is a friend and who is an enemy. In this situation the bride is
quite vulnerable, and the tale shows that a marriage can get off to a bad
start when she does not immediately place her trust in her husband to
protect her from the potential evil around her. When, however, as in the
case of the third bride, this trust and the communication that automatically
goes with it are present from the beginning of the relationship, the couple
can cooperate to overcome obstacles.

In "Lady Tatar," in contrast, the burden of communication is thrown on the
husband rather than the wife. Here the husband learns that if he
communicates with his wife by treating her as she desires, she is more than
willing to cooperate with him and share his life. At the beginning of the tale
the lack of communication leads to frustration and multiple marriages; at
the end, however, mutual understanding and harmony prevail. This tale



also focuses on the bride, who, having been mistreated at home and then
adopted by a stranger, is shown to need a good marriage relationship.

Whereas the first two tales in the group focus on the problems facing the
women in a marriage relationship, the second two, "Clever Hasan" and
"Soqak Bogak!" shed light on the pressures faced by the men. "Clever
Hasan" is a composite of two tales that are rarely brought together as here.
The first half, the story of Hasan and his mother, could have been classified
under Group I, "Children and Parents," for, like Swes, Swes!" it depicts a
conflict between mother and son that centers on the mother's sexuality. The
second half is usually narrated separately as the adventure story of a young
hero who defeats the enemies of his potential father-in-law. By juxtaposing
these two disparate tales, using the figure of Clever Hasan as a unifying
device, the teller spotlights one of the major conflicts a young man faces
upon marriage: being caught between his mother and his wife. No less
important, the tale also shows a corresponding conflict for the bride: being
caught between husband and father. The juxtaposition of the two tales,
then, demonstrates that husband and wife can achieve a harmonious
relationship only when, through cooperation and by having sufficient
strength of character to be independent, they have been able to overcome
the negative influence of their parents. In "Soqak Boqak!" parental
pressure is felt in yet another way. Anxious for their only son to have
offspring, the parents urge him to marry before he is ready. His fears about
his manhood and what his bride might look like drive him from home, and
it then becomes the task of his sexually more mature wife to bring him back.

Of course, the mutual suitability of the partners is essential for a
harmonious marriage relationship, and, given the dynamics of the
Palestinian social system, the question of mate choice is of utmost
importance in the lives of the newlyweds (see also afterword to Group I,
"The Quest for the Spouse"). Naturally, both bride and groom have much
to worry about when their families choose their mates. Conversely, the
family becomes anxious when the children make their own choices. The
ideal balance is achieved when the mate selected is suitable to both parties.
In this light, the last three tales in the group reveal an interesting pattern. In
"Soqak Boqgak!" the son discovers that the mate chosen by his family is the
one he would have chosen for himself, and in "Clever Hasan" the father
realizes that his daughter's choice of husband is the one he would have



made for her. A perfect compromise between individual desire and family
requirements is struck in "Cricket," which explores the very dynamics of
mate choice. Although the tale does not outwardly conform to the norms of
the culture (young maidens simply do not go out looking for husbands, nor
would their mothers allow them to), it nevertheless does present the criteria
essential for the ideal mate. The daughter's anxiety about finding a husband
is moderated by her mother's concern that he

be a proper match for her physically, economically, and socially. Thus the
daughter chooses the ideal mate, but only on the advice and approval of the
mother. Under these conditions, husband and wife solve the problems they
encounter in daily life through a combination of mutual affection,
cooperation, and proper behavior based on each mate fulfilling her or his
culturally prescribed role.

HUSBANDS AND WIVES

24.



The Seven Leavenings

TELLER: Testify that God is One!
AUDIENCE: There is no god but God.

There was once in times past an old woman who lived in a hut all by herself.
She had no one at all. One day when the weather was beautiful she said,
"Ah, yes! By Allah, today it's sunny and beautiful, and I'm going to take the
air by the seashore. But let me first knead this dough.”

When she had finished kneading the dough, having added the yeast, she put
on her best clothes, saying, "By Allah, I just have to go take the air by the
seashore.” Arriving at the seashore, she sat down to rest, and lo! there was a
boat, and it was already filling with people.

"Hey, uncle!" she said to the man, the owner of the boat. "Where in Allah's
safekeeping might you be going?"

"By Allah, we're heading for Beirut."
" All right, brother. Take me with you."

"Leave me alone, old woman," he said. "The boat's already full, and there's
no place for you."

"Fine," she said. "Go. But if you don't take me with you, may your boat get
stuck and sink!"

No one paid her any attention, and they set off. But their boat had not gone
twenty meters when it started to sink. "Eh!" they exclaimed, "It looks as if
that old woman's curse has been heard.” Turning back, they called the old
woman over and took her with them.

In Beirut, she did not know anybody or anything. It was just before sunset.'
The passengers went ashore, and she too came down and sat awhile, leaning
against a wall. What else could she have done? People were passing by,
coming and going, and it was getting very late. In a while a man passed by.



Everyone was already at home, and here was this woman sitting against the
wall.

"What are you doing here, sister?" he asked.

"By Allah, brother,"” she answered, "I'm not doing anything. I'm a stranger
in town, with no one to turn to. I kneaded my dough and leavened it, and
came out for pleasure until it rises, when I'll have to go back."

"Fine," he said. "Come home with me then."

He took her home with him. There was no one there except him and his
wife. They brought food, laughed, and played - you should have seen them
enjoying themselves. After they had finished, lo! the man brought a bundle
of sticks this big and set to it - Where's the side that hurts most? - until he
had broken them on his wife's sides.

"Why are you doing this, grandson?" the old woman asked, approaching in
order to block his way.

"Get back!" he said. "You don't know what her sin is. Better stay out of the
way? He kept beating his wife until he had broken the whole bundle.

"You poor woman!" exclaimed the old lady when the man had stopped.
"What's your sin, you sad one?"

"By Allah," replied the wife, "I've done nothing, and it hadn't even
occurred to me. He says it's because I can't get pregnant and have
children.”

"Is that all?" asked the old woman. "This one's easy. Listen, and let me tell
you. Tomorrow, when he comes to beat you, tell him you're pregnant.™

The next day, as usual, the husband came home, bringing with him the
needed household goods and a bundle of sticks. After dinner, he came to
beat his wife, but he had not hit her with the first stick when she cried out,
"Hold your hand! I'm pregnant!"

"Is it true?"

"Yes, by Allah!"



From that day on, he stopped beating her. She was pampered, her husband
not letting her get up to do any of the housework. Whatever she desired was
brought to her side.

Every day after that the wife came to the old woman and said, "What am I
going to do, grandmother? What if he should find out?"

"No matter," the old woman would answer. "Sleep easy. The burning coals
of evening turn to ashes in the morning." Daily the old woman stuffed the
wife's belly with rags to make it look bigger and said, "Just keep on telling
him you're pregnant, and leave it to me. The evening's embers are the
morning's ashes."

Now, this man happened to be the sultan, and people heard what was said:
"The sultan's wife is pregnant! The sultans wife is pregnant!"” When her
time to deliver had come, the wife went to the baker and said, "I want you
to bake me a doll in the shape of a baby boy."

"All fight," he agreed, and baked her a doll which she wrapped and
brought home without her husband seeing her. Then people said, "The
sultan's wife is in labor, she's ready to deliver."” The old woman came forth.
"Back in my country, I'm a midwife," she said. "She got pregnant as a
result of my efforts, and I should be the one to deliver her. I don't want
anyone but me to be around.”

"Fine," people agreed. In a while, word went out: "She gave birth! She gave
birth!"

"And what did she give birth to?"
"She gave birth to a boy."

Wrapping the doll up, the wife placed it in the crib. People were saying,
"She gave birth to a boy!" They went up to the sultan and said she

had given birth to a boy. The crier made his rounds, announcing to the
townspeople that it was forbidden to eat or drink except at the sultan's
house for the next week.

Now, the old woman made it known that no one was permitted to see the
baby until seven days had passed. On the seventh day it was announced that



the sultans wife and the baby were going to the public baths. Meanwhile,
every day the wife asked the old woman, "What am I going to do,
grandmother? What if my husband should find out?" And the old woman
would reply, "Rest easy, my dear! The evening's coals are the morning's
ashes."

On the seventh day the baths were reserved for the sultan's wife. Taking
fresh clothes with them, the women went, accompanied by a servant. The
sultan's wife went into the bath, and the women set the servant in front of
the doll, saying to her, "Take care of the boy! Watch out that some dog
doesn't stray in and snatch him away!"

In a while the servant's attention wandered, and a dog came, grabbed the
doll, and ran away with it. After him ran the servant, shouting, "Shame on
you! Leave the son of my master alone!" But the dog just kept running,
munching on the doll.

It is said that there was a man in that city who was suffering from extreme
depression. He had been that way for seven years, and no one could cure
him. Now, the moment he saw a dog running with a servant fast behind him
shouting, "Leave the son of my master alone!" he started to laugh. And he
laughed and laughed till his heartsickness melted away and he was well
again. Rushing out, he asked her, "What's your story? I see you running
behind a dog who has snatched away a doll, and you're shouting at him to
leave the son of your master alone. What's going on?"

"Such and such is the story," she answered.

This man had a sister who had just given birth to twin boys seven days
before. Sending for her, he said, "Sister, won't you put one of your boys at
my disposal?"

"Yes," she said, giving him one of her babies.

The sultans wife took him and went home. People came to congratulate her.
How happy she was!

After some time the old woman said, " You know, grandchildren, I think my
dough must have risen, and I want to go home and bake the bread."



"Why don't you stay?" they begged her. " You brought blessings with you."
I don't know what else they said, but she answered, "No. The land is longing
for its people. I want to go home."

They put her on a boat, filling it with gifts, and said, "Go in Allah's
safekeeping!"

When she came home, she put her gifts away and rested for a day or two.
Then she checked her dough. "Yee, by Allah!" she exclaimed. "My dough
hasn't risen yet. I'm going to the seashore for a good time." At the shore she
sat for a while, and lo! there was a boat.

"Where are you going, uncle?"

"By Allah, we're going to Aleppo,"” they answered.

"Take me with you."

"Leave me alone, old woman. The boat's full and there's no room."

"If you don't take me with you, may your boat get stuck and sink in the
sea!"

They set out, but in a while the boat was about to sink. They returned and
called the old lady over, taking her with them. Being a stranger, where was
she to go? She sat down by a wall, with people coming and going until late
in the evening. After everybody had gone home for the night, a man passed
by.

"What are you doing here?"

"By Allah, I'm a stranger in town. I don't know anyone, and here I am,
sitting by this wall."

"Is it right you should be sitting here in the street? Come, get up and go
home with me."

Getting up, she went with him. Again, there was only he and his wife. They
had no children or anybody else. They ate and enjoyed themselves, and
everything was fine, but when time came for sleep he fetched a bundle of
sticks and beat his wife until he had broken the sticks on her sides. The
second day the same thing happened. On the third day the old woman said,



"By Allah, I want to find out why this man beats his wife like this.” She
asked her, and the wife replied, "By Allah, there's nothing the matter with
me, except that once my husband brought home a bunch of black grapes. 1
put them on a bone-white platter and brought them in. 'Yee!' I said, 'How
beautiful is the black on the white!' Then he sprang up and said, 'So! May
so-and-so of yours be damned! You've been keeping a black slave for a lover
behind my back!' I protested that I had only meant the grapes, but he
wouldn't believe me. Every day he brings a bundle of sticks and beats me."

"I'll save you," said the old woman. "Go buy some black grapes and put
them on a bone-white platter.”

In the evening, after he had had his dinner, the wife brought the grapes and
served them. The old woman then jumped in and said, " Yee! You see, son.
By Allah, there's nothing more beautiful than the black on the white!"

"So!" he exclaimed, shaking his head. "It's not only my wife who says this!
You're an old lady and say the same thing. It turns out my wife hasn't done
anything, and I've been treating her like this!"

"Don't tell me you've been beating her just for that!" exclaimed the old
woman. "What! Have you lost your mind? Look here! Don't you see how
beautiful are these black grapes on this white plate?"

It is said they became good friends, and the husband stopped beating his
wife. Having stayed with them a few more months, the old woman said,
"The land has been longing for its people. Maybe my dough has risen by
now. I want to go home."

"Stay, old lady!" they said. " You brought us blessings."
"No," she answered. "I want to go home."

They prepared a boat for her and filled it with food and other provisions.
She gathered herself together and went home. There, in her own house,
after she had sat down, rested, and put her things away, she checked the
dough. "By Allah," she said, "it has just begun to rise, and I might as well
take it to the baker," She took it to the baker, who baked her bread.

This is my. tale, I've told it, and in your hands I leave it.



25.



The Golden Rod in the Valley of Vermilion

Once, long ago, there was a merchant. An important merchant. Every
Friday the wives of the other merchants came to visit his wife, and they
would go out to take the air, enjoying themselves at the public baths and
then returning home. Days went and nights came. One day the wives of the
merchants came calling on her, and she went out with them. One of them
happened to be wearing a beautiful black velvet dress, and the wife of the
big merchant liked it very much. Home she went, and how angry she was!
Who was that wearing such a dress but the wife of a merchant lesser than
her husband, while she herself didn't have one? When her husband came
home, he found her scowling.

"What's the matter, dear wife?"

"How could it be that the wife of Merchant So-and-So should wear a dress
like that while I go without?"

"Well," he answered, "is it such a big matter?"

He went and cut for her a piece of cloth from the same material, and she
had it made into a dress and wore it. She stood in front of the mirror. Now,
she was a good-looking woman with fair skin, and the dress was black. She
thought she was very beautiful. What did she say?

"Oh! How beautiful is the black on the white? she exclaimed.

"What? said her husband. " You so and so! You've taken the black slave for
a lover behind my back!"

won

"No, husband, no!" she answered. "I only meant my black dress.
I don't believe you. You're in love with the black man."

O black, O white! she tried to reason with him, but it was no use. Taking
hold of her, he started beating her. Then he tied her up by her hair to a hook
hanging from the ceiling, and every day after that he would bring a bundle



of sticks, beat her until he had broken them all on her sides, and then hang
her back up.

On Friday, at the appointed hour, the wives of the merchants came to visit
her. Entering, they called to her, and her servant came out to receive them.
"She's bathing," said the servant. "Wait awhile.” Later she said, "She's
getting dressed, she's putting on makeup, she's decorating her eyelids with
kohl" - and so on.

"But the day's nearly gone!" they murmured. "Let's go in and see what's
going on." Her servant started to cry, but she let them in, and behold! their
friend was hanging from the ceiling. Untying her, they sat her down. "What
happened?"” they asked. "What's the story?"

"Such and such is what happened,” she said, relating her story.

Now, every day, while her husband was beating her, he would ask, "Is there
anyone richer than me?"

"No."

"Is there anyone handsomer than me?"
"No."

"Is there anyone more manly than me?"
"No."

Whatever he asked, she always answered, "No." When she told her friends
that her husband asked her these questions every day, one of them - a sly
one - said, "Why don't you say to him, Yes, there is," and if he asks who, tell
him, 'The Golden Rod in the Valley of Vermilion.' He'll go looking and will
be away a month or two. Meanwhile, you'll take a rest from all this beating
until he comes back. And when he does come back, Allah will take care of
it." Tying her up again, they left.

When he came home in the evening, he set about beating her.
"Is there anyone richer than me? More handsome than me?"

"Yes, there is."



"Who?"
"The Golden Rod in the Valley of Vermilion."

"By Allah," he swore, leaving her untied, "I'm going to have to go look for
him. If I really do find him, then Allah will have forgiven you; but if I don't
find him richer, handsomer, and more manly than me, may the Lord help
you!"

Leaving her, he turned around and headed straight out. He traveled the first
day, the second, and the third. Then on his way he was surprised to see a
creature on the road. She was half bitch and half human. He asked her
about the Golden Rod and she said, "Straight ahead!" Moving on, he met
another creature, half fish and half human. He asked her, and she too said,
"Straight ahead!" He went on until he reached a city, where he asked and
people gave him directions. When he had got the directions, he went to the
Golden Rod's house.

"Welcome! Welcome!" the Golden Rod received the merchant. "So, you've
finally come!"

"Yes, I've come."

"You've accused your wife falsely," he said. " Your wife didn't do anything
wrong. She did in fact have her dress in mind, but you accused her of
[loving] the black slave and have come here to see if there's anyone richer,
handsomer, or more manly than you. Isn't it so? Well, listen and let me tell
you my story."

"Tell it to me," said the merchant.

"Allah knows," began the Golden Rod, "I too was once a married man. The
first wife I had was my cousin. She used to bring me a cup every evening,
and after I drank it I would roll over, not feeling a thing. 'By Allah,’ I said to
myself one day, 'this cup she gives me - I'm going to dump it down my collar
and turn over as if drunk, then I'll see what she's up to.’

"She brought me the cup, and I did like this, spilling it down my neck, then
I rolled over. No sooner did she see me in that condition than she went



straight to the kitchen, ladled food onto a platter, and carried it, along with
a pitcher full of water and a lantern, out of the house.

"I followed her, keeping well behind. By Allah, I followed her, and she kept
moving till she reached a cave. She went into the cave, and lo! there was a
black slave. No sooner did she go in than he set to abusing her. 'Damn your
father and your mother!' he cursed. 'You've taken so long, I'm nearly dying
from hunger.’

"'"Well, I had to wait until I'd put him to sleep, until I'd finished my house
work ..."

"So, she served him the food and he ate. When he had finished eating and
drinking, she asked, "What do you have for me to eat and drink?' He said
there was a scrap of moldy bread and a bit of wormy smoked fish. She took
them and ate, and then she embraced him and slept by his side. I stayed
outside till they had gone to sleep. When they were fast asleep, I came in to
them, cut off his nose, wrapped it in a handkerchief, and left. Waking up,
she nudged him like this and found him dead. She rent her dress, beat her
breast, and then headed home. Waiting until she had gone ahead, I followed
her, keeping well behind, but when we were close to home I struck out on a
different path and got here ahead of her. I went back to bed and pretended
to be fast asleep, just as I was before she went out. She came in, made her
bed, wrapped a bandage around her head and fell asleep. When I woke up
in the morning, I saw that she had bandaged her head.

""What's the matter, dear wife?' I asked.

"'l just got news my cousin's dead,’ she answered.
"'And how long are you going to mourn for him?'
"'A whole year,’ she said.

"'No!' I objected. 'Four months will be enough.’

"She mourned four months," continued the Golden Rod, "and when she
came out of mourning she said she wanted to go to the baths. I brought her
a bouquet of flowers, perfumes, and toilet articles. You should have seen the
basket! It was full to the brim, except that I had put her cousin's nose



among the articles. Taking the basket with her, she went to the baths,
bathed, and came back home. She stood in front of the mirror to put on
makeup and adorn herself, and, as she was searching among the things in
the basket, her lover's nose came into her hand. She sprang up in anger,
wanting to tear me to pieces.

"'Stop where you are!' I commanded. 'Let half of you stay human, and the
other half turn bitch!’

"Tell me, merchant, did she or didn't she meet you on the way? And your
poor wife who had meant only her new dress - what wrong did she do?

"Now," continued the Golden Rod, "having put a spell on her, I left her to
guard such and such a place. Then I asked for the hand of my other cousin
and married her. Before long she, too, started to do the same thing as the
other one. One day I spilled the cup and pretended to be drunk, while she
went straight to the kitchen, ladled the food, and headed out. I followed her
from a distance, and she too came to a cave, where a black slave shouted at
her the same things. Then they ate, embraced, and slept. Waiting until they
were fast asleep, I went in to them and cut out his tongue. He died. When
she came to bid him good-bye, she found him dead. She beat her breast until
she had had enough; then, pulling herself together, she left. No sooner did
she leave than I followed, taking a different path when we were close to
home. Having gotten there before her, I went to sleep. In the morning she
had a bandage around her head.

""What's the matter, dear wife?'

"'By Allah, I just got news my cousin's dead.’
"'How long are you going to mourn for him?'
"'l want to mourn six months,’ she said.
"'No,' I said. 'Four's enough.’

"Four months she mourned, and when her mourning was over I brought
her a bouquet like the other one and all the other things, putting them in a
basket, her cousin's tongue among them. She went to the baths, and when
she came home she stood in front of the mirror to beautify herself, and her



cousin's tongue came into her hand. She rushed at me, screaming and
wanting to tear me up.

"'Stop where you are!' I commanded. "Half of you is human, let the other
half turn fish!'

"I left her under a spell in such and such a place. Tell me, did she or didn't
she meet you on the way?"

"Yes," the merchant answered. "She did."

"And your wife," asked the Golden Rod, "whose mind was only on her
dress, what did she do?

"Anyway," he continued, "I asked for the hand of my third cousin and
married her. Before long she, too, started to behave like the others. I did the
same thing, spilling the cup down my collar and rolling over. When she saw
me in that condition, she opened the wardrobe and took out a copy of the
Qur’'an. Putting it under her arm, she took a candle with her and set out. I
followed, walking behind her. She walked till she was out of the city and had
come to the seashore.

"'Open up, O sea!' she called out. 'Let the lover see his beloved!’

"With the power of the Almighty," he said, "the sea parted and she walked
in.

"'For you and for the one with you,’ said the sea in parting. Not realizing
she was being followed, she thought the Qur'an was intended. I went in fight
behind her. When she came to an arched doorway, she said, 'Open, arched
door! Let the lover see his beloved!"

"'For you and for the one with you?' he asked.
"'"For me and the one with. me,' she answered.

"Coming into a room she knocked on a door. He opened, and behold! he
was a youth - handsome like a sweet basil plant.

"'"Welcome, welcome!' he said. 'Did you finally get here, sister?’

"'By Allah,’ she answered. 'Yes, I did.’



"'And what kept you so long?'
""You know,’ she answered, 'a woman's destiny's not in her own hands.’

"By Allah, she went inside with him. Setting the Qur'an down, they read
until they had their fill. Then they talked, and he put the sword between
him and her. They lay down and went to sleep.

"'By Allah,' I said to myself, 'he didn't do anything, and she didn't do
anything. So, I'm going to bring back for her a small token that would cause
him no harm.’

