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The {Arab Girl in Hate and in Love
<

Once there was and gnce there was notL when God had

many people, and it was 4 virtue to talk much and a sin to
there was a padisah who wanted

say little. In at time
©o ‘tvl' Yo 54
to make the (pilgrimage toiﬁeccab In order| to protect

their daughter while they were away, he and his wife de-

signated lace wo @x to be her comphnions, and they

hired an older woman to serve them all. Then he and his
queen departed for Meccal

While they were tra#elling toward Mecca, their daugh-
ter and her forty companions danced in their quarters and

enjoyed themselves. 1In #hose days everythﬁng was cooked

with oil,l and oil was u#ed for all lighting. As the girls

loil lamps were common since ancient ;imes, and a
padisah could afford to buy the necessary oil. Food was
not, however, cooked with oil but with wood in a mangal.
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were bout happily, one of them bumped into the

lamp and knocked it over,‘putting out the ﬂight. Every-
thing was cast into darknéss. The girls cﬂied out, "What
shall we do? How shall we find our way?"

Among the companions‘there was an Arad girl. She said,
"It was I who hit the lamp with my hand, and therefore it

must be my neck that pays‘the penalty for i

t. Take a rope
and lower me from the window in a basket, and I shall go
and bring a light.

As she had directed, the Arab girl was lowered with a
rope. Looking argund after she reached the ground, she saw
a light in a nd so she went there. She went
directly to the kitchen of the restaurant where the chef
was working. Attracted t¢ this girl, the chef pulled out a
chair and said, "Lady, please sit down

The Arab girl sat doﬁn as the chef talked and talked.
As he talked, he kept moving closer and cldser to her.

She asked, "What foods do\you have prepared?"

"Oh, I have this and‘that and somethi@g and something
else."

The girl noticed tha# there were in the kitchen three
earthenware vases so tall|that the top of e€ach had to be

reached by a short ladderL Pointing at them, the girl
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asked, "What do you store‘in those three hube jars?"?

The chef answered, "in one there is st&ained(ﬁpné?}
In the second one therﬂeis melted(butter.3 And in the

third one there is olive oil.

The Arab girl asked the chef, "what does strained honey

mean?"

"Heavens Haven't y¢u ever heard of strained honey
before? It is amazing th#t you should not know what it
is."4

"Is it something edi@le?"

"Why, of course!"

"Well, then, bring me a little and let|me taste it

The chef climbed up #he ladder, and taking his ladle
he dipped it into the jar}of honey. While the chef was

doing this, the girl climbed up the ladder behind him

2In the Mediterranean basin and the Middle East there
are very large clay vases These may be six or even eight
feet tall and four to five feet in diameter. Known in
Turkish as a kup, this type of vessel is used to store
water and oil. The vases|in which the forty thieves hide
in the Arabian Nights story of "Ali Baba and the Forty
Thieves" is of this type.

iooflar

3Butter is melted and cooked for a prescribed period of
time. This process, analogous to pasteurization, kills cer-
tain bacteria and thus retards spoilage. The top layer
hardens enough to form a seal which keeps the air from the
rest of the butter.

4gere and subsequently the Arab girl feigns ignorance
about commonplace foods in order to lure the chef to his
own death.
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grabbed his feet, and dumped him, head downward, into the
vase of honey. Descendin¢ again, the girl, taking a lamp
and much food, returned t# her friends in the palace.

In the morning the pﬁoprietor of the réstaurant came
to the kitchen and discovéred that the chef‘was missing.
He shouted, "Chef! Chef! Chef! Where are you?" but he
received no answer. Counﬁing the plates, he found that
several of them were missing, too. He concluded that the
chef had run off,‘stealiné the plates when be left. He
said, "If I should ever find you, I shall cbt off a piece
of your flesh and stuff iﬁ into your ear!"™ Then he went
out and hired another cheﬁ.

Let us now return to‘the palace and see what the girls
are doing. They were all\eating the food which the Arab
girl had brought to them. The Arab girl herself was think-
ing about the chef. "I w#nder what happened to him?" she
said to herself. "I shalﬂ tip over the lamp again and
thus have to return to thé restaurant for light once more.
As the girls were dancing‘and enjoying themselves, she
tipped over the lamp agaid, and again the room was left in
darkness. "Well, I did ndt do it on purpose," she said,
"but I was the one who diq it, and so it is my neck that
must suffer for it."

