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Introduction

The Arabian Nights (also known as the Thousand Nights and a Night, or the Kitàb ‘alf layla wa-layla in Arabic) occupies a unique position among both Arabic- and English-language classics. Perhaps even more than the Koran, the holy book of Islam, the Nights are the text from the Muslim world that is most widely read in the West and thus the most identified, in popular culture, with Arabic history and customs. The tales found in the Nights have been told and retold in movies, novels, and animation. Evil viziers, beautiful sultans’ daughters, flying carpets, poor boys who are granted wishes by magic jinnis (or genies)—all have their origins therein.

Although such stories are supposedly intended for children, there is also a very adult element to the Arabian Nights, for even if they are fairy tales, they are thought to give us a window into a foreign, exotic world of incense-filled harems. Of course, this is utter contrivance: the Nights are more valued and widely read in the West than they are in Arabic culture. In addition, because they are translations by Westerners, they should perhaps be considered more a work of Western literature and a product of Western ideas of the East than an authentic vision of the Muslim world. The real value of the Arabian Nights is that the collection is one of the world’s great works of literary transmission. However, there is no transmission without transformation, and in many ways, the reception of the Nights tells us more about our own culture than it does about the Muslim world.

The tale of how the Nights came to stand as a supposed monument of Arabic literature is itself a fascinating story. Those of us who do not read fluent Arabic can, of course, never know the Arabian Nights in the original. Rather, we must rely on the skill of the translator—a subtle art that both crosses cultural divides and inevitably transforms the source material for good or for ill. Although the Nights have inspired English writers as famous—and as disparate—as Samuel Johnson, Samuel Taylor Coleridge, and the Brönte sisters, the man most identified with the Nights in the English-speaking world is Sir Richard Francis Burton. Yet Burton’s life—linguist, explorer, swordsman, soldier, spy, adventurer, and world-class self-publicist—is so colorful, it threatens to overshadow both the stories themselves and the history of their translations. Moreover, in his presentation of the Nights, Burton self-consciously transformed them into something quite different from what they originally were. In effect, by his acts of translation and reinvention, Burton created a new work of literature that must be considered separate from the history of the Arabian Nights.

THE LITERARY TRADITION OF THE ARABIAN NIGHTS



Before telling the story of Richard Francis Burton and his relationship to the Nights, a bit of background is in order. In the year 622 of the Christian calendar, the Prophet Muhammad made the hijra, or withdrawal, from his home city of Mecca, where his preaching of Islam had made him many enemies, to the nearby city of Medina. This event begins the Muslim calendar, which reckons from the “year of the hijra” (anno hegirae in Latin, or AH). Two years later, Muhammad defeated a Meccan force and began the expansion of what would become a mighty empire. By the time of Muhammad’s death in AH 11 (AD 633), the armies of Islam had conquered the Arabian Peninsula; the next generations would see the defeat of Byzantium, the successor state to Rome in the eastern Mediterranean, and of the Persian Empire and the incorporation of most of their lands into the Muslim sphere.

With these new lands came a wealth of science, technology, and literature. From fierce desert tribes, Arabic culture under the Muslim caliphs, or “successors” to Muhammad, soon became urbanized, settled, and eager to benefit from both the luxuries and the technologies it had inherited from these ancient civilizations. Using sophisticated mathematics, scientists calculated the times for the muezzin to sound the call to prayer and the direction of Mecca, which all Muslims face while praying. Arabic, the language of the Koran, became the language of civilized culture. As a common language, it unified the world to such a degree that the traveler Ibn Battuta could journey from Morocco to China, the Maldives, and sub-Saharan Africa and be understood wherever he went. Likewise, it was through Arabic translations that knowledge of ancient Greek science was first reintroduced to medieval Europe. This era would justly come to be known as the “Golden Age of Islam.”

Among the things that the Arab world inherited from Greek and Persian civilization were rich traditions of storytelling and literature, including what would become the Arabian Nights. In terms of its structure, the Nights is a collection, an anthology of tales linked by a framing story. These tales range from adventure stories to satire to some of the earliest known detective fiction. They are drawn from oral tradition, and no authorship is attributed or implied; the Arabian Nights, in a very real sense, have no single creator and no single figure whom we can credit with collecting and redacting all of the sources into one volume. Furthermore, it is often difficult to tell how old some of the stories (and the entire collection) are, since the oldest surviving manuscript may not have been the first one written. The Nights, like all written works passed down in a manuscript tradition, exists in a number of copies. Although the earliest preserved copies of the Nights are from the fourteenth and fifteenth centuries AD, the collection probably originated as early as the ninth century, when they were translated into Arabic by about 850. The collection was referred to as the Thousand and One Nights by the mid-tenth century.

However, these copies differ considerably: Manuscripts—literally, books “written by hand”—are not like machine-printed tomes. Scribes could make errors, and edit, add, or leave out stories as their whim, or that of their patrons, dictated. The largest collections of the Thousand Nights and a Night, which come from Egypt, contain literally 1,000 stories. Since a book of 1,001 tales would be far too large to carry comfortably, we have chosen to include here the tales common to all recensions. These include “The Tale of the Fisherman and the Jinni,” “The Tale of the Enchanted Horse,” “Aladdin and the Wonderful Lamp,” “Ali Baba and the Forty Thieves,” and, of course, “Sinbad the Sailor.”

Scholars have traced the roots of the stories in the Nights to many sources: Indo-Persian folk tales, the sophisticated literary traditions of Baghdad and medieval Egypt and classical Greece. From the first, it took its frame story and a literary tradition that can be seen in Hindu and Buddhist Sanskrit texts. From Baghdad, the principal city of the Muslim world until the Mongol invasions of the mid-thirteenth century, it took the oral and written tradition of Mesopotamian folk tales, which drew on ideas and themes dating back to the Epic of Gilgamesh. From Egypt, the Nights took an equally ancient oral and literary tradition that may reach back to the days of the pharaohs. From classical Greece, it took themes and motifs such as the two magnetic mountains that, respectively, attract and repel iron, as well as the “congealed sea,” both of which appear in works by the Roman writers Pliny and Ptolemy in the first and second centuries AD. (These geographical motifs also appear in the medieval West in the context of stories about Alexander the Great.)

Some of these influences might have gone back and forth from the East to the West, or shared common origins: The story of the inadvertent rescue of a traveler sewn into an animal skin by a griffin or other winged bird, for instance, appears not only in the Nights but also in classical Greece and in medieval romances. The marvelous clockwork horse, the subterranean river encrusted with jewels from Sinbad’s sixth voyage, and the “living island” (a sleeping whale or other enormous sea creature mistaken for dry land) also appear in both Eastern and Western stories. The Nights can thus be seen as bringing together stories and motifs from all of the cultures encountered by the far-flung and highly cultured Muslim world, dating back at least 1,000 years (the date of the Nights’ original translation into Arabic), but drawing on sources older than written history and assuming its final form only by about AD 1500.

