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			Sir Richard Francis Burton (1821–1890) was a gifted linguist, a daring explorer, a prolific author, and one of the most flamboyant celebrities of his day. Forced to leave Oxford for unruly behavior, he joined the British army in India, where he gained a remarkable knowledge of Arabic, Hindustani, and Persian, eventually acquiring twenty-nine languages and many dialects. He led the famed expedition to discover the source of the Nile and, disguised as a Muslim, made a pilgrimage to the city of Mecca, then forbidden to non-Muslims, and penetrated the sacred city of Harare in uncharted East Africa. Burton translated unexpurgated versions of many famous texts, including the Kama Sutra (1883) and Arabian Nights (1885–88), which is perhaps his most celebrated achievement.
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			Introduction

			The story of the book called The Arabian Nights, it has been said, is a story worthy of being in The Arabian Nights. Three centuries have passed since the publication of the first European translation of the book, whose Arabic title translates as The Thousand and One Nights. The appearance of the work in Europe divides the story of the Nights into two chapters. The first chapter is a dimly known tale. It is the history of the medieval Arabic work. A glimpse of the book is caught—and then centuries pass. The second chapter is a much better known tale, but it is also exceedingly complicated. It is the history of the modern work—or works, I should say, for the title The Arabian Nights now really refers to many works. It is a tale with surprising twists, and a gallery of piquant characters—adventurers, scholars, eccentrics, rogues. Indeed, the translator of the stories in this volume was all of those things. Here I may do no more than mention what is most essential and notable in that long story. Our knowledge of the development of the medieval Arabic work is sketchy, and there are two versions of it. The first is what might be called the consensus version. The second is the “minority report.”

			THE MEDIEVAL NIGHTS

			The earliest evidence for the book is a ninth-century papyrus found in Egypt. The papyrus bears the title “the Book of the Tale of the Thousand Nights,” and it contains the beginning of an early version of the Frame Tale. In it the slave girl Dinazad asks her mistress, Shirizad, to tell a pleasant story to pass the night. Their names are Persian, and the tenth-century historian al-Masoudi tells us in his history The Meadows of Gold that a book called Alf Layla (A Thousand Nights) was an Arabic translation of a Persian work, the Hazar Afsaneh, or Thousand Tales. Masoudi says that it is a collection of stories translated from Persian, Indian and Greek sources, and he mentions a Frame Tale about a king, his minister, the minister’s daughter and her slave. Later in the tenth century, the bibliographer Ibn al-Nadim mentions the book near the end of his vast bibliography. He describes the Frame Tale in somewhat more detail than al-Masoudi; he tells us that the king would marry a woman and kill her in the morning until he married the daughter of his minister, a woman named Shahrazad, who tricked him into letting her live by telling him a story she left unfinished at dawn. This, Ibn al-Nadim says, went on for a thousand nights, during which time Shahrazad bore a son for the king, who then decided to keep her alive. It is, Ibn al-Nadim concludes, “a vulgar work, written in a bad style.” From the twelfth century, a loan record from a Jewish bookseller in Cairo mentions the book’s title, The Thousand and One Nights. The fifteenth-century Egyptian historian al-Maqrizi quotes thirteenth-century Spanish-Arabic sources who claim that the book circulated in Cairo in the time of the Fatimid dynasty, say the later eleventh century.

			On the basis of these facts, and the internal evidence of the stories themselves, there is general agreement that an Arabic translation of a Persian story collection formed the core of the Nights. The Persian collection itself probably began as a translation of an Indian collection—the device of a frame tale itself is often considered an Indian literary device. The Arabic translation was probably made in Baghdad in the eighth or ninth century, when Baghdad was the center of a vast translation project funded by the Abbasid caliphs. Apart from that single tantalizing fragment in the ninth-century papyrus, the earliest surviving manuscript for the Nights dates from the fourteenth century. If we compare the beginning of the Frame Tale in that manuscript with the ninth-century version, we see that the slave and mistress have become sisters, and the title of the work has become Alf Layla wa Layla, The Thousand and One Nights. The usual course has been to posit first a Baghdad layer of stories being added to the translation, and then later another layer of stories being added in Cairo. Possibly Damascus also was the source of additional tales. In this view, the book grew slowly over the course of six or seven centuries, until in the late medieval period, say the fourteenth or fifteenth century, there existed a work similar to the modern Arabic editions first printed in Egypt and India in the nineteenth century known as the Bulaq and Second Calcutta editions.

			There is, as I said, a revisionist view put forth by Muhsin Mahdi. Mahdi has argued that the late-medieval work was much smaller than the versions in the Egyptian manuscripts used to make the Bulaq and Calcutta II editions. It was, in his view, perhaps a quarter of the length of the nineteenth-century Arabic editions. Most of the stories found in those editions, Mahdi argues, were added in response to European demand for more stories, to a shorter and more coherent Syrian work.

			My own position is the former, though here I can do no more than touch on the main reasons for it.* The Nights was an unusual work by the standards of medieval Arabic literature. For one thing, its contents were never, it seems, strictly settled. This is due in part to the tale usually known simply as the Frame Tale, the story of Shahrazad and Shahriyar, a story of astonishing content and remarkable form. It is a story constructed to contain other stories, a limitless number of other stories, the stories Shahrazad tells Shahriyar at night in order to defer her death. And it seems that the Nights grew slowly through the Middle Ages, as more and more popular tales were inserted into the Frame Tale. The fact that the Nights was a popular fiction also accounts in part for its permeable borders. The disparaging remarks of Ibn al-Nadim are significant in this respect: It was not the sort of work that a respectable medieval writer would take the time to edit carefully. Hence, it is difficult to say in many cases whether certain stories were or were not a part of the work. As a result of Mahdi’s research, we now know a great deal more about the history of the work, but to conclude, as Mahdi does, that stories about Aladdin, Ali Baba and Sinbad do not “belong” in the Nights misses the point. And the point is that due to the popularity of the work in its many European versions, The Arabian Nights now really refers to something like a family of works.

			THE MODERN NIGHTS

			The modern history of the Nights begins in 1704, with Antoine Galland’s translation into French of a three- or possibly four-volume Arabic manuscript sent to him in Paris. Galland had spent some years in Istanbul, where he was attached to the French embassy to the Ottoman court as a translator of Oriental languages, Turkish, Persian and Arabic. The manuscript of The Thousand and One Nights sent to him in Paris was of Syrian origin, and in 1704, he brought out the first two volumes of his translation Les mille et une nuits. They were an immediate popular success, and soon cheap translations of his translation were made into all the other major European languages.