Again lowered with a‘rope, she again came to the same



L1y

Story 707

restaurant, where she di#covered that there was a new chef,
"What dishes of food do jou have prepared?" she asked
when he had answered thaﬁ question, she asked, "What do you
keep in those huge Vasesﬂ"

"One has strained hdney. One has olive oil. And the
third has melted butter."

The Arab girl asked,

"What does olive o0il mean?"

"Is it possible thaﬁ a lady like you would not know
what olive oil is? It id oil taken from olives."

"Well, I have neverﬂseen it. 1Is it edible?"

"Of course it is!"

"Let me see what sort of thing it is--what color it is
and what it tastes like."

When the chef climbed the ladder and leaned over the
vase to dip out some with his ladle, the Arab girl slipped
up behind him and pushed‘him in head first* Climbing down
again, she took a lamp aﬁd enough of the best dishes to feed
all of her friends at the palace. There they asked her,
"Where did you get these‘dishes?"

"From my uncle's ho@se," she answeredL "They were
having a wedding party, 4nd they sent all @f these things.
I told them I was with fﬁiends, and so they sent enough
all of you."

After they had fini#hed eating, they all returned to
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their dancing and entert%inment--all exceét the Arab girl

She was wondering whethe& the chef had drowned, or what had
happened to him. Deciding, finally, to go and find out, she
once more tipped over thb lamp, and once more she was lowered
to earth through the window by means of a‘rope.

When she reached the restaurant, she\found iFill another
new chef, but she did not see the orE§_§33§§§§;%§; the
owner had hired to watch‘closely the inteﬁior of the res-
taurant. They watched through holes in the walls. While
watching the restaurant ﬁn this way, they observed the Arab
girl enter the kitchen abd the chef offer her a chair to
sit upon.

The girl asked, "Ch#f, what do you keep in those three
very large pots?"

"One of them contaibs strained honey. One of them
contains olive oil. And| the third contains melted butter

"What does butter mean?"

"Lady, don't you know what butter is--something which
we eat every day? It is| made from cow's milk

"Exactly what is itF What does it taste like? Let
me have a small bit of it."

The chef went up thh ladder with his ladle to get

some, but before he coulb dip out any butter, the girl
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so they rushed into the kitchen, arrested‘the girl,
rescued the chef before he drowned. Then‘it became quite
evident that the two pre#ious chefs had been pushed into
the other two vases by tﬁe girl.

In the morning the ?uards revealed thhir findings to
the proprietor of the re#taurant. "This gﬁrl is the person
who killed your two formér chefs."

The proprietor lookéd at the girl'and‘saw how beautiful
she was. He could not p#ssibly have such a beautiful person
killed. And now the for#y guards began to‘quarrel,
they could neither sharq‘the girl nor decide which of them
should have her.

"Why are you fightiﬁg over me?" she asked. "I have
forty girl companions, aﬁd I make forty—oné. Let me go and
bring them all here, and‘then each of you kan take his choice
of them."

"Are you sure that *ou would not just‘run away?"

"No, I would not do\that.

"Will you take an th\to that effectpP"

(In those days the strongest oath that one could make
was, "If this is not don#, may my head sca#f fall to the

3)

ground."
"I shall go and briﬁg back my friends with me. If I

5This is apparentlﬂ a euphemism for "May my head be
cut off."
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fail to do this, may my héad scarf fall to ﬁhe ground!"

Released, the Arab g#rl returned to thb palace, but
this time without either 1ight or food. When she reached
the palace, she sat down #nd began to cry. The padigah's
daughter went to her, emb#aced her, and asked, "Why are
you weeping?"

"I discovered from mf uncle that I am not really a
friend but only a servant# Upon hearing this, I could
eat a thing. They asked me to bring all of you to my house
where you can eat. The wedding party is not over. It is
still going on."

The padisah's daughter said, "If my father should
discover that we went the#e, he would have bll of us killed.

"No, no! No one will know anything at\all about it.
We shall go and stay only|a short time and then return,
at night without our bein@ seen by anyone."

To descend, each girl was lowered by chers, and the
last girl was lowered by #he old woman. When they reached
the restaurant, each guar@ grabbed a girl.

But the Arab girl said, "No, no! That is not the
customary way to do this. First you should set the table,
and then we shall all eat| and drink. Only\then, after
everyone is finished drinking, should partders be chosen

Thinking that this wbs a reasonable idea, the guards
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proceeded to set the tablés, placing food abd bottles of

Ciz:ja on them. So they ate and drank, and all the while,

the Arab girl served as cup-bearer. By givﬁng the guards
large quantities of wine,\she soon made them drunk. When
they all lay drunk on the!floor, she fastenbd each arm of
the proprietor to a sharp#ned stake and drove the stake
into the ground.