The idea of a framing story that encompasses other tales is also ancient, appearing in Sanskrit texts from more than a millennium and a half before the hijra. In the case of the Nights, this frame story is well known: The king Shahryar (who is not Arab or even Muslim, but a pagan Persian from before the Muslim conquests) marries a beautiful queen. On a visit to his brother, Shah Zaman, ruler of Samarkand, he is horrified to learn that his sister-in-law had been caught in an act of adultery and that the enraged Zaman had cut both his wife and her lover, a common servant, in half. Shocked and saddened, Shahryar alleges that his own wife had remained faithful—until he finds that he too has been betrayed. In his rage and grief, he has his wife executed, and then, to take his vengeance on womankind, begins the evil custom of marrying a new woman every night and killing her the next morning. This continues for three years until finally, only Scheherazade, the beautiful and clever daughter of Shahryar’s vizier Jafar, and Dunyazad, her younger sister, are left of the kingdom’s marriageable women. Despite her father’s pleas, Scheherazade agrees to marry the king. However, she has a plan: Dunyazad will come to visit her sister that night and beg Scheherazade for a story. Scheherazade begins to tell her tale, interrupting herself and digressing into stories-within-a-story until, when morning comes, she has ended on a cliffhanger. Shahryar, intrigued, agrees to spare her for one more day. The next evening, the scene continues, with Scheherazade telling and interweaving story after story, weaving a net to entrap the king’s heart. Finally, after the proverbial thousand nights and a night, she prevails upon Shahryar to abandon his vow. Shahryar allows her to live, Shah Zaman marries Dunyazad, and they all live happily ever after.

Some of the elements of the frame story reflect realities in the Muslim world. As with all fairy tales, the Nights take place “long ago and far away,” but Shahryar’s empire is a fabulously powerful Persian empire that extends all the way to China. In this particular choice of “long ago and far away,” the Nights brought to the factious medieval Muslim world a reflection of an original unity from the first generations after the life of Muhammad. Likewise, in Shahryar’s and Shah Zaman’s obsession with female chastity, we see a disturbing reflection of an element of traditional culture that persists today everywhere from Brazil to Bangladesh: In what is sometimes called the “Mediterranean honor culture,” the social code of the Middle East and Mediterranean basin place a family’s honor in the chastity of its women. A woman or girl who has dishonored her family by premarital sex, adultery, being raped, or—as in several recent high-profile cases among immigrants to western European countries—dating a boy her father does not approve of, must be killed to restore the family’s honor. For those who adhere to this mentality, women must be tightly controlled, and every appearance of unchastity is zealously guarded against. Such an honor code, obviously, works against women’s education and economic and personal freedom.

The reality of sexual mores in the Muslim world also contradicts the fantasy of a sensuous, licentious East. While men of power and prestige no doubt enjoyed privileges above and beyond those allowed the ordinary person (as has been the case in all times and cultures), such was more the exception than the rule. This, however, was not the view of the world of the Nights that came to captivate the West. The reasons for this deliberate misapprehension are closely linked to the history of European expansionism.

INTEREST IN EUROPE



The East has long been an object of fascination for the West. No traveler’s tale was complete without the inclusion of mythical creatures familiar from the Nights (such as the above-mentioned strange animals, magnetic mountains, and congealed seas), as well as mention of the luxury and wealth of Eastern lands. This was true for fictitious tales, such as the spurious travels of the probably fictional knight John of Mandeville, as well as those of real travelers like Marco Polo, which were set down and presumably modified by the romance writer Rustichello. (Sober observers, such the Franciscan friar John of Montecorvino, did not embellish their tales with such details, which explains why they are less familiar to the popular imagination than Marco Polo’s.)

This interest in the Muslim world and the East in general continued in the Age of Enlightenment of the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries. The Ottoman Turks conquered the last vestiges of Byzantium in 1453 and marched as far as the gates of Vienna in 1683. Travelers continued to excite the public with visions of the strange and far-off, and the French Protestant Jean Chardin published well-received accounts of his voyages in the East from 1686 to 1711. This, in turn, helped to inspire Montesquieu’s famous Persian Letters (1721), in which fictional Muslim travelers to Paris comment on European society and mores. Meanwhile, British interest in India grew until the British East India Company came to control huge swaths of the subcontinent by the end of the eighteenth century. Diplomatic and cultural exchange—and very profitable merchant voyages—meant that all things Eastern were in vogue.

The first translation of the Nights into a European language, Antoine Galland’s twelve-volume French rendition of 1703–13, appeared in the wake of Chardin’s success. It was soon brought over the Channel and translated into English by an unknown hack working in the squalor of London’s Grub Street on the fringes of the English literary scene. Essentially, Galland created the Nights for the West. In response to the growing interest in Eastern culture, he discovered what was previously considered a common work of limited literary merit and raised it to a position of importance. He thus sparked interest not only among Western scholars, but in the Arabic-speaking world as well. Some scholars, in fact, prefer his translation even to the original.

However, the Nights met their most influential translators during the Victorian era, when numerous other translations—both uncensored ones for adults, and shorter ones intended for children—appeared. Notable English editions included Edward Lane’s popular translation (1839–41), suitably bowdlerized for those of delicate sensibilities; Thomas Dalziel’s illustrated edition (1863–65); and John Payne’s unexpurgated but limited scholarly edition of 500 copies (1882–84). Finally, using—some would say plagiarizing—Payne’s work as his base, Richard Francis Burton issued his own ten-volume Nights in 1885–86. The press was his own private publishing house, Kama Shasta Press, which he had originally set up to produce his 1883 translation of the Kama Sutra. Like Payne’s, this edition was most definitely not intended for the masses: Produced in an edition of 1,000 copies, the Burton Nights cost a prohibitively expensive ten guineas (about $1,200 in today’s money). Unlike Payne, Burton played to his audience’s tastes and embellished his edition not only with salacious details but with pseudo-anthropological notes commenting on exotic sexual practices from eunuchs and harems to homosexuality to observations on the size of different ethnic groups’ genitalia. For instance, in Burton’s version, Shah Zaman’s wife commits adultery not merely with a “black slave,” as Payne would have it, but a “black cook of loathsome aspect and foul with kitchen grease and grime”—to which Burton also adds a note that “[d]ebauched women prefer negroes on account of the size of their parts” and makes a note of a man whose apparatus he measured in East Africa. Under the guise of science, the Nights thus became a vehicle for privileged, educated European male readers to feel both titillated by and superior to the supposed practices of the Eastern world.

