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The Parrot and the Grocer

There was once a grocer who owned a handsome green parrot who sang 

sublimely and spoke most eloquently. The parrot was not only an ideal 

companion but also the perfect guard for the grocer’s shop. He kept watch all 

hours of  the day and spoke amiably with the customers, entertaining them 

and thus increasing the grocer’s sales.

One day when the grocer left the shop in the parrot’s care, having gone 

home for lunch, a cat suddenly ran into the shop chasing a mouse, frightening 

the bird. As the parrot fl ew about in his effort to save himself, he knocked a 

few bottles of  almond oil off  the shelves, breaking them and covering himself  

and the shop fl oor in oil.

Not long afterward, the grocer returned and found the place in disarray, 

the fl oor slippery with oil and the parrot perching guiltily in a corner. In the 

wink of  an eye, the grocer lost his temper and hit the bird on the head with 

all his might. The poor bird, who was already feeling guilty and downtrodden 

about his clumsiness, could not bear the shame, not to mention the pain from 

the blow, and he instantly shed all the feathers on his head.

Soon after the almond oil incident, the parrot completely stopped speak-

ing and singing. The grocer realized how grave his mistake had been in striking 

the bird; not only had he lost his jolly companion but he had also curtailed 

his thriving business. Having no one but himself  to blame, he now felt dumb-

founded that he had singlehandedly threatened his very livelihood.

“I wish I’d broken my hand!” he lamented. “How could I have struck my 

sweet-voiced bird like that? How could I have behaved so monstrously?”

The grocer began to give alms to each and every poor darvish who passed 

by his shop, hoping that by doing good deeds he might be forgiven, and his 

bird might again start to exercise his mesmerizing voice. After three days and 

nights of  remorse and suffering the parrot’s silence, the grocer came into luck. 
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A bald darvish walked into the shop, and instantly the parrot began to speak: 

“Did you spill bottles of  almond oil, too?”

The handful of  customers in the shop were amused and smiled at the 

parrot, who had innocently thought that the bald man had suffered the same 

fate as himself !

“Darling little parrot,” said one of  the customers compassionately, “never 

equate one action with another. One must never compare oneself  to others, 

even though they may appear to be the same on the surface; truly nothing is 

as it seems!”
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The Angel of Death

Solomon, the wise prophet, held daily audiences during which he listened 

to his subjects’ complaints and tried to address their problems. One 

morning, as he was listening to one person after another, a distraught man 

hurled himself  into the great court. Solomon noticed how distressed the man 

was and beckoned him forward. Grateful for being invited to the front of  the 

queue, the man fell to his knees before the great benefactor.

“What seems to be causing you such anguish, my dear fellow?” asked 

Solomon compassionately.

“The Angel of  Death, my lord! I saw him a minute ago as I was crossing 

the street. He glared at me with such disdain that my heart nearly stopped!”

“We all know that Azrael takes his orders only from God and never 

wavers in his duties,” asserted the great prophet. “Now tell me, what would 

you have me do?”

“I beg of  you, my life’s in your hands. Please tell the wind to carry me to 

India, where I’ll be safe from the Angel’s harm.”

Promptly Solomon ordered the East Wind to carry the nearly paralyzed 

man to India and lay him down wherever he chose. He then duly returned to 

his other subjects’ unattended affairs.

The following day when he returned to court, Solomon caught a glimpse 

of  the Angel of  Death among the crowd. He motioned the Angel to approach 

and asked him: “Why do you frighten people with that wrathful look, to the 

point that they abandon their livelihood and forsake their homes and family? 

What had that poor man done yesterday to deserve your crushing glare?”

Azrael was surprised. “My lord, I didn’t look at him wrathfully at all! In 

fact, I was astonished to see him!” he said. “God had commanded me to take 

his pitiful life today in India, and I couldn’t imagine, even if  he had a million 

wings, how was he to get there on time. I was startled and gazed at him with 

surprise, not anger!”

When you look at everything in life with the eyes of  want and greed, 

whom do you hope to escape? Yourself ? God? Is that possible?
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Merchant and Parrot

Many years ago, a Persian merchant was given a beautiful parrot as a gift 

by his Indian trading partners. He kept the parrot in a formidable cage, 

where he could watch her and listen to her melodious song every day when he 

rested after his long hours at work. The time of  year came when he normally 

traveled to India on a buying trip, and as is customary he asked his household 

help what they wanted him to bring back as gifts for them. Each person asked 

for something close to his or her heart, and so did the little green parrot.

“My dear master, my heart really desires nothing from my motherland,” 

she said morosely. “But, should you come across a group of  parrots like 

myself, would you please convey my greetings and tell them that I’m trapped 

in a cage in Persia, and I miss them terribly. Ask them whether they think it’s 

fair that they’re fl ying freely throughout the land while their cousin is slowly 

dying in captivity. I beg you to ask them on my behalf  for advice on how I 

should reckon my situation.”