She now gathered her‘friends together hnd left. But
when they had returned to|the palace, she remembered some-
thing. Before serving drinks to the guards/, she had taken
of f her and hidden them under a cushion. She
spoke about this to her friends, and finally she said,
"Lower me again from the Window so that I qan recover them.

Hearing this, the paﬁisah's daughter said, "Give no
further thought to them. When my father r#turns, I shall
have diamond-mounted bracélets made for you."

the Arab girl said, "No, I must go and get my own
bracelets. Lower me again!" Once on the street, she bought

a pair of (baggy ousers, a suitcase, and aGE;§E§§€:§E§Ck'

Wearing the trousers, and crooking her back like an old

Q.r;f‘“—vu ﬁ/(k_\/.

called out, as she went, "The fortune-telling grandmother

lady, she hobbled along lraning on her walking stick. She
i

is coming! The fortune-tklling grandmotheﬁ is coming!"

®rhese trousers are hurkish salvar.
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This is what she was annoubcing as she passed before the
restaurant.

By now the forty guar@s and the owner @f the res
taurant had recovered consciousness. The owner was fé%?§537
"If I ever catch that Arad girl, I shall drink three hand-
fuls of her blood!" But He was distracted from such
thoughts by the call from\the street: "Fortune-telling
grandmother!" Hearing thﬂs, the proprietor‘said to his
men, "Bring that fortune—ﬂelling grandmother here, and we
shall see what she can tell us

Entering the restaurabt, the Arab qirl\asked for a
bowl of water. When this Mas brought, she placed it be-
fore her on the table and began staring into it without
saying a word.7 After a few moments, howevir, she burst
out laughing.

"Grandmother, why do [you laugh?" they asked her.
"Well, I can see thaﬂ there was a large crowd of
girls here recently, and ﬂt seems that thes# girls played

tricks on you. It looks is if one of them in particular
played tricks on every ond of you. That is why I laughed.

"What did she do to us?"

"Before I shall be aHle to describe that, I shall need

7Fortune tellers and |seers gaze into mirrors, crystal
balls, or dishes of water., A common conjuror in Turkey is

the cinci hoca (jinn-calling priest), and this conjuror
almost always employs a bowl of water in this way.
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to have from each of yod one broad bean."8

"Well, that is no Qroblem," said the proprietor.
Speaking then to one of‘his men, he said, "Go out and
a whole sack of them.

"No, no, no! It cqnnot be done that way. Each of
you must bring his own dean, and no two of you should
your beans from the samé shop." As soon as the men had all
left, she recovered her\bracelets from beneath the cushion
and departed

Some time later, wden the proprietor land the guards
had all returned, they qound that the fortune-telling grand-
mother had disappeared. The proprietor said, angrily, "She
was no fortune-telling Qrandmother at all She was that
same Arab girl If I eWer catch that girl, I shall suck
her blood!" Determined‘to do this without further delay
he make a plan to accomplish it. Dressed|in an old and
shabby suit and wearinghartificial beard, he tog:a bunch of
roses in one hand and a‘stick in the other; he began walk-
ing back and forth on the street before the palace. As he
walked, he shouted, "Rosz;selling father!9 Rose-selling
father! Here comes the rose-selling father "

When the Arab girl‘saw this rose-seller, she recogniz-

8The broad bean rederred to here is the lima bean

9The Turkish term ﬂs glilcli baba.
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ed him at once. She callhd her girl friends about her
said, "That is the propribtor of the restaurant. There he
is! Watch, now, and see what kind of a trick I shall
on him!"
"Oh, no," they saidL "don't take such a chance!"
"Rosefselling fathe#," she called down, "what is

price of your roses?"

He named his price. I have forgotten just how much

it was.

"Well, then, give ds several of them."

"You must come down here so that I can sell them to
you."

"We cannot go down, for all of the doors are locked.

If vou like, we can pull‘you up here to the window with

this rope."”

*All right."

They lowered the rqpe to the proprietor of the rest-
aurant. He tied tne rope securely around his waist and
then called to them, "Pull me up!"

Wahen they had rais#d him about halfway up, the Arab
girl took a knife and cut the rope. The man tumbled down-
ward, head over heels, and when he struck the ground,
arms and legs were broken and his skull was cracked. Badly

injured, he called to a(§§£§§§)and had himself carried home.
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Observing this, the Arab girl said, "This mah is not dead.
Wait and see what I shall do to him next."