Such commentary on foreign lands had a long history before Burton: The East is a convenient location for the “Other,” that shadow of the self that both defines what we are not and gives us a glimpse of what could be. In medieval travelers’ tales, the “improper” marriage regulations observed in Asia—such as polygamy, bride-price instead of dowry, and the permissibility of marrying two sisters—went hand in hand with the natural oddities, such as dog-headed men and strange animals, that were ascribed to foreign lands. The natural order was disturbed—at least when compared to Latin Christendom—and this manifested itself both socially and physically. This tradition continued into the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries, as tales of harems and the liberties that could be taken with male and female slaves (as related by Chardin and others) captivated Western listeners.

However, by the late nineteenth century, European expansion into North Africa and southern Asia—including the ongoing British takeover of India and 1882 expansion into Egypt, as well as the French colonization of Algeria from 1830—had reached a fever pitch. Europe exported to its colonies hot-blooded young men who were unable to make a respectable marriage until they had made their fortunes and imported the trophies of empire, including a taste for the exotic that, in turn, served to propagandize new waves of would-be colonists. This taste manifested itself in everything from salacious portraits of odalisques and Middle Eastern women in dishabille under the biblical title of “Salome,” to operas such as Verdi’s Aida and Bizet’s The Pearl Fishers, to writers from Gustave Flaubert (Salammbô) and Victor Hugo (The Orientals).

Westerners saw (and still see) the East as a shadow of their own desires, a place where any man could become a king, where luxury ruled, where women (unlike those at home) were sexually available, and “Where the best is like the worst / Where there aren’t no Ten Commandments an’ a man can raise a thirst,” as Rudyard Kipling wrote of Mandalay. For Edward Said, whose book Orientalism (1978) has shaped a generation of scholarship, this trope of the East says more about imperial fantasy than it does about the actual subjects.

BURTON AND THE NIGHTS



Richard Francis Burton was not only a colonialist and an orientalist par excellence, but a master of media manipulation who knew how to mine his contemporaries’ interest in, and hunger for, an exotic East for a tidy profit. His life—or, rather, the legend he spread about himself—reads like an adventure novel. Born the son of an English military officer in 1821, he grew up in France, England, and Italy, becoming not only a proficient swordsman but also learning to speak several languages and dialects. In 1840 Burton became a student at Oxford University, where he studied languages (including Arabic), fencing, falconry, and troublemaking. He excelled at this last pursuit, and was expelled from his college in 1842 for attending a forbidden horse race. “Fit for nothing but to be shot at for six pence a day,” as he put it, Burton joined the East India Company’s private army, hoping to fight in the Afghan war. He missed the conflict, but became immersed in the culture, learning several native languages, as well as Sanskrit, Persian, and perfecting his Arabic. This sympathy for and interest in all things Eastern marked him as decidedly odd among his peers, who remained stubbornly convinced of their cultural superiority. However, Burton’s ability to blend in and pass for a non-European was also extremely valuable, and he produced much useful intelligence—including a sensational report on a brothel that employed young boys patronized by British soldiers.

Returning to Europe in 1849, Burton met with two things that would change his life: the realization that writing could provide income (his first book was published in 1850), and Isabelle Arundell, who would remain his lifelong love even though they would not be able to marry for another fourteen years. But Burton’s yearning for adventure also could not be denied. In 1853 he launched his most audacious mission yet: a pilgrimage to Mecca, which would mean his death if he were discovered as a non-Muslim. After lengthy preparations, including having himself circumcised, he made the voyage later that year. Although (as Burton tells it) he had some close calls, his disguises, such as that of a Pashtun from Afghanistan, kept him from being discovered. The results were published in 1855 as A Personal Narrative of a Pilgrimage to Al-Medinah and Meccah.

The year after his journey to Mecca, Burton made the first of his African voyages and became the first European to see such sights as the city of Harar. It was on this journey that Burton’s party was attacked by Somali warriors. A ferocious and proficient fighter, Burton escaped despite being wounded by a spear that passed through both cheeks, but several members of the expedition were killed. His bad luck and lack of social graces dogged him, and he was blamed for the expedition’s failure, as well as for a mutiny in the Dardanelles that took place the following year.

As unpopular as he might have been with his military superiors, Burton was invaluable as an explorer. From 1856 to 1860, he undertook the expedition for which he remains best known today—to find the source of the Nile. After a long and arduous journey, Burton and his traveling companion John Hanning Speke reached Lake Tanganyika and Lake Victoria in 1858. However, the two men had a falling-out over who should receive credit—a public debate that continued in England resulted in both men being publicly shamed, and culminated in Speke’s probable suicide in 1864. Also during this period, Burton founded the Anthropological Society of London, helping to establish the modern discipline of anthropology.

Burton continued his career as a diplomat and explorer in West Africa, Brazil, Damascus, and, finally, Trieste in modern Italy (then part of Austria-Hungary). This last post allowed him the leisure to write and publish everything from The Kasidah of Haji Abdu El-Yezdi, a long “Sufi” poem that Burton likely wrote himself, translations, and an incomplete history of swordsmanship. He was knighted in 1884 and died in 1890, most likely of a heart attack.

Burton’s contribution to the Nights tradition is much debated. He certainly owed a huge debt to John Payne—not only by snatching up the some 1,500 subscribers who were not able to get their hands on Payne’s limited edition, but also (although Burton professed that his edition of the Nights was years in the making) by most likely cribbing much of Payne’s work. It was because of his astute sense of publicity and promotion of his own legend that his work overshadowed Payne’s—the man who had been to Mecca in disguise was, to the public, a far more qualified translator than a mere scholar. To be sure, Burton’s rather convoluted prose, addition of salacious details, and faux “Ye Olde Englishe” style to match the supposed timelessness of the stories and enhance their long-ago-and-far-away atmosphere were not faithful to the original. What Burton did was, in effect, create a new work of literature—one that met his contemporaries’ orientalist expectations.

LEGACY OF THE NIGHTS



Although Burton’s Nights are tame by our contemporary mores, seemingly more curious than salacious, the salacious details he included were what helped to convince Burton’s contemporaries of its authenticity. Every subsequent edition had to deal with the legacy of Burton’s translation. Scottish scholar Andrew Lang made sure to note in his retranslation of Galland that his tales were “shortened here and there, and omissions [were] made of pieces only suitable for Arabs and old gentlemen.” Another Scottish scholar, William Forsell Kirby, who had published his own New Arabian Nights in 1883 as a supplement to Lane, added notes to the Burton edition.