The merchant didn’t think much about the parrot’s demand but promised 

to fi nd the birds and deliver her message exactly as she had voiced it. Once in 

India, he diligently tended to his business but did not forget his promise of  

gifts for his servants or the parrot’s message. One day, traveling from one town 

to the next, he happened to come across a group of  parrots chirping noisily 

in a forest. He stopped his horse and delivered his parrot’s message faithfully, 

but before he could fi nish, one of  the parrots began to shiver uncontrollably, 

falling off  the branch he’d been perched on and suddenly dying. The merchant 

ran to save the parrot, but the little bird looked perfectly dead!

He became distraught, feeling overwhelming guilt that he’d caused the 

poor bird’s demise unnecessarily. He wondered whether the fallen bird was 

related to his parrot and had literally died from grief  hearing about his trapped 

cousin. Was it not true that the human tongue is like an uneasy aggregation 

of  rock and iron, which, when struck against each other, can spark off  a fi re? 

He regretted having recounted his parrot’s message, but there was nothing he 
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could do now, so he continued with his duties until he fi nished them up, and 

then he returned home.

Upon his arrival, he distributed the gifts that each servant had asked for 

but said nothing to his parrot. The bird, who had been impatiently awaiting 

the response of  her mates, grew increasingly impatient and at last couldn’t 

hold back any longer, asking the merchant: “So, where’s my gift? Tell me, what 

did you see and hear from the Indian parrots?”

“I’d rather not remember!” said the merchant somberly.

“Master, what’s the matter? Why this long face?”

“I told your story to a group of  parrots in the woods,” he said reluctantly. 

“But, before I could fi nish, one of  them began to shiver, then fell from the tree 

and died! I’ll never forgive myself  for causing the poor bird’s death. But what’s 

the use? Once the arrow has left the bow it will never return, and so are words 

that leave our lips.”

But before the merchant could fi nish his sentence, the little parrot fell 

from her perch and dropped dead on the fl oor of  the cage. The merchant 

could hardly believe his eyes; he burst into tears, quickly blaming himself  for 

causing yet another innocent death. He became hysterical, cursing and repent-

ing, not comprehending why all this was happening. He walked back and forth 

staring at his bird, who lay motionless on a heap of  leaves on the fl oor of  her 

exquisite cage. He caressed the parrot’s feathers tenderly, remembering her 

harmonious song, which had given him so much pleasure for so long.

After a while, the merchant hesitantly opened the dainty cage door and care-

fully picked up the bird, carrying her to the garden and laying her on the ground 

while he dug a grave to bury her. Instantly, the parrot shot up to the nearest tree 

and perched on a high branch, looking contentedly at her former master. The 

merchant was awestruck, not fathoming the secret of  the words he had uttered.

“My darling bird, I’m thrilled to see you’re alive and well, but tell me, 

what did I say that prompted you to emulate your cousin in India? Tell me 

your secret now that you’re free.”

“That parrot was no relation to me, but by his action he taught me how 

to free myself !” confessed the jolly parrot. “Without actually speaking, he 
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helped me understand that my imprisonment was due to my beautiful song, 

my talent for entertaining you and your guests. My precious voice was in fact 

the cause of  my servitude! By his action, he taught me that my freedom would 

lie in the act of  dying in the sense of  forsaking my attachment to my worldly 

talents, which I had prized so highly.”

The parrot bid her merchant master farewell for the last time and quickly 

fl ew out of  sight.
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The Sailor and the Professor

It was late in the day, and the professor needed to cross the water to get back 

to the island where he lived. He jumped into the fi rst boat he chanced upon 

and ordered the sailor to take him home as fast as he could. The boat slowly 

pulled away from the harbor, and the professor made himself  comfortable on 

the deck. He took one long look at the sailor and decided that this man must 

be illiterate, and before he could control his tongue, he blurted out pomp-

ously: “Have you ever been to school or studied any literature?”

“No,” said the sailor innocently.

“Then you’ve missed out on half  of  your life, my good man!”

The sailor was deeply insulted but didn’t respond, carrying on with his 

work and waiting for an opportune moment to take his revenge.

Almost halfway through their journey, the weather turned, and a vicious 

storm kicked up. The sailor had fi nally chanced upon his moment of  sweet 

revenge! Cunningly, he asked the professor, who was already white with fright: 

“Most revered master professor, do you know how to swim?”

“Don’t be silly, of  course not, my handsome and capable friend!” he stam-

mered squeamishly.