"Waiting until they were asleep, I went inside. Since he had long hair, I
approached and cut a small lock from the top of his head and tied it up in a
handkerchief. As fate would have it, his soul was in that lock of hair, and he
died. When she woke up, she wanted to bid farewell to her brother. 'Brother,
brother!' she called out, but she found him dead. She beat her breast, tore
her clothes, and left, taking the candle and the Qur'an with her.

"I stood aside until she had passed, then followed her.

"'Open, arched door!' she said, when she reached it. 'The lover will see his
beloved no more!"

"When she reached the sea, the same thing took place. Once we were past
the sea and had arrived in the city, I struck out on a different path and got
home before her. I went to sleep just as she had left me. Meanwhile, she
came in, wrapped a bandage around her head, lay down, and went to sleep.
When I woke up in the morning, I found she'd put a bandage around her
head.

""What's the matter, dear wife?' I asked.

"'By Allah, I just got news my brother's dead.’
"'And how long are you going to mourn for him?'
"'l want to mourn six months,' she answered.

"'No,' I said. 'A year.'



"She mourned a year, and when she was out of mourning she did the same
as the others had done, going to the baths and coming back to put on her
best and make herself up. When she found the lock of hair among the toilet
articles, she sprang up. She wanted to tear me into pieces. 'Stop where you
are,' I commanded, 'and turn into a cat!' And here she is! You see her
always sitting in my lap. And your poor wife - what wrong did she do? Her
mind was only on the dress. As for me, I'm not going to marry another one.
It's all over."

When the Golden Rod had finished his story, the merchant regretted how he
had treated his wife. He was now anxious to go home and was about to
excuse himself and leave, when his host said, "Wait a moment. I'm going to
give you a present for your wife. She's a good woman and worthy of respect,
and her mind was only on her dress."

The merchant went home very happy. He was now eager to please his wife.
As soon as he reached his town, he went to his house. "Dear wife," he said,
"I did you wrong. By Allah, he's richer and better than me in all respects.
And here, he's sent you a present with me." Pulling out the present, he gave
it to her, then went and sat down some distance away from her. She opened
the package to see what kind of present it was and found a mirror in it. No
sooner did she look in the mirror than she disappeared. The Golden Rod
had snatched her away and married her.

This is my tale, I've told it, and in your hands I leave it.

26.



Minjal

Once upon a time there was a woman. She had for a neighbor a charming
rogue who knew how to enjoy life. "By Allah," said he one day, "I'm going
to play a trick on her and take away one of the family's yoke of oxen."
Waiting until the husband had gone to the fields to plow (they had another
team of oxen which he did not take with him) the neighbor disguised himself
and called out, "Ho! I have names for sale! Who wants a beautiful name? I
sell names!" The woman was baking bread outdoors in her clay oven. "Hey,
uncle!” she cried out, "Come, come! Let me see! What are you selling?"

"I sell names," he answered. "What's your name, uncle? Let me see if it's
beautiful or not."

"By Allah," she replied, "my name's Minjal."

"What!" exclaimed the salesman. "What's this Minjal? Is that a name fit
for a woman? Why, that's nothing more than a piece of iron. Are you crazy
enough to accept a name like that?"

"Very well, uncle,” declared the woman. "Come, sell me a name. How much
does one cost?"

"By Allah, cousin,"” he replied, "a beautiful name - I'll sell it to you for a
yoke of oxen."

"Fine," she agreed. "Come, let me see what kind of a name you're going to
sell me."

"By Allah," he said. "I'm going to call you, 'Mistress of All and Flower of
the House.' Go in and take a bath. Then wear some nice clothes, pile up
whatever mattresses you have, and make a bridal seat for yourself. Lock the
door and sit on the mattresses. If your husband should come to the door,
calling, 'Hey, Minjal! Hey, Minjal!' don't pay him any attention, even if he
stands out there all day. Not until he calls you, 'Mistress of All and Flower
of the House.'"



"Fine, uncle,” she said. "May Allah reward you! What do you want for
payment?"

"I want that team of oxen."
"Go ahead and untie it," she agreed.

The salesman went ahead, untied the oxen, and took them. The woman then
went in, combed her hair, put on her best clothes, and if they had a couple of
old mattresses she piled them up and sat on them like a bride. Locking the
door from the inside with the key, she sat waiting on the bridal seat.

It was raining, and her husband was plowing. It had rained on him and on
the team. Poor man! He came home from the field dripping with water.
Knocking on the door, he called out, "Minjal! Minjal!" No answer. He
pounded on the door and banged against it shouting, "O Minjal! O Minjal!"
until he was exhausted. Meanwhile, his wife was sitting inside, feeling
frustrated.

"You can say 'Minjal' till you rot!" she finally said. "I've bought a new
name."

"Who did you buy it from?"

"From a traveling salesman."

"And how much did he sell it to you for?"

"I paid with the team of oxen."

"What is this name that you've bought?" he asked.

"My name is now Mistress of All and Flower of the House," she answered.

"By Allah, O Mistress of All and Flower of the House," he swore, "I don't
even want to go into the house you're in. If I find others as crazy as you, I'll
be back. But if I can't find anyone so crazy, I'm not coming back. You can
keep your name, and you can keep the house.” Leaving the team in the
lower part of the house, the man then turned and left.

It was pouring rain. He went, you might say, to the cemetery of the
Christians and took shelter by the side of a big rock. Taking off his clothes,



he sat under this rock by the cemetery of the Christians. In the morning
some Christian women came to visit. One like Hanne - her children died in
their youth; another, like Badia - her brother died a young man. This one
had lost a son, that one a daughter, and another a father or a mother.
Anyway, they came to visit the graves and found this naked man.

"Brrr! he shivered. "Allah protect you, sisters! Please give me something to
cover my nakedness."

"What sort of creature are you, uncle?" they asked.

"I came back from the grave,”" he answered, "and I'm bringing good news.
The dwellers of these graves are all going to be coming back home, and
they're all naked. Go bring some clothes, and tomorrow you'll find your
loved ones here. They're all going to be coming back."

"By Allah, is it true what you're saying, uncle?"
"Yes, it's true."

The women went running back to their houses. She who had lost a daughter
brought her her jewelry, and she who had lost a young son brought him his
suits. Oh! What clothes they were! Each one had prepared a bundle. You
should have seen what these Christian women brought together - the
bundles and the jewelry! They went and gave it all to the man in the
cemetery.

"When will the dead be coming back, uncle?"” they asked.

"Come back tomorrow at this time," he answered, "and you'll find them
dressed and waiting for you. But take care not to talk in front of anyone
about this! Come by yourselves, because only the Christians will be coming
back."

After the women had gone home, he took the bundles, tied them together,
and ran away. The next morning the Christian women came back to the
graveyard - nothing had changed. "Yee!" they cried out, "By Allah, that
man must have tricked us."” Back home they rushed and told their men
what had happened. He who had a donkey Or a nag mounted it and set out.
Sibli, Xalil, Salih - whoever had lost a bundle of clothes mounted his animal



and set out to search for the man. Meanwhile, he had found a place, a cave,
where he deposited the big bundle and left. As they were searching, they
came by him.

"0 uncle,"” they asked, "didn't you happen to see a man with such and such
a description carrying some bundles?"

"Yes, uncles,” he answered, "he just passed this way. But on your animals,
you can't follow him since it's so muddy. Better take off your shoes and
leave your animals here. You'll catch up with him in a moment."

"Is that true, uncle?" they asked.
"Yes, it's true."

Dropping their shoes from their feet, they left the animals behind. "Leave
them with me," he reassured them. "I'll take care of them." But no sooner
did they turn their backs than he gathered the shoes and sandals, tied the
animals together, and, dragging them behind him, set off. The men ran and
ran till they were tired. They could barely breathe, but, not finding anyone,
they came back. And see! Where was he? He was already far away. Pulling
themselves together, they went home.

The man, you might say, left his town behind and traveled until he came to
a village like Il-Izer, Rummane, and Id-Der, where the farmland is below the
village. As he approached he saw a farmer plowing. Waiting until he was
even with him, he said out loud, talking to the nag he was riding, "Easy!
Easy! May Allah damn your owner's father! If someone were to offer me a
meal, even if it's nothing more than lentil soup, I'd give you to him in
exchange."

When the farmer heard this, he cried, "O uncle, what did I just hear you
say?"

"By Allah,"” answered the other, "I was just saying that if anyone were to
offer me a meal of lentil soup I'd give him this horse in exchange."

"Wait, wait, uncle!" shouted the farmer, "I'll bring you something in a
moment. "



Off he went, running to his wife. "Come, come!" he said, "Right away, boil
some water and make a little lentil soup.”

"What's the story, my man?" she asked.

"You won't believe this," he replied, "but we're getting a draft horse for a
dish of lentil soup.”

She went ahead, ground some lentils, and placed the water over the fire.

"Prepare a feeding trough, woman," he said. "Plant a stake here, and tie
one end of a rope to it and the other end to my foot, and let me check if
there's enough room for people to pass behind the horse without getting
kicked."

When she had prepared the trough, driven in the stake, and tied the rope to
his foot, he said, "Pass behind me, wife, and let me see if the nag could reach
you if you passed behind her and she kicked." Turning around, she walked
behind him. He kicked, throwing her down. And lo! blood all over and she
had miscarried. "Die and to hell with you! Right now I want to go after the
blue nag, which is more valuable to me than anything. And when I come
back, I'll deal with the situation here."

Meanwhile, by the time they had prepared the feeding trough and the soup
and had tested how she would pass behind the horse - by that time the other
man had untied the farmer's yoked team and (begging the listeners'
pardon!), having crapped on the tip of the ox goad, stuck it in the ground
and made off with the animals. Coming back down, our brother in Allah did
not find the horse, his own team, or anything else. And when he saw the
goad, he said, "By Allah, this man has tricked me. And even if my wife has
miscarried, what bothers me most, by Allah, is how he could have managed
to climb up the goad and shit. How could he have done it? How could he
possibly have sat on the tip of the goad and shat?"

Having collected the Christian women's clothes, the horses, and the draft
animals, the man came back home, only to find his wife still sitting like a
new bride on the piled-up mattresses. "O Mistress of All and Flower of the
House!" he cried out. "By Allah, many other crazy people like you have I
found.” And he lived with her, accepting her with her faults.



This is my tale, I've told it, and in your hands I leave it.

27.



ImEse

TELLER: Testify that God is One!
AUDIENCE: There is no god but God.

Once there was a man, and he had a daughter. He and his wife had no other
children except this daughter, and her name was Ese. One day people from
another town came to ask for Ese's hand. They asked for her hand, took her
for a bride, and departed.

The days passed. Ese became pregnant and gave birth; she had a boy.
"Abu Ese!" said the mother.
"Yes. What do you want?" he replied.

"Our daughter has given birth to a boy," she answered, "and we ought to
go visit her. What are we going to take her?"

They took her a bolt of cloth, they took her a pitcher of oil.

Later the mother said, "O Abu Ese! We want to take Ese a sheep, maybe a

"

ewe.
They traveled and came upon a shepherd with some ewes.

"O uncle!" Abu Ese said to him, "We ask in Allah's name that you sell us a
ewe good for slaughter. But it has to be a good one; fat must be dripping
from its nose."

The shepherd brought out the first ewe, but Im Ese said to him, "No! We
want the fat to be dripping from its nose!" He went and brought back a ewe
with snot dripping from its nose - and what a state she was in! She was
tottering. And there was Im Ese saying, " Yes. This is the one we want."

"That's fine," said the shepherd.

They took their ewe and walked on. As they approached Ese's town, they
looked and, behold! the surface of the earth was cracked. The ground had



cracks in it.
"Abu Ese!" the mother called out.
"Yes."

"By Allah, this land of Ese's is thirsty. Let's pour out the pitcher of oil and
water it." They poured it out.

Before they arrived, look! there was a tree shaking like this in the wind.
"Abu Ese!"
"Yes."

"By Allah, this olive tree of Ese's is shivering from the cold. Let's wrap this
cloth around it." They wrapped it around.

When they came close to town, they found a watchdog whining.
"Abu Ese!"
"Yes."

"By Allah, this dog of Ese's is hungry. Let's feed him these provisions."
They fed him what they had brought.

They arrived, came in, and she said to her daughter, "By Allah, daughter,
we brought you oil, cloth, and meat. But we found your land thirsty and
watered it with the oil; we found your olive tree cold and wrapped it with
the cloth; and we found your bitch hungry and fed her the meat."”

"Never mind, mother!" Ese said. "But take care not to tell anyone! Those
who ask you, tell them 'we brought what we brought,’ and don't let anyone
know what you did!"

In two or three days Im Ese said to her husband, " You go home, Abu Ese,
look after the chickens and the house, and I'll stay a few more days to help
Ese, since she's an only child and now has a baby."

After the father had left for home, Ese said to her mother, "Mother, you stay
with the baby and look after him, and let me go out and gather a few pieces



of wood." She left the baby with her mother and went to the countryside in
search of wood.

The baby started crying. "Poor boy!" thought Im Ese. "By Allah, maybe his
head's itching from lice.” She went and heated water in a cauldron until it
boiled. She then dropped the baby in it, lifted him out, and put him back to
bed.

When Ese came home, her mother said, " You see, your son was crying from
the lice and the dirt. Here I've washed him and put him to sleep, and from
the time I put him in bed he's had his head down and he's been sleeping.”

Ese waited. Now the baby will wake up. In a little while he'll wake up. She
went to check on the boy and found him dead.

"0 you daughter of a cursed father!" she said. "This baby's dead! Soon my
husband will be coming home from Hebron, and he'll kill you. You had
better go home!"

Im Ese went home, and found that her husband had locked himself in.
"O Abu Ese! Open!"

"No. You'll kill me!"
"Open!"

"No. You'll kill me!"

"What did you do?"

"I slaughtered the chickens."
"That's all right! Open up!"
"I spilled the jar of oil."”

"To hell with it! Just open!"
"No. You'll kill me!"

"What did you do?"



"I said to the cow, 'Give me some food!' but she wouldn't. So I slaughtered
her."

"Let it be a sacrifice! You're worth everything. Just open!"”
"You'll slaughter me!"
"Why? What did you do?"

"The camel was chewing his cud. I said to him, 'Give me some food!' but he
wouldn't. He came at me, and I covered my pecker with a cauliflower leaf.
He goes and bites me, eats the leaf, and eats my pecker too!"

"Alas! Alas!" cried Im Ese. "Nothing in the world mattered like your balls,
and now you're a gelding!"

The bird of this tale has flow - and a good evening to all!
Afterword

The issues addressed in these tales can touch on any established marriage
relationship. We find sexuality, which was a central theme in the "Brides
and Bridegrooms" group, a vital issue here as well. It is clearly articulated
in the last tale, "Im Ese," in which the couple are willing to tolerate each
other's mutual follies and even the loss of their material possessions. The
one loss the marriage cannot sustain, that of the husband'’s virility, poses a
problem for both husband and wife. For the husband it represents a source
of anxiety and fear about himself. We have already come across this anxiety
in "Sogak Boqak!" (Tale 21), where the young man, married before he is
ready, runs away in fear and must be seduced back by his more mature
wife. Here we see it again in the second half of "The Seven Leavenings" and
in "The Golden Rod in the Valley of Vermilion," where the husband asks,
"Is there anyone handsomer than me? ... more manly than me?"

With regard to what these tales reveal about sexuality, we find that the
attitudes applicable to women are different from those applicable to men.
Cultural practice dictates that women should be modest and not express
their sexuality openly, yet women are not presented as being anxious about
their sexuality. On the contrary, as we saw from earlier tales (e.g., "Sahin"
and "Soqak Bogak!") and from "Im Ese" here, they are open in their



approach to this question and honest in their feelings. The dark side of
sexuality emerges from "The Seven Leavenings" and "The Golden Rod,"
where the men's fear or anxiety about their virility is projected as the
women's sexual voraciousness, as we see from the behavior of the Golden
Rod's three wives. This projection is condoned by the society. If the husband
is sexually unsure of himself, the wife is assumed to be at fault; she must, as
in "The Seven Leavenings" and "The Golden Rod," be having an affair
with the black servant. (It is interesting that the literalized metaphor of
"black on white" is used as a central image in both tales.)

Equally as important as sexuality in a marriage relationship, and integral to
it, is the question of offspring. A complex of problems for men and women
alike arises out of the association of sexuality with virility and fertility. A
man feels more manly and powerful when he has fathered many children,
particularly sons, and society confirms this feeling by offering repeated
congratulations and favorable comments on his manliness. The absence of
male offspring makes a man vulnerable to social criticism, and he would be
urged to marry another woman. Feeling inadequate when the marriage is
infertile, he starts to question his manliness and vents his frustration by
beating his wife ("The Seven Leavenings"). Lack of offspring is even more
problematic for the woman. If for the husband male children represent
manliness and virility, for the wife they are an essential part of her identity;
indeed, a woman without a son has practically no identity, and no security
in life. "The Seven Leavenings" is a case in point: before pregnancy the wife
is guilty of a great sin, but once she claims to have conceived, her husband
dotes on her and treats her with utmost respect.

Although it is mentioned explicitly only in "The Seven Leavenings,"
absence of offspring (of sons in "Im Ese") is at the core of the couple's
problem in each of these tales. This point is made dearly in the case of
Minjal, who, alone among all the married women in the tales, is called by
her first name - a name that denotes an ordinary tool - rather than "Im So-
and-So." As her clever neighbor says of her name, "What! That's nothing
more than a piece of iron!" In the other tales as well, there is a certain
degree of tension between husband and wife. With time on their hands and
no children, the males become dissatisfied with their wives and start finding
fault with them.



The tales in this group focus on the relationship between husband and wife
at a certain stage in the marriage. Several open with a stagnating
relationship, often caused by the absence of children, and end with a
transformation. Fulfillment may be brought about through children ("The
Seven Leavenings"), by finding the right partner ("The Golden Rod"), or
by a change in character. "Minjal" is a pivotal tale, in this respect, for it
shows the possibility of renewal. In "Minjal" - as in "Lady Tatar" (Tale 20),
but at a later date in the marriage relationship — the woman insists on being
addressed in a certain way, thereby guaranteeing respect for herself. But
now two marriage relationships are portrayed: the one between Minjal and
her husband, the second between the gulled farmer and his wife. The
contrast between the two women could not be any clearer. In the second
relationship the teller emphasizes the greed and cruelty of the husband,
whose wife, though pregnant, is less important to him than a workhorse -
merely another useful tool, though admittedly more precious than a scythe.

FAMILY LIFE

28.



Chick Eggs

TELLER: Once upon a time, O my listeners ... but not until you bear
witness that God is One.

AUDIENCE: There is no god but God!

Once there was a girl, the daughter of a co-wife. And, as everybody knows,
a co-wife's daughter usually turns out meaner than her own mother. Her
stepmother hated her, always saying to her "Come here" and "Go there"
and giving her endless work to do.

The stepmother had a daughter of her own about the same age. One day she
said to her mother, "Mother, I want to go to the countryside with my sister
to gather wood." "Go ahead," said the mother.

After the girls had left, lo! a salesman was crying his wares:
"Chick eggs, chick eggs for sale!
Will get a girl pregnant without a male!"

Now, the woman had been wanting to do away with her co-wife's daughter.
She called the salesman over, bought two eggs from him, and cracked them
in a pan. For her own daughter she fried two ordinary eggs in a separate
pan. When the girl came from gathering wood, her stepmother fed her the
chick eggs.

A day came and a day went, and the girl was sitting in the sun. The woman
said to her, "O girl, come remove lice from my hair." The girl kept shifting
her position and wriggling like this from the heat. One moment she'd say,
"O my father's wife, I want to move into the shade,” and the next moment
she'd say, "O my father's wife, I want to move back into the sun."

The woman went to her husband. "Look here, my man!" she said. " Your
daughter's pregnant.”

"Speak again," he exclaimed, "and say it's not so!"



"No, by Allah," replied the wife, "she's pregnant. And if she isn't, you can
have whatever you want."

A day went and a day came, and the girl's pregnancy began to show. The
woman said to her husband, "O man, get rid of her!"

"I will," he answered. "Prepare some provisions, and I'll take her and do
away with her."

The wife brought together a cow pie (she said it was bread), a donkey turd
(she said it was stuffed cabbage), and ass's urine (she said it was ghee). She
put these things for her in a basket and waited.

The man took his daughter to a place where there was no one coming or
going, then said, "Daughter, wait for me here! I'm going for a walk and I'll
be right back."

The sun set and it was getting dark. The place was rough, rocks
everywhere! with no one coming or going. What was she to do? She said:

"Father, you're taking so long to crap

The thyme has started to sprout!”

In a while, look! an old man on a white mare was approaching.
"0 girl," he said, "what are you doing here?"

"It's my fate,” she answered. "I came here."

"And what are these things you're carrying?"

She answered, "This is bread,"” and he said, "May it be so, God willing!"
"This is stuffed cabbage."

"May it be so, God willing!"

"This is ghee."

"May it be so, God willing!"

Then he said, "Look here, do you see that cave?"



"Yes," she answered.

"You must go sleep in it," he continued. "Three or four ghouls will arrive.
One of them will come limping, and right away you must remove the thorn
and bandage his foot."

She gathered herself and went up to the cave, and before long the ghoul
with the limp arrived, just as the man had said. She went over to him and
removed the thorn from his foot and bandaged it. "No one is to devour
her!" he announced. After that they would bring some of what they had
caught for her to eat. By Allah, a day went and a day came, and she gave
birth.

She was absent ten, maybe twelve months or more. Her father said to his
wife, "By Allah, I want to go back to the place I left my daughter. I want to
find out what became of her." He went back to the place he had left her.
Looking in the distance, he spied a cave with smoke rising from it.

"If you're my mother," said the girl, "come in. If you're my uncle's
daughter, come in; if you're my sister, come in; and if you're one of my
relatives, come in. But if you're my father, keep out!"

He begged so much to be forgiven that she opened for him. When he
entered, she felt shy in front of him and went to hide her child.

"Daughter, it's enough!" he said. " You must come home now."