The style of the Nights was quickly copied in other media. One of the first was Scheherazade (1888) by Russian composer Nikolai Andreyevich Rimsky-Korsakov. Perhaps the best-known early film was Douglas Fairbanks’s The Thief of Baghdad (1924). Fairbanks actually purchased the U.S. rights to Fritz Lang’s The Weary Death (1921) to delay its release until he could copy the effects in that film’s Persian segment, which mimicked the style, if not the material, of the Nights. Other notable Nights-based movies are the American Arabian Nights (1942) starring Maria Montez and Jon Hall, which was loosely based on the frame story; Montez and Hall also costarred in Ali Baba and the Forty Thieves (1944). The Sinbad films of 1958, 1974, and 1977 are still praised by film buffs for Ray Harryhausen’s groundbreaking stop-motion special effects—with the animated skeleton from The Seventh Voyage of Sinbad (1958) being much admired. In 1974, Pier Paolo Passolini also released an Italian Flower of the 1,001 Nights as a slapstick sex comedy. The Nights have also been adapted in British and American television, including several miniseries and a short-lived Sinbad TV show.

Animation was particularly fertile ground: The oldest surviving full-length animated film, The Adventures of Prince Achmed (1926), is a Nights pastiche. Popeye the Sailor met Aladdin, Sinbad, and Ali Baba in 1930s shorts. Ali Baba Bunny (1957) saw Bugs Bunny and Daffy Duck meeting the forty thieves. In anime, Osamu Tezuka made two Arabian Nights adaptations in the 1960s, one for children and one for adults. Sinbad: Legend of the Seven Seas (2003) from DreamWorks starred several high-profile actors as voice talent, including Brad Pitt and Catherine Zeta-Jones (who had her film debut in the 1990 French film Les 1001 nuits). Most famous and profitable, of course, has been Disney’s Aladdin (1992) and its sequels.

Far from being inauthentic, these modern takes continue the Arabian Nights tradition of translation and retelling. The Nights, with their origins in the mists of prehistory, will no doubt be with us until the end of time. This book, an adaptation of the Burton Nights for modern audiences, is part of that tradition. From its origins in the ninth century to its first translations in the West to the orientalism of the age of imperialism and adaptations into modern media, the Arabian Nights have proven themselves the very definition of a classic—a work of art of enduring value to all ages.

Ken Mondschein, PhD
Hadley, Massachusetts
January 4, 2011


THE TALE OF SCHEHERAZADE

In tide of yore and in time long gone before, there was a King of the Kings of the Banu Sasan in the Islands of India and China, a Lord of armies and guards and servants and dependents. He left only two sons, one in the prime of manhood and the other yet a youth, while both were Knights and Braves, albeit the elder was a doughtier horseman than the younger. So he succeeded to the empire; when he ruled the land and forded it over his lieges with justice so exemplary that he was beloved by all the peoples of his capital and of his kingdom. His name was King Shahryar, and he made his younger brother, Shah Zaman hight, King of Samarcand in Barbarian land.

These two ceased not to abide in their several realms and the law was ever carried out in their dominions; and each ruled his own kingdom, with equity and fair dealing to his subjects, in extreme solace and enjoyment; and this condition continually endured for a score of years. But at the end of the twentieth twelvemonth the elder King yearned for a sight of his younger brother and felt that he must look upon him once more. So he took counsel with his Wazir about visiting him, but the Minister, finding the project unadvisable, recommended that a letter be written and a present be sent under his charge to the younger brother with an invitation to visit the elder. Having accepted this advice the King forthwith bade prepare handsome gifts, such as horses with saddles of gem encrusted gold; Mamelukes, or white slaves; beautiful handmaids, high breasted virgins, and splendid stuffs and costly. He then wrote a letter to Shah Zaman expressing his warm love and great wish to see him, ending with these words, “We therefore hope of the favour and affection of the beloved brother that he will condescend to bestir himself and turn his face us wards. Furthermore we have sent our Wazir to make all ordinance for the march, and our one and only desire is to see thee ere we die; but if thou delay or disappoint us we shall not survive the blow. Wherewith peace be upon thee!”

Then King Shahryar, having sealed the missive and given it to the Wazir with the offerings aforementioned, commanded him to shorten his skirts and strain his strength and make all expedition in going and returning.

“Harkening and obedience!” quoth the Minister, who fell to making ready without stay and packed up his loads and prepared all his requisites without delay. This occupied him three days, and on the dawn of the fourth he took leave of his King and marched right away, over desert and hill-way, stony waste and pleasant lea without halting by night or by day. But whenever he entered a realm whose ruler was subject to his Suzerain, where he was greeted with magnificent gifts of gold and silver and all manner of presents fair and rare, he would tarry there three days, the term of the guest rite; and, when he left on the fourth, he would be honourably escorted for a whole day’s march. As soon as the Wazir drew near Shah Zaman’s court in Samarcand he despatched to report his arrival one of his high officials, who presented himself before the King; and, kissing ground between his hands, delivered his message. Hereupon the King commanded sundry of his Grandees and Lords of his realm to fare forth and meet his brother’s Wazir at the distance of a full day’s journey; which they did, greeting him respectfully and wishing him all prosperity and forming an escort and a procession.

When he entered the city he proceeded straightway to the palace, where he presented himself in the royal presence; and, after kissing ground and praying for the King’s health and happiness and for victory over all his enemies, he informed him that his brother was yearning to see him, and prayed for the pleasure of a visit. He then delivered the letter which Shah Zaman took from his hand and read: it contained sundry hints and allusions which required thought; but, when the King had fully comprehended its import, he said, “I hear and I obey the commands of the beloved brother!” adding to the Wazir, “But we will not march till after the third day’s hospitality.” He appointed for the Minister fitting quarters of the palace; and, pitching tents for the troops, rationed them with whatever they might require of meat and drink and other necessaries.

On the fourth day he made ready for wayfare and got together sumptuous presents befitting his elder brother’s majesty, and ’stablished his chief Wazir viceroy of the land during his absence. Then he caused his tents and camels and mules to be brought forth and encamped, with their bales and loads, attendants and guards, within sight of the city, in readiness to set out next morning for his brother’s capital. But when the night was half spent he bethought him that he had forgotten in his palace somewhat which he should have brought with him, so he returned privily and entered his apartments, where he found the Queen, his wife, asleep on his own carpet bed, embracing with both arms a black cook of loathsome aspect and foul with kitchen grease and grime. When he saw this the world waxed black before his sight and he said, “If such case happen while I am yet within sight of the city what will be the doings of this damned whore during my long absence at my brother’s court?”