“Oh, what a pity! Because now you’re going to miss out on the rest of  

your life! The boat is caught up in a whirlpool, and the only way out is to 

swim! Now all your precious literature can’t help you one bit. You thought me 

an idiot, and now look at you! Stuck in the mud like an ass!”
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The Deaf Man and His Sick Neighbor

A man had been losing his hearing for some time but was too proud to 

admit his debility and continued to pretend that nothing was wrong 

with him. One day, a friend bumped into him outside his home and told him 

that the old man next door had taken ill and that it would be kind to pay him 

a visit, as he had no relatives to drop in on him. The nearly deaf  man somehow 

made out what his friend was telling him and promised to visit his neighbor 

that very same day.

How was he going to approach his sick neighbor, wondered the deaf  man, 

especially now that he had become ill and weak and likely able to speak only in 

a whisper? But there was no way out of  it; custom decreed that he pay the old 

man a visit and inquire after his health. He decided that he’d decipher what the 

patient was saying by reading his lips and respond accordingly. Nevertheless, 

just to be on the safe side, he prearranged his questions in his mind and his 

neighbor’s probable answers accordingly.

He decided that when he asked, “How are you feeling?” the sick neighbor 

would probably say, “Thanks be to Allah, I’m surviving.” Then he’d say to 

him, “That’s wonderful, thank goodness!” and continue: “What did you have 

to eat today?” The neighbor would probably reply, “I had a lovely vegetable 

soup, with a glass of  cooling sherbet,” to which he would respond: “Bon 

appétit; how wonderful!” In addition, he would ask: “Which doctor has pre-

scribed your medication?” and the patient would probably tell him the name 

of  one of  the local doctors, to which he’d confi rm, “Fantastic, he’s the best 

in the trade.”

Thus, he was encouraged by his plan and immediately went next door to 

pay his visit. He sat next to the old man’s bedding, which was spread out on 

the fl oor, and kindly asked him: “How are you feeling, my dear neighbor?”

“I’m dying!” moaned the sick man.

“Thank God!” the deaf  man said jovially, and continued with his next 

question, which he had duly prepared: “What did you eat last night?”
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“Poison!” retorted the old man, already upset by the fi rst answer.

“Bon appétit!” the deaf  man responded obliviously.

The sick man, made even more upset by the last comment, bit his lips 

to stop himself  from swearing at his annoying visitor. The deaf  man, though, 

continued with his inquiries: “Which doctor is treating you?”

“Azrael, the Angel of  Death!” snapped the sick man.

“May he be blessed. His presence is always good news; whomever he visits 

is cured of  all his pains and aches forever!”

Unaware of  the damage he had done to his sick neighbor’s state of  mind, 

the deaf  man took his hand and shook it fi rmly before taking his leave, believ-

ing that he had done his neighborly duty and brought the sick man much joy 

and relief.
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Chinese and Greek Painters

Chinese painters and their Greek counterparts in Asia Minor had been 

great rivals since the beginning of  time, each considering themselves 

superior to the other. No one was truly able to say whose style was more 

sophisticated or which painters’ works were more beautiful. This rivalry had 

gone on for much too long, and the sultan of  Rûm, in Asia Minor, had 

become weary of  the tireless backbiting on both sides.

Finally, he decided to stage a competition to establish once and for all 

which painters were the most accomplished and the worthiest of  their time. 

The sultan decided to assign two of  his empty cottages, which faced each 

other on the palace grounds, to the two groups of  competing contestants. 

The Chinese were to occupy one cottage, while the Greek painters were to live 

and work in the one opposite. They had one month to present their projects 

to the sultan.

The Chinese were eager to begin work and asked for numerous colors 

of  paint, immediately setting out to draw their designs on the walls of  their 

house. The Greeks asked for nothing. They had brought with them special 

stones for polishing the surface of  the walls. Shortly after arrival in their cot-

tage, they began the grueling task of  rubbing down the residue of  many years 

of  rot and decay that covered all the walls in their cottage.

It took the Greek painters countless hours of  arduous work to remove 

the effects of  many years of  wear and tear on the aged walls, old paint and 

mildew that they scrubbed and polished over and over again. Meanwhile, their 

Chinese counterparts were busy applying layers and layers of  paint, beautify-

ing their own designs as they covered over what remained of  the old paint.

The Greek painters were well aware of  the art of  the Chinese and were 

familiar with their methods. The Chinese, though, had no idea what the 

Greeks were up to. People were impatient to see what the great artists of  their 

time had been working on and could hardly wait a day longer. After a month 

of  labor, at last the artists were ready to show their masterpieces to the ulti-

mate judge, the sultan.
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The judging day was upon them, and both groups of  painters impatiently 

awaited the sultan’s arrival. Musicians fi lled the palace grounds, and people 

danced and made merry while awaiting the fi nal results to be called out. The 

sultan eventually arrived with his entourage and went directly to view the 

Chinese chef-d’oeuvre. The designs and the colors applied to the walls of  the 

small cottage had transformed it into a grand palace of  dreams! He had never 

seen such beautiful art in his life and was astounded. It took the sultan a very 

long time to detach himself  from the beauty that surrounded him and to step 

outside the cottage.