"No, father," she answered. "Not only do I not want to go back, it didn't
even cross my mind. I'm alive and comfortable. Allah's looking lifter me."

"You can't stay by yourself in this rocky wilderness," he insisted. " You must
come home with me!" He swore divorce and forced her. She prepared
herself, and they set out.

As she was leaving, she said by the door of the cave, "Father, I forgot my
kohl pencil."” She went back for it. Then again she would get as far as from
here to there and she'd say, "I forgot my little bottle of kohl.” She could not
find it in her heart to go back home and leave her baby behind.

They had not been on their way for long when again she said, "Father, I've
forgotten such and such a thing."



"Why are you taking the long way around this, daughter?" the father
finally asked. "If you have a son, bring him along!" Lifting the baby, she
wrapped him and brought him with her.

Now, the ghouls used to bring her everything - money, gold, jewelry, and
clothes. They would carry it with them and bring it to her. She took a little
of everything, wrapping it in a bundle and loading it on the donkey. They
set out on their journey, the grandfather placing the child in front of him.

When his wife saw them, she said, "You didn't leave your daughter in the
wilderness. You put her in the lap of luxury! Exactly where you took your
daughter, you must take mine!" "Fine," he said. "Let's go."

She went and prepared real bread and stuffed grape leaves for her
daughter. Her father took her and left her in the same place he had left his
first daughter.

"Daughter," he said, "I want to go take a crap.” In a while the same old
man appeared. "What's this?" he asked. Red with anger because her father
had abandoned her, she answered (Far be it from my listeners!), "Shit!"

"And this?"
"Shit!"
"And that?"
"Shit also!"

He would say "God willing" every time, and all her food turned into that
which she had named.

"Do you see that cave?" he asked. "Go up to it. Three or four ghouls will
arrive. One of them is huge and will be limping from a thorn in his foot.
Take hold of his foot and twist it like this to increase his pain.”

The girl made her way up to the cave. The ghouls came, and she did as the
man had told her. "Cut her up and devour her!" said the big ghoul. They
ate her all up, leaving only the liver and lungs, which they hung by the
entrance to the cave.

Now, by Allah, the mother did not wait long for her daughter. "Go bring



her? she said to her husband. "It's been long enough. Just right." He went.
In the meantime she gathered the daughters of their relatives and
neighbors, and she said to them, "Sing! When my husband returns in a
while, he'll give you all gold and necklaces. Sing!"

Reaching the cave, the father found nothing of his daughter, only the liver
and lungs hanging by the door.

Meanwhile the girls were singing, and the mother was dancing in their
midst.

The father, however, was cursing her, "O you daughter of damned parents!
Nothing did I find but this liver and lungs hanging by the door of the cave.
Hey, you! Your parents be damned! I found nothing but this liver and lungs
hanging by the door of the cave.”

She, on the other hand, was saying to the girls, "Sing! Sing! Do you hear my
husband calling? He's saying, 'Sing! Sing!""

When he arrived, the husband said to her, " Get out of here! You are
divorced! If people usually swear divorce three times, I hereby swear a
hundred times." He divorced her, and his daughter stayed with him.

The bird of this tale has flown; one of you owes another one.

29.



The Ghouleh of Trans-Jordan

Once there was a poor man. One day he said to his family, "Let's cross over
to Trans-Jordan. Maybe we can find a better life there than we have here."
They had (May Allah preserve your worth!) a beast of burden.

Crossing eastward, they came upon some deserted ruins. When they found
an empty house in the ruins, they wanted to move into it. A woman came
upon them. "Welcome!" she said to the man. "Welcome to my nephew!
Since my brother died, you haven't dropped in on me, nor have you visited

"

me.

"By Allah," he answered, "my father never mentioned you to me. And in
any case, we came here only by chance.™

"Welcome!" she replied. "Welcome! Go ahead and stay in this house."

Now, the house was well stocked with food, and they settled in. The man had
only his wife and a daughter. They would cook meals, and in the evening the
daughter took the woman her dinner. She lived in the southern part of the
ruined town, and they lived in the north, with some distance between them.

One evening the girl went to bring the woman her dinner. She came up to
the door, and 10! the woman had thrown to the ground a young man with
braids like those of a girl gone astray, and she was devouring him. Stepping
back, the girl moved some distance away and called out, "Hey, Aunty!
Aunty!" The ghouleh shook herself, taking the shape of a woman again, and
came to the terrified girl.

"The name of Allah protect you, niece!" exclaimed the ghouleh.

" A black shape crossed my path,” the girl explained, "and I became
frightened."

Taking the dinner from the girl, the ghouleh said, "Don't worry! I'll wait
here until you get inside the house."” But she followed her to the door of the
house to find out what the girl was going to say to her mother.



"How's your aunt?" asked the mother.

Now the girl was a clever one, and she answered, "When I got there, I found
her sitting quietly with her head in her lap, like this."

After the ghouleh had gone back to her house to finish what she was eating,
the girl said to her mother, "Mother, it turns out our aunt is a ghouleh."

"How do you know she's a ghouleh?" asked the mother.

"I saw her eating a lad with locks like those of a seductive girl," said the
girl.

Her husband was sleeping. " Get up, get up!" she said. "It turns out your
aunt is a ghouleh."

"What! My aunt a ghouleh! You're a ghouleh?
"All right," the wife replied. "Sleep, sleep! We were only joking with you."

When he had gone back to sleep, they went and filled a sack with flour.
They brought a tin can full of olive oil and (May it be far from the listeners!)
the beast of burden. Loading the provisions on it, they called upon the
Everlasting to watch over their journey.

Meanwhile, the man slept till morning, and when he woke he found neither
wife nor daughter. "So," he thought, "it seems what they said is true.” He
mounted to the top of the flour bin and lowered himself in.

After sunrise the ghouleh showed up, but when she went into the house,
there was no one there. Turning herself back into a ghouleh, she started
dancing and singing:

"My oil and my flour, O what a loss!

Gone are the masters of the house!"

When he heard her singing and prancing about, the man was so scared
he farted, scattering flour dust into the air. She saw him.

"Ah!" she cried out. "You're still here!"



"Yes, Aunty!" he answered.
"Well, come down here," she said. "Where shall I start eating you?"

"Eat my little hand," he answered, "that did not listen to my little
daughter.”

After eating his hand, she asked again, "Where shall I eat you now?"
"Eat my beard,"” he answered, "that did not listen to my wife."
And so on, until she had devoured him all.

Now we go back to the girl and her mother. When they had reached home,
the mother said to her daughter, "She's bound to follow us and turn herself
(God save your honors!) into a bitch. She'll scratch against the door. I'll boil
a pot full of olive oil, and you open for her. When she comes in, I'll pour the
oil over her head.”

In a while the ghouleh came and scratched at the door, and the girl opened
for her. No sooner had she gone in the door than the woman poured the oil
onto her head. She exploded, and behold! she was dead. There was no
moisture in her eye.

In the morning the woman filled the town with her shouts, and people
rushed to her rescue.

"What's the matter?" they asked.

"Listen," she said. "There's a ruin, and it's full of provisions. It was
protected by a ghouleh, and here! I've killed the ghouleh. Any one who has
strength can go load up on wheat, flour, and oil. As for me, I'll be satisfied
with the food in the house where we stayed.”

30.



Bear-Cub of the Kitchen

Once there was a king who had three wives. One day a mosquito crept into
his nose. Try as he would, he could find no doctor or medicine, east or west,
that could cure him. It did not come out, and soon his nose had swollen up,
like this. "It's all over," they said. "The king is going to die.” One day, as he
sat contemplating his condition, the mosquito said

to him, "Look here, I'll come out of your nose, and you will get well. But
will you take me for your wife? I'm from the jinn (In the name of Allah, the
Compassionate, the Merciful!), and I must be free to do with your wives as I
see fit." He wanted to be cured, and thinking he could manage just as well
without his other wives, he said, " All right, just come out!"

Out the mosquito jumped, and behold! it was a girl (Praise be to her
Creator!) so beautiful she took one's mind away. "These wives of yours,"
she said, "where am I going to send them?"

"You're free," he answered.

"I want to pluck their eyes out, and you will put them in a well and send
them only a pitcher of water and a loaf of bread every day."

"So be it!" he said.

She gouged out their eyes and put them in a bottle which she sent to her jinn
family for safekeeping, then she had the women thrown into a well. The
king married her.

By Allah, it turned out (so our tale comes out right) that his three wives
were all pregnant. The first gave birth, and by Allah, she delivered a boy.

" Are we going to let him live like this?" asked the others. "Let's eat him."
His mother divided him, giving a piece to each of them and eating two-
thirds of him herself. One of the women found she did not have the heart to
eat her piece, and since it would not have filled her anyway, she saved it.
When the second gave birth, they did the same thing. When the third gave



birth, she said, "Why for Allah's sake don't we save this boy? He might be
helpful to us.”

"Impossible!" objected the others. "We divided up our children, and yours
is to remain alive?"

"Give me back the leg I gave you!" demanded one.
"Give me back the shoulder!" said the other.

"Here!" she said to them. "You take back the leg, and you the shoulder. As
for me, I want to keep my son. Who knows but Allah? He might be useful to

A

us.

A day went and a day came, and the boy grew up, his three mothers nursing
him. What else would you expect from the child of a tale? He grew up in no
time at all. And no sooner did he start crawling than he began to dig a hole
at the bottom of the well. As he grew bigger, the hole became larger. One
day he looked, and lo! the hole he had made led to his father's kitchen. He
would then go into the kitchen and take meat, rice, and whatever else he
could find, tying it all in a bundle and stealing away to feed his mothers.
After that, he would take a handful or two of salt, dump it into the pot, and
turn his back.

Now, the king would fire one cook and hire another, but it was no use. Then
they said, "Let's keep watch. Maybe somebody sneaks into the kitchen and
puts salt in the food.” One day the cook caught him red-handed. "All
right," he said. "You're taking the food. But what makes you do this?"
Word was sent to the king, and he said, "Bring him to me!"

"Why did you do that?" the king asked when the boy was brought in.

"Why not?" answered the boy. "Why did you have their eyes plucked out
and then have them dropped into the well? I'm their son.”

"So!" they all exclaimed. "The king has a son!" They called him Bear-Cub
of the Kitchen, and from then on it was, "Here comes Bear-Cub of the
Kitchen!" and "There goes Bear-Cub of the Kitchen!" After that he took
food and water to his mothers, and looked after all their needs.

His father's wife became jealous of him.



"O my head!" she complained. "O my arms! O my legs!"

"What do you need?" asked the king, and she answered, "I want
pomegranates from Wadi is-Sib."” (Whoever goes to this wadi never comes
back alive.)

"And who would dare go to Wadi is-Sib?" asked the king.
"Send Bear-Cub of the Kitchen," she answered.

Bear-Cub of the Kitchen went, and somehow came back and brought
pomegranates. And what! All hell broke loose. "Bear-Cub of the Kitchen
has gone to Wadi is-Sib and come back safely!" they all shouted.

Now, his father's wife - how frustrated she felt! She was ready to crack.
"What am I going to do?" she asked herself. "This time I want to send him
to the region where my people live. They'll kill him for sure, and he won't
come back."

"O my heart!" she moaned. "O my this, O my that!" and I don't know what
else.

"What's the matter?" asked her husband.

"I want Bear-Cub of the Kitchen to bring me medicine from such and such
a place.”

"Go, son," said the father.

Bear-Cub of the Kitchen gathered himself together and went. Allah helping
him from above, he found her entire family - her mother, father, and
brothers - gone. There was no one left in the palace except a little girl with a
mass of disheveled hair as big as this.

"Where's your family?" he asked.
"They've gone out,” she answered.
Looking this way and that, he spied some bottles on the shelf.

"Well," he said, "what's in these bottles?"



"In this one," she answered, "is my mother's soul, and in that one is my
father's. This one here contains the soul of my brother So-and-So, and that
one there has the soul of my sister who lives in such and such a place.™

"And these that sparkle,” he asked, "what are they?"

"These," she answered, "are the eyes of my sister's co-wives, who live in
such and such a place.”

" And what will cure these eyes?"

"The medicine in this bottle," she replied. "If the eyes are rubbed with some
of this medicine, they'll stay in place and will be cured."

"Fine," he said. "And what are these ropes here for?"

"Whoever takes hold of these ropes can take the palace and the orchard
with him wherever he wants."

"And this small bottle over here," he continued, "what's in it?"
"This is my soul,” she answered.
"Good," he said. "Wait a moment and let me show you."

First he cracked her soul, then the souls of her brother, mother, and father.
Then, taking hold of the ropes, he headed home from the direction of Bab il-
Hawa. What clouds of dust he raised! You might have thought two or three
hundred horsemen were on their way. The whole town rushed out, and what
a commotion there was! When he came closer, they exclaimed, "But this is
Bear-Cub of the Kitchen, and he's brought the palace, the orchard, and
everything else with him!"

His father's wife looked out her window, and behold! there was her family's
palace. You couldn't mistake it. And how her eyes sparkled! Her soul was in
his hand.

"Come here!" he said. "Just like you plucked out my mothers' eyes and
then left them in the well, right now I'm going to crack your neck."

He cracked her neck. Then, bringing his mothers out of the well, he took
them down to the bath and put their eyes back in place. They were cured.



He took his place by his father's side, and the wives came back just as they
had been before.

Its bird has flown, and now for another one!

31.



The Woman Whose Hands Were Cut Off

TELLER: May Allah bless the Prophet!
AUDIENCE: Allah bless him!

There was a man whose wife had given birth to a daughter and a son and
then died. One day the man himself died, and the children remained alone.

They had a hen that laid an egg every day. They would eat the egg for
breakfast and wait till the following day. It so happened one day that the
hen stopped laying. "I must go check inside the coop," said the girl to
herself. She went down into the coop to search the straw, and behold! she
found a pile of eggs, and under it was all her father's money. Her father, it
turned out, had been saving his money under the straw in the chicken coop.
"Here, brother," she said when he came home, "I've found the new place
where the hens been laying eggs.” She did not tell him about the money.
They brought the eggs out and ate one every day.

One day, when the boy had grown up a little, she asked him, "If someone
were to show you the money saved by your mother and father, what would
you do with it?"

"I'd buy sheep and cattle,” he answered.
"Brother," she said to herself, "you're still too young."

Time passed, and she asked again, "If someone were to show you the money
saved by your mother and father, what would you do with it?"

"I'd get married," he answered.

"Now you're older and wiser," she said, "and I want to get you married.
Such and such is the story."

She took her brother with her, and they went searching in this world to find
a bride. Before long they came upon a girl living in a house all by herself.
The lad married her, and she became pregnant and gave birth first to a girl.
In the middle of the night, the woman got up, devoured her daughter, and



smeared the lips of her sleeping sister-in-law with blood. When they woke
up in the morning, she said to her husband, "Your sister's a ghouleh, and
she has eaten our daughter. Come take a look at her lips."

"Why did you eat the girl?" he went and asked his sister.
"By Allah, brother," she answered, "I didn't eat her."
The young man did not say anything. He just waited.

The following year, his wife gave birth to a boy, and she got up in the middle
of the night and ate him, again smearing her sister-in-law's lips with blood.
Becoming suspicious of his sister, the brother did not say anything to her. "I
must kill her," he said in his mind.

In a few days he said to her, "Come, let's you and I go into the countryside."
When they had gone some distance, he sat her down under a tree by a well
and said, "So, this is how you treat me, eating my children!"

"By Allah, brother," she answered, "I didn't eat them."

Drawing his sword, he cut off her hands and her feet, and she called down a
curse upon him: "Brother, may a thorn get stuck in your foot that no one
can pull out.” Allah heard her prayer, and a thorn got stuck in his foot on
his way home. As he approached the house, he found his wife chasing after a
rooster and realized she was a ghouleh. Not daring to go in, he ran back the
way he had come.

Now we go back to his sister. As she was sitting by the mouth of the well, lo!
a female snake came up to her panting and puffing with fear. "Hide me,"
she begged, and the girl hid her under her dress. In a while a he-snake
showed up puffing and asked her, "Have you seen a she-snake?"

"Yes," she answered. "There, she's fallen into the well."

The male dropped himself into the well, and the female, coming out from
under the girl, called after him, "Explode! Here I am!" The male burst and
died. The female, meanwhile, rubbed like this on the girl's stumps, and her
hands came back as before. She then rubbed the girl's legs, and her feet
came back as they had been. Then the girl went her way. She found a
husband, got married, and had children.



One day her brother, who had been wandering around looking for someone
to pull the thorn from his foot, but without success, came to his sister's
doorstep. He did not realize it was his sister's house, but the moment she
saw him she recognized him, while he had not recognized her. She had in the
meantime said to her children, "When a man who limps comes by here,
keep asking me, 'Mother, tell us the story of the man who cut off his sister's
hands and feet.'"

"What's your problem, uncle?" she asked, calling him over.

"There's a thorn in my foot," he answered, "and nobody's been able to pull
it out."

"Come here and let me see,"” she said, and doing with the pin like this,
behold! the thorn jumped over there. Rising to his feet, he kissed her hands.

"Stay and have dinner with us," she said.

He sat down to eat, and the children said again and again, "Mother, tell us
the story of the man who cut off the hands and feet of his sister.” The
mother began to tell the tale, and at the end she said to them, "I'm the one
whose hands and feet were cut off, and this man here's your uncle."

The moment he heard this, they all got up and hugged each other.

The bird has flown, and a good night to all!

32.



Nayyis (Little Sleepy One)

TELLER: Once there was a king - and Allah's the only true King. Let him
who has sinned say, "I beg Allah for forgiveness!"

AUDIENCE: May God grant us remission from our sins!

Once there was a king who had an only son and no other. His name was
Nayyis, Little Sleepy One, and his father loved him very much and indulged
him. One day the daughter of the king of the jinn fell in love with him and
stole him away from his father. There was no place left in the world where
the king did not ask about his son, but he could not find him.

In that country there were three girls who were spinners. They used to spin
their wool, sell it, and eat from what they earned. When they grew sleepy
while spinning at night, they would sing:

"0 Nayyis

Go away from here!

To us you're no cousin

Or a brother dear.

Go to the princess instead

She will clothe and indulge you
And keep you well fed."

Now, there were scouts in the town searching for the son of the king, and
they heard the song of the spinners. To the king they rushed and said, "O
Ruler of the Age, we've found your son!"

"Are you sure?"
"Yes, we've found him!" they answered. "We heard a gift sing:

'O Nayyis



Go away from here!

To us you're no cousin

Or a brother dear.

Go to the princess instead

She will clothe and indulge you

And keep you well fed.""

"Ah, yes!" exclaimed the king. "This must be my son."

"Go, bring the girls!" The order was given, and the guards went and
brought the first one.

"Young woman," said the king, "do you know Nayyis?"
"Yes, my lord,"” she answered. "He comes to me every night."

"Good," they said to her and brought her to live in the palace, where
servants and attendants waited on her. She ate and drank her fill, doing no
work and feeling no fatigue, and stopped feeling sleepy. When two or three
nights had gone by, they asked her, " Young woman, have you seen
N'ayyis?"

"No, by Allah,"” she answered, "I haven't seen him in a couple of nights."
The king married her to his cook and sent after the second one.

"Young woman," he asked, "do you know N'ayyis?"

"Yes, my lord. Day and night he's with us."

They bathed and clothed her and put her in the palace where she lived in
bliss and comfort. When she had rested and slept enough, she stopped
feeling sleepy.

"Have you seen Nayyis, young lady?" the king asked.

"No, by Allah, my Lord," she answered, "I haven't seen him in two or three
days."



The king married her to the baker.

"Have you been seeing Nayyis, young woman?" the king asked the third
girl when they had brought her.

"Yes, my lord. Every night I see him."

They did with her as they had done with her sisters, settling her in the
palace. She turned out to be more clever than her sisters. Every time they
asked her, "Did you see Nayyis, young woman?" she would answer, " Yes,
my lord. Every night I see him."

For a month, two, three, four, she said she had seen him every night. Finally
the king said to his wife, "Take this pair of bracelets. Give them to her, and
ask her to pay for them. If she can come up with the money, then she really
has been seeing Nayyis. If not, then she's a liar."

"Here, young woman," the wife said, "take this pair of bracelets and bring
me their price from Nayyis."

"Yes, my lady," replied the girl.

That night, she sat up in bed, crying and calling out:
"0 Nayyis

Go away from here!

To us you're no cousin

Or a brother dear.

Your father has given me

This pair of bracelets

How am I to pay the treasury

The price of this jewelry?"

And how she cried! When she had called out three times, lo! a voice said,
"The key's in the wardrobe, and the wardrobe's full of treasure. Reach in



and take what you want." Opening the wardrobe, she took out the price of
the bracelets, laughing happily.

"Here, uncle,"” she said, "take the price of the bracelets."
"So," thought the king, "it's true, my son's still alive."

She had stayed another three, four months (Allah knows how long!) when
the king brought her a ting.

"Bring me the price of this ring from Nayyis," he said.

"Right away, my lord," she answered and went back to her bed, crying and
calling out:

"0 Nayyis

Go away from here!

To us you're no cousin

Or a brother dear.

Your father has given me

This ring

And how am I to pay the king
The price of this precious thing?"

Again the voice said, "The key's in the wardrobe, and the wardrobe's full of
treasure. Reach in and take what you want!" Taking out the price of the
ring, she gave it to her uncle.

One day Nayyis himself came up to see her and said, " Young woman, my
wife's pregnant, and you must stuff your dress with rags and pretend you're
pregnant until nine months are up."

Wrapping a bandage around her head, she made a point of going to see her
uncle every once in a while.

"Uncle, I'm pregnant.”



"Yes, daughter. What do you want?"
She said she wanted a piece of liver, and he brought her three.

"0 uncle, I want squabs. O uncle, I want this, and I want that," she kept
asking. Whatever Nayyis's wife down below craved, the girl would ask the
king for. Then Nayyis would come and take it to his wife below.

Her pregnancy over, the jinn wife gave birth first to a boy.

"Here, young lady," said Nayyis. "Take this baby and hide it inside your
underwear. Then cry out, 'Mother, I've given birth!'"