So he drew his scymitar and, cutting the two in four pieces with a single blow, left them on the carpet and returned presently to his camp without letting anyone know of what had happened. Then he gave orders for immediate departure and set out at once and began his travel; but he could not help thinking over his wife’s treason and he kept ever saying to himself, “How could she do this deed by me? How could she work her own death?” till excessive grief seized him, his colour changed to yellow, his body waxed weak and he was threatened with a dangerous malady, such an one as bringeth men to die. So the Wazir shortened his stages and tarried long at the watering stations and did his best to solace the King.

Now when Shah Zaman drew near the capital of his brother he despatched vaunt couriers and messengers of glad tidings to announce his arrival, and Shahryar came forth to meet him with his Wazirs and Emirs and Lords and Grandees of his realm; and saluted him and joyed with exceeding joy and caused the city to be decorated in his honour. When, however, the brothers met, the elder could not but see the change of complexion in the younger and questioned him of his case whereto he replied, “’Tis caused by the travails of wayfare and my case needs care, for I have suffered from the change of water and air! but Allah be praised for reuniting me with a brother so dear and so rare!” On this wise he dissembled and kept his secret, adding, “O King of the time and Caliph of the tide, only toil and moil have tinged my face yellow with bile and hath made my eyes sink deep in my head.”

Then the two entered the capital in all honour; and the elder brother lodged the younger in a palace overhanging the pleasure garden; and, after a time, seeing his condition still unchanged, he attributed it to his separation from his country and kingdom. So he let him wend his own ways and asked no questions of him till one day when he again said, “O my brother, I see thou art grown weaker of body and yellower of colour.”

“O my brother,” replied Shah Zaman, “I have an internal wound”: still he would not tell him what he had witnessed in his wife. Thereupon Shahryar summoned doctors and surgeons and bade them treat his brother according to the rules of art, which they did for a whole month; but their sherbets and potions naught availed, for he would dwell upon the deed of his wife, and despondency, instead of diminishing, prevailed, and leach craft treatment utterly failed.

One day his elder brother said to him, “I am going forth to hunt and course and to take my pleasure and pastime; maybe this would lighten thy heart.” Shah Zaman, however, refused, saying, “O my brother, my soul yearneth for naught of this sort and I entreat thy favour to suffer me tarry quietly in this place, being wholly taken up with my malady.”

So King Shah Zaman passed his night in the palace and, next morning, when his brother had fared forth, he removed from his room and sat him down at one of the lattice windows overlooking the pleasure grounds; and there he abode thinking with saddest thought over his wife’s betrayal and burning sighs issued from his tortured breast. And as he continued in this case lo! a pastern of the palace, which was carefully kept private, swung open and out of it came twenty slave girls surrounding his bother’s wife who was wondrous fair, a model of beauty and comeliness and symmetry and perfect loveliness and who paced with the grace of a gazelle which panteth for the cooling stream. Thereupon Shah Zaman drew back from the window, but he kept the bevy in sight espying them from a place whence he could not be espied. They walked under the very lattice and advanced a little way into the garden till they came to a jetting fountain amiddlemost a great basin of water; then they stripped off their clothes and behold, ten of them were women, concubines of the King, and the other ten were white slaves. Then they all paired off, each with each: but the Queen, who was left alone, presently cried out in a loud voice, “Here to me, O my lord Saeed!” and then sprang with a drop leap from one of the trees a big slobbering blackamoor with rolling eyes which showed the whites, a truly hideous sight. He walked boldly up to her and threw his arms round her neck while she embraced him as warmly; then he bussed her and winding his legs round hers, as a button loop clasps a button, he threw her and enjoyed her. On like wise did the other slaves with the girls till all had satisfied their passions, and they ceased not from kissing and clipping, coupling and carousing till day began to wane; when the Mamelukes rose from the damsels’ bosoms and the blackamoor slave dismounted from the Queen’s breast; the men resumed their disguises and all, except the negro who swarmed up the tree, entered the palace and closed the postern door as before.

Now, when Shah Zaman saw this conduct of his sister in law he said in himself, “By Allah, my calamity is lighter than this! My brother is a greater King among the kings than I am, yet this infamy goeth on in his very palace, and his wife is in love with that filthiest of filthy slaves. But this only showeth that they all do it and that there is no woman but who cuckoldeth her husband, then the curse of Allah upon one and all and upon the fools who lean against them for support or who place the reins of conduct in their hands.” So he put away his melancholy and despondency, regret and repine, and allayed his sorrow by constantly repeating those words, adding, “’Tis my conviction that no man in this world is safe from their malice!”

When supper time came they brought him the trays and he ate with voracious appetite, for he had long refrained from meat, feeling unable to touch any dish however dainty. Then he returned grateful thanks to Almighty Allah, praising Him and blessing Him, and he spent a most restful night, it having been long since he had savoured the sweet food of sleep.

Next day he broke his fast heartily and began to recover health and strength, and presently regained excellent condition. His brother came back from the chase ten days after, when he rode out to meet him and they saluted each other; and when King Shahryar looked at King Shah Zaman he saw how the hue of health had returned to him, how his face had waxed ruddy and how he ate with an appetite after his late scanty diet. He wondered much and said, “O my brother, I was so anxious that thou wouldst join me in hunting and chasing, and wouldst take thy pleasure and pastime in my dominion!” He thanked him and excused himself; then the two took horse and rode into the city and, when they were seated at their ease in the palace, the food trays were set before them and they ate their sufficiency.

After the meats were removed and they had washed their hands, King Shahryar turned to his brother and said, “My mind is overcome with wonderment at thy condition. I was desirous to carry thee with me to the chase but I saw thee changed in hue, pale and wan to view, and in sore trouble of mind too. But now Alhamdolillah—glory be to God!—I see thy natural colour hath returned to thy face and that thou art again in the best of case. It was my belief that thy sickness came of severance from thy family and friends, and absence from capital and country, so I refrained from troubling thee with further questions. But now I beseech thee to expound to me the cause of thy complaint and thy change of colour, and to explain the reason of thy recovery and the return to the ruddy hue of health which I am wont to view. So speak out and hide naught!”

When Shah Zaman heard this he bowed groundwards awhile his head, then raised it and said, “I will tell thee what caused my complaint and my loss of colour; but excuse my acquainting thee with the cause of its return to me and the reason of my complete recovery: indeed I pray thee not to press me for a reply.”

Said Shahryar, who was much surprised by these words, “Let me hear first what produced thy pallor and thy poor condition.”

“Know, then, O my brother,” rejoined Shah Zaman, “that when thou sentest thy Wazir with the invitation to place myself between thy hands, I made ready and marched out of my city; but presently I minded me having left behind me in the palace a string of jewels intended as a gift to thee. I returned for it alone and found my wife on my carpet bed and in the arms of a hideous black cook. So I slew the twain and came to thee, yet my thoughts brooded over this business and I lost my bloom and became weak. But excuse me if I still refuse to tell thee what was the reason of my complexion returning.”