			To Galland belongs much of the credit for the success of the Nights in all the various forms in Western literature it would ultimately take. To comprehend how he shaped his translation, it must be understood that our concept of what translation is differs from the prevalent view in Galland’s era—and indeed from the concept of translation that would hold sway a century later. Galland treated his Arabic manuscript sources with considerable freedom, and in three ways his changes were critical for the work’s subsequent success. First, he bowdlerized the text; second, he made other changes in the stories that he felt necessary for the literary tastes of his time; and third, it seems he inserted Arabic stories not found in his manuscripts—some of the most famous stories in European editions of the Nights are so-called “orphan stories”—stories, that is, that appeared in Galland’s translation for which no Arabic manuscript version has yet been found. The most outstanding examples are “Aladdin and the Magic Lamp” and “Ali Baba and the Forty Thieves.” All of these things, but especially his censorship of racy episodes, paved the way for the numerous children’s adaptations of stories that would appear for the next two centuries. The influence of the children’s editions can hardly be overestimated. For at least the next two centuries, probably the only work that exercised greater influence on European literature was the Bible. For numerous European and American writers, a childhood reading of stories from the Nights was their first experience of the power of imaginative literature (see, for example, the numerous references to the Nights in Proust’s Remembrance of Things Past).

			The popular success of Galland’s translation notwithstanding, it was only in the latter part of the eighteenth century that other Arabists would take note of it and begin to delve into its medieval Arabic sources. And then Galland’s translation was also decisive in a rather different way. Study of Galland’s work and the three-volume manuscript in the Bibliothèque nationale of France suggests that he also worked from another manuscript, now lost (the three-volume manuscript also may be missing a fourth volume). What is more, at a certain point in his translation, Galland abandoned the device of the divisions into Nights; Volume 6 concluded with Night 236, and Volume 7 began with a justification for dropping the device. As a result of these things, doubts would ultimately arise as to whether he had translated the entirety of the Arabic work. In 1776, an English scholar, for example, would claim that Galland’s translation covered only about half the stories in the Arabic versions. As a result, our assortment of scholars, adventurers and rogues began searching for the rest of the stories—and they found them. Or at least they found more stories, the stories whose inclusion in the Nights is disputed by Mahdi.

			Be that as it may, the results of this new interest were twofold: the first printed Arabic editions were made, and new translations were made based on these Arabic editions.

			Between the years 1814 and 1818, the first printed Arabic edition of the Nights was published in Calcutta, under the supervision of the College of Fort William, which had been established by the British colonial government of India. But it was an “incomplete” edition, containing only two hundred nights and the story of Sinbad. Then, in 1835, the first “complete” edition in Arabic—an edition divided into one thousand and one nights—was printed in Cairo. This is known as the Bulaq edition—Bulaq being the district in Cairo where the first printing press in the Arab world had been established by the ruler of Egypt, Muhammad Ali. Then, between 1839 and 1842, another “complete” edition of the Nights was published in Calcutta. Now known as the Second Calcutta edition, it was largely based on the Bulaq edition. Bulaq and Calcutta II would serve as the sources for most subsequent European translations. Of these translations, two in English that preceded Burton’s must be mentioned here, those of Edward Lane and John Payne.

			Lane was an Orientalist scholar who resided many years in Cairo. He is remembered today for three works: his Arabic-English lexicon (unfinished at his death), a classic account of contemporary Egyptian society called The Manners and Customs of the Modern Egyptians, and his translation of the Nights. Between the years 1838 and 1841, Lane published his translation of the Nights, based on the Bulaq edition, in which he attacked Galland’s work in his preface:  “I assert that Galland has excessively perverted the work. His acquaintance with Arab manners and customs was insufficient to preserve him always from errors of the grossest description.” Unfortunately, Lane himself took a number of freedoms with the Bulaq text. The son of an Anglican clergyman, he was thoroughly Victorian in his morals, and he too censored the Bulaq text. So his work was no advance on Galland’s in that respect. What is perhaps worse, he left out those stories he considered inferior, only providing summaries of them in his notes. And he also left out most of the poetry found in the Bulaq edition since he considered it inferior. Much of it is mediocre, but if one claims to be producing a “faithful” translation, then it clearly belongs in the text.

			Around 1876, John Payne began a new English translation based on Calcutta II. Payne was what today would be called an “independent scholar.” Besides learning a number of European languages, he also taught himself Turkish, Persian and Arabic. His translation was not heavily censored like Lane’s, but he had a weakness for archaic English words and expressions, which found their way into his translation. Those who liked Lane’s translation attacked Payne’s, and it was their barrage of criticism that attracted the attention of Richard Burton, then languishing as British consul in Trieste.

			Even among the colorful cast of characters drawn to the Nights, Burton stands out, but I will mostly comment from the standpoint of an Arabist since Professor Zipes discusses him in his “Note on the Text and the Translator,” which follows this introduction. Most Arabists would, I think, agree that Burton’s translation is the most useful for dealing with difficulties in a text like Calcutta II. Although Burton reused a good deal of Payne’s translation, with Payne’s permission, because Burton was in a hurry—he was always in a hurry, it seems—he clearly superseded Payne by translating everything. That is its chief value. Its greatest drawbacks are the racist descriptions with which he embellished certain stories, the Frame Tale most prominently, and the fact that his prose is quite difficult to read. Zipes’s adaptation is really a translation of Burton’s peculiar English style. Burton’s claim that his idiom was somehow close to that of the Arabic as found in the Calcutta II is patent nonsense. There are many styles of Arabic found in Calcutta II, as one would expect in a book composed by many different hands. But, in general, the prose style of the Arabic is fairly plain, especially when compared with other medieval Arabic prose texts. The editors of Calcutta II and Bulaq fixed most of the colloquial Arabic found in the various manuscripts of the Nights (though not all of it). But Burton’s language has nothing to do with any of that. It is simply his own bizarre concoction. Hence the great value of Zipes’s “translation.”