She had all of her fo#ty companions defecate in
plates which she had taken\from the restaurant. She then
sprinkled dyes of various colors over the excrement. Putting
on a doctor'sjgggg?eshe took the plates andjdescended to the
street, where she hired a #arriage.

Riding slowly through| the streets, she |called, "Here
is the famous doctor who can find cures for |all kinds of
fractures and sprains Here is the famous doctor who heals
all kinds of fractures and\sprains!"

When the people in thé home of the resﬂaurant owner heard
this, they said, "Let us cbll in this doctoﬁ for our patient."

"My fee for examinations is 300 liras," said the Arab
girl.10 After examining thE patient, she sajd, "My diagnosis
is that he has fallen from‘a great height. ﬁay me my 300-lira
fee!" After she had receivbd this amount, she said, "My fee
for medication will be 500}liras, for it will require that I
prescribe a great amount oﬁ medicine. Undress the patient."

After they had undres&ed him, she ordered, "Now all of
you must leave the room udtil I call for you." After they had
gone, she took the plates'of excrement and smeared the

excrement on the patient

10 Until the soaring inflation devalued the Turkish lira
‘in the 1970s. 300 liras would have been a substantial fee.

eavily from head Io foot. Then, cal-
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ling back his family and servants, she said, "Now build a
fire in this room and cover the patient with two blankets
If he should say, 'It smells terrible!' piace another blan-
ket over him and have one person sit on e&ch corner to be
sure that he stays covered." Then, taking her 500-lira
fee, she left.

As the patient grew warmer, he star#ed shouting, "Oh,
it smells terrible!"

Members of the family said to each 4ther, "That doc-
tor made the correct diagnosis. As you see, the patient is
saying just what the doctor said he would: 'It smells
bad!'" And then they covered him with anoﬂher blanket and
placed one person on each corner to hold ﬂt down.

"Don't! Don't!" he shouted. "I am‘dying! This is
human excrement in here!"

One of those present said, "He may possibly be suf-
focating. Let us open the blankets a bit [for a moment to
give him some air." When they did this, Qhey discovered
beneath the blankets a great amount of excrement, and so
they pulled him out and washed him off.

"That person was not a doctor at alﬂ," the restaurant
owner said. "It was that Arab girl who, ince again, has
played a trick on me! If I survive these ﬁnjuries, I swear

that I shall catch her and drink three handfuls of her
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blood!"
In the meantime,

his(éii§f§§§g§:}o Mec

companions, "You have kept my daughter coﬁpany and enter-

the padigah had fiﬁally returned from

He said to his daughter's forty
tained her all of the tﬂme that we were away. Now I should
like to learn your wishés. Wish for anything that you would
like, and I shall give ﬂt to you

Each girl told th# padisah her wish# some selecting
gifts of various kinds,‘some choosing to be married to
wealthy husbands. But ﬂhe Arab girl saidi "I want nothing,
my padisah.”

"But you must mak# a wish for something!"

After refusing hi# offer twice, she‘agreed to make her
wish known. "All right, then, I should like to have a life-
size rubber doll that 140ks exactly like me. Her height
and her figure--everythﬂng about her--should be just like
me. Also, this likenes# of me should be able to make one
remark: 'Yes, yes.

The padisah had the replica of the Arab girl made.

In its back was a mechaﬁism which, when squeezed, would say,
"Yes, yes."
clothes.

- / *

this liquid. Then she went to the padisah/and said, "Your
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majesty, I have no parents\in this world. Ypu are both

father and mother to me. *ou may do whateve# you wish with

me. After that, the royal couple treated hhr as they would

their own children.

One day, were brought to the palace to ar-
range marriages for the daughters of the padisah. She re-
fused all of the young men‘proposed to her by these agents.
When the proprietor of the‘restaurant heard a report of
this, he said to himself, rThis girl would dot accept any of
the offers made to her. I *onder if she would accept me as
husband? Apparently I am about the only man bf position who
has not asked for her hand*" When he went to‘the palace and
proposed to the girl, she #ccepted his proposal.

The restaurateur deciﬁed to give preseﬂts at the engage-
ment ceremony which would #oon take place. He decided to have
a fine overcoat made for the padisah, a very fancy pair of
for his wife, and a@or the girl. But the
Arab girl, wishing to know what he was doing, followed him
around secretly.