Putting the baby in her undergarments, the girl came to the top of the
stairs.

"Master!" she cried out. "I've had the baby."

"In the name of Allah, the Compassionate, the Merciful!" exclaimed the
king.

Bringing the baby out, they washed and dressed him. Then they looked
after her, wrapping a bandage around her head and putting her to bed.

She brought the boy up, and how handsome he was - the son of royalty! The
king was crazy about him.

The jinn wife became pregnant again, and the girl did as before. The wife
gave birth to a boy, and the girl took him and hid him in her underwear.

"Uncle, I've given birth!" she cried out. "Mistress, I've given birth!"

They spoiled her more and more, giving her four wet nurses to help her.
What can you say? She was now a queen!

The wife became pregnant and delivered a third time, giving birth to a girl.
And the same thing that had happened with the two boys also happened
with the girl.

One day Nayyis came up, bringing her three candles, and said, "During the
call to prayer on Thursday evening, light these candles.” On Thursday
evening, she did just as he had said, putting one boy on this side of her, the



other on the other side, with the girl in the middle, and lit the three candles.
When the jinn wife saw her, she cried out, "Alas! Alas! The human woman
has done me in!" And she exploded and died.

"May you never rise again!" Nayyis cursed her, tearing down the palace
over her and coming back up again.

"Master, come see Nayyis!" shouted the spinner girl. "Mistress, come see
Nayyis! Hurry! Hurry!"

When they rushed down to see their son, he said, "I was married to a jinn
woman, and these children of mine are from her. But if it weren't for this
girl here, by Allah, I would never have come back. I want to marry her."

They had a wedding celebration that lasted seven days and seven nights.
Music was playing and people were dancing. Our master married our
mistress - and may every year find you in good health!

AUDIENCE : And may Allah save your tongue!
Afterword

The general theme that unites the tales in this group is that of conflicting *
loyalties. The conflict usually centers on the male and arises out of his
responsibilities as the head of his own household or as a member of an

extended family. In the last tale in the group, "Nayyis," the source of the
conflict is not so much the responsibility a mature man must shoulder but
rather the duty a young son owes his parents by remaining within the fold of
the extended family.

"Chick Eggs" and "Bear-Cub of the Kitchen" demonstrate the potential for
divided loyalties in a polygynous situation. In the first the man must attend
both to his present wife and to his daughter, who represents her own mother
in the household. In the second the aging king's loyalty is divided between
his older wives, who unite to fight the beautiful new wife; she in turn
protects herself by taking revenge ahead of time. In both tales the husband
is emotionally manipulated by the wife, either through the children (" Chick
Eggs") or by pretended sickness ("Bear-Cub"). And here again, as in all the
other tales embodying a polygynous situation (Tales 3, 5, 6, 7, 9, 20, and 35),



the first wife, either directly or through her children, is vindicated against
those who follow her.

In "The Ghouleh of Trans-Jordan" and "The Woman Whose Hands Were
Cut Off" the source of the conflict is the extended family. The man in the
first tale is caught between his conjugal family (his wife) and his natal
family (his supposed aunt), and he chooses at his peril to align himself with
the latter against the former. In "The Woman Whose Hands Were Cut Off,"
somewhat the reverse situation obtains, with the man choosing to believe his
wife over his sister. In either case the male is in a difficult situation vis-a-vis
the females for whom he is responsible. Predictably, however (cf. Tales 7, 8,
9), the sister in the latter tale is honest and kind to her brother, forgiving
him even before he asks for forgiveness and welcoming him into her own
family.

Despite the supernatural machinery, the conflict in "Nayyis" is also between
natal and conjugal families. In this tale, as in "Lolabe™ (Tale 18), the
parents have an only son who is torn from them by supernatural forces, and
in both cases these forces are overcome so that the son may return to his
family. In "Bear-Cub," the teller presents the beautiful woman who wrests
the king from his wives and his three sons in the metaphorical guise of the
jinn. In "Nayyis," however, no transitional devices are provided to help
mediate the connection between jinn and human in the mind of the listener;
the teller endows the jinn wife with an absolute existence, separate from
that of the human domain, and the listener must make the imaginative leap
between the two domains unaided.

We may therefore conclude that the jinn wife in "Nayyis" is a very beautiful
woman who captivated the son to such an extent that she made him
renounce his parents. The implicit moral to be drawn from all three tales is
that the bond between the son and his parents (particularly when he is an
only child) is, or should be, so strong that it would take a supernatural
power to break it.
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33.



Im Awwad and the Ghouleh

Once upon a time there were some women who agreed to meet on a certain
day to go wash their clothes at the spring on the edge of town. As they were
discussing the matter, a ghouleh who had hidden herself behind a retaining
wall nearby heard what they agreed to do that day. On the appointed night,
toward dawn, she came to the one among them whose house was on the
outskirts of town and made as if she were one of the women who had
promised to go to the spring. The woman to whose house she had come was
called Im Awwad. Calling out from the outside door of the house, the
ghouleh said, "Hey! Im Awwad! Let's go! Tie your dirty clothes in a bundle,
and let's go do the laundry!"

"Who is it?" asked Im Awwad.
"I'm Im So-and-So," answered the ghouleh.
"All fight," said Im Awwad.

It was the middle of the month, and the moon was bright. Thinking it was
daylight already, she put her laundry in a tub and lifted it.

"Bring your son with you," suggested the ghouleh. "We might be a while.”

She brought her soft with her, and the two women walked, with the ghouleh
in front. When they had gone just beyond the last houses in town, Im
Awwad looked and saw that the feet of the woman walking in front of her
were making sparks. Realizing the woman was a ghouleh, Im Awwad was
afraid.

"I want to go back," she said.
"why? 1Al

"I forgot my husband's tunic,"” she replied, "and he'll kill me if I don't wash
it. Here! Take this boy and go ahead, and I'll catch up with you."

Putting down the washtub, and the boy by its side, she went running back to
her husband.



"Heat up the oil, you whose house is in ruins!" she cried out, knocking on
the door. "Now she'll come and eat us before anyone can come to our help."

By the time the ghouleh had finished eating the boy, she came back to eat
Im Awwad and her husband.

"O Im Awwad!" she cried out from behind the outside door. "Here's
Awwad's little prick! Make it into a little wick!"

When the man heard this, he said to his wife, "What you've been saying is
true, damn your parents! This is a ghouleh!"

The ghouleh dug under the door until she could stick her head and neck
inside, and Abu Awwad poured the boiling oil over her head.

"Do it again!" she cried out, and he answered, "My mother didn't teach me
how."

The ghouleh's head exploded, and she died.

Its dust has scattered, and now for another one!

34.



The Merchant's Daughter

TELLER: Once upon a time ... O my listeners, let him who loves the Virgin
hail her with blessings of peace!

AUDIENCE: Peace. be with her!

Once there was a merchant, a big merchant, the biggest of all the
merchants, and he had an only daughter. He did not have a wife; she had
died. He used to pamper his daughter very much, and she spent her days at
home with no one to keep her company. When the time came for pilgrimage,
he thought, "I'd like to go on the hajj." He made preparations, but his
daughter asked, "And how can you leave me all by myself?"

"Don't worry," he answered. "I'll have all the daughters of my fellow
merchants come visit you, and they'll stay with you every night. You have
nothing to worry about during the day."

"Fine," she agreed, and he went to ask the other merchants to send their
daughters over.

"Of course, " they said.

Every day after that the girls came in the evening, one after the other, until
they had all arrived. One night, as they were sitting around chatting, they
craved something.

"Yee! By Allah," they said, "we'd like to have some dried figs, some raisins,
and some dates from the cellar below. Who'll go get them?"

This one said, "I'm afraid,” and another said she too was afraid. Finally one
of them said, "I'll go down.”" So down she went, and she was reaching for
things when lo! she came upon a ghoul in the cellar.

"Hmmm!" he hummed. "You keep quiet, or I'll eat you!"
"Yes," she said. "I'll keep quiet."

Pulling herself away, she went home to her family.



"What's become of her?" asked the other girls. "She's been gone a long
time. Why don't you, So-and-So, go see what happened to her."

So, down to the cellar she went, and lo! there was the ghoul.
"You keep quiet, or I'll eat you!"
"Yes, I'll keep quiet.”

She too went home. So did the third and the fourth one, until the merchant's
daughter was all by herself. What was she to do, poor girl? Where

was she to turn? "Why don't I go down," she told herself, "and see what the
matter is. Why those girls went and didn't come back."

So down she went to see, and she came upon the ghoul.
"Listen here," he said. "You keep quiet, or I'll eat you!"
"Yes," she answered, "I'll keep quiet."”

What am I going to do, Lord, and where will I turn? She found, you might
say, a bit of wheat in the cellar - and in the old days they used to grind the
wheat by hand.

"Why don't I take some of this wheat," she thought, "and sit down to grind
it?" Bringing the wheat, she prepared the grinder and sat down to grind.
The ghoul sat opposite, grinding with her.

Now, they had a neighbor whose name was Abu Xalil. "Why don't I tell our
neighbor," she thought. "Why don't I call him over without the ghoul
knowing I'm calling?" Now, in the old days they used to sit and grind,
singing and chatting. She then sang:

"Sharpen your long sword, sharpen!
O neighbor, Abu Xalil,

Black he is, with a crest.

Together we're grinding meal.”

And the ghoul sang back:



"Grind, my father's daughter, grind!
The night ahead is long,

The amount of grain is small.

When the wheat's ground up

I'll suck the meat off your bones."

Im Xalil and Abu Xalil were still up, sitting around talking, when all of a
sudden he said, "Listen! Listen, Im Xalil!"

"What?" she asked.

"Our neighbor's daughter,” he whispered. "I wonder what's happening
with her." They listened a while, and lo! she was singing again:

"Sharpen your long sword, sharpen!
O neighbor, Abu Xalil,

Black he is, with a crest.

Together we're grinding meal.”
Whereupon came the response:
"Grind, my father's daughter, grind!
The night ahead is long,

The amount of grain is small.

When the wheat's ground up

I'll suck the meat off your bones."

"By Allah," said Abu Xalil. "I'm going over to see what the story is."
Having sharpened his sword, he jumped over the wall between the houses
and went to his neighbor's. Looking in, he found her at the grinding stone
with the ghoul facing her. He rushed upon him with the sword and killed
him. He died, poor fellow!



The girl then told him her story. "It was like this," she said. "The girls went
down to the cellar, and each of them in turn went home, leaving me all by
myself.” She told him the whole story. "It's all right now," said Abu Xalil,
going to look out the door. He saw (May it be far from you!) a donkey with
its saddlebags still on it. Bringing them over, he stuffed the ghoul's head in
one bag and the body in the other and loaded them back on the donkey.

The donkey already knew the way home, and when he got there the ghoul's
mother said, "Yee! How good my son is! Allah bless him! Here, he's sent us
a feast, but who knows what else he went to do?" Taking the feast he had
sent out of the panniers, she removed its clothes, dipped it in hot water and
skinned it, and put it in a caldron on the fire. Then she went and invited her
paternal and maternal aunts and her other relatives, and they sat down to
the feast. As they were eating, behold! his ring came into her hand. "Yee!"
she screamed (the distant one!). It's her son!

She got up from the table. What was she to do? How was she to find out
who had done that to her? She bought rings, bracelets, and earrings and
went around calling out, "Girls! I have rings! I have bracelets and
earrings!" As she passed in front of the merchant's house, the girl saw her.

"Come over!" she called out.
"What do you want?"
"I want to buy something from you," said the girl.

Coming over, the woman said, "Listen, I don't sell things for money, but
only for a new story."

"Well," said the girl, "sit down while I tell you a story."

Then she told her the story of the ghoul, what she had done with him, how
the girls had all gone home, and how they had loaded him on the donkey.
Now (the distant one!), the mother's heart was boiling over.

"Yee!" quavered the girl. "You're scaring me."

"Don't worry!" said the woman. "It's only because I've eaten raluxxiyye
and lava beans, and my stomach's upset.”



Anyway, she gave her earrings, bracelets, rings, and whatever else she
wanted for nothing, and went on her way. What was she to do? She then
went home and talked it over with her relatives. "What are we to do?" they
asked, "now that we know who his murderers are?"

"Well," she said, "we're going to ask for her hand. We'll say I have a son,
and we want her as a bride for him."

"Fine," they agreed. "Let's do it."

Taking two or three men with her, they set out. Who is her guardian, now
that her father is in the hajj? Told that it was Abu Xalil, they went to see
him.

"0 Abu Xalil," they said. "We want this girl. We want, we'd like to be, in-
laws to you." What else they said, I don't know.

"Uncles," he responded, "I'm not related to her. I'm not her paternal or
maternal uncle. I'm only her neighbor, and her father has entrusted her to
my care. And the Prophet himself bade us take care of our neighbor, and
our neighbor's neighbor, down to the seventh neighbor."

"We'll take care of her," they said. "We'll provide for her, we'll buy her
things." They dazzled him.

"That's fine," he said. "But what am I to say to her father when he
returns?"

"Don't worry," they answered. "He won't say anything when he sees all that
we've brought for her. He won't say anything."

"All fight," he agreed. "It's nothing unusual. Everyone gets married."

After buying the trousseau, they came and prepared the bride. The ghouleh
then came with a few people, claimed the bride, and left.

When the bride arrived at her new home, the ghouleh's house, she found it
poverty stricken. It was the house of poor peasants. The ghouleh also had a
daughter (May it be distant from you!) who was ugly and lame, her body
twisted and deformed all over.

Now, the ghoul's mother lit the fire and put a huge caldron on it, filling it



with water. "In a moment," she thought, "I'm going to slaughter her and
cook her on the fire. But first, until the water boils, I might as well go invite
my relatives.” Then, forcing the bride into a burlap sack, she sewed it shut
over her.

The poor girl sat in the sack. She happened to have some gum, so she
started chewing: "Chew, chew, white gum! Chew, chew, red gum! Chew,
chew, blue gum! Chew, chew, yellow gum!" Her sister-in-law, the pitiful one,
called out to her, "Hey, sisten-in-law!" (She couldn't talk properly.)

"What do you want?" asked the other.
"Give me some gum!"

"And how can I give you anything? I can't stretch out my hand. Make an
opening in the mouth of the sack so I can give you some."

"I'm afraid you might nun away" (that is, "run away").
"Don't worry," the girl reassured her. "I won't run away."

The ghouleh's daughter fetched a knife and cut away a stitch, while the girl
inside loosened a few more stitches, then reached out her hand and gave her
a bit of gum. The ghouleh's daughter chewed and chewed, while the other
was making a wider opening in the mouth of the sack until she was able to
pull herself out of it. Now that she was out, what was she to do? How was
she to act? Dragging the dim-witted girl over, she slaughtered her, put her in
the caldron, and fled. And what did she do then? She went up to the roof
and waited.

Meanwhile, the ghouleh arrived with her guests. "Yee!" she exclaimed. "It
looks like my daughter (Allah bless her!) has already slaughtered her and
put her on the fire. And here, she's almost done. Allah bless my daughter!"

The food served, they sat down to eat, but the daughter's scalp came into
the mother's hand and she recognized it. "Yee!" she screamed. This is her
daughter (the distant one!).

Now, the bride, while they were eating, sneaked into a room and found it
full of money and treasure. Filling her pockets, the front and other parts of



her dress, she pulled herself together and got out of there. She walked and
walked, until she came to a carpenter's shop.

"Listen, uncle!" she said.

"Yes."

"Won't you make me a dress of wood? I'll pay you as much as you want."
"Yes," he answered, "I'll make you one."

"In that case,"” she suggested, "hide me here in your shop until you finish it.
And if someone should come by, beware of telling them you've seer me!"

He hid her behind the planks of wood and set to making her dress. Now (the
distant one!), the ghouleh, her insides burning (her daughter and son were
gone!) Came chasing the girl. She ran here and there, and whomever she
saw she asked, "O uncle, haven't you seen a bride all decked out and
perfumed?”

"NO."
"0 uncle, haven't you seen a bride all decked out and perfumed?”
"Not at all. We haven't seen anyone like that."

She kept running from one direction to another, always returning to the
carpenter and asking him, and he always answered her, "Not at all,” until
he had finished the dress. The dress finished, the girl put it on and walked
away.

"What's your name, niece?" those who saw her on the road asked, and she
answered, "My name is Little Woodling." The ghouleh too, running back
and forth, asked her, "Little Woodling, have you seen a bride all decked out
and bustling?"

"Not at all," she answered. "I can't see, and I don't know. I haven't seen
anybody."

Now (the distant one!), the ghouleh kept running and searching until she
burst and died. And the girl took off her wooden dress and went home.
When her father came back from the hajj and heard the story, he blamed



his neighbor for what he had done, marrying the girl off without his
permission. After that they lived in bliss and happiness, and may Allah save
the mouths of my listeners!

35.



Pomegranate Seeds

There was once a woman who had no children except an only daughter
whom she indulged. She had a pair of golden slippers made for her. The
mother loved her daughter very much and would send her to the sheikh for
lessons. (In the old days there were no schools; the sheikhs were the
teachers.) Early one morning the girl went to the house of the sheikh and
found him skinning a little boy and devouring him.

She gathered herself and ran away, not returning to her mother. "If I return
to my mother," she thought, "she'll want to take me back to him, and he'll
devour me. I'd rather not stay in this place at all.” She ran away in fear,
leaving one of her golden slippers by the doorstep. One slipper fell off, while
"the other remained on her foot as she ran. She came to a shopkeeper.

"O uncle!" she pleaded, "It's now evening, and I'm a stranger in town.
Won't you let me sleep here tonight, in your shop?"

"Yes, my daughter,” he replied, "why not?"

He left her in his shop and went home. Who came to her? The sheikh. He
said to her:

"Tell me, Pomegranate Seeds!
What strange sights did you see,
When by the doorstep of the master
You forgot your golden slipper?"
She answered:

"I saw him praying and fasting,
The eternal Lord worshipping."

The sheikh tore up all the cloth, turning the big shop upside down, and left.
When the owner came to open his shop and check on the girl, he found it all



torn up. "Oh! My son!" he cried out. "Help, people, help!" The
townspeople felt sorry for him. They brought a tray and collected money for
the goods he had lost. He beat the gift until he nearly killed her. "Have pity?
they reproached him. "Why are you beating her? Could she have torn up
your shop?"

Eventually the girl made her escape to another town. She came to a grocer
who sold ghee, sesame oil, sugar, and olive oil.

"0 uncle!" she begged him, "Won't you let me sleep here tonight?"
"Yes, my daughter,” he replied, "why not?"

The sheikh came to her at night, and he said:

"Tell me, Pomegranate Seeds!

What strange sights did you see,

When by the doorstep of the

master You forgot your golden slipper?"

She answered:

"I saw him praying and fasting,

The eternal Lord worshipping."

The sheikh poured the olive oil into the sesame oil, mixing them together
with the ghee, the rice, and the sugar. Then, turning his back, he left.

In the morning the owner opened his shop. "Oh! My son!" he lamented,
beating his breast. As they had done for the other one, the people collected
money for this one.

The girl meanwhile pulled herself together and left. "Where am I to go?"
she wondered. "I've nowhere left except this tall tree here. Live or die, I'm
going to climb it. He won't see me up there." She climbed and sat up in the
tree, looking like the full moon, like a doll.

In a while the king came to water his horse by the pool under the tree, but
the animal shied. The king looked up and saw a maiden like the full moon



sitting in the tree.

"Young woman!" he called out, "Are you human or jinn?"

"By Allah, I'm human," she answered. "From the choicest of the race."
"Come down and ride behind me!"

She was hungry. She had not eaten in two days (and of course the Son

of Adam cannot live if he does not eat). She collected herself, came down,
and rode behind him. He took her to his mother and said, "Mother!"

"Yes, son."

"I've captured a treasure. If you like me, you must like her. And if you love
me, you must love her."

"Of course, son," she said. "Like my own eyes.” The mother brought the
girl up until she became a young woman, lovely like the moon.

"Mother!" said the king when the maiden came of age, "I want to marry
her."

"Marry her," said the mother.

The king married her, and she became pregnant and gave birth to a boy.
When she had given birth to her first son, the sheikh came to her in the
night. He said:

"Tell me, Pomegranate Seeds!
What strange sights did you see,
When by the doorstep of the master
You forgot your golden slipper?"
And she answered:

"I saw him praying and fasting,

The eternal Lord worshipping."



Snatching her son away from her, he smeared her hands and mouth with
blood and disappeared.

In the morning the servant went up to the master's quarters: "O Master,
she's all bloody!"

"Don't worry about it," the king said.

The next time, the sheikh did with the second son as he had done with the
first and disappeared. The king questioned his wife, but she would not say a
word, neither yes nor no. She was afraid to speak.

The third time, she gave birth to a girl. The sheikh came, seized the baby,
and disappeared.

"That's it!" announced the king. "She's hereby deserted! Put her in a
separate house!"

"But," protested the servants and his mother, "tomorrow she'll devour us
and our children!"

"No!" insisted the king, "I won't get rid of her. I'll leave her in separate
quarters.” And every day after that he himself came to give her food
through the window.

One day the king decided to go on the hajj. He said to himself, "I might as
well go see what Pomegranate Seeds wants."

"Pomegranate Seeds!" he said, "What do you want from the Hijaz?"

"I only want the box of myrrh and seven switches of pomegranate wood,"
she answered. "And if you don't bring them, may your camels start
dropping blood and pus, and stop you from coming back!"

He traveled and traveled. He bought the whole world but forgot the box of
myrrh. Halfway home, the men were going to leave the camels behind. They
had collapsed, and not one of them was able to move.

"Boys!" said the king, "I've forgotten something." He went back and
started asking around, "O Uncle, do you happen to have the box of myrrh
and seven whips of pomegranate wood?" People laughed at him, snickering,



"What's with you, uncle? Are you crazy? Are you in your right mind? By
Allah, this thing you mention, we've never heard of it before."

He asked a second person, and a third. Finally, he came upon a clever one,
who said, "What are you looking for, O hajj?"

"I want the seven whips of pomegranate wood and the box of myrrh,"
replied the king. "How much do they cost?"

"Fifty dinars."
"Here! Take a hundred, and let's finish with this business!"