			NARRATIVE STYLE

			Elsewhere I have used the term “economy” to describe the narrative style of the Arabic text of Bulaq and Calcutta II. By this I mean that once the storyteller settles on a way of describing an episode, he tends to reuse it. For example, if an event in a story is later described by a character in the story, the wording will almost repeat the original narration with only the necessary changes in pronouns. Dialogue is also repeated verbatim; each of the three Sheikhs addresses the same questions to the merchant in “The Tale of the Merchant and the Jinnee”: “Why are you sitting in this place? Don’t you know it’s the abode of jinn?” Descriptions of characters involve a similar sort of economy. Beauty is described with the same phrases again and again, with hardly any distinction made between males and females, so that every pretty face in the Nights looks like all the other pretty faces. In general there is no attempt to set the scene. If an object is mentioned, it will almost certainly function in the plot. The recycling in the “complete editions” can extend also to episodes and even whole plots. Some sorts of repetition are sometimes attributed to techniques of oral composition, but whatever their source, the cumulative effect of many of the repetitions is to give the Nights the feel of dream narrative.

			The other outstanding feature of narrative in the Nights is, of course, the way in which tales are told within other tales. The Frame Tale is the obvious example. This technique is, as I said before, often thought to be of Indian origin since it is a characteristic of the much older Panchatantra. But the artistry of the technique in the Nights surpasses that of the Panchatantra. There stories are hung on didactic pegs: “If you do that, then that which happened to weasel with the snake will happen to you.” In the Nights, however, the didactic frame is the least common way of introducing another story within a story. More commonly, the story is told to answer one of two questions. Either it explains how a character who is part of the preceding story arrived in that situation, or it is in response to the question “Has anyone ever heard a more amazing story?” as in “The Merchant and the Jinnee.” The technique is not merely formal, for these stories dispense with the overt didacticism of a work like Panchatantra in order to link the tales by means of thematic resonances. They “show” rather than “tell,” to fall back on an old (and admittedly artificial) distinction. The outstanding example—for this reader—is “The Hunchback’s Tale,” which frames eleven other tales that all in one way or another chart the vicissitudes of desire in the social circuits of power.

			The story of the Nights is the story of a marginalized medieval Arabic work that in its modern guises conquers the world. Galland’s publication of his first two volumes in 1704 pulled the stopper from the bottle, and the jinnee of the Nights escaped. Like a shape-shifting jinnee, the Nights would henceforth take many different guises, and through them, it would adapt itself to literary tastes all around the world. It is a story that, as the recurrent phrase has it, could “be written in letters of gold on the inner corner of the eye.” The Arabian Nights has become one of the essential texts in what is sometimes called “world literature.” Long before Coca-Cola and Mickey Mouse, The Arabian Nights conquered the world market. Jack Zipes has provided a valuable service in making one of the important editions available—and readable—to a new generation of readers.

			
			—Daniel Beaumont

			
		

	
		
			A Note on the Text and the Translator

			This adaptation is based on Richard F. Burton’s The Book of the Thousand Nights and a Night. A Plain and Literal Translation of the Arabian Nights Entertainment, 10 vols. (Benares: Kamashastra Society, 1885–86). Considered one of the greatest scholar-explorers of the nineteenth century, Burton (1821–90) was the son of a retired lieutenant colonel and was educated in France and Italy during his youth. By the time he enrolled at Trinity College, Oxford, in 1840, he could speak French and Italian fluently along with the Béarnais and Neapolitan dialects, and he had an excellent command of Greek and Latin. In fact, he had such an extraordinary gift as a linguist that he eventually learned twenty-five other languages and fifteen dialects. Yet this ability was not enough to help him adapt to the life and proscriptions at Oxford. He soon encountered difficulties with the Oxford administration and was expelled in 1842. His troubles there may have been due to the fact that he was raised on the Continent and never felt at home in England.

			Following in his father’s footsteps, Burton enlisted in the British army and served eight years in India as a subaltern officer. During his time there, he learned Arabic, Hindi, Marathi, Sindhi, Punjabi, Teugu, Pasto, and Miltani, which enabled him to carry out some important intelligence assignments, but he was eventually forced to resign from the army because some of his espionage work became too controversial. After a brief respite (1850–52) with his mother in Boulogne, France, during which time he published four books on India, Burton explored the Nile Valley and was the first Westerner to visit forbidden Moslem cities and shrines. In 1855 he participated in the Crimean War, then explored the Nile again (1857–58), and in 1860 he took a trip to Salt Lake City, Utah, to do research for a biography of Brigham Young. In 1861, Burton married Isabel Arundell, the daughter of an aristocratic family, and accepted a position as consul in Fernando Po, a Spanish island off the coast of West Africa, remaining until 1864. Thereafter, he was British consul in Santos, Brazil (1864–68), Damascus, Syria (1868–71), and finally Trieste, Italy, until his death in 1890. Wherever he went, Burton wrote informative anthropological and ethnological studies such as Sindh, and the Races That Inhabit the Valley of the Indus (1851) and Pilgrimage to El-Medinah and Mecca (1855–56), composed his own poetry such as The Kasidah (1880), and translated unusual works of erotica such as the Kama Sutra (1883) and significant collections of folk tales such as Basile’s The Pentamerone (1893). Altogether he published forty-three volumes about his explorations and travels, over one hundred articles, and thirty volumes of translations.

			Burton’s Nights is generally recognized as one of the finest unexpurgated translations of William Hay Macnagh- ten’s Calcutta II edition (1839–42). The fact is, however, that Burton plagiarized a good deal of his translation from John Payne’s The Book of the Thousand Nights and One Night (1882–84) so that he could publish his book quickly and acquire the private subscribers to Payne’s edition. Payne (1842–1916), a remarkable translator and scholar of independent means, had printed only five hundred copies of his excellent unexpurgated edition, for he had not expected much of a demand for the expensive nine-volume set. However, there were a thousand more subscribers who wanted his work, and since Payne was indifferent with regard to publishing a second edition, Burton received Payne’s permission to offer his “new” translation to these subscribers about a year after Payne’s work had appeared. Moreover, Burton profited a great deal from Payne’s spadework (apparently with Payne’s knowledge).

			This is not to say that Burton’s translation (which has copious anthropological notes and an important “Terminal Essay”) should not be considered his work. He did most of the translation by himself, and only toward the end of his ten volumes did he plagiarize, although he kept his own style and apparently referred to the original text with regard to questions of interpretation. In contrast to Payne, Burton was more meticulous in respecting word order and the exact phrasing of the original; he included the division into nights with the constant intervention of Scheherazade and was more competent in translating the verse. Moreover, he was more insistent on emphasizing the erotic and bawdy aspects of the Nights. As he remarked in his introduction, his object was “to show what The Thousand Nights and a Night really is. Not, however, for reasons to be more fully stated in the Terminal Essay, by straining verbum reddere verbo, but by writing as the Arab would have written in English.”