He went to a $+1op and ordered ar{ overcoat so
well made that it would st#nd on the floor by itself. At the
time that it was supposed ﬁo be ready, the Arab girl, dressed
like the restaurateur, wenﬁ to the tailor shop. When the

tailor placed the coat on the floor, she lodked at it and
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said to him, "I did not ask you to make an overcoat (palto)

but a pad to go below a donkey's saddle ( alan).11 Make a

saddle pad out of this cbat

After leaving the tbilor shop, the r#staurateur went to
a clog maker and said, "ﬁ want you to make a pair of bath

(EE§§E>}nlaid with diamonds." The Arab girl overheard this,

and later, when the clogs were ready, she |[went to the shop
and said, "I did not ask you to make clogs (nalin) but
horse shoes. Instead of ﬁhese things, make me horse shoes!"”

After he left the clog maker's shop, the restaurateur
proceeded to a GEEEEEEXS shop and said, "Make me a belt for a
lady out of silver. It sbould be made entirely of pure silver
links." But before he could return to the shop to pick up
this belt, the Arab girl‘again preceded him. Looking at
belt, she said to the jeweler, "I did not ask you to make a
fancy belt (kemer) but a‘girth strap (kolan) for a saddle.
Take this back and make [a girth strap."

When the restauratehr thought that the gifts would be
ready, he went to the t#ilor and asked, "Do you have the coat

ready?" When the tailor\handed him the saddle pad, he said,

1 The tri-partite contretemps that begins here derives
some of its humor from its play on words. In each case the
gift initially ordered and the one substituted for it have
Turkish names that sound somewhat alike. Besides adding humor,
this word-play makes the confusion somewhat more believable.
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"I did not order a saddle‘pad (palan) but an overcoat
(palto)!"

"But don't you rememder, sir? I showed | you the overcoat
a couple of days ago and jou ordered a saddle pad in its
place.

When he heard this, ﬂhe restaurant owner said, "Oh,
this must be the work of qhat Arab girl again! If I ever
catch her, I shall drink three handfuls of her blood!"

When he went to the dlog maker's shop, they handed
two horse shoes. "What ar@ these? I ordered| fancy bath clogs!"

"Yes, sir, you did aﬁ first, but then you changed your
order to horse shoes."

"Oh, that Arab girl.

When I catch her,‘I shall drink
three handfuls of her bload!"

At the jeweler's shoé he was handed a girth strap for
a saddle. He said, "This ils not what I want! I ordered a
belt made of pure silver ﬂinks."

"Well, that is what we started to make, sir, but then
you changed your mind andﬂordered a girth strap."

"0 you Arab girl Thé time will come when I shall drink
three handfuls of blood from your body!" |

Not long after this, |the @F@ies began.
Elaborate preparations had been made fgf thﬁs occasion,

the entertainment lasted ﬁor several days and nights. At
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last the time came when tﬁe newly wedded copple were to enter
the nuptial chamber. The Arab girl placed the rubber likeness
of her in the center of tﬁe room, and she herself hid in the
closet

The restaurateur entered the room with in his
hand and said, "O Arab girl, there was oncel a time when you
pushed two of my chefs in#o vats of liquid bnd drowned them
--didn't you?" Saying this, he grabbed the gdoll and squeezed
it.

"Yes, yes," it said.

"Then you made me and my éEEE?:?E?fS and pinned
me to the ground with sha pned stakes~--didn't you’" Again he
grabbed her and squeezed her

"Yes, yes."

later, when 1I w#s a rose-seller, you raised me
halfway to the palace window with a rope anﬂ then dropped me
to the ground, breaking my arms and legs add cracking my
skull-~-didn't you?"

"Yes, yes."

"And then, as if tha# were not bad enough, you came to
me disguised as a doctor bnd smeared me with human excrement
—-didn't you?"

"Yes, yes," she respbnded when he pummeled her.

"What? Do you still bare to answer 'qu' to me?" Saying
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this, he stabbed the rubbér doll with his d#gger. When the
red(§§§g§§§>flowed from the wound, he scoop%d into his mouth
a handful of what he thought was blood. "How sweet her blood
is, and if this is so swedt, how much sweetér must she her-
self have been What an eWil thing I have d¢ne in killing
her! I have already lived‘too long myself, %nd there is no
need for me to live longeﬁ!" Saying this, he prepared to
stab himself.

Right then, however, |the Arab girl called out, "Hey,
you stupid one Stop! Herq I am!" Saying this, she came forth
from her hiding place. Thd two of them ate and drank together
and enjoyed themselves.

has made them both very happy, and may he do the

same for others like them. --Three apples féll from the sky:

one for the narrator of this tale and two for the listeners.