Taking the money, the other went to an orchard and cut seven switches of
pomegranate wood. He then went back to the market and bought a small
amount of bitter myrrh, put it in a box, and brought it, along with the whips
of pomegranate wood, saying, "Please accept these!"

Before the king had even reached them, the camels were running.
"Here you are!" he said to his wife.

A short time after the hajj, the king wanted to marry again. It was the
unveiling of the bride (people everywhere!), and the king was about to
remarry. Pomegranate Seeds started whipping the box of myrrh with the
pomegranate switches, crying out:

"0 box of myrrh, give me patience!
To his school I went and found him
Devouring a boy. I ran away,
Dropped my slipper thereto

O box of myrrh, give me patience!
Then I climbed the tree,

And the king married me.

I gave birth to the first ones -



O box of myrrh, give me patience!
Then I gave birth to the girl,

And they told him I was a ghouleh -
O box of myrrh, give me patience!"

She had not finished, when lo! the wall split open and she saw her children
walking out of it. Children of kings, like full moons they were! And what
were they like? Well behaved and very, very handsome.

"Children!" she said to them. "Your father's getting married, and tonight's
the night of the unveiling. Go there, and walk right in! When people stop
you to ask who you are, say to them, 'This is our father's house, and you, the
strangers, are going to kick us out?’' Don't listen to anyone! The girl will sit
in her father's lap, and you boys one on each side of him."

They went and entered the bridal room. When the king beheld them, what a
sight they were! He stopped looking at his bride, to see what she was like.

"Get out of here!" the people around shouted at them. "What a disaster you
are! Damn your father and the fathers of those who gave birth to you!"

"This is our father's house,” they answered, "and you, the strangers, are
going to kick us out?"

"Where's your father from?" the king asked them, taken by surprise. "Who
are you? Who's your mother?"

"We're the children of the One who lives in the house of desertion,” they
answered.

"Speak again," he said, "and tell me the truth!"
"That's the way it is,” they answered.
"What's the bride's name?" asked the king, and they told him it was Salha.

"Salha's hereby 'divorced as of last night!" announced the king. "Seven
servants are to go escort the queen here!"



They went and accompanied the queen, and the celebration turned out to be
for him and his children.

Hail! Hail! Finished is our tale!

36.



The Woodcutter

Once upon a time there was a poor man, a woodcutter. Every day he would
bring a bundle of wood, sell it, and eat from his earnings. One day, before
setting out to the woods in the morning, he roasted a handful of fava beans
to entertain himself along the way. He walked along munching on them,
taking the road to Bab il-Wadi. As he approached the well belonging to the
house of Yusif is-Sliman, the one in the middle of the road, he tossed a bean
up in the air - but it did not land in his mouth, it fell right into the well.
Driven by his poverty and his sadness over its loss, he squatted by the
mouth of the well and cried out:

"Oh! My fava bean,

My protection against hunger!

Oh! My fava bean,

My protection against hunger!"

And how he cried over the loss of that bean!

Now, the well, in it they say there were (in the name of Allah, the
Compassionate, the Merciful!) dwellers.

"Hey uncle, leave us alone!" they answered him "What's the matter with
you? You hurt our ears with all this din?

"I want my lava bean back," he answered, crying again:
"Oh! My lava bean,
My protection against hunger!"

"Uncle!" they :said, "Is it worth all this din? Here! Take this wooden bowl -
whatever you tell it to fill with, it will fill, and you can eat something other
than these lava beans."



Taking the bowl with him, he went back home. He brought it into the hut
with him, locked the door, and said, "Wooden bowl, fill up with rice and
meat, topped with yogurt sauce!" And what do you think happened? Before
he even had time to look, the bowl had filled with rice and meat, and with
sauce covering them. And what now, you might ask? He ate until he could
barely move, and every day after that - evening, morning, and noon - he
would tell the bowl to fill with whatever food he wanted to eat. He then ate
and threw away the rest.

One day he felt bored. "Am I just going to sit around in this shack?" he
asked himself. "By Allah, I want to go out and have a good time. But what
am I going to do with this bowl?" Then he said, "By Allah, I'm going to
leave it with our neighbor" - you might say at the house of Im Falah. Going
over to her house, he knocked and said, "Hey, Im Falah, Allah save you!
Would you mind keeping this wooden bowl in your house and taking care of
it? And mind, don't wreck it while I'm gone by saying to it, "Wooden bowl,
fill with rice and meat; or with cracked wheat, noodles and tomato sauce!'
and then eating from it! I'll be gone for a couple of days to have a good time,
then I'll be back.”

No sooner had he turned his back than Im Falah said, "Wooden bowl, fill
with rice and meat, topped with yogurt sauce!" And what! They had barely
time to look, when it became full to the brim. The whole family ate till they
were stuffed.

"Yee! By Allah, he'll never see it again. We have an old bowl just like this
one, and when he comes back we'll give it to him instead. May he never eat!
He's all by himself, and we're a whole family. What does he need it for?"

Coming back, the woodcutter knocked on their door, "Im Falah!"
"Yes, brother. What do you want? Do come in, please!"”

"For the sake of Allah,” he answered, "give me back the wooden bowl. I'm
dying of hunger, and I want to go home and eat."

She gave it back to him, or so he thought, and he took it home. Right away
he said, "Wooden bowl, fill with rice and meat, topped with yogurt sauce?
He waited and waited, but it did not fill. "Fill up with cracked wheat and



noodles! Fill up with rice and lentils! Fill up with this or that!" But it did
not fill. Nothing at all happened.

When he went to see Im Falah about it, she said, "I don't know what you're
talking about, brother. That's the one you brought here and I gave it back to
you. What can I do?"

So back to the well he went, and - splash! - dropped it in and started
moaning:

"Oh! My lava bean,
My protection against hunger!"

"What's the matter with you?" asked the dwellers in the well. "Didn't we
give you the wooden bowl?"

"It's ruined,” he answered. "It's no good any more."

"Well, then," they said, "take this mill! If you turn the handle to the fight,
it'll grind gold; and to the left, silver."

Well, he took it with him and went home. Locking the door of his hut, he sat
down to grind. Every day he would grind a bit and put it in his pocket, then
he would go enjoy himself in Acre, Haifa, or Nazareth. When he had done
this for nearly a month, he started to worry. "What if someone should
come," he thought, "tear down the door of this shack, and steal the mill?"
Taking it to another neighbor, you might say to Noxa's house, he said, "O
Im Yasin! For the sake of Allah, won't you keep this little mill in your house
for me while I'm gone?"

"Yes, brother, you can leave it here. What's going to happen to it?"

"Meanwhile,” he said, "Allah save you! don't use it for grinding gold and
silver by turning the handle to the right or to the left!"

No sooner had he turned his back than she set it down and said, "Come,
let's try this mill!" And behold! what was the result? The woman went
crazy with happiness.

In a day or two, he came back.



"O Im Yasin, for Allah's sake, give me back the mill!"

Taking what she gave him home, he turned the handle this way and that,
but it did not grind anything. He spread his legs and sat down. Turn the
handle this way, turn the handle that way, till he was exhausted, and still no
result.

"Damn your owner's father!" he cursed it.

Back to the well he went, and - splash! - he dropped it down to the bottom
and repeated his lament:

"Oh! My fava bean,
My protection against hunger?

"Hey, uncle!" they said. " You've destroyed our peace! Didn't we give you
the wooden bowl and the little mill? What more do you want?"

"People have robbed them from me," he complained.

"Well," they responded, "in that case take this stick back to the people you
left them with and say to it, 'O my stick, keep flitting, on the side of this
neighbor hitting!' and it'll keep on bashing them until they return your
things."

Back home he went, straight to Im Falah. "Give me back my wooden
bowl!" he said.

"But we already gave it back to you," she insisted.
"All right, then," he said:

"O my stick, keep flitting,

On the sides of Im Falah hitting!"

And the stick went ahead and beat her and her family until it had softened
them up.

"Please, brother,"” they begged. "For the sake of Allah, may He damn your

father and your wooden bowl! Go, take it! It's the one over there on the
shelf."



He took it and went home. After he had tried it out and made sure that it
worked, he left it there and went to Im Yasin's house, where he said:

"O my stick, keep flitting,
On the sides of Noxa hitting!"

The stick hit her over and over, until she said, "There's your mill over there!
Go take it, and may Allah damn your father and your mill!"

He took it home, tried it out and found it worked, and lived in comfort from
then on.

This is my tale, 1've told it, and in your hands I leave it.

37.



The Fisherman

Once there was a fisherman who lived all by himself in a shack. Every day
he caught some fish and sold them, saving a few for his neighbor to cook for
him. Because he was by himself and had nobody, she took pity on him. One
day he thought, "Am I to keep imposing on my neighbor like this? By Allah,
I'm going out to the coffeehouse for a cup of coffee, and when I come back
I'll prepare the fish myself." He put the fish down, covering them with a
platter, and went to the coffeehouse, where he sat down to sip a cup of
coffee. When he came home, he discovered his house had been visited. While
he was gone, a board had dropped from the ceiling, and three daughters of
the king of the jinn had come out. One of them had cleaned the fish, another
had fried them; then they had left, having first done his dishes and put his
house in order.

When he came back, he uncovered the fish and found them all cleaned,
scraped, and cooked exactly the way he liked them. "By Allah," he thought,
"my neighbor must have taken pity on me and come in to prepare the fish
for me." The next day, he went to her house. "Here!" he said. "Take these
fish, neighbor, and may Allah reward you! Yesterday you came in and
prepared the fish for me at home."

"No, brother," she answered, "I did no such thing. I wouldn't dream of
going into your place while you're out.”

Going to an elderly barber, he said, "Sir, I want to tell you a story.
Yesterday, such and such happened to me."

"Sir," answered the barber, "tomorrow, put the fish down and hide behind
the window. Then you'll see who comes into your place and does them for

you.

Well, he went and caught a few fish and sold what he wanted to sell, leaving
only as many as he could eat. Bringing them home, he covered them with
the platter and said, "By Allah, I'm going out to the coffeehouse for a cup of
coffee, and when I come back I'll prepare them myself." Going out, he
turned and stood guard behind the window. The board dropped, and three



girls came down. And what girls they were! You might say they were
nothing less than daughters of kings. One of them swept the house, the other
scraped the fish, and the third put things in order. Quick as a wink, he did
not wait for them to finish but opened the door. Two of them disappeared,
and the youngest one remained.

"It's settled,"” she said. "Fate has decreed I'm yours. Besides, I don't dare go
back home now. My parents will kill me."

Taking her in, he lived with her. He sent for the cadi, who drew up a
marriage contract, and he married her and lived together with her. In two
or three days he said, "Are we going to stay in this shack? You already
know what I do for a living."

"Don't worry," she answered. "Leave it to me!"

She sent for people, put out a bid on a house, and had one built opposite the
king's palace. When she took possession of the house, she furnished and
arranged it, and then lived together with her husband.

One day she got up early in the morning and went to the roof to hang out
her laundry, when the king saw her.

"To whom does this woman belong, people?”

"This is So-and-So's wife."

Sending for the fisherman, he said, "I want your wife."

"O Ruler of the Age," begged the fisherman, "how can I give you my wife?"

"I don't know how you're going to manage it," responded the king, "but I
want her. I'll set an impossible task for you, and if you fail to do it, I'll cut
off your head and take your wife."

"What is it?"

"I want you to bring me a grapevine, to be planted in the evening. And in
the morning I want to get up and find one bunch of grapes on it. I want to
eat from it with my whole army, and it should stay exactly as it is."

The fisherman went crying to his wife.



"It's finished," he lamented. "I'm going to die."

"Don't be afraid,"” she said. "Go back to the shack we were in and call out,
"You whose height is two hand-spans and whose hat is two finger-lengths,
come out? and a creature will appear. Say to him, "My mistress Xadduj bids
you tell my mistress Ayyus to give me a branch of the grapevine growing in
front of her house.'"

"All right," he said, and went to call out as she had taught him, bringing
back with him a branch of the vine. He went and dug by the door of the
palace, planted it, and then headed home.

In the morning, it is said (and if the teller is to be trusted), the king came
and found a full-grown grapevine with one duster of grapes on it. He cut it
down and ate from it with all his army, and it stayed exactly as it. was. The
king then excused the fisherman. But what was he to do? He wanted the
fisherman's wife. Waiting a week or two, he sent for him again.

"What do you want, my lord?"
"I want your wife."
"O Ruler of the Age! O son of worthy people! My wife?"

"This time," said the king, "you must bring me a loaf of bread. I will eat
from it with my army, and it should stay exactly as it is. Otherwise, I'll cut
off your head and take your wife."

Again he went crying to his wife, saying, "Such and such is the story."

"Don't worry," she answered. "Go and call on the same one you called on
last time, and say, 'Give me the loaf of bread sitting on the shelf in my
family's house.'"

The fisherman went, called out, and the creature came. "My mistress
Xadduj," said he, "bids you tell my mistress Ayyus to give me the loaf of
bread sitting on the shelf in her family's house.” The creature disappeared
and then came back with a loaf of bread and said, "Here, master!"

Bringing the bread with him, the fisherman put it in front of the king, who
ate from it with all his army, and it stayed exactly as it was. The fisherman



then took the bread home with him.

"It's no use,"” declared the king finally. "Whether it cracks, or whether it
rings, I want the fisherman's wife."

And again he sent for him, and said, "I want you to bring me an infant the
moment he's born, naked and with his umbilical cord still attached. I want
this infant to tell me a tale that's all lies, from beginning to end."

"My lord," said the fisherman, "by the honor of your womenfolk, I beg
you!"

"No use," answered the king.

Back to his wife went the fisherman, weeping.
"What's the matter?" she asked.

"Such and such is the story,”" he answered.

"Fine," she said. "My sister's just now giving birth. Go stand by the door of
the shack and call out again. Tell the creature to wait until she's given birth,
then have him wrap the baby in a piece of cloth and bring it to you."

The fisherman went and called the creature out, saying to him, "My
mistress tells you to give me the baby her sister's giving birth to right now."

"Wait until he's born," replied the creature.

The fisherman waited by the door of the shack, and when she had given
birth, the other wrapped the baby in a piece of cloth and brought him.

"Hurry!" urged the fisherman's wife, "Take and put him in front of the
king, and don't worry about anything!"

The fisherman carried the baby in his arms to the king's palace.
"Peace to you!" declared the infant the moment they came in.

When they had brought him a chair and the baby sat down in it in front of
the king, he said, "O Ruler of the Age, I want to tell you a tale.”

"Please go ahead," responded the king, and the infant began his tale:



"By Allah, O king, in the old days I used to go around selling olive oil
loaded on a rooster. One day the rooster's back broke. I was going around
wondering what to do for him, what to use on him, when someone much like
yourself showed up.

""Young man,' said he, 'you've got no recourse but walnuts. Crush a walnut
and rub it on the rooster's back, and it will heal.’

"So I went, got hold of a walnut, and crushed and spread it on the rooster's
back. In the morning I woke up and found a tree on his back, and it was
loaded with walnuts. Even with forty pickers up in it, not one could see the
other; and with forty gatherers under it, not one could reach out and touch
another.

"Well, I brought pickers and gatherers and had the tree picked and the nuts
gathered. Then I looked up and saw one nut still hanging from the tip of the
topmost branch. I reached for a handful of dirt and threw it to knock the
walnut down, and that handful spread into a plain the size of Marj Ibn
Amir on top of the tree. I hired a team of yoked oxen, and set to plowing the
plain and planting it with sesame. A caravan passed by and said, 'Young
man, what're you planting?’

"'By Allah,’ I answered, 'I'm planting sesame.'

"'No,' they said. 'By Allah, it's a waste of this soil to plant sesame in it. It's
better to plant watermelons.'

"So I hired laborers and had the sesame seeds picked up, one by one. When
they were finished, I counted the seeds and found one missing. As I was
going around looking for it, I found it in an ant's mouth. With me pulling in
one direction and the ant in the other, the seed split and the ant got away
with one half and I with the other. I pressed it out, and it yielded a ton of
sesame oil.

" After that I started planting watermelons in the plain. I would no sooner
plant the seed than the watermelon would grow behind me as large as a big
jar. I wanted to cut open a watermelon, so I took hold of one and did like
this with the knife, and what should happen but that it slipped from my
hand into the watermelon. Taking off my clothes, I jumped inside the
watermelon and found I was in a market of butcher shops. As I was



wandering around looking for the knife, I found it with one of the butchers.
With me pulling in one direction and he in the other, we ended up fighting
over the knife. Eventually, I snatched it away from him and struck him a
blow that killed him. Then I pulled myself together and came out. And here
I am, O Ruler of the Age! I came directly to see you. Whatever you want,
I'm ready to do it."”

"Uncle," said the king to the fisherman, "take this boy away, and may Allah
bless you and your wife! And never again will I claim her."”

The fisherman took the boy back to his family, and he lived with his wife in
peace and comfort.

This is my tale, I've told it, and in your hands I leave it.
Afterword

These tales take for their theme the relationship between the individual and
society, where family bonds and obligations do not necessarily dictate the
standard of conduct. In this group the fabric of society in operation is
shown, with the values of helping those in distress and of neighborliness
present or assumed in all of them. The women in "Im Awwad" go to the
spring to wash their clothes in groups, both for protection and because
people like to be together. In "The Merchant's Daughter,” the neighbor not
only comes to the girl's rescue, but he also assumes the father's role in
marrying her off. Pomegranate Seeds is helped by the shopkeepers, who,
out of a sense of social (and moral) obligation to help the helpless, take her
in for the night; and when their shops are turned upside down, the
shopkeepers' neighbors in turn assist them by collecting money. In "The
Woodcutter," the standards of honesty and fair dealing are broken only at
the risk of severe and justified punishment. And in the last tale of this
group, the fisherman's in-laws help him in a difficult situation, and his
neighbor at the beginning of the tale cooks for him, taking pity on him
because he is alone and has nobody.

Yet in spite of the social harmony that is presumed to reign, the collectivity
does break down. These tales show how disorder can arise when individuals
attract negative forces simply by virtue of possessing things or qualities that
the rest of society covets. Indeed, envy is considered an active force, its



instrument the evil eye; and although the eye is not explicitly mentioned in
any of the tales, its power is nevertheless present, symbolized in the first
three tales by the actions of the destructive ghouls. As demonstrated in "Im
Awwad," it is not easy to protect oneself from these forces, which are
"supernatural” not in the sense of being beyond nature but rather in being
beyond human control. Although presented in terms of ghoul and jinn
imagery, the behavior of these forces resembles that of human beings - as
seen in the modesty of the fisherman's jinn wife, which prevents her from
returning home after having visited a man's house for fear of parental
retribution; or in the greed of the ghouleh in "The Merchant's Daughter,"
who has amassed a large hoard of treasure but does not use it to benefit her
family.

Three broad categories of possessions - which accurately reflect the
concerns of the society - attract these negative forces: children, wealth, and
sexuality. In "Im Awwad," the simple fact of having a male child is the
source of envy, for aside from their economic value to the family, sons are
also its source of power in the society. Boy children are envied for their own
sake, and parents frequently take precautions to protect them from the evil
eye. The woodcutter's sudden acquisition of wealth is envied by his
neighbors, whose greed resembles that of the ghouleh in "The Merchant's
Daughter.” And in "The Fisherman," the extreme beauty of the wife sets
her apart from other women, thus drawing the power of envy to her, and
her sexuality turns her into an object that the king wishes to possess. In
"The Merchant's Daughter,"” the forces of evil converge upon a single girl
living by herself without a male protector. Men would assume that someone
in her position is easily available, and they would be eager to take advantage
of her if they could. Pomegranate Seeds is made to suffer because she is a
special creature. She is so special that her mother had a pair of golden
slippers made for her, and she is envied for her beauty and her faithfulness.
Her encounter with the schoolmaster/sheikh at the beginning of the tale
carries clear sexual overtones, and her flight from one place to another may
be seen as an attempt to escape the bad reputation that keeps following her.
She must struggle for many years to regain her reputation and her honor in
the face of strong public pressure, represented by the people who curse her
children and urge the king to marry another woman at any cost.



GROUP 1V
ENVIRONMENT

38.



The Little She-Goat T

TELLER: Testify that Allah is One!
AUDIENCE: There is no god but God.

Once there was a she-goat who had three kids. She used to say to them,
"You stay here. I'm going to bring you some grass." Every day she went
grazing until she was full, then she came home with grass for them and said:

"O my kids! O my kids!

Open the door for me!

The grass is on my horns

And the milk is in my teats.”

They would then open the door for her.

One day the hyena saw her as she was leaving and discovered where her
kids were. "By Allah,” he said to himself, "I'm going to eat them." Now, the
she-goat, before going out, would caution her kids, "If anyone should come
and say, 'Let me in," be careful not to open the door." Because the mother's
tail had been chopped off, she said to the kids, "If someone should come and
say to you, 'Open for me, I'm your mother,’ check first if the tail is chopped
off or not. If not, then it can't be me. Don't open the door!"

The hyena went to the cave where the kids were and called out:
"O my kids! O my kids!

Open the door for me!

The grass is on my horns

And the milk is in my teats.”

"Turn around,” they bleated, "and let us see your tail."



Turning around, he displayed his tail, and lo! it was not chopped off.
"Go away!" they said. "You're not our mother."

What was he to do? He wanted to trick them so he could eat them. To the
ant he then went and said, "Chop off my tail so I can eat the kids of the little
she-goat."

"No," answered the ant, "I won't chop off your tail unless you go to the
threshing floor and bring me a measure of wheat."

So to the threshing floor he went and said, "O threshing floor, give me a
measure of wheat so I can give it to the ant, and the ant will then chop off
my tail so I can eat the kids of the little she-goat."

"I won't give it to you," replied the threshing floor, "unless you bring a
team of oxen to tread the wheat on me."

The hyena then went to the oxen and said, "Yoked team, come tread the
wheat on the threshing floor, and the threshing floor will give me a measure
of wheat, and the measure of wheat I'll give to the ant, and the ant will then
chop off my tail so I can eat the kids of the little she-goat."