			The result was a quaint, even bizarre and somewhat stilted English that makes for difficult reading today. Even in his own day his language was obsolete, archaic, and convoluted. Therefore, I have endeavored to rework Burton’s accurate but difficult translation into a more modern English idiom while trying to retain the flavor of his original and some of his stock phrases and mannerisms. To make his translation flow more smoothly I have eliminated redundant elements and garrulous passages. In addition, I have discarded all the poetry, since most of the poems were inserted later into the tales, often without reason, and I have changed the spelling of some of the characters’ names and place-names. My small selection of tales from Burton’s comprehensive ten volumes and his publication of supplemental tales has been made with an eye toward representing the various types of narratives that are in the larger collection: the fairy tale, the parable, the didactic tale, the fable, the legend, the jest, the anecdote, the apocryphal tale, etc. The two famous tales “Aladdin and the Magic Lamp” and “Ali Baba and the Forty Thieves” did not appear in Burton’s original collection of the Nights but in his supplementary edition. His translation of “Aladdin and the Magic Lamp” was based on the Arabic manuscript published first in France under the title Histoire d’ Alá al-Din ou La Lampe Merveilleuse, Texte Arabe (1888), edited by Hermann Zotenberg; and the translation of “Ali Baba and the Forty Thieves” was based on a nineteenth-century Hindustani version of Hazar Dastan (“The Thousand Tales”) by Totaram Sháyán. Most of my selections are well-known; others have been, in my opinion, unduly neglected. They are all included within the framework of Scheherazade’s narrative that lends the collection its special meaning and charm, which I hope I have managed to convey.

			I would like to express my gratitude to Susan Rogers, who initiated this project, and to Rosemary Ahern, who supervised its completion with great care and concern. I also benefited from the fine editing of the tales by Ted Johnson. Finally, I should like to thank the John Simon Guggenheim Foundation, which provided me with a grant in 1989–90 that enabled me to undertake and complete the research for this project.

			
			—Jack Zipes

			
		

	
		
			Prologue

			In the name of Allah, the Compassionate, who bestows His mercy on all! Praise be to Allah, the Beneficent King, the Creator of the Universe, Lord of the Three Worlds, and grace and blessing be upon Our Lord Mohammed, Prince of the Apostles!

			Verily the works and words of our ancestors have become signs and examples to people of our modern age so that they may view what happened to other folk and take heed; so that they may peruse the annals of ancient peoples and read about everything they have experienced and thereby be guided and restrained.

			Praise, therefore, be to Him, who has made the histories of the past an admonition for our own time! Their legacy has been passed on to us in the tales called “The Arabian Nights,” together with their renowned legends and wonders.

			And among these tales, thanks to the Omniscient and Almighty Allah, we have been given

		

	
		
			The Story of King Shahryar and His Brother

			A long time ago there was a mighty king of the Banu Sasan in the lands of India and China, and when he died, he left only two sons, one in the prime of manhood and the other still a youth, both brave cavaliers. But the elder was an especially superb horseman, and he became the successor to the empire and ruled the kingdom with such justice that he was beloved by all the people of his realm. His name was Shahryar, and he appointed his younger brother, Shah Zaman, king of Samarcan. In the years that followed, each brother was content to remain in his own kingdom, and each ruled with such equity and fairness that their subjects were extremely happy. Everything continued like this for twenty years, but at the end of that time, Shahryar yearned to see his younger brother once more before he died.

			So he asked his vizier whether he thought it would be a good idea to visit his brother, but the minister found such an undertaking inadvisable and recommended that he write his brother a letter of invitation and send him gifts under the vizier’s charge. Therefore, the king immediately ordered generous gifts to be prepared, such as horses that had saddles lined with gold and jewels, mamelukes, beautiful maidens, high-breasted virgins, and splendid and expensive cloth. He then wrote a letter to Shah Zaman expressing his strong desire to see him, and he ended it with these words: “I, therefore, hope that my beloved brother will honor me with his visit, and I am sending my vizier to make arrangements for the journey. My one and only desire is to see you before I die. If you refuse my request, I shall not survive the blow. May peace be with you!” Then King Shahryar sealed the letter, gave it to the vizier, and urged him to do his utmost to return as soon as possible.

			“Your wish is my command,” said the vizier, who began making all the preparations without delay. All this work occupied him three days, and on the dawn of the fourth he took leave of his king and journeyed over hills, deserts, and pleasant valleys without stopping night or day. Of course, whenever he entered a realm whose lord was under the rule of King Shahryar, he would be greeted with magnificent gifts and all kinds of fair and rare presents, and he would be obliged to stay there for three days, the customary term for the ritual to honor guests. And when he left on the fourth, he would be honorably escorted for one whole day to speed him on his way.

			As soon as the vizier drew near Shah Zaman’s court in Samarcan, he sent one of his high officials ahead to announce his arrival. This courier presented himself before the king, kissed the ground, and delivered his message. Thereupon, the king commanded various nobles and lords of his realm to go forth and meet his brother’s vizier a good day’s journey from his court. After they encountered him, they greeted him respectfully and formed an escort party. When the vizier entered the city, he proceeded straight to the palace, where he kissed the ground and prayed for the king’s health and happiness and for victory over his enemies. Then he informed the king that his brother was yearning to see him and presented the letter, which Shah Zaman took from his hand and read. When the king fully comprehended its import, he said, “I cannot refuse the wishes of my brother. However, we shall not depart until we have honored my brother’s vizier with three days of hospitality.”

			Shah Zaman assigned suitable quarters in the palace for the minister, and he ordered tents pitched for the troops and gave them rations of meat, drink, and other necessities. On the fourth day he prepared himself for the trip, gathered together sumptuous presents befitting his elder brother’s majesty, and appointed his chief vizier to be viceroy of the land during his absence. Then he ordered his tents, camels, and mules to be brought forth, and he set up camp with their bales and loads, attendants and guards within sight of the city in order to set out early the next morning for his brother’s capital.

			It so happened, however, that in the middle of the night he suddenly remembered he had forgotten a gift in his palace that he wanted to take to his brother. So he returned alone and entered his private chambers, where he found the queen, his wife, asleep on his own couch, and in her arms she held a black cook with crude features, smeared with kitchen grease and grime. When he saw this, the world turned dark before his eyes, and he said, “If this is what happens while I am still within sight of the city, what will this damned whore do during my long absence at my brother’s court?”