Shahryar shook his head, marvelling with extreme marvel, and with the fire of wrath flaming up from his heart, he cried, “Indeed, the malice of woman is mighty!” Then he took refuge from them with Allah and said, “In very sooth, O my brother, thou hast escaped many an evil by putting thy wife to death, and right excusable were thy wrath and grief for such mishap which never yet befel crowned King like thee. By Allah, had the case been mine, I would not have been satisfied without slaying a thousand women and that way madness lies! But now praise be to Allah who hath tempered to thee thy tribulation, and needs must thou acquaint me with that which so suddenly restored to thee complexion and health, and explain to me what causeth this concealment.”

“O King of the Age, again I pray thee excuse my so doing!”

“Nay, but thou must.”

“I fear, O my brother, lest the recital cause thee more anger and sorrow than afflicted me.”

“That were but a better reason,” quoth Shahryar, “for telling me the whole history, and I conjure thee by Allah not to keep back aught from me.”

Thereupon Shah Zaman told him all he had seen, from commencement to conclusion, ending with these words, “When I beheld thy calamity and the treason of thy wife, O my brother, and I resected that thou art in years my senior and in sovereignty my superior, mine own sorrow was belittled by the comparison, and my mind recovered tone and temper: so throwing off melancholy and despondency, I was able to eat and drink and sleep, and thus I speedily regained health and strength. Such is the truth and the whole truth.”

When King Shahryar heard this he waxed wroth with exceeding wrath, and rage was like to strangle him; but presently he recovered himself and said, “O my brother, I would not give thee the lie in this matter, but I cannot credit it till I see it with mine own eyes.”

“An thou wouldst look upon thy calamity,” quoth Shah Zaman, “rise at once and make ready again for hunting and coursing, and then hide thyself with me, so shalt thou witness it and thine eyes shall verify it.”

“True,” quoth the King; whereupon he let make proclamation of his intent to travel, and the troops and tents fared forth without the city, camping within sight, and Shahryar sallied out with them and took seat amidmost his host, bidding the slaves admit no man to him.

When night came on he summoned his Wazir and said to him, “Sit thou in my stead and let none wot of my absence till the term of three days.” Then the brothers disguised themselves and returned by night with all secrecy to the palace, where they passed the dark hours: and at dawn they seated themselves at the lattice overlooking the pleasure grounds, when presently the Queen and her handmaids came out as before, and passing under the windows made for the fountain. Here they stripped, ten of them being men to ten women, and the King’s wife cried out, “Where art thou, O Saeed?” The hideous blackamoor dropped from the tree straightway; and, rushing into her arms without stay or delay, cried out, “I am Sa’ad al Din Saood!” The lady laughed heartily, and all fell to satisfying their lusts, and remained so occupied for a couple of hours, when the white slaves rose up from the handmaidens’ breasts and the blackamoor dismounted from the Queen’s bosom: then they went into the basin and, after performing the Ghusl, or complete ablution, donned their dresses and retired as they had done before.

When King Shahryar saw this infamy of his wife and concubines he became as one distraught and he cried out, “Only in utter solitude can man be safe from the doings of this vile world! By Allah, life is naught but one great wrong.” Presently he added, “Do not thwart me, O my brother, in what I propose”; and the other answered, “I will not.”

So he said, “Let us up as we are and depart forthright hence, for we have no concern with Kingship, and let us overwander Allah’s earth, worshipping the Almighty till we find some one to whom the like calamity hath happened; and if we find none then will death be more welcome to us than life.”

So the two brothers issued from a second private postern of the palace; and they never stinted wayfaring by day and by night, until they reached a tree a-middle of a meadow hard by a spring of sweet water on the shore of the salt sea. Both drank of it and sat down to take their rest; and when an hour of the day had gone by: lo! they heard a mighty roar and uproar in the middle of the main as though the heavens were falling upon the earth; and the sea brake with waves before them, and from it towered a black pillar, which grew and grew till it rose skywards and began making for that meadow. Seeing it, they waxed fearful exceedingly and climbed to the top of the tree, which was a lofty; whence they gazed to see what might be the matter. And behold, it was a Jinni, huge of height and burly of breast and bulk, broad of brow and black of blee, bearing on his head a coffer of crystal. He strode to land, wading through the deep, and coming to the tree whereupon were the two Kings, seated himself beneath it. He then set down the coffer on its bottom and out it drew a casket, with seven padlocks of steel, which he unlocked with seven keys of steel he took from beside his thigh, and out of it a young lady to come was seen, white-skinned and of winsomest mien, of stature fine and thin, and bright as though a moon of the fourteenth night she had been, or the sun raining lively sheen. Even so the poet Utayyah hath excellently said:


She rose like the morn as she shone through the night
And she gilded the grove with her gracious sight:
From her radiance the sun taketh increase when
She unveileth and shameth the moonshine bright.
Bow down all beings between her hands
As she showeth charms with her veil undight.
And she foodeth cities with torrent tears
When she flasheth her look of levee light.



The Jinni seated her under the tree by his side and looking at her said, “O choicest love of this heart of mine! O dame of noblest line, whom I snatched away on thy bride night that none might prevent me taking thy maidenhead or tumble thee before I did, and whom none save myself hath loved or hath enjoyed: O my sweetheart! I would fief sleep a little while.” He then laid his head upon the lady’s thighs; and, stretching out his legs which extended down to the sea, slept and snored and sparked like the roll of thunder.

Presently she raised her head towards the tree top and saw the two Kings perched near the summit; then she softly lifted off her lap the Jinni’s pate which she was tired of supporting and placed it upon the ground; then standing upright under the tree signed to the Kings, “Come ye down, ye two, and fear naught from this Ifrit.”

They were in a terrible fright when they found that she had seen them and answered her in the same manner, “Allah upon thee and by thy modesty, O lady, excuse us from coming down!”

But she rejoined by saying, “Allah upon you both, that ye come down forthright, and if ye come not, I will rouse upon you my husband, this Ifrit, and he shall do you to die by the illest of deaths”; and she continued making signals to them.

So, being afraid, they came down to her and she rose before them and said, “Stroke me a strong stroke, without stay or delay, otherwise will I arouse and set upon you this Ifrit who shall slay you straightway.”

They said to her, “O our lady, we conjure thee by Allah, let us off this work, for we are fugitives from such and in extreme dread and terror of this thy husband. How then can we do it in such a way as thou desires?”

“Leave this talk: it needs must be so”; quoth she, and she swore them by Him who raised the skies on high, without prop or pillar, that, if they worked not her will, she would cause them to be slain and cast into the sea. Whereupon out of fear King Shahryar said to King Shah Zaman, “O my brother, do thou what she biddeth thee do”; but he replied, “I will not do it till thou do it before I do.”