"We won't go treading,” replied the oxen, "unless you tell the spring to give
us water to drink."

Going to the pool by the spring, the hyena said, "O pool, let the team of
oxen come and drink so that they will tread the wheat on the threshing floor,
and the threshing floor will give me a measure of wheat, and the measure of
wheat I'll give to the ant, and the ant will then chop off my tail so I can eat
the kids of the little she-goat.™

"Let the team come and drink," said the pool.

So the team of oxen went and drank at the spring, then they trod the wheat
on the threshing floor, and the threshing floor gave a measure of wheat to
the ant, and the ant chopped off the hyena's tail.

Back he went to the kids of the little she-goat and called out:

"O my kids! O my kids!



Open the door for me!

The grass is on my horns

And the milk is in my teats.”

"Show us your tail,” they bleated again.

He showed it to them, and, seeing that it was chopped off, they opened the
door for him. In he came and gobbled them all up.

When the little she-goat came home, she discovered the hyena had eaten all
her kids. To the blacksmith she then went and said, "Make me iron horns,
and make them so sharp I can stab the hyena and get my kids back from his
stomach.”

The blacksmith made her a pair of iron horns as sharp as knives. The little
she-goat put them on, rushed to the house of the hyena, and stomped on the
roof.

"Who's pounding on my roof?" roared the hyena. "You've shattered my
jars of oil.”

"I'm the little she-goat of the twisted horns," announced the goat. "Come
on out and let's fight!"

The hyena came out. Piercing him this way and that with her horns, the
little she-goat ripped open his stomach and pulled her kids free.

This is my tale, I've told it, and in your hands I leave it.
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The Old Woman and Her Cat

Once there was an old woman who had a cat. One day she brought some
milk home, and the cat came and lapped it up. Feeling angry, she cut off his
tail.

"Meow! Meow!" he cried. "Give me back my tail."”

"Give me back my milk," demanded the old woman.

"And how am I going to bring back the milk for you?" he asked.
"Go bring it from that ewe over there,"” she answered.

Going to the ewe, the cat said, "Ewe, give me some milk, and the milk is for
the old woman, and the old woman will then sew my tail back on."

"Bring me a branch from that tree over there," said the ewe, "and I'll give
you the milk."

So to the tree he went and said, "O tree, give me a branch, and the branch is
for the ewe, and the ewe will give me some milk, and the milk is for the old
woman, and the old woman will then sew my tail back on."

"Go tell that plowman over there to come plow under me," replied the tree.

To the plowman then he went and said, "O plowman, come plow under the
tree, and the tree will give me a branch, and the branch is for the ewe, and
the ewe will give me some milk, and the milk is for the old woman, and the
old woman will then sew my tail back on."

"Bring me a pair of shoes from the cobbler,"” said the plowman.

He went to the cobbler and said, "O cobbler, give me some shoes, and the
shoes are for the plowman, and the plowman will plow under the tree, and
the tree will give me a branch, and the branch is for the ewe, and the ewe
will give me some milk, and the milk is for the old woman, and the old
woman will then sew my tail back on.™



"Bring me two loaves of bread from that bakerwoman over there,"
answered the cobbler.

The cat then went to the bakerwoman.

"Bakerwoman," he said, "give me two loaves of bread for the cobbler, and
the cobbler will give me some shoes, and the shoes are for the plowman, and
the plowman will plow under the tree, and the tree will give me a branch,
and the branch is for the ewe, and the ewe will give me some milk, and the
milk is for the old woman, and the old woman will then sew my tail back

on.

"Bring me a bucketful of manure from that pile over there," said the
bakerwoman.

So, bringing a bucket full of manure, the cat gave it to the bakerwoman, and
she gave him two loaves of bread. Taking the bread, he gave it to the
cobbler, and the cobbler gave him the shoes, which he gave to the plowman,
who plowed under the tree. The tree then gave him a branch, which he gave
to the ewe, who gave him the milk. Taking the milk with him, he went
running back to the old woman.

"Meow! Meow!" he cried. "Why don't you sew my tail back on?"

The old woman took the milk and sewed the cat's tail back on, and they
became friends again.

The bird of this tale has flown; are you ready for the next one?
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Dunglet

Once there was a woman who had no children. Her husband was a
plowman, and every day they had a hard time finding someone to take food
out to him. They had a few sheep, and one day, as the wife was sweeping out
their pen, she cried out, "O seeker, your wish be granted! May I become
pregnant and have a boy, even if it is a piece of dung!"

It was as if Allah Himself had spoken with her tongue. When she gave birth,
she delivered a pile of dung. All those present at the birth gathered

up the dung and threw it outside, but lo! a piece of it rolled under the
wardrobe. The woman became very, very sad.

One day, while kneading the dough, the wife called out, "O Lord, if only you
had given me a son, he would have taken the food out to his father!" And
behold! the piece of dung jumped out from under the wardrobe and said,
"Mother, I'll take the food to my father."

The woman set to preparing the food, bringing together some yogurt and
seven loaves of bread, and she gave it to Dunglet, who carried it to his
father.

"Welcome!" said the father when he saw him in the distance. "Welcome,
Dunglet, and the path that led Dunglet, who's bringing his father the yogurt
and the seven loaves!" And behold! Dunglet answered, "Death to Dunglet
and the path that brought Dunglet, who ate the yogurt and the seven loaves
and has come to follow them up with his father and the yoked oxen!" He
then devoured his father and the oxen.

Going back home, he found his mother kneading dough.

"Welcome!" she said. "Welcome, Dunglet, and the path that led Dunglet,
who's coming to help his mother with the kneading!"

"Death to Dunglet,” he answered, "and the path that brought Dunglet, who
ate the yogurt and the seven loaves, finished off his father and the oxen, and



has now come to follow them up with his mother and her dough!" He then
devoured his mother.

The next day he went to visit his father's sister, and found her patching her
roof.

"Welcome!" she said. "Welcome, Dunglet, and the path that led Dunglet,
who's coming to help his aunt with the patching."

"Death to Dunglet,” he answered, "and the path that brought Dunglet, who
ate the yogurt and the seven loaves, finished off his father and the oxen, his
mother and her dough, and has now come to follow them up with his aunt
and her day!" He then devoured his aunt.

The following day he went to visit his mother's sister, and found her doing
the laundry.

"Welcome!" she said. "Welcome, Dunglet, and the path that led Dunglet,
who's coming to help his aunt with the washing."

"Death to Dunglet,” he answered, "and the path that brought Dunglet, who
ate the yogurt and the seven loaves, finished off his father and the oxen, his
mother and her dough, his aunt and her day, and has now come to follow
them up with his second aunt and her laundry!"” He then devoured his
second aunt.

The next day he went to visit his grandmother, and found her spinning.

"Welcome!" she said. "Welcome, Dunglet, and the path that led Dunglet,
who's coming to help his grandmother with the spinning!"

"Death to Dunglet,” he answered, "and the path that brought Dunglet, who
ate the yogurt and the seven loaves, finished off his father and the oxen, his
mother and her dough, his aunt and her day, his second aunt and her
laundry, and has now come to follow them up with his grandmother and her
spinning!" He then devoured his grandmother.

On his way home he ran into a wedding procession.

"Welcome!" people said. "Welcome, Dunglet, and the path that led Dunglet,
who's coming to help us celebrate the wedding!"



"Death to Dunglet,” he answered, "and the path that brought Dunglet, who
ate the yogurt and the seven loaves, finished off his father and the oxen, his
mother and her dough, his aunt and her day, his second aunt and her
laundry, his grandmeother and her spinning, and has now come to follow
them up with the bride and groom!" He then devoured the bride and
groom.

As he was walking down the street, he met two blind men who were trying
to cross it.

"Welcome!" they said. "Welcome, Dunglet, and the path that led Dunglet,
who's coming to help us with the crossing!"

"Death to Dunglet,” he answered, "and the path that brought Dunglet, who
ate the yogurt and the seven loaves, finished off his father and the oxen, his
mother and her dough, his aunt and her clay, his second aunt and her
laundry, his grandmeother and her spinning, the bride and the groom, and
has now come to follow them up with the blind men!"

One of them pulled a little knife out of his pocket and gashed Dung-

let's belly. All the people he had devoured came tumbling out, and
everything went back as it had been.
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The Louse

Once a louse married a flea. One day guests came to visit them.
"0 wife," said the flea. "Won't you get up and make us some dinner?"

Getting up, the louse kneaded unleavened loaves and went outside to bake
them in the oven. But when she reached in, she could not bring them out.
She ran to her husband the flea and said, "I wasn't able to reach them." So
out he went and came toward the oven to reach for the loaves, and behold!
he landed in the heart of the oven.

The louse waited for him, but he did not come back. Back to the oven she
went, and lo and behold! he was burned to a crisp - gahmasane . He was as
charred as charcoal.

Going then to the dump, she smeared herself with soot.

"What's the matter, O louse?" asked the dump. "Why are you smeared
with soot?"

"I'm smeared with soot - saxmane,”" answered the louse, "for my husband
the lost one - tarsne - who fell into the oven and burned to a crisp - gahmasn

LA

e.
"As for me," said the dump, "I'm collapsing.”

Toward evening a flock of sheep came that way.

"What's the matter, O dump?" they asked. "Why have you collapsed?"

"I've collapsed - hailane,” answered the dump. "The louse is smeared with
soot - saxmane - and the flea has fallen into the oven and burned to a crisp -
gahmasane."

"As for us," said the sheep, "we're going lame."
In the morning they passed by an olive tree.

"Why, O sheep," asked the tree, "are you lame like this?"



"We're lame - 'arjane,"” they answered. "The dump has collapsed - hailane -
and the louse is smeared with soot - saxmane - for her husband the lost one -
tarsane - who fell into the oven and burned to a crisp - gahmasne."

"As for me," said the tree, "I'm withering."
A bird came to perch on the tree.

"What's the matter, O olive tree?" asked the bird. "Why are you
withered?"

"I'm withered - salallane,” answered the tree. "The sheep are lame - arjane
- the dump has collapsed - hailane - and the louse is smeared with soot -
saxmane - for her husband the lost one - tarsane - who fell into the oven and
burned to a crisp - gahmasane ."

"As for me," said the bird, "I'm plucking my feathers."
The bird then went to drink at the spring.
"What's the matter, O bird?" asked the spring. "Why are you plucked?"

"My feathers are plucked - matane,” answered the bird. "The olive tree is

withered - salallane - the sheep are lame - arjane - the dump has collapsed -
hailane - and the louse is smeared with soot - saxmane - for her husband the
lost one - tarsane - who fell into the oven and burned to a crisp - gahmasane

"

"As for me," said the spring, "I'm drying up."
Bedouin Arabs came to get water at the spring and found it dry.
"What's the matter, O spring?" they asked. "Why are you dry?"

"I'm dry - nasfane,” answered the spring. "The bird's feathers are plucked
- matane - the olive tree is withered - salallane - the sheep are lame - arjane -
the dump has collapsed - hailane - and the louse is smeared with soot -
saxmane - for her husband the lost one - tarsane - who fell into the oven and
burned to a crisp - gahmasane ."

"As for us,"” declared the Bedouins, "we're breaking our jars."



They broke their jars and headed back to their camp. Some other Bedouins
ran into them.

"Why, O Arabs," they asked, "are your jars broken?"

"Qur jars are broken - kasrane," they answered. "The spring is dry -
nasfane - the olive tree is withered - salallane - the sheep are lame - arjane -
the dump has collapsed - hailane - and the louse is smeared with soot -
saxmane - for her husband the lost one - tarsane - who fell into the oven and
burned to a crisp - gahmasane ."

"And as for us," these nomads exclaimed, "we're getting out of here -
rahlane !"

Afterword

This group differs fundamentally from all the other tales in the collection.
Because they are "formula" tales, requiring a verbal precision that becomes
part of the content, there is little room in them for tellers to show
individuality in weaving the narrative. Also, being formulaic, they are
circular in structure, with the end contained in the beginning. They
therefore do not reflect social reality in the same way the other tales do;
rather, they serve an analogical function, as models of that reality. The
regularity and security of the social world is reflected in the predictable
organization of each tale - the prescribed order that must be followed for
the next step to be achieved. Thus, as a group, the tales show individuals as
existing in harmonious interdependence with the environment, both
animate and inanimate. In the first three tales disharmony is produced by
upsetting one of the links in the chain of relationships, thereby triggering a
process of readjustment in all the other links until equilibrium is restored.
In "The Louse," in contrast, one of the links in the chain has been
destroyed, and the damage reverberates throughout the system, causing
harm to all its components and preventing the restoration of equilibrium.
Thus an action that appears inconsequential at the microscopic level, when
multiplied throughout the chain, can damage the entire community.

Despite the similarity in form, the tales are nevertheless marked by
differences in detail that set each apart from the others. "The Little She-
Goat," one of the most popular children'’s tales in the country, lends itself to



allegorical interpretation, with the she-goat standing for the underdog and
the hyena (which in some versions is represented as a ghoul) representing
oppressive authority. With courage and community cooperation, the she-
goat is able to liberate her children from the belly of the monster. It is
instructive to observe how the alliances in the tale are worked out. Even
though the hyena can get help from the other animals as long as he gives
something in return, the domestic goat is the only animal that receives help,
from the blacksmith, with no conditions attached; thus human beings and
domestic animals are in alliance against the forces of the wild. Like
"Dunglet,"” the tale teaches us that, despite his awe-inspiring appearance,
the monster is not so fearful after all.

The dialectic of domestic versus wild on which the tale of the she-goat turns
helps us understand the next tale, "The Old Woman and Her. Cat."
Although the cat is a domestic animal, it has not totally lost its wild impulses
and so does not hesitate to lap up the old woman's milk as soon as an
opportunity presents itself. This observation is confirmed by the fact that
few households keep cats as pets. In the villages, where food has
traditionally been scarce, little is left over for pets; cats therefore lead a
semiwild existence, living on the scraps tossed to them and on what they can
hunt in the fields or steal from people's homes. Thus the cat's theft of the old
woman's milk would not be an unusual occurrence; it would, however, be
unusual for the old woman to keep a cat when she could not feed it. The
taming of the cat, then, seems to be the point of the tale. By acting selfishly
in lapping up the milk, the cat, although acting according to its nature, is
behaving in a manner contrary to the norms of the society. And the routine
of sending him out to regain his tail is a way of teaching him the meaning of
cooperation and interdependence. The theme of nature versus culture, in
fact, is prominent in Palestinian folklore, and the cat is often used
emblematically to typify the sort of creature that, no matter how refined it
appears to be, still preserves its wild nature underneath.

In many respects, "Dunglet” is similar to "The Little She-Goat." In both
tales the ghoulish figure is overcome by being slashed in the belly so that
those he had devoured may return to their previous condition. The belly
thus serves as a central image to convey concretely the idea of greed, which
the ghoul usually personifies in the tales. Both tales, like all folktales,
champion the weak underdog against the strong and powerful.



In "The Little She-Goat," the hyena was seen to represent oppressive
authority. The tale of "Dunglet,"” too, deals with a social evil, namely, the
oppression of children by adult members of the extended family. We note
that the initial wish to have a child is utilitarian: the family needs someone
to take the food out to the father. Further, wherever the child turns, all his
relatives perceive him only in terms of his usefulness to them. He seems to
exist only insofar as he can be of use. Certainly, in such an environment the
child would harbor an intense resentment toward his family, and the figure
of Dunglet may therefore be seen, from the child's point of view, as a
justified magnification of that resentment.

Yet "Dunglet” is a more complex tale than would appear at first sight. It
demonstrates clearly the organic relationship (discussed in the afterword to
Group V) between the human world and the supernatural, which, taken
together, form a unitary reality. In "Dunglet,” as in "Sumac!" (Tale 8), the
wish for strange offspring originates in the mind of the mother; the ghoulish
figure, in other words, is a symbolic externalization of conditions already
existing within the social system. The harmonious functioning of the
individual within this system is presumed to be the normal state of affairs.
The individual's thought process, although invisible, is nevertheless
understood to be as "real"” as are material manifestations of reality. Hence,
Dunglet's mother can act upon the world merely by wishing. Socially
isolated because she has no children, in her despair she challenges her
destiny by asking for something absurd (cf. Tale 1, n. 3). Indirectly, the tale
admonishes its listeners against having evil thoughts, for the possibility
exists that this evil will materialize and harm others. It is this sort of
"materialization" of thought that lies behind the belief in the evil eye
(alluded to in the preceding afterword to Group III and discussed in Tale
19, n. 4).

The tale of "Dunglet” also demonstrates clearly the relationship between
ghoulishness and appetite, and teaches an important lesson about the
metaphorical significance of "devouring." Palestinian mothers threaten
their children with the devouring ghoul from an early age, and even though
no one knows what a ghoul looks like, each has his or her own image of it.
That is why it is said that ghouls can take any shape. Now, Dunglet is the
shape that his mother's hunger takes: he is an eternal belly, always
devouring but never satisfied; he has the power to destroy anyone who can



see him, especially members of his family. The only way to destroy him is to
pierce his belly, the locus of his appetite, yet the only ones who have the
power to do so are the blind men, who cannot even see him. In short, those
who are themselves hungry cannot liberate themselves from the illusion of
his power; they have been "devoured,” overcome by the power of
appearance.

As for "The Louse,” this tale provides a kind of model for the sympathy
that people feel for each other in case of disaster. Here we find the reverse of
the process of identity discussed in the afterword to Group III: although the
individual derives his identity from the collectivity, that collectivity in turn
shares the fate of the individual. Thus the collectivity is understood in its
native context to be not necessarily an oppressive force, but a community of
feeling wherein an individual's fate can act upon the society at large and
hence affect its destiny.

GROUP V
UNIVERSE
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The Woman Who Fell into the Well

Once there were some men who had been out selling, you might say,
charcoal and were on their way home. As they were traveling, one of them
said, "God forsake you! By Allah, we're hungry!"

"0 So-and-So!" they said. "Stop by and ask for something for us."
Stopping by a house to ask for something, he found a woman at home.

"I entreat you in Allah's name, sister," he said, "if you have a couple of
loaves of bread, let me have them for these cameleers. We're on the road
from faraway places, and we're hungry."

"Of course," she said, and reached for the bread, giving him what Allah put
within her means to give - a loaf, maybe two.

And, by Allah, on his way out of the house, he stumbled over a dog tied to a
tree. Startled, the man fell backwards, and behold! he ended up in a well
that happened to be there. It was a dry well and held no water at all.

"There is no power and no strength except in Allah!" exclaimed the woman.
"O sister,” the man cried out, "lower the rope and pull me out!"

Throwing him the rope, the woman started to pull him out but when he
almost reached the mouth of the well her strength failed her. His weight
grew too heavy for her, and she fell into the well with him.

"There is no power and no strength except in Allah!" exclaimed the man.
"But don't worry, sister. By Allah's book, you're my sister!" And they sat
together for a while.

Now, her brothers were seven, and with their plowman they were eight, and
they were all out plowing the fields. In a while the plowman showed up.

"Hey, So-and-So!" he called out. "Hey, So-and-So!" But she did not answer.

After a while, she called out from the well, "Pull me out!"



When he had pulled her and the man out, she said, "Such and such is the
story, and please protect my reputation. By Allah, this man is like my
brother. Protect me, and don't tell my brothers. They'll kill me. And come
harvest time, when my brothers pay your wages, I'll add two measures to
your share. Just don't tell on me!"

"Fine," said the plowman.

A day went and a day came, and they harvested the grain and threshed it.
He took his wages, and the sister gave him extra.

"What did you do this year," asked his wife, "that Seo-and-So's household
gave you extra?"

"By Allah," replied the man, "he who protects another's reputation, Allah
will protect his reputation in turn."

"Impossible!" she insisted. "You must tell me what happened, or else you'll
worship one God and I another!"

"By Allah," he said, "there was a girl who had fallen into a well with a man,
and I pulled her out.”

Now the wife, when she sat together with the other women, used to say, "Did
you know? So-and-So - my husband pulled her out of the well, and she had
a man with her!"

This woman told that one, and so on, until her brothers got hold of the
news.

"We must kill her," they said.

The girl, catching on to their intentions, ran away at night. Eventually she
came to a tent, and lo! there was a young man in this tent, living together
with his mother. They let her stay with them, and the mother would bring
food in to her.

Now, the man was a bachelor, and his mother said, "Son, by Allah, this girl
has filled my eye. She's very nice, and I'd like to approach her for you."

"Yes, mother," he said. "If you want me to marry her, speak with her."



"0 So-and-So!" said the mother. "What do you think? My son — I have no
one but him. What do you say to my marrying you to him?"

"I'll marry him," the girl replied.

She married him. After that, she became pregnant and gave birth to a boy
whom she called Maktub. Then she became pregnant again and delivered,
giving birth to a girl whom she called Kutbe. Again she became pregnant
and delivered, giving birth to a boy whom she cared Mqaddar.

Meanwhile, her brothers were roaming the countryside looking for her. One
day, coming by where she was, they said, "By Allah, it's getting late, and
we'd like to take shelter with you for the night.” (See how destiny works!)
After they came in and sat down, their host prepared them the dinner which
Allah placed within his means, and they ate. The father kept saying, "Come
here, Maktub! Go over there, Kutbe!" The whole time it was like that,
"Kutbe this, Maktub that, and Mqaddar this!"

As they were sitting after dinner, they said, "Let us tell of our adventures."
Then they said, "The first tale's on the host."

"All right," he said. "I'd like to tell you about what happened to me in my
time. Where are you folks from?"

"By Allah," they answered, "you might say we're from the hills around
Hebron."

"By Allah," he said, "I had an adventure when I was a young man of
twenty."

"Please proceed!" they said.

"By Allah,” he began his tale, "we were salesmen, traveling in your part of
the country. One day we were hungry. 'So-and-So!' said my companions,
'Stop off and beg a few loaves for us.’ By Allah, I stopped by this girl - May
Allah protect her reputation! 'For the sake of Allah, sister,’ I begged, 'if you
can spare us a couple of loaves of bread! We're camel drivers, and we're
traveling.' By Allah, reaching for some loaves of bread, that noble woman
handed them to me and said, 'Brother, make sure to sidestep the trunk of
that tree. There's a dog tied to it, and it might charge you. Take care not to



fall into the well." And by Allah, folks, she hadn't even finished her words of
warning, when the dog rushed at me. And he no sooner attacked than I was
startled and fell into the well."”