			So he drew his scimitar, cut the two in four pieces with a single blow, and left them on the couch. Soon thereafter he returned to his camp without letting anyone know what had happened. Then he gave orders for immediate departure and set out on his trip. Nevertheless, he could not help thinking about his wife’s betrayal, and he kept saying to himself over and over, “How could she have done this to me? How could she have brought about her own death?” until excessive grief seized him. His color changed to yellow, his body grew weak, and he appeared to be on the verge of death. So the vizier had to shorten the stages of the journey and remain longer at the watering places in order to take care of the king.

			Now, when Shah Zaman finally approached his brother’s capital, he sent messengers to announce his arrival, and Shahryar came forth to meet him with the viziers, emirs, lords, and nobles of his realm. After saluting him, he was overcome with joy and ordered the city to be decorated in his honor. At the same time, however, Shahryar could not help but see how poor his brother’s health was, and he asked him what had happened.

			“It’s due to the long, hard journey,” replied Shah Zaman, “and I’ll need some care, for I’ve suffered from the change of water and air. But Allah be praised for reuniting me with my beloved brother!”

			Then the two entered the capital in all honor, and Shahryar lodged his brother in his palace overlooking the garden. After some time had passed, King Shahryar noticed that his brother’s condition was still unchanged, and he attributed it to his separation from his country. So he let him do as he pleased and asked him no questions until one day when he said, “My brother, I can’t help noticing that you’ve grown weaker and paler than you were before.”

			“I’m sick in my heart,” he replied, but he would not tell Shahryar about his wife and all that he had seen.

			Thereupon Shahryar summoned doctors and surgeons and asked them to treat his brother to the best of their ability, which they did for a whole month, but their potions had no effect, for he dwelled upon his wife’s treachery. Indeed, he became more and more despondent, and even the use of leeches failed to change his mood.

			One day his elder brother said to him, “I’ve decided to go on a hunting expedition. Perhaps you’d feel better if you joined me.”

			However, Shah Zaman declined and said, “I am not in the mood for anything like this, and I beseech you to let me stay quietly in the palace, for I can’t seem to get over this sickness.”

			So, King Shah Zaman spent the night in the palace by himself. The next morning, after his brother had departed, he left his room and sat down at one of the lattice windows overlooking the garden. There he rested awhile and became steeped in sad thoughts about his wife’s betrayal, occasionally uttering sighs of grief. Now, as he was moaning and torturing himself, a secret door to the garden swung open, and out came twenty slave girls surrounding his brother’s wife, who was marvelously beautiful and moved about with the grace of a gazelle in search of a cool stream. Shah Zaman drew back from the window, but he kept the group in sight from a place where they could not spot him, even though they walked under the very window where he had stationed himself. As they advanced into the garden, they came to a jetting fountain amidst a great basin of water. Then they stripped off their clothes, and Shah Zaman suddenly realized that ten of them were women, concubines of the king, and the other ten were white slaves. After they had all paired off, the queen was left alone, but she soon cried out in a loud voice, “Come to me right now, my lord Saeed!” and all of a sudden a big slobbering blackamoor with rolling eyes leapt from one of the trees. It was truly a hideous sight. He rushed up to her and threw his arms around her neck, while she embraced him just as warmly. Then he mounted her, and winding his legs around hers, as a button loop clasps a button, he tossed her to the ground and enjoyed her. The other slaves did the same with the girls until they had all satisfied their passions, and they did not stop kissing, coupling, and carousing until the day began to wane. When the mamelukes rose from the bosoms of the maidens and the blackamoor slave let go of the queen, the men resumed their disguises, and all except the Negro, who climbed up the tree, left the garden via the secret door and reentered the palace.

			Now, after Shah Zaman had witnessed this spectacle, he said to himself, “By Allah, my misfortune is nothing compared to my brother’s! Though he may be a greater king among kings than I am, he doesn’t even realize that this kind of perfidious behavior is going on in his very own palace, and his wife is in love with the filthiest of filthy slaves. This only proves that all women will make cuckolds out of their husbands when given the chance. Well, then, let the curse of Allah fall upon one and all and upon the fools who need the support of their wives or who place the reins of conduct in their hands!” So, he cast aside his melancholy and no longer had regrets about what he had done. Moreover, he constantly repeated his words to himself to minimize his sorrow and added, “No man in this world is safe from the malice of women!”

			When suppertime arrived, the servants brought him the trays, and he ate with a voracious appetite, for he had refrained from eating a long time, no matter how delicious the food. Now he was able once again to give grateful thanks to Almighty Allah for the meal and for restoring his appetite, and he spent a most restful night, savoring the sweet food of sleep. The next day he ate his breakfast with a hearty appetite and began to regain his health and strength and was in excellent condition by the time his brother came back from the hunt ten days later. When Shah Zaman rode out to meet him, King Shahryar looked at him and was astonished by the remarkable change in his brother’s appearance, but Shah Zaman did not say or disclose a thing to him. Instead, the two just embraced, exchanged greetings, and rode into the city.

			Later when they were seated at their ease in the palace, the servants brought them food, and they ate to their hearts’ content. After the meal was removed and they had washed their hands, King Shahryar turned to his brother and said, “I am astonished by the change in your condition. I had hoped to take you with me on the hunt, but I realized that your mind was sorely troubled by something, and you looked so pale and sickly. But now—glory be to God!—your natural color has returned to your face, and you’re in fine shape. I had believed that your sickness was due to the separation from your family, friends, and country, so I had refrained from bothering you with probing questions. But now I beseech you to explain the cause of your troubles and the reason for your recovery to such good health.”

			When Shah Zaman heard this, he bowed his head toward the ground, and after a while he raised it and said, “I shall tell you what caused my troubles and bad health, but you must pardon me if I don’t tell you the reason for my complete recovery. Indeed, I beg you not to force me to explain everything that has happened.”

			Shahryar was much surprised by these words and replied, “Let me hear first what caused you to become so sick and pale.”

			“Well then,” began Shah Zaman, “it was like this. When you sent the vizier with your invitation, I made all sorts of preparations for three days and camped before my city to begin the journey early the next day. But that night I remembered that I had left a string of jewels in the palace that I intended to give to you as a gift. I returned for it alone and found my wife on my couch in the arms of a hideous black cook. So I slew the two and came to you. However, I could not help grieving about this affair and regretting what I had done. That’s why I lost my health and became weak. But you must excuse me if I refuse to tell you how I managed to regain my health.”