And they began disputing about futtering her. Then quoth she to the twain, “How is it I see you disputing and demurring; if ye do not come forward like men and do the deed of kind ye two, I will arouse upon you the Ifrit.”

At this, by reason of their sore dread of the Jinni, both did by her what she bade them do; and, when they had dismounted from her, she said, “Well done!” She then took from her pocket a purse and drew out a knotted string, whereon were strung five hundred and seventy seal rings, and asked, “Know ye what be these?”

They answered her saying, “We know not!”

Then quoth she: “These be the signets of five hundred and seventy men who have all futtered me upon the horns of this foul, this foolish, this filthy Ifrit; so give me also your two seal rings, ye pair of brothers.” When they had drawn their two rings from their hands and given them to her, she said to them, “Of a truth this Ifrit bore me off on my bride night, and put me into a casket and set the casket in a coffer and to the coffer he affixed seven strong padlocks of steel and deposited me on the deep bottom of the sea that raves, dashing and clashing with waves; and guarded me so that I might remain chaste and honest, quotha! none save himself might have connexion with me. But I have lain under as many of my kind as I please, and this wretched Jinni wotteth not that Destiny may not be averted nor hindered by aught, and that whatso woman willeth the same she fulfilleth however man nilleth. Even so saith one of them:


‘Rely not on women;
Trust not to their hearts,
Whose joys and whose sorrows
Are hung to their parts!
Lying love they will swear thee
Whence guile ne’er departs:
Take Yusuf for sample
Ware sleights and ’ware smarts!
Iblis ousted Adam
(See ye not?) thro’ their arts.’



“And another saith:


‘Stint thy blame, man!
’Twill drive to a passion without bound;
My fault is not so heavy as fault in it hast found.
If true lover I become, then to me there cometh not
Save what happened unto many in the bygone stound.
For wonderful is he and right worthy of our praise
Who from wiles of female wits kept him safe and kept him sound.’”



Hearing these words they marvelled with exceeding marvel, and she went from them to the Ifrit and, taking up his head on her thigh as before, said to them softly, “Now wend your ways and bear yourselves beyond the bounds of his malice.”

So they fared forth saying either to other, “Allah! Allah!” and, “There be no Majesty and there be no Might save in Allah, the Glorious, the Great; and with Him we seek refuge from women’s malice and sleight, for of a truth it hath no mate in might. Consider, O my brother, the ways of this marvellous lady with an Ifrit who is so much more powerful than we are. Now since there hath happened to him a greater mishap than that which befel us and which should bear us abundant consolation, so return we to our countries and capitals, and let us decide never to intermarry with womankind and presently we will show them what will be our action.”

Thereupon they rode back to the tents of King Shahryar, which they reached on the morning of the third day; and, having mustered the Wazirs and Emirs, the Chamberlains and high officials, he gave a robe of honour to his Viceroy and issued orders for an immediate return to the city. There he sat him upon his throne and sending for the Chief Minister, the father of the two damsels who (Inshallah!) will presently be mentioned, he said, “I command thee to take my wife and smite her to death; for she hath broken her plight and her faith.” So he carried her to the place of execution and did her die.

Then King Shahryar took brand in hand and repairing to the Serraglio slew all the concubines and their Mamelukes. He also sware himself by a binding oath that whatever wife he married he would abate her maidenhead at night and slay her next morning to make sure of his honour; “For,” said he, “there never was nor is there one chaste woman upon face of earth.”

Then Shah Zaman prayed for permission to fare homewards; and he went forth equipped and escorted and travelled till he reached his own country. Meanwhile Shahryar commanded his Wazir to bring him the bride of the night that he might go in to her; so he produced a most beautiful girl, the daughter of one of the Emirs and the King went in unto her at eventide and when morning dawned he bade his Minister strike off her head; and the Wazir did accordingly for fear of the Sultan.

On this wise he continued for the space of three years; marrying a maiden every night and killing her the next morning, till folk raised an outcry against him and cursed him, praying Allah utterly to destroy him and his rule; and women made an uproar and mothers wept and parents fled with their daughters till there remained not in the city a young person fit for carnal copulation.

Presently the King ordered his Chief Wazir, the same who was charged with the executions, to bring him a virgin as was his wont; and the Minister went forth and searched and found none; so he returned home in sorrow and anxiety fearing for his life from the King.

Now he had two daughters, Scheherazade and Dunyazad hight, of whom the elder had perused the books, annals and legends of preceding Kings, and the stories, examples and instances of bygone men and things; indeed it was said that she had collected a thousand books of histories relating to antique races and departed rulers. She had perused the works of the poets and knew them by heart; she had studied philosophy and the sciences, arts and accomplishments; and she was pleasant and polite, wise and witty, well read and well bred. Now on that day she said to her father, “Why do I see thee thus changed and laden with cark and care? Concerning this matter quoth one of the poets:


Tell whoso hath sorrow
Grief never shall last:
E’en as joy hath no morrow
So woe shall go past.”



When the Wazir heard from his daughter these words he related to her, from first to last, all that had happened between him and the King. Thereupon said she, “By Allah, O my father, how long shall this slaughter of women endure? Shall I tell thee what is in my mind in order to save both sides from destruction?”

“Say on, O my daughter,” quoth he, and quoth she, “I wish thou wouldst give me in marriage to this King Shahryar; either I shall live or I shall be a ransom for the virgin daughters of Moslems and the cause of their deliverance from his hands and thine.”

“Allah upon thee!” cried he in wrath exceeding that lacked no feeding, “O scanty of wit, expose not thy life to such peril! How durst thou address me in words so wide from wisdom and un-far from foolishness? Know that one who lacketh experience in worldly matters readily falleth into misfortune; and whoso considereth not the end keepeth not the world to friend, and the vulgar say, ‘I was lying at mine ease: nought but my officiousness brought me unease.’”

“Needs must thou,” she broke in, “make me a doer of this good deed, and let him kill me an he will: I shall only die a ransom for others.”

“O my daughter,” asked he, “and how shall that profit thee when thou shalt have thrown away thy life?” and she answered, “O my father it must be, come of it what will!”

The Wazir was again moved to fury and blamed and reproached her, ending with, “In very deed—I fear lest the same befal thee which befel the Bull and the Ass with the Husbandman.” “And what,” asked she, “befel them, O my father?” Whereupon the Wazir began

THE TALE OF THE BULL AND THE ASS


Know, O my daughter, that there was once a merchant who owned much money and many men, and who was rich in cattle and camels; he had also a wife and family and he dwelt in the country, being experienced in husbandry and devoted to agriculture. Now Allah Most High had endowed him with understanding the tongues of beasts and birds of every kind, but under pain of death if he divulged the gift to any. So he kept it secret for very fear. He had in his cowhouse a Bull and an Ass each tethered in his own stall one hard by the other.