Now the plowman, who was traveling with them, said, "I must go out. I
have to peel”

"No!" her brothers responded. "Don't go out until the host finishes his
tale.”

"By Allah," continued their host, "when I fell into the well, a girl looked in
and said, 'There is no power and no strength except in Allah. There's no one
here who can pull you out."” Her brothers were seven and with the plowman
they were eight, and they were all out in the fields. 'For the sake of Allah,
sister,' I begged her, 'lower the rope and pull me up!' And, by Allah, that
decent woman - May Allah protect her honor! - dangled a rope down and
started to pull me up, but when I was almost to the mouth of the well my
weight was too much for her and she fell into the well with me."

The plowman again said, "I want to go pee,"” but her brothers answered,
" Sit! 1Al

"By Allah,"” the host went on, "who should show up but the plowman?
'Here I am!' she said, after he had called to her. Lowering a rope, he pulled
her out. 'Brother,’ she pleaded with him, 'such and such is the story.’ "

Now she herself was listening. Where? In the tent she sat, listening to her
husband's tale.

"I have to go take a shit!" said the plowman.
"Sit!" the brothers said. "Wait till the host tells his tale!"

"By Allah, friends," continued the host, "the man pulled us out, and I came
this way."

No sooner had he said that than she burst out with a ululation from behind
the divider in the tent, and then came in to where they were sitting and said,
"You're my brother, and you're my brother."

"You," exclaimed the brothers, "are here!"



"Here I am," she answered, "and I've called my children Maktub, Kutbe,
and Mgaddar."

The bird has flown, and a good night to all!
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The Rich Man and the Poor Man

Once upon a time there were two sisters, married to two brothers, one very,
very rich, and the other very, very poor. One day the sister married to the
poor one went to visit the wife of the rich one and found her preparing
stuffed cabbage leaves for dinner. She sat on the doorstep, but her rich sister
did not say to her, "Come in, sister, and sit down inside.” When she brought
the cabbage out of the boiling water, the rich sister gave the ribs of the
leaves to her children but did not say, "Here, sister, take some and eat
them." Putting her head in her hands, the poor one sank deep into thought.

"What are you doing, sister?" she asked.

"My husband has brought me cabbage and meat," replied the sister, "and
I'm going to stuff the cabbage leaves for the children to eat.”

Now the wife of the poor brother had recently become pregnant, and she
craved the food. When she smelled the cabbage, she sighed. "Alas!" she
thought in her heart. "Would that I had even one of those cabbage ribs to
eat!" But she was ashamed to say anything to her sister. She sat and sat, and
then prepared to leave, but the other did not say, for example, "Stay, sister,
until the cabbage leaves are done so you can have some"; or, "Stay and have
lunch with us.” She did not say anything.

The wife of the poor man went straight home to her husband. "My man,"
she said, "we must buy some cabbage and make stuffed cabbage leaves for
the children. And, by Allah, I too have a craving for it. I was visiting my
sister, and she didn't say to me, '"Take this and eat it, even if it is only a rib of
cabbage.'"

Her husband was employed by the vizier. "Very well," he said. "I'11 save
my wages for the whole week, and we'll buy cabbage and meat. You prepare
the meal, and we'll invite the vizier to have dinner with us."

He saved his money for a week and bought a kilogram and a half of meat, a
kilogram and a half of rice, and some cabbages. She stuffed the cabbage
leaves and cooked them, and dinner was ready. Because they were inviting



the vizier, they borrowed a mattress from one neighbor, a cushion from
another, and plates and cutlery from others.

When the vizier arrived in their hut, they seated him on the mattress, while
the husband sat next to him on a straw mat and she sat in front of them,
serving the stuffed cabbage leaves. Before she was aware of what she had
done, and in spite of herself, she farted. "Yee!" she cried out, "may my
reputation be ruined! And I had to do this in front of the vizier. Earth, open
up and swallow me!" The earth, so the story goes, opened up and swallowed
her.

Down under the surface of the earth she went, and where did she find
herself but in a souk bustling with shops and people. It was a whole world,
just like the souk in Acre or even a little bigger. Now, her husband and the
vizier did not know where she had gone. They waited and waited, but when
she did not come back, they served the stuffed cabbages and ate them. Then
the vizier went home.

Meanwhile, the wife went around the marketplace. "Has anyone seen my
fart?" she asked. "Tell me the truth, brother! Haven't you seen my fart?"

"What fart, sister?" people answered. "Folks must be crazy where you
come from." A group gathered around her, and she told them what had
happened, from the beginning to the end. "By Allah, dear aunt,” they said,
"you are right to be looking for it,” and they all, the police and the
townspeople, went searching around with her. "Who has seen the fart?"
they cried out. "Who has seen the fart?"

"Here I am!" he answered, surprising them. And how did they find

him but sitting in a care with his legs crossed like an effendi, all bathed and
wearing a cashmere suit with a fez on his head. Gathering around him, they
started to blame him for what he had done. "How could you have done what
you did to this poor woman?" they said. "You escaped against her will, and
embarrassed her in front of the vizier."

"I was pressed tight inside her, utterly uncomfortable,” he defended
himself. "Now that I've escaped, I've bathed and dressed up, and I'm having
a great time. Why not?"



"All right,"” they said, "now that you've done what you did and blackened
this woman's name, how will you compensate her?"

"Her reward,” he answered, "will be that every time she opens her mouth
to say something, a piece of gold will fall from it. And you, sister,” he added,
"just say, 'Let the earth open and bring me up!' and it will happen.”

"Let the earth open and bring me up!" she said, and behold! gold fell from
her mouth, and the earth opened and brought her back up. It was early
evening, and her husband was sitting at home. "What happened to you,
dear wife? Where did you go? What did you do?" As she was telling her
story, pieces of gold were falling from her lips.

She went and bought a rosary and recited prayers of praise to Allah. Gold
was falling from her mouth the whole time. They became very, very rich.

"Right now," she said to her husband, "this very moment, you must buy us
a house like a king's, complete with servants, slaves, and furniture!”

Before twenty-four hours had passed, her husband had already bought her
a mansion to vie with the king's palace, all furnished and with servants. It is
said she put on clothes just like those of the king's wife, living in her
mansion with servants all around her.

When a few days had passed, the rich brother's wife remembered her sister.
"Yee!" she said, "my poor sister was craving food and came to visit, and I
didn't offer her even one bite of the stuffed cabbage. There are still some
scrapings left at the bottom of the pot, and, by Allah, I'm going to take them
to her myself." Scraping the bottom of the pot, she put what she found on a
plate. When she arrived at her sister's old shack, she found someone else
living there. She asked about her sister, and they said to her, "Where have
you been? You sister has bought a house fit for a king, and now she’s living
in it."

Taking the plate of scraps over to the new house, she knocked on the door. A
servant and some slaves appeared. "What do you want?" they asked.

"I want to see my sister,” she answered.

"Wait till we ask our mistress," they said.



"By Allah, dear sister," she said when she came in, "I forgot to invite you to
eat when you were visiting us, and now I've brought you a plateful of stuffed
cabbage.”

"No! No!" replied the other sister, "take the food home with you. Thank you
very much, and may Allah increase your blessings!" She called her servants
and said, "Fill silver plates full of every kind of food in the kitchen, put
them on a large silver platter, and send it home with her. Take it over
yourselves!"

"For the sake of Allah,” the visitor asked, "what did you do to get all this?"
"Such and such happened to me," replied her sister.

As soon as she arrived home, the wife of the rich man told her husband the
story she had just heard. "Right now," she said, "immediately, you will
invite the vizier and bring the ingredients for stuffed cabbage, and I'll do as
my sister did."

"Listen, wife!" said the husband, "Allah has blessed us with more than we
need. We are content in our life, and we don't need anything more. Your
sister was a poor woman, may God help her! Why don't you just forget
about all this?"

"No!" insisted the wife. " You must invite the vizier."

So he went and bought the makings for stuffed cabbage leaves and invited
the vizier. The vizier came to dinner, and she sat in front of them to serve
the food. She pressed and squeezed in order to fart, putting so much
pressure on herself that she forced out a little fart. "Let the earth open up
and swallow me!" she exclaimed, and the earth opened and swallowed her.

She went down below, only to find it nighttime, with rain falling and the
streetlamps all out. How miserable it was all around!

"Yee!" she thought, "may my reputation be ruined! What have I done?"
She walked around the streets, reeling in the darkness and the rain. People
meeting her would ask, "What's the matter with you, aunty? Where are you
going, aunty?"

"I'm looking for the fart,” she would answer.



"What fart, aunty?" they asked, and she said, "Such and such happened to
me." She told them her story.

As before, they all went asking about, until they heard him. "Here I am!" he
squeaked. They found him, you might say, taking shelter from the rain in a
dank animal pen, all wrapped up in a piece of coarse cloth and shivering
from the cold. "Who wants me?" he asked. "What do you want from me?"

"Such and such you did to this poor woman!" they blamed him. "Why did
you embarrass her in front of the vizier?"

"I was sitting inside her, warm and happy," he answered, "and she kept
pressing and squeezing till she forced me out against my will, to fend for
myself in this cold darkness."

"Very well. How then are you going to compensate her?"

"Her reward,” he replied, "will be that every time she opens her mouth to
say something, snakes and scorpions will spring from it and bite her."

No sooner had she said, "Let the earth open and take me back up!" than
snakes and scorpions sprang from her mouth and bit her. When she was by
her husband's side, he asked, "Well, what did you do?"

"I neither did nor found anything," she answered. She was telling her take
while snakes and scorpions fell from her mouth and bit her until she died.

"You got what you deserved," said her husband then. "May you never rise
again!"

He went and married another woman, happy to be rid of his first wife.

44.



Maruf the Shoemaker

Once there was a shoemaker - a poor man with his wife and children, just
like the son of Yusif il-Xatib, who is new to the craft. All day he mended
shoes - save the listeners! - so he could make two or three piasters and buy
bread for his children. I mean, he was making ends meet. One day his wife
said to him, "You know, husband, I have a strong craving for knafe . It's a
long time since we've had it, and we want you to bring us a platter full of
knafe with honey."

"Wife," he asked, "how are we going to do that?"
"I don't know how," she answered, "but get it you must!"

Every day the poor man saved a piaster or two until in a week or two he had
saved thirty, forty piasters and gone to the market, where he bought her a
platter of knafe . Carrying it along, he brought it home and gave it to her.
But when she tasted it and found it was made with sugar rather than honey,
she took hold of the platter and tossed the knafe out.

"I told you I wanted a platter of knafe with honey, not with sugar syrup!"
she complained.

Now, Maruf, he was short-tempered, and he became furious. Reaching for
the stick, he set to beating her, turning her this way and that until the stick
was broken. Out she came running, and she went straight to the cadi to
bring her case against her husband. The cadi sent after Maruf, and he came
and found her there.

"Why, my son,” asked the judge, "do you beat your wife and insult her?
And why don't you satisfy her needs?"

"Your excellency,” answered Maruf, "may Allah give you long life! I'm a
poor man. My condition's such and such, and my occupation's such and
such. She asked for a platter of knafe, and for two weeks I scrimped until I
was able to save its price. I went to the market, bought it for her, and



brought it home, but when she tasted it and found it was made with sugar
she said she didn't want it. So she took it and threw it out."

"It's all right, son," said the cadi. "Here's half a pound! Go buy her a
platter of knafe, and make peace between you!"

The judge made peace between them, giving them the half-pound, and they
went to the market and Maruf bought his wife the platter of knafe . Giving
it to her to carry, he said, "Go!" She went home, and he stayed behind.

"By Allah!" he swore, "no longer am I even going to stay in the same
country where this woman is to be found?

He stayed away till sunset, then found a ruined house where he leaned
against a wall and waited for daylight so he could run away. And, by Allah,
while he was inside the house, toward morning he felt a giant come upon
him before he even knew what it was.

"What are you doing here?" asked the giant.

"By Allah,"” answered Maruf, "I'm running away from my wife, and I want
to get as far away as possible.”

"Where do you want to go?"
"I want to go to Egypt.”

Reaching for him, the giant, who was from the jinn, picked him up and set
him down in Egypt. Earlier he was in Damascus, but before day broke he
was in Egypt. Now, he used to have a neighbor in Damascus called All who
had since moved to Egypt, where Allah had blessed him and he was now a
big merchant. As Maruf was wandering about early in the morning, people
saw him. He was a stranger, they could tell.

"Where arc you from, uncle?"
"From Damascus."
"When did you leave Damascus?"

"I left this morning," he answered, "and I arrived this morning."



"Crazy man, crazy man, crazy man!" they shouted, gathering behind him
and clapping. "Crazy man, crazy man!" they taunted him, following him
around, until they passed in front of the merchant Ali's. Looking carefully
at Maruf, Ali recognized him. He chased away the boys following him and
called him over.

"Come here!" he said, although Maruf had not yet recognized his old
neighbor. "Where are you from?"

"I'm from Damascus."
"When did you come from Damascus?"
"I left this morning."

"What!" exclaimed Ali, "You left Damascus this morning, and you're now
here in Egypt! Are you crazy? By Allah, those boys were right to follow you
around. Don't you recognize me?"

"No."

"Do you remember you used to have a neighbor in Damascus called Ali?"
"Yes."

"I'm your neighbor Ali."

"You're Ali!"

"Yes, I'm Ali. Come with me."

He went and bought Maruf a suit of clothes, a fez, and (saving your honors!)
a pair of shoes. He also bought him socks and fitted him out properly. It was
as if Maruf had taken a different shape. He was quite a sight now! And on
top of all that, Ali gave him a hundred pounds.

"Take this hundred pounds,” he said, "and spend from it until you're able
to find some kind of work. And if anyone should ask you, don't say, 'I left
Damascus this morning and arrived here this morning.' Say you're a
merchant, and you came ahead of your merchandise, which is following you
by sea.” He wanted to make Maruf look important. Giving him the hundred
pounds, he said, "Take this, and go in Allah's safe keeping!"



Maruf went on his way. Upon meeting Safi, he would give him some money.
When he met another person, he would give him some money. "Where are
you from, uncle?" people would ask.

"I'm from Damascus."
"What are you doing here in Egypt?"

"By Allah," he would answer, "I'm a merchant, and I arrived ahead of my
merchandise, which is following me by sea.”

"What's this?" people wondered, seeing him squander his money. "We've
never seen anything on this scale before. What a generous man! If he
weren't really an important merchant, he wouldn't be throwing money
around like this!"

His reputation spread, and when he had used up the hundred pounds he
came to another merchant and borrowed two thousand, saying, "I'll pay
you back when my merchandise arrives."

Again he went around, casting his money like seeds, distributing it among
the poor. Whomever he met, he would just reach in and give him a handful,
until the money was gone. He then went to another merchant and borrowed
four thousand, distributing it the same way. What a reputation he achieved!
Whichever way he turned, people said, "The merchant Maruf! The
merchant Maruf! What a merchant this is, Who just appeared in our
country! We've never seen, we've never heard of anyone so great."

Who heard about him? The king. And the king had a daughter - you should
see that daughter!

"Councillor!" he called.
"What do you want, O Ruler of the Age?" asked the vizier.

"A merchant has arrived in our country, the like of whom we've never
heard of or seen. He's made the city rich with the money he's distributed,
and his merchandise has yet to arrive. He's come here ahead of his goods. I
want to send after him and invite him to dinner, and I want to marry my
daughter to him. This way we'll gain him and his merchandise. What do you
think?"



"Yes, O Ruler of the Age!" answered the vizier. "This is your business. Who
am I to raise objections?"

"Go see him," said the king, "and say to him, 'You're invited, and you must
have dinner with the king.""

The vizier went, searched for him, and found him.
"Mr. Merchant Maruf!" he said.
" Yes! Al

"The king sends you his greetings, and says your dinner tonight will be with
him."

"Of course,” answered Maruf. "Why not? Am I too good for the king?"

Pulling himself together, he went to the king, who had prepared him a table
- brother, what a spread! They turned their attention to it and ate dinner.
Everything was just fine. They brought desserts. Anyway, they ate till they
had had enough. After they had finished, washed, and sat down, the king
said, "You know, Merchant Maruf."

"Yes?" answered Maruf.

"I want you to be my son-in-law," said the king. "I want to give you my
daughter in marriage. What do you say?"

Maruf mused over this, then he said, "O Ruler of the Age, would anyone
hate to be the king's son-in-law?"

"Councillor,” said the king. "Call the official here!"

The vizier called the cadi. A marriage contract for the king's daughter was
drawn up, and the king prepared a feast for them. He bought her a
handsome trousseau, vacated one of his palaces, and brought Maruf in to
her. After they had been together as man and wife, the king said to his son-
in-law, "This is the treasure chest of the kingdom, you can take what you
want. And this money lying outside the chest is for you to spend as you like.
You can replace it when your merchandise arrives.” And so saying, he
handed him the key to the treasury.



Now, brothers, every morning Maruf would visit with the king, stay awhile,
then go up and fill his pockets with money, which he distributed in the city
before coming back home. This went on for ten, fifteen, twenty days, till the
money outside the chest was gone. Reaching for the treasury then, Maruf
opened it and gave away from that money too.

By the time the king had realized his mistake the treasury was nearly empty,
and the money outside it had already vanished.

"My vizier," said the king, "save me!"

"The owner saves his own property, O Ruler of the Age!" replied the vizier.
"What happened?"”

"This man has squandered all the spare money outside the treasury, and
now even it is nearly empty. It's already been two months, and we haven't
seen his merchandise or anything else. We're afraid he's a liar. What have
we gotten ourselves into?"

"By Allah, it's not my fault,"” said the vizier.
"And now, what are we to do?" insisted the king.

"By Allah, O Ruler of the Age," answered the vizier, "'no one can expose a
man better than his wife. To your daughter, then!"

Sending for her, the king said, "Daughter, the situation is such and such,
and we're afraid your husband may be a liar. Why don't you sound him out
and see if he really does have goods coming or not, then send me word?"

"Fine," she said, and went home.

That evening, after visiting with the king, Maruf went home. His wife
became coy with him, teasing him with questions: "By Allah, cousin, when's
your merchandise arriving?" and "What's become of it?" and "How ..."
She kept up this coyness until he fell for her trick and chuckled.

"What's the matter?" she asked.

"By Allah," he answered, "I don't have any merchandise or anything else.
I'm a poor man whose life story is such and such,” and he told her his story.



"What" she exclaimed.
"By Allah," he replied, "I've told it to you as it is."

"What can I say to you?" she answered. "We've been together as man and
wife, and it would be a shame for me to betray you. But if my father were to
find out, what might he not do to you? You tricked him, took his daughter,
and spent his money. And even if my father doesn't kill you, those
merchants whose money you took will do so. So, better get up! Let's go!"

Going down to the stable, she made a horse ready for him, putting
provisions in the saddlebags. "Take care,"” she added, "not to stay in this
country, where someone may bring up your name. Wherever they hear of
you, they'll want to kill you. If my father asks me in the morning, I'll say,
'He got news of his merchandise and had to go see about it." As for you, run
as fast as you can! Beware of staying in this country!"

What was Maruf to do? Mounting the horse, he sped out of there. Brother,
he stayed here one day and there another until he had been going for Allah
knows how long. One day his provisions ran out, and hunger pricked him.
Traveling on a road by a village, he saw a farmer planting the fields below
the village and parallel to the road. As he passed by him, he greeted him,
"Hello!"

"Welcome!" answered the farmer.

"0 uncle,” he asked, "would you happen to have a loaf of bread for me to
eat?" Maruf was something to look at! Seeing a man with royal robes, a
horse, and a saddle - it was like another world to the farmer, and he said,
"Yes, brother. Stop by and honor me with your presence."

When Maruf joined him, the plowman halted his team, took his rough
cloak, spread it on a rock, and said, "Sit down here until I go bring you
some food. My house is right over there." Going up to his house, he said to
his wife, "Woman, such and such is the story. Make us a bit of lentil soup
and crumble some bread into it!" Ah! What was he to do? That was all he
had. His wife was lively, and she made the food quickly.

Meanwhile, Maruf said to himself, "This poor man - I've held up his work. I
might as well get up and help him out with the team until he comes back



with the food." Taking hold of the plow, he shouted at the animals. He
plowed a furrow, and in the course of the second the plow hit against
something. He prodded the animals with the goad, and they pulled against
the root that snagged the plow. And behold! it gave way to a door leading to
a tunnel. Stopping the team, Maruf went down into the tunnel. And what,
my dears, did he find but sealed pots full of money! Seeing a ring by the
mouth of one of the jars, he took it up. Now, the ring was dirty and covered
with dust, and he wanted to wipe it off, but no sooner had he done like this
with it than a being shook himself up.

"Your servant, master!" he said. "Order and wish, and it will be done!"
This being was the jinni residing in the ring.

"I want all this treasure outside," said Maruf, "loaded on mules and
camels."”

No sooner had he said this than it was all outside, loaded on camels and
mules.

"I want a hundred camels loaded with cloth," continued Maruf. "I want a
hundred mules loaded with sugar. I want this, I want that. I want gold, I
want precious stones. I want soldiers. I want, and I want ..."

Now, that poor plowman - he had barely come down with the food when he
looked, and behold! he saw a king with his army. It was as if all hell had
broken loose. Eh! Eh! He took one step back and one forward, but Maruf,
seeing him, called him over. "Come, come!" he said, "Bring me that tray!"
Putting the tray in front of him, he ate the food, then he scooped handfuls of
gold into the tray until he had filled it. After that he turned around and
marched in front of his merchandise, dear brothers, till he reached his
father-in-law's territory.

In the morning, the king sent for his daughter.
"So, daughter?" he asked.

"By Allah, father," she answered, "the other night while we were sleeping
word came that the merchandise was on its way, and he went to pick it up.”



Eh! How pleased was the king! The poor daughter, on the other hand, was
only trying to let her husband escape so no one could catch and kill him.