			Shahryar shook his head, completely astonished, and with the fire of wrath flaming in his heart, he cried, “Indeed, the malice of woman is mighty! My brother, you’ve escaped many an evil deed by putting your wife to death, and your rage and grief are quite understandable and excusable, especially since you had never suffered anything as terrible as this before. By Allah, had this been me, I would not have been satisfied until I had slain a thousand women and had gone mad! But praise be to Allah, who has eased your tribulations, and now you must tell me how you regained your health so suddenly, and you must explain to me why you are being so secretive.”

			“Oh brother, again I beg you to excuse me for refusing to talk about this!”

			“But I insist.”

			“I’m afraid that my story may cause you more anger and sorrow than I myself have suffered.”

			“That’s even a better reason for telling me the whole story,” said Shahryar, “and in the name of Allah, I command you not to keep anything back from me!”

			Thereupon Shah Zaman told him all he had seen from beginning to end, and he concluded his story by saying, “When I saw your misfortune, and your wife’s betrayal, my own sorrow seemed slight in comparison, and I became sober and sound again. So, discarding melancholy and despondency, I was able to eat, drink, and sleep, and thus I quickly regained my health and strength. This is the truth and the whole truth.”

			After King Shahryar heard this tale, he became so furious that it seemed his rage might consume him. However, he quickly recovered his composure and said, “My brother, I don’t mean to imply that you have lied to me, but I can’t believe your story until I see everything with my own eyes.”

			“If you want to witness your misfortune,” Shah Zaman responded, “rise at once and get ready for another hunting expedition. Then hide yourself with me, and you’ll see everything with your own eyes and learn the truth.”

			“Good,” said the king, whereupon he made it known that he was about to travel again, and the troops set up camp outside the city. Shahryar departed with them, and after commanding his slaves not to allow anyone to enter his tent, he summoned his vizier and said, “I want you to sit in my place, and let no one know of my absence until three days have passed.”

			Then the brothers disguised themselves and returned secretly to the palace, where they spent the rest of the night. At dawn they seated themselves at the window overlooking the garden, and soon the queen and the slaves came out as before and headed for the fountain. There they stripped, ten men to ten women, and the king’s wife cried out, “Where are you, oh Saeed?”

			The hideous blackamoor dropped from the tree right away, and rushing into her arms without delay, he exclaimed, “I am Sa’ad al-Din Saood, the auspicious one!”

			The lady laughed heartily, and they all began to satisfy their lust and continued to do so for a couple of hours. Then the white slaves rose from the maidens, and the blackamoor left the queen, and they went into the basin. After bathing themselves, they donned their robes and departed as they had done before.

			When King Shahryar saw the perfidious behavior of his wife and concubines, he became distraught and cried out, “Only in utter solitude can man be safe from what goes on in this vile world! By Allah, life is nothing but one great wrong! Listen to what I propose, brother, and don’t stop me.”

			“I won’t,” Shah Zaman responded.

			So the king continued, “Let us get up just as we are and depart right away. There are other things more important than our kingdoms. Let us wander over Allah’s earth, worshiping the Almighty, until we find someone who has suffered the same misfortune. And if it should turn out that we don’t find anyone, then death will be more welcome to us than life.”

			So the two brothers left through a second secret door to the palace, and they journeyed day and night until they came to a large tree in the middle of a meadow right near a spring of fresh water not far from the seashore. Both drank from the spring and sat down to rest. After an hour had passed, they suddenly heard a mighty roar as though the heavens were falling upon the earth. The sea broke with tidal waves, and a towering black pillar arose from it. Indeed, the pillar of smoke grew and grew until it almost touched the sky. Then it began heading toward the meadow, and the two brothers became very frightened and climbed to the top of the tree, from where they hoped to see what the matter was.

			To their amazement, the smoke turned into a jinnee, huge, broad-chested, and burly. His brow was wide, his skin black, and on his head was a crystal chest. He strode to the shore, wading through deep water, and came to the tree in which the two kings were hiding, and sat down beneath it. He then set the chest on its bottom and pulled from it a casket with seven padlocks of steel, which he unlocked with seven keys of steel hanging beside his thigh. Suddenly a young lady appeared from the casket, white-skinned and pleasant, fine and thin, and bright as the full moon or the glistening sun. Taking her by the hand, the jinnee seated her under the tree by his side and gazed at her.

			“Oh choicest love of this heart of mine!” he began. “Oh lady of noblest line, whom I snatched away on your wedding night and whom none has loved or enjoyed except myself. Oh, my sweetheart, I must 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, he fell asleep and snored like thunder. Soon the lady raised her head and noticed the two kings perched near the top of the tree. Then she softly lifted the jinnee’s head off her lap and placed it upon the ground. Afterwards she stood up and signaled to the kings. “Come down, you two. You have nothing to fear from this ifrit.”

			They were terribly scared when they realized that she had seen them and answered her in whispers, “By Allah and by your modesty, oh lady, excuse us from coming down!”

			“Allah upon you both,” she replied, “I want you to come down right away, and if you don’t come, I shall wake this jinnee, who will attack you, and you’ll die the worst death imaginable!” And she continued making signs to them to come.

			So, being afraid, they came down to her, and she rose before them and said, “I want you to mount me and show me how nicely you can sit on my saddle, or else I’ll set this ifrit upon you, and he’ll slay you in the wink of an eye!”

			“Oh lady,” they said to her, “we beseech you, by Allah, don’t force us to do this. We’ve given up such things and are in extreme dread of your husband!”

			“No more talk. This is the way it must be,” she said and swore to them by Him who raised the skies on high without prop or pillar that they would be slain and cast into the sea if they did not perform her will. Consequently, out of fear, King Shahryar said to King Shah Zaman, “Brother, do what she wants you to do.”

			But Zaman responded, “I won’t do anything until you do it first.”

			And they began quarreling about who was to mount her.

			“Why are you two quarreling?” she intervened. “If you do not come forward like men and do the deed I ask you to perform, I’ll wake the jinnee!”

			Given their fear of the jinnee, they finally did what she asked them to do, one after the other, and after they had dismounted, she said, “Well done!” Next, she took a purse from her pocket and drew out a knotted strand of five hundred and seventy rings and asked, “Do you know what these are?”

			“No,” they answered.