As the merchant was sitting near hand one day with his servants and his children were playing about him, he heard the Bull say to the Ass, “Hail and health to thee O Father of Waking! for that thou enjoyest rest and good ministering; all under thee is clean swept and fresh sprinkled; men wait upon thee and feed thee, and thy provaunt is sifted barley and thy drink pure spring water, while I (unhappy creature!) am led forth in the middle of the night, when they set on my neck the plough and a something called Yoke; and I tire at cleaving the earth from dawn of day till set of sun. I am forced to do more than I can and to bear all manner of ill treatment from night to night; after which they take me back with my sides torn, my neck flayed, my legs aching and mine eyelids sored with tears. Then they shut me up in the byre and throw me beans and crushed straw, mixed with dirt and chaff; and I lie in dung and filth and foul stinks through the livelong night. But thou art ever in a place swept and sprinkled and cleansed, and thou art always lying at ease, save when it happens (and seldom enough!) that the master hath some business, when he mounts thee and rides thee to town and returns with thee forthright. So it happens that I am toiling and distress while thou takest thine ease and thy rest; thou sleepest while I am sleepless; I hunger still while thou eatest thy fill, and I win contempt while thou winnest good will.”

When the Bull ceased speaking, the Ass turned towards him and said, “O Broad o’ Brow, O thou lost one! he lied not who dubbed thee Bull-head, for thou, O father of a Bull, hast neither forethought nor contrivance; thou art the simplest of simpletons, and thou knowest naught of good advisers. Hast thou not heard the saying of the wise:


For others these hardships and labours I bear
And theirs is the pleasure and mine is the care;
As the bleacher who blacketh his brow in the sun
To whiten the raiment which other men wear.



“But thou, O fool, art full of zeal and thou toilest and moilest before the master; and thou tearest and wearest and slayest thyself for the comfort of another. Hast thou never heard the saw that saith, None to guide and from the way go wide? Thou wendest forth at the call to dawn prayer and thou returnest not till sundown; and through the livelong day thou endurest all manner hardships; to wit, beating and belabouring and bad language. Now hearken to me, Sir Bull! when they tie thee to thy stinking manger, thou pawest the ground with thy forehand and rashest out with thy hind hoofs and pushest with thy horns and bellowest aloud, so they deem thee contented. And when they throw thee thy fodder thou fallest on it with greed and hastenest to line thy fair fat paunch. But if thou accept my advice it will be better for thee and thou wilt lead an easier life even than mine. When thou goest afield and they lay the thing called Yoke on thy neck, lie down and rise not again though haply they swinge thee; and, if thou rise, lie down a second time; and when they bring thee home and offer thee thy beans, fall backwards and only sniff at thy meat and withdraw thee and taste it not, and be satisfied with thy crushed straw and chaff; and on this wise feign thou art sick, and cease not doing thus for a day or two days or even three days, so shalt thou have rest from toil and moil.”

When the Bull heard these words he knew the Ass to be his friend and thanked him, saying, “Right is thy rede”; and prayed that all blessings might requite him, and cried, “O Father Wakener! thou hast made up for my failings.”

Now the merchant, O my daughter, understood all that passed between them. Next day the driver took the Bull, and settling the plough on his neck, made him work as wont; but the Bull began to shirk his ploughing, according to the advice of the Ass, and the ploughman drubbed him till he broke the yoke and made off; but the man caught him up and leathered him till he despaired of his life. Not the less, however, would he do nothing but stand still and drop down till the evening. Then the herd led him home and stabled him in his stall: but he drew back from his manger and neither stamped nor ramped nor butted nor bellowed as he was wont to do; whereat the man wondered. He brought him the beans and husks, but he sniffed at them and left them and lay down as far from them as he could and passed the whole night fasting.

The peasant came next morning; and, seeing the manger full of beans, the crushed straw untasted and the ox lying on his back in sorriest plight, with legs outstretched and swollen belly, he was concerned for him, and said to himself, “By Allah, he hath assuredly sickened and this is the cause why he would not plough yesterday.” Then he went to the merchant and reported, “O my master, the Bull is ailing; he refused his fodder last night; nay more, he hath not tasted a scrap of it this morning.”

Now the merchant farmer understood what all this meant, because he had overheard the talk between the Bull and the Ass, so quoth he, “Take that rascal donkey, and set the yoke on his neck, and bind him to the plough and make him do Bull’s work.”

Thereupon the ploughman took the Ass, and worked him through the livelong day at the Bull’s task; and, when he failed for weakness, he made him eat stick till his ribs were sore and his sides were sunken and his neck was hayed by the yoke; and when he came home in the evening he could hardly drag his limbs along, either fore-hand or hind-legs. But as for the Bull, he had passed the day lying at full length and had eaten his fodder with an excellent appetite, and he ceased not calling down blessings on the Ass for his good advice, unknowing what had come to him on his account.

So when night set in and the Ass returned to the byre the Bull rose up before him in honour, and said, “May good tidings gladden thy heart, O Father Wakener! through thee I have rested all this day and I have eaten my meat in peace and quiet.”

But the Ass returned no reply, for wrath and heart-burning and fatigue and the beating he had gotten; and he repented with the most grievous of repentance; and quoth he to himself: “This cometh of my folly in giving good counsel; as the saw saith, I was in joy and gladness, nought save my officiousness brought me this sadness. But I will bear in mind my innate worth and the nobility of my nature; for what saith the poet?


“Shall the beautiful hue of the Basil fail
Tho’ the beetle’s foot o’er the Basil crawl?
And though spider and fly be its denizens
Shall disgrace attach to the royal hall?
The cowrie, I ken, shall have currency
But the pearl’s clear drop, shall its value fall?



“And now I must take thought and put a trick upon him and return him to his place, else I die.”

Then he went aweary to his manger, while the Bull thanked him and blessed him. And even so, O my daughter, said the Wazir, thou wilt die for lack of wits; therefore sit thee still and say naught and expose not thy life to such stress; for, by Allah, I offer thee the best advice, which cometh of my affection and kindly solicitude for thee.”

“O my father,” she answered, “needs must I go up to this King and be married to him.”

Quoth he, “Do not this deed”; and quoth she, “Of a truth I will”; whereat he rejoined, “If thou be not silent and bide still, I will do with thee even what the merchant did with his wife.”

“And what did he?” asked she.

Know then, answered the Wazir, that after the return of the Ass the merchant came out on the terrace roof with his wife and family, for it was a moonlit night and the moon at its full
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