Meanwhile, Maruf, as he approached his father-in-law's domain, sent a
messenger out to let the king know his son-in-law was on his way with the
goods.

Gathering the army and his cabinet, the king came out to receive his son-in-
law. And behold! What a shipment it was, my dears! Look, it was like
asking for what you want with your own tongue. Whatever you could
possibly want was to be found there.

Coming into the city, Maruf paid back four thousand pounds to those from
whom he had taken two, and eight thousand to those who had given him
four. The rest he sent away for keeping in his father-in-law's storehouses -
the gold in one room, the jewelry in another, the rice here, the sugar there,
the goods, the cloth ... It was like the end of the world! He filled the whole
place with goods.

"See, my vizier!" said the king. "Didn't I tell you!"

The vizier was a shrewd man; nothing was lost on him. "This couldn't be
mere merchandise,” he thought. "So many diamonds, and so much gold!
Something isn't right here!" Now, in the course of his evening visits with the
king and his son-in-law, the vizier spied the ring and recognized what it was.

"O Ruler of the Age!" he said, "By Allah, we're bored, and we'd like to
have a party in the orchard, just for me and you and the merchant

Maruf, your son-in-law. Let's take food and drink with us, and have a good
time entertaining ourselves together."

"Yes, my vizier," responded the king, "why not?"

The next day the king spoke with his son-in-law. What was he to say? He
accepted. But his wife, the king's daughter, saw the ring and recognized it.
"Why don't you give me this ting?" she asked. "Leave it here with me."

"No," said Maruf.



"Listen to me," she repeated, "and leave the ring with me. Here, give it to
me right now, and let me keep it."

"No," he said again, refusing to give it to her.

By Allah, brothers, the following day they prepared themselves, taking
servants with them who carried the things down to the orchard and left.
Only the king, his son-in-law, and the vizier remained. The vizier acted as
their servant. After they had eaten and were content, he served the king and
his friend with wine, "Your cup! Your cup!" My dears, he kept pouting wine
and giving to them to drink until they fell over. They were both finished -
the king and his son-in-law. And no sooner had they fallen over - no
sluggard he! - than the vizier snatched the ring from the man's finger and
rubbed it.

"Your servant, master! Order and wish, and it will be done!"

"I want you to dump these two behind the mountain called Qaf," ordered
the vizier.

Taking them up, the jinni hauled them away. Meanwhile, as soon as he had
gotten rid of them, the vizier went home. When did he go? In the evening.
And where did he straightaway go? To the palace of the king's daughter. He
wanted her. Of course, he wanted to have control of the kingdom and
everything else there. But the moment she saw him coming back by himself
the girl knew what had happened. She was a clever one. And when he called
on her, she opened for him.

"Where are my father and my husband?" she asked.

"What do you need your father and your husband for?" he replied. "Don't
even bring them up! I'm now king, and I'm also your husband.™

"Did you really get rid of them?"
"They're indeed gone?

"I was only looking for the truth,"” she said. "I want the truth. Will I find
anyone better than you? I wanted to be rid of them anyway. Welcome,
welcome!"



Brother, she became all-welcoming for him. "One hundred welcomes!" she
said again.

"By Allah," he said, "this is the most blessed hour."

Receiving him with more welcomes, she brought out whatever food she had
prepared for her husband and her father and served him with her own
hands. And brother, how important she made him feel! After they had
finished dinner and eaten fruits and desserts, they spent some time chatting
with each other and feeling contented. Then it was time for sleep, and the
vizier took off his clothes and lay in bed, saying, "Take off your clothes."
Removing some of her clothes, but leaving on a nightgown, she lay down
next to him, but when he reached out his hand to touch her she jumped up.

"What's the matter?" he asked.

"What's the matter with you?" she replied. " You want to sleep here, but
don't you know that a spirit resides in your ring. Take it off right now and
leave it on that table over there! Tomorrow morning you can put it back on,
but now it would be a shame. It's forbidden."

All that and I don't know what else, until he said, "By Allah, you're right."
And going over to the table, he left the ring there and came back to bed,
again lying down next to her. But no sooner did he reach for her than up she
jumped again.

"What's the matter now?" he asked.

"We forgot to lock the door,"” she replied. "I want to get up and lock it.
Someone might walk in on us."

Then she went straight to the table on her way to the door, took hold of the
ring, and rubbed it.

"Your servant, master! Order and wish, and it will be done!"

"Take this dog," she commanded, "tie him up, and throw him over there by
the pillar.” When that was done, she said, "Bring my husband and my
father back from wherever you left them!"



The jinni went and brought them back, and they found the vizier tied up by
the pillar. Now, the king - he wasn't asleep, brother! - drew his sword and
struck the vizier a blow, and lo! his head was rolling.

"Drag this dog away!" he commanded, and it was done. The vizier was
thrown over the palace walls, and the king put his son-in-law as vizier in his
place. Thereafter he and his son-in-law lived in comfort and bliss, and may
Allah make life sweet for all my listeners!

45.



Im Ali and Abu Ali

Once, long ago, there was a poor outcast of a man, and no one was willing to
give him work. His name was Sparrow, and his wife's name was Locust.
One day she started to grumble.

"Don't you fear Allah?" she said. " Your children are dying of hunger. Don't
we need to eat? Don't we need to drink? Why don't you find some work?"

"There is no work I can do," he answered.

"In that case,"” she continued, "come let me sew straps on this pouch, which
has a copy of the Qur'an in it (he couldn't read or write), so you can hang it
over your shoulder. Every Thursday go to the cemetery, and you're bound
to bring home some bread for your children.”

"By Allah that's a good suggestion,” he said, "except that I don't know how
to read.”

"And do you think anyone's going to be listening to what you're reading?"
she asked. "Just take hold of the Qur'an, open it, and mumble something."

Strapping the Qur'an across his shoulder, he went to the cemetery, opened
the book, and stood there, you might say reading from it. Wherever he saw
people gathering around a fresh grave, he stood by them and mumbled as if
reading.

"Make way for the sheikh!" people shouted. "Let the sheikh have a place to
sit! Bring fruits over here for the sheikh! Gather the cakes for the sheikh!"

His bag full, he went home and emptied it out for his children. They ate
from it from one Thursday to the next.

The following Thursday, as chance would have it, the mother of the king's
wife died.

"Go call the sheikh!"



They went and said to him, "Come to the king's wife. Her mother has died,
and she wants to give you alms."

Taking the Qur'an with him, he went and mumbled something, swaying
from side to side. The king's wife gathered a little from everything she had
brought and gave it to the sheikh, saying, "Venerable sheikh, will you come
back next Thursday?"

"I'm at your service," he answered.

On the third Thursday he went to see her. Now, the king's wife was in her
ninth month and was expecting at any moment.

"Honorable sheikh," she said, "you must divine for me. What am I going to
have? A boy? Or a girl?"

"What am I going to do?" he thought. "If I say 'a girl' and she has a boy,
the king will cut off my head. And ill say 'a boy' and she has a girl, he'll cut
off my head. What a trap this is! What am I going to do? What a mess
you've gotten yourself into, Sparrow! May fate let you down, Locust! How
did you manage to get Sparrow into this fix?"

"There!" he said to his wife when he went home. " You weren't satisfied
until you made me work. What's this mess I've gotten myself into?"

"Is that all?" she answered. "Divine for her, and whatever you feel like
saying, say it. And on the day of reckoning, Allah mill help."

When he came to see the king's wife the following day, she asked, "Did you,
Allah willing, do the divination?"

"Yes, by Allah,” he answered. "I read your fortune in the sand. You're
going to have a boy and a girl."

"Will I give birth in the palace upstairs, or downstairs?" she asked.
"You'll give birth upstairs and downstairs," he said.
And so, the following day, behold! a messenger came from the king's wife.

"What news of the king's wife?"



"When she was in the palace downstairs," he reported, "she went into
labor. 'Go bring the midwife!' they said, but while waiting for her she gave
birth to her first baby. Thinking she had finished, they took her to her room
upstairs in the palace, and when the midwife arrived she said there was still
another baby inside her, and she gave birth to it upstairs.™

Now, she had told the king that the sheikh had divined for her and had said
she would give birth to a boy and a girl upstairs and downstairs. When the
news reached the king, the good news that his wife had given birth to a boy
and a girl, he said to Sparrow, "It's settled! From now on I'm going to let
you divine everything that may happen around here." The king then
showed him his favor, giving him what fate decreed should be his share.

"Woe to you, Locust!" said Sparrow when he went home. "The king says
such and such, and I can't read or write. How can I divine for the king?"

"When the day of reckoning comes," she answered, "Allah will come to the
rescue."

One day the king went down to the orchard to take the air and lost track of
time. When he came to do his ablutions so he could pray, he took off the
royal ring and put it aside. Now, there was a boy roaming the fields and
tending a flock of ducks and geese. A one-eyed goose, while pecking around,
happened to swallow the ring, and the boy was afraid to tell the king. When
he had finished his ablutions and prayed, the king looked around for the
ring; not finding it, he sent for the sheikh.

Now we go back to the boy, who went to sit by the gate. "The sheikh will
find me out and tell the king," he thought, "and he'll cut off my head."
Sitting by the gate, he waited, and when the sheikh came by he said, "I
throw myself on Allah's mercy and yours. Such and such is the story, and I
was too scared to tell the king for fear he'd cut off my head. I want you not
to say anything. I'm afraid if the king knew he'd cut off my head."

"Don't worry," said the sheikh.
Going in to see the king, the sheikh said, "Yes, Your Majesty!"

"Such and such is the story of the ring,” the king said.



"Your Majesty," said the sheikh, "do you keep geese and turkeys?"
"Yes."

"Your Majesty," continued the sheikh, "there's among them a one-eyed
goose. Send someone to bring that one-eyed goose over here."

They went and searched and found it was true. There was a one-eyed goose.
Taking hold of it, the sheikh slaughtered it, slit its gullet, and pulled the ring
out before the king and the vizier, who were looking at each other
[wondering], "What kind of creature is this, who has this knowledge?" The
king accepted the ring and rewarded the sheikh, who gathered himself and
went home.

Not many days had gone by when the sultans treasure chest was stolen.
"Send for Abu Ali!" he said. "Send for Abu Ali!"

When the sheikh came in, the king said, " You have forty days to divine who
stole the treasury."

Again he went to his wife, crying out, "What a misfortune, Locust! You
really got me into a mess! Where did the treasure chest disappear to, and
how should I know who took it when I don't even know how to count? How
am I to know when the forty days are up?"

"Don't worry, my good man," she said. "I'll count out forty pebbles and put
them in your pockets. Every day, after you finish evening prayers, throw
one of them away until they're all gone. Then you'll know the time's up."

Counting out forty pebbles and stuffing them in his pockets, she said, " After
prayer in the evening, just before you eat dinner, throw one of them away."

That evening, after he had finished praying, he threw one of the pebbles
away and said "Heh! This if the first of the forty."

Now, the treasury had been robbed by forty thieves.

"If tomorrow the sheikh were to divine in the sand,"” they whispered among
each other, "he'd expose every single one of us. Let's go check up on him."



They sent one of them to check, but no sooner had he reached the door of
the sheikh's house than the thief heard him say, "Heh! This is the first of the
forty." Back to his mates he ran.

"Listen!" he said, "By Allah, before he even saw or became aware of me he
knew who I was, because no sooner did I come near the house than he said,
'Heh! This is the first of the forty.'"

But they did not believe him, and one of them who thought himself clever
said, "Tomorrow, I'll go myself."

The following day, just as it was turning dark, the thief headed for the house
of the sheikh, who had barely finished evening prayer when, taking a pebble
from his pocket, he tossed it out and said, "Heh! This is the second of the
forty."

Back the thief went running, as fast as he could, and said to his mates,
"Listen! By Allah, he's found us out one by one. It's best for us to knock on
his door, go in to see him, and try to negotiate.” So four or five, you might
say, of the sensible ones among them went to Abu Ali's shack in the evening.
One of them came forward to knock on the door, and 10! the sheikh was
saying, "Heh! This is the third of the forty."

"You see, by Allah," they whispered among themselves, "he knows each and
every one of us.” Then, going in to see him, they said, "We've come to you,
O sheikh, so that you can save our souls."

"Allah is the only savior, my children,"” he said.

"We know," they continued, "that you've been divining to locate the sultans
treasury. We're the ones who stole it."”

"Yes," he answered, "I knew all along it was you."
"All right,"” they said, "we'll bring it back, but we beg you not to tell on us."

"You see that I know all,” he said. "If even one para is missing, I will tell.
Make absolutely sure not to spend any of it."

" Absolutely not!" they assured him.

"In that case,"” he replied, "bring it here to me and, for the sake of Allah, I'll



let you go free. I won't say anything to the king."

Away they went, took up the chest, and brought it in to the sheikh. No
sooner had they left than he went to see the king and said, " Your Majesty,
the treasury has turned up."

"In only three days it turned up!" exclaimed the king.
"Yes."

"Where is it?"

"At my house. Send someone to fetch it."”

When they had gone, gotten the treasure chest, and come back, the king
declared, "From now on, I won't even move anything from one place to
another without consulting Abu Ali. And I won't walk from here to there
except with Abu Ali at my side.”

"O Ruler of the Age," the vizier broke in, "this man's condition is
disgusting. Does someone like him walk with kings?"

"What does it have to do with you?" answered the king.

Now, in a distant country there was a prince whose palace was on an island
in the sea, and he wanted to hold a party in it for the other kings, including
our king.

"My vizier," said the king, "I want to send for Abu Ali. Let us take him
with us.”

"Why Abu Ali?" complained the vizier. "He doesn't know how to talk, how
to sit in company, or even how to eat."

"Impossible,"” said the king. "I want to take him with me."

"The orders are yours to give," replied the vizier, "and the advice is yours
to follow."

Sending for Abu Alj, they gave him a new suit of clothes with an aba and
made him look good, and the king took him along to the palace. But no
sooner had they arrived than they saw him leave the assembled kings, go



running down the stairs, and sit outside on the sand. "Now my wife will be
baking bread," he said to himself, moving his hands as if baking bread.
"Now my wife will be cooking,” he thought and made cooking motions in
the sand with his hands. Meanwhile, the king's eye was on him.

"God knows what's going on," said the king to the vizier. "Abu Ali's
divining something in the sand."

Abu Ali was now saying to himself, "Heh! Now she's finished cooking. Heh!
Now she's serving the food. Come eat, children! Come, come, come!"

"Let's go! Let's go!" said this king to the other kings. "Let's go! Abu Ali's
calling us. God knows what's going on.!"

And down came all the guests, running after the king. (See how the Lord
can show his mercy!) No sooner had the guests rushed out of the palace than
it came tumbling down. It turned out the ground on which it had been built
was loose. Everyone stood, looking at it in amazement.

"See, my vizier," he said, "what would have happened if we hadn't brought
Abu Ali with us?"

But as they were standing around looking at the remains of the palace, lo! a
bird with a locust in its beak flew into the king's sleeve. The king held it in
his sleeve without knowing what it was.

"Abu Ali," he said, "tell me what's in my sleeve?"

"By Allah, O Ruler of the Age," answered Abu Ali, "tales and complaints
are neverending. If not for Locust, Sparrow wouldn't have been caught!"

The king shook his sleeve open, and behold! a sparrow with a locust in its
beak flew out.

"See, my vizier," he said. "Even I didn't know what was in my sleeve."
"Abu Ali Abu Ali!" everyone exclaimed as they went home.

"What next, O Ruler of the Age!" said the vizier. " A natural imbecile who
speaks whatever comes into his head trusting to Allah's mercy, and what he
says just happens to come out right! Just let me give him this one test, and if
he passes, I'm convinced. But what if he doesn't pass?"



"You can do with him whatever you like," said the king.

"Good," said the vizier, and he brought together a plate of prickly pear, one
of honey, another of yogurt, and a fourth of tar. Covering them all with a
platter, he said, "Send for the sheikh."

"Abu Ali," he said when the sheikh arrived, "you must tell me what's under
this platter.”

This poor man - how could he know?

"By Allah, Your Excellency,"” he said, "we've seen days blacker than tar and
more bitter than myrrh. But Allah has also blessed us with days whiter than
yogurt and sweeter than honey."

"How about it now!" exclaimed the king. "What do you say, my vizier?"
"Nothing," answered the vizier. "I'm convinced."

This is my tale, I've told it, and in your hands I leave it.

Afterword

Relations in these tales not only go beyond the familial and societal but
transcend the physical environment as well. Here the relationship is
between the human and the divine, as based on a human being's acceptance
of God's will as it is manifested on a day-to-day basis. Wisdom consists
precisely in this continual trust in God's ultimate design for the universe.

The major characters in this group exhibit simplicity of heart and lack of
guile, qualities that enable them to stay in touch with the workings of
destiny. The woman who fell into the well does not hold a grudge against her
brothers; she understands the social constraints that force them to behave
as they do, yet she does not foolishly expose herself to their harm by
remaining passive. Her actions demonstrate a dynamic acceptance of the
workings of fate. In "The Rich Man and the Poor Man," this acceptance
takes the form of contentment with one's lot in this life. The poor man's wife
has a good relationship with her husband and does not aspire to become
rich but is rewarded nevertheless, whereas the rich man's wife has a bad
relationship with her husband, is not contented with her wealth, and



becomes possessed with an all-consuming envy that in the end destroys her.
Despite her poverty, the wife of the poor man does not envy her sister. Her
craving for food stems from a biological need, and she tries to satisfy it
within the limitations of her means. Her behavior exhibits qualifies of
generosity and innocence totally lacking in her sister.

In "Maruf the Shoemaker," the title character's innocence is projected as
boundless and unselfconscious generosity, which evokes an even more
generous response on the part of the unseen powers that reward him.
Because this innocence is powerless against evil, as represented by the vizier,
it needs outside support to survive - which Maruf's second wife unfailingly
provides. And in "Im Ali and Abu Ali," the main character is a sort of
divine fool who is also a husband and a father. His major worry concerns
providing his family with enough food, yet his simple actions in earning his
living echo with deep meaning for the perceptive listener. No doubt all four
of these tales are moral, or philosophical, tales, but fortunately they are not
moralistic. They provoke thought based on simple acceptance of fate at the
level of everyday experience.

A word of explanation is necessary at this point. One frequently finds
pejorative references to the people of the Middle East as "fatalists,” even by
prominent scholars. Yet fate has a different meaning in the Islamic and
Arab worlds than in the Christian and Western worlds. To the Westerner,
the notion of fate implies a blind force that controls everything. Belief in this
force would negate the belief in freedom of will that forms the ethical basis
for the culture of individualism prevalent in Europe and North America. To
Christians in the West, this belief would also negate one's conviction that
God was so graciously disposed toward this world that He was incarnated to
"save" it. To a Muslim, in contrast (and to Christian Arabs), fate is not a
blind force but simply the will of God, who is the essence of mercy and
compassion. Certainly the characters in our tales are not fatalistic. They act,
and they reap rich rewards. Action is rewarded, not fatalistic acceptance.

Fate has a different meaning, and it functions differently, in each tale. It is
not only a system of belief about the world but also an attitude of
acceptance of that which is - even when it appears to be incredible, as in the
last tale. There are no random events or coincidences; everything that
happens is God's will. The man and the woman in "The Woman Who Fell



into the Well" both readily accept what befalls them, exclaiming, "There is
no power or strength save in Allah!" upon falling into the well. Whether as
a humble shoemaker or the king's son-in-law, Maruf accepts his destiny
with equanimity. Like Abu Alj, he exhibits a quality of trust in Allah that
shields him from all harm. His generosity is literally selfless: he has no self
to protect. The same holds true for the poor man's wife, whose generosity of
spirit does not diminish even after she acquires immense wealth.

In "The Rich Man and the Poor Man" and "Im Ali and Abu Ali," fate
works like a supernatural force that brings magic into the world; it is the
creative power that shapes events, combining the usual with the unusual -
or, as in these two tales, transforming the usual into the extraordinary. It is
aided in this process by the creative power of language, which is the silent
parruer in all literature. The creative role of language in the folktale is
made explicit in the last tale, where the pun on the name of the character
and his use of imagery at the end serve to bridge the gap between the
imaginative and the real.

By shaping events in time, fate also shapes the plots of the tales. Only when
the events in time are understood to unfold according to a meaningful
sequence does the notion of plot make sense. This process works most
clearly in "The Woman Who Fell into the Well," where one action
inevitably leads to another and another, until finally the woman is reunited
with her brothers. Here again, language helps us to understand how fate
works, the names of the children in the tale (Maktub, "that which is
written,” and Kutbe, "the writing") providing the necessary clues.
Although these names would be perfectly acceptable for a boy and a girl,
they do not occur in actuality. Their use here exemplifies the metaphorical
significance of writing to indicate the fixity of fate. It is said that one's fate is
"written on one's forehead," or of an event, that it was "written," that is, it
was bound to happen. Yet even though the order of events is preordained,
new combinations - new plots - are continuously brought into being, such as
the marriage of the traveling salesman to the woman and the birth of their
children. Thus fate works both as a creative and a determinative principle.

Acceptance of fate is wisdom, and wisdom in these tales is ascribed to
women as well as to men. The wisdom of men tends to innocence and
passivity, whereas that of women tends to thinking and action. The king's



daughter is far more skilled in the ways of the world than is Maruf, and it is
Im Ali's drive and her practical advice that help her husband prosper. In
"The Rich Man and the Poor Man," the women are the dominant figures,
while the husbands are merely passive spectators in their wives' evolving
drama. This group of tales, then - which were narrated by both men and
women - makes an important statement about the position of women in the
society. Indeed, it is clear upon reflection that the tales all along have
acknowledged women's centrality in the social structure and their equality
(if not superiority) to men in those fields of action in which men are
supposed to excel. The tale of the woman who fell into the well exemplifies
the whole collection in this regard. The woman in this tale is not passive; her
generosity, first in giving the man the bread and then in attempting to pull
him out of the well, commits her to a course of action that will change her
life. Rather than sitting around, passively waiting for her brothers'
vengeance, she runs away at night. She gives the children their names and is
- as the teller makes clear from her narrative style - the very center of the
family.
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