			“These are the signets of five hundred and seventy men,” she said, “who have futtered me on the horns of this filthy, stupid ifrit. So, brothers, I also want your royal rings.”

			After they had taken off their rings and given them to her, she said, “It’s true that this jinnee carried me off on my wedding night, put me into a casket, and placed the casket in a chest. After he attached seven strong padlocks to it, he deposited it at the bottom of the deep sea and guarded me so that I would remain chaste and honest, and so that none but himself could have any contact with me. But I have lain under as many men as I’ve desired, and this wretched jinnee doesn’t realize that destiny cannot be averted or hindered by anything and that whatever a woman wants, she will get, no matter how much a man might try to prevent it.”

			Upon hearing her story, the brothers were left speechless and watched her as she went back to the ifrit, put his head on her lap, and told them softly, “Now get on your way, and put the sight of this malice way behind you!”

			So they moved on and said to each other, “May Allah help us and save us from women’s malice and cunning! It seems nothing can surpass their power!”

			“Just think,” said King Shahryar, “how this marvelous lady has managed to deceive a jinnee, who is much more powerful than we are! Indeed, his misfortune is much greater than ours, so it is time to return to our kingdoms. But I propose that we both never stay married long enough for women to betray us and that we take the proper action to put them in their place!”

			Shah Zaman agreed, and they rode back to King Shahryar’s encampment, which they reached on the morning of the third day, and after gathering together his viziers, emirs, chamberlains, and high officials, Shahryar gave a robe of honor to his viceroy and issued orders for an immediate return to the city. As soon as he took his seat upon his throne, he sent for his chief minister and declared, “I command you to take my wife and execute her, for she has broken her marriage vows.”

			So, the minister brought her to the place of execution and carried out the king’s orders. Then King Shahryar took his sword in hand and went to the seraglio, where he slew all the concubines and their mamelukes. He also swore a binding oath that whenever he married, he would take his new wife’s maidenhead at night and slay her the next morning to make sure of his honor, for he was convinced that there never was or could be one chaste woman upon the face of this earth.

			Soon after Shahryar took this oath, his brother, Shah Zaman, asked permission to return home, and he was provided an escort that accompanied him until he reached his own country. Meanwhile Shahryar commanded his vizier to bring him a bride for that night so that he might enjoy her. Accordingly, the vizier produced a most beautiful girl, the daughter of one of the emirs, and the king broke her maidenhead in the evening, and when morning arrived, he commanded his minister to strike off her head. And the vizier did as he was ordered for fear of the sultan. During the next three years the king continued to act accordingly: he married a maiden every night and had her killed the next morning, until his people raised a great outcry against him. Indeed, they cursed him and prayed to Allah that he be utterly destroyed and dethroned. Women began protesting, mothers wept, and parents fled with their daughters until there was not one virgin left in the city.

			Nevertheless, the king ordered his chief vizier, the same man who was charged with carrying out the executions, to bring him a virgin as was his wont. When the minister went forth, however, and searched all over, he returned home in sorrow, fearing for his life because the king would be displeased that there were no more virgins left in the city. Now, he had two daughters, Scheherazade and Dunazade. The older one, Scheherazade, had read the books, annals, and legends of former kings, and the stories, lessons, and adventures of famous men. Indeed, it was said that she had collected a thousand history books about ancient peoples and rulers. She had perused the works of the poets and knew them by heart. She had studied philosophy and the sciences, arts, and practical things. And she was pleasant and polite, wise and witty, well read and well bred. Consequently, on that particular day, she said to her father, “Why are you so downcast? You seem to be troubled by something. Remember the words of the poet:

			“Tell whoever has sorrow

			Grief shall never last.

			Just as joy has no tomorrow,

			Woe is bound not to last.”

			When the vizier heard these words from his daughter, he told her from first to last about everything that had happened between him and the king. Thereupon, she said, “By Allah, oh my father, how long shall this slaughter of women last? Shall I tell you what I’m thinking about that would stop all this destruction?”

			“Tell me, my daughter,” he said.

			“I would like you to give me in marriage to King Shahryar. If I should live, I’d become the ransom for the virgin daughters of Moslems and rescue them from his hands and yours.”

			“Oh Allah!” he cried in his fury. “Have you lost your mind? I won’t let you expose yourself to such danger. How can you be so unwise and foolish? I want you to know that unless you have experience in worldly matters, you’ll be prey to misfortune!”

			“I must do this,” she responded. “Come what may!”

			Again the vizier became enraged and scolded and reproached her. “In truth, I fear that the same thing that happened to the ox and the donkey will happen to you.”

			“And just what did happen to them, Father?” she asked.

			Whereupon the vizier began

			The Tale of the Ox and the Donkey

			There was once a merchant who owned a great deal of money and men, and who had a large number of cattle and camels. He also had a wife and family and dwelt in the country, since he knew a great deal about farming and agriculture. Now Allah Almighty had endowed him with the ability to understand the language of birds and beasts of every kind. However, it was decreed that if he were to divulge the gift to anyone, he would be punished by death. So, out of fear, he kept his unusual gift a secret.

			In his barn he had an ox and donkey, each tethered in his own stall next to one another. One day, when the merchant was sitting nearby with his servants and children playing around him, he heard the ox say to the ass, “Greetings, friend. I hope that you continue to enjoy your rest and good care. Everything under you is swept neatly and watered down. Men wait on you and feed you sifted barley, and give you pure spring water to drink. On the other hand, I (unhappy creature!) am led forth in the middle of the night when they set the plow and something called a yoke on my neck. I’m exhausted from cleaving the earth from dawn till dusk. I’m forced to do more than I can and to bear all kinds of mistreatment every night. And at the end of my work they take me back with my sides torn, my neck flayed, my legs aching, and my eyelids sore with tears. Then they shut me up in the barn and throw me beans and hay mixed with dirt and chaff. And I lie in dung and filth, and there is nothing but a foul stench throughout the night. But you are always in a clean place and are always able to relax, except when the master has some business in town, and that’s very seldom. Then he just mounts you and rides to the town and returns right away. This is the way things are: I toil and have no rest, while you relax and have leisure time. You sleep while I am sleepless. I starve while you have all you want to eat.”

			When the ox stopped speaking, the donkey turned toward him and said, “Oh you lost soul! Whoever dubbed you bull-head did not lie, for you are denser than the simplest of simpletons! With all your zeal you foolishly toil for the master, and wear yourself out and kill yourself for the comfort of someone else. At the call of dawn you set out to work and don’t return until sundown, and throughout the livelong day you endure all kinds of hardships such as beatings and cursing. Now listen to me, carefully. When you go into the fields and they lay that thing called the yoke on your neck, lie down and don’t get up again, even though they hit you with the switch. And if you do have to rise, lie down a second time. And when they bring you home and offer you beans, fall backward and only sniff your food. Don’t taste it. Withdraw and content yourself only with the hay and chaff. Pretend you are sick, and continue to do this for two or three days. This way you’ll be able to gain some rest from all your hard work.”

			When the ox heard these words, he knew that the donkey was his friend and thanked him. “This is good advice,” he said, and prayed that the ass would be blessed with a fine reward.

			The next day, the driver took the ox, set the plow on his neck, and made him work as usual. But the ox took the donkey’s advice and shirked the plowing. Consequently, the plowman drubbed him until the ox broke the yoke and made off. But the man caught up to him and tanned him until he thought he would die. Nevertheless, he did nothing but stand still and drop down until evening came. Then the plowman led him home and put him into his stall, but the ox drew back from his manger and neither stamped, nor butted, nor bellowed as he was accustomed to do. Such strange behavior puzzled the plowman. Then he brought the ox beans and husks, but the animal sniffed at them and lay down as far from them as he could and spent the whole night fasting. Next morning the plowman came and saw the manger full of beans, the hay untasted, and the ox lying on his back in a most sorry plight with his legs outstretched and a swollen belly. Of course, he was very worried about him and said to himself, “By Allah, he has certainly become sick, and this is why he wouldn’t plow yesterday.” Then he went to the merchant and reported, “Master, the ox is sick. He refused his fodder last night, and he hasn’t tasted a scrap of it this morning.”

			Now the merchant understood what all this meant, because he had overheard the talk between the ox and the ass. So he said, “Take that rascal donkey, and set the yoke on his neck. Tie him to the plow and make him do the ox’s work.”

			Accordingly, the plowman took the ass and made him do the ox’s work the entire day long. And when the donkey let up out of weakness, the driver made him feel his stick until the animal’s ribs were sore and his sides were sunken and his neck flayed by the yoke. When the ass returned home in the evening, he could hardly drag his limbs along. Meanwhile, the ox had spent the day lying at full length and had eaten his fodder with an excellent appetite. He continually heaped blessings on the donkey for his good advice, not knowing how the donkey had suffered and that it was on his account. So, when night set in and the donkey returned to the barn, the ox rose up before him in his honor and said, “May good tidings warm your heart, my friend! Because of you I have rested the entire day, and I have eaten my food in peace and quiet.”

			But the ass did not reply, because his heart was burning with rage, and he was exhausted from the beating he had gotten. Indeed, he regretted that he had given the ox such good advice and said to himself, “This is the result of your folly in giving good counsel. I was living in joy and happiness until I mixed into somebody else’s business. So now I must think of something and trick the ox so that he’ll return to his place. Otherwise, I’ll die.” Then he went wearily to his stall, while the ox continued to thank and bless him.

			“And the same thing will happen to you, my daughter,” said the vizier. “You will die for not having used your brains. Therefore, I want you to sit still, say nothing, and refrain from exposing yourself to danger. By Allah, I’m offering you the best advice that comes from my affection and great concern for you.”

			“Father,” she answered. “I must marry the king, and you can’t stop me.”

			“I don’t want you to do this.”

			“But I must.”

			“If you’re not silent and do as I say, I’ll do to you just what the farmer did to his wife.”

			“And what did he do?” Scheherazade asked.

			After the donkey returned to his stall, the farmer went out on the terrace of his house with his wife and family, for there was a full moon. Now the terrace overlooked the barn, and as the merchant was sitting there with his children playing around him, he soon heard the donkey say to the ox, “Tell me, friend, what do you propose to do tomorrow?”

			“To continue to follow your advice, of course,” said the ox. “Indeed, it was as good as it could be, and it has given me a good deal of rest. So when they bring me my food, I’ll refuse it, blow up my belly, and pretend to be sick.”

			The ass shook his head and said, “You’d better not do this.”

			“Why?” the ox asked.

			And the donkey answered, “I must warn you that I heard the merchant say to the plowman, ‘If the ox doesn’t get up from his place to do his work this morning and doesn’t eat his fodder today, take him over to the butcher to be slaughtered. Then give his flesh to the poor and make some leather out of his hide.’ You see now why I’m afraid for your life. So, take my advice before something terrible happens to you: when they bring you your fodder, eat it. Then get up, bellow, and paw the ground, or else our master will surely have you slain. May peace be with you!”

			Thereupon the ox arose, bellowed aloud, and thanked the ass. “Tomorrow, I’ll certainly go out into the fields with them,” he said, and he ate up all his food and even licked his manger. (All this took place while the merchant was listening to their talk.)

			Next morning the merchant and his wife went to the ox’s stall and sat down, and the driver came and led the ox out. Upon seeing his owner, the beast whisked his tail, broke wind, and frisked about so merrily that the merchant laughed loudly and kept laughing until he fell over on his back.

			“Why are you laughing like this so much?” his wife asked.

			“I laughed at a secret, something that I heard and saw, but I can’t reveal it to you. If I do, I’ll die.”

			“Well, I insist!” replied his wife. “Tell me why you laughed so loudly and what your secret is! I don’t care if you have to die.”

			“It has something to do with the language of birds and beasts, but I’m forbidden to tell it to you.”

			“By Allah, you’re lying!” she exclaimed. “This is a mere pretext. You were laughing at nobody except me, and now you want to hide something from me. But, by the Lord of the Heavens, if you don’t tell me the cause, I won’t sleep with you anymore. I’ll leave you at once!” And she sat down and cried.

			“Why are you weeping?” the merchant responded. “Stop all this jabbering and crying!”

			“Tell me why you laughed!”

			“Listen, I’m telling you the truth. When Allah granted me the gift of understanding the language of the birds and beasts, I made a vow never to disclose the secret under pain of death.”

			“No matter,” cried she. “Tell me what the ox and donkey were saying, and if you have to die, you have to die.”

			And she did not stop nagging him until he was worn out and totally distraught. So at last he said, “Summon your father and mother, our kith and kin, and some of our neighbors.”

			While she went about doing this, he sent for the lawyers and assessors, intending to make his will, reveal his secret to her, and die under the penalty of death, since his love for her was immense. She was his cousin, the daughter of his father’s brother, and the mother of
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