Having seen what the greatest artists might possibly achieve, he was now 

exceptionally curious to see what the Greek painters had created. Reluctantly, 

he left the cottage of  the Chinese painters and walked across to the other cot-

tage, which was hidden from view by an enormous curtain. He ordered the 

curtain to be drawn back and instantly understood the miracle that the Greek 

painters had achieved.

Before the sultan stood the decrepit cottage, which in fact no lon-

ger seemed old or dilapidated. The mildew and stains of  the past had been 

patiently and laboriously removed. The artists had scrubbed, polished, and 

refi ned the walls to the extent that everything, including the Chinese paintings 

in the cottage opposite, was perfectly refl ected onto them, exemplifying their 

purity. The work of  the Chinese painters, in all its complexity and beauty, was 

manifested in the art of  the Greek painters’ simplicity and transparency, thus 

rendering it unfathomably more glorious.

The sultan could not hide his amazement at how the Greek painters had 

managed to re-create beauty in its purest form, creating the perfect state. He 

had no doubt which group had the superior artists.
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The Lover Who Was Nothing

A man, desperately in love, arrived at the house of  his beloved and enthu-

siastically knocked on the door.

“Who’s there?” asked the lady.

“It’s me,” declared the man, full of  hope.

“Go away, there’s no place for someone like you in this house!” she 

responded, her voice laced with sorrow. “You’re naïve and not yet ready, just 

like an uncooked meal! You declare yourself  as ‘me’ and still proclaim your 

undying love for me? A lover who only sees himself  is no lover at all but needs 

to roast in the fi re of  separation until he’s properly cooked!”

She refused to open the door, and the distraught man eventually backed 

away from the house. Soon after, he left the town for an unknown destination 

in some faraway land. Burning with the pain of  separation, after a year of  trav-

eling from place to place he gathered his courage and approached his beloved’s 

home once again. Apprehensively but politely, he knocked on the door.

“Who’s knocking at this hour?” asked the lady impatiently.

“No one! The one on this side of  the door is also you!” expressed the 

man humbly.

“Now that you’ve stopped seeing only yourself, you’ve become me at last! 

Two people could never exist in this house simultaneously, but now you may 

enter.”

She cautiously opened the door and let her lover inside.

“Now you’re welcome in this house. There’s no difference between us 

anymore; no longer are we the rose and the thorn. We are one and the same.”
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The Snake Catcher and the Thief

A petty thief  was feeling supremely fortunate because, earlier that day, he 

had succeeded in stealing a massive snake from a snake catcher. Little did 

the witless thief  know that it had been the snake catcher’s fi rst catch, and even 

less was he aware that the snake’s venom was deadly! Meanwhile, the snake 

catcher was himself  oblivious to his luck in losing the snake, of  whose danger 

he was himself  unaware. Distraught at his loss, though, he schemed about how 

to fi nd the thief  and retrieve his precious catch, which he had hoped would 

fetch him a tidy sum.

Not long afterward, the snake catcher was making his way into town, toy-

ing with various plans to catch the thief. All of  a sudden, he saw the thief ’s 

dead body by the roadside and recognized him instantly.

“It must have been my snake that took his life!” the snake catcher gasped 

as he spotted the tracks the snake had left by the side of  the corpse as it 

wiggled away. “I prayed so hard to fi nd this poor soul and get my catch back, 

believing I’d been cheated. Praise to God that my prayers went unheeded. 

While I thought I had lost a salable snake, in fact I had gained back my life!”

Many are our wishes and prayers that, beyond our ability to see, will only 

bring us loss or death, which God Almighty turns a deaf  ear to simply out of  

His benevolence.
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The King’s Falcon

The king had a deep love for falcons and was indeed an accomplished 

falconer. He kept a separate area of  his palace dedicated to his outstand-

ing birds and visited them regularly. One afternoon, after he’d fi nished some 

routine business with his advisers, he decided that it was the perfect time to 

fl y his favorite falcon. But, alas, when he entered the enclosure he saw that the 

bird had escaped!

The falcon, having been reared in the palace all her life and cared for 

tenderly by the king himself, had somehow gotten out and lost her way, and 

had ended up at an old woman’s cottage. The woman was preparing a pot of  

soup for her family when she caught sight of  the astounding bird perched on 

her wall. She felt sorry for her and grabbed her by the talons, tying them up 

with a piece of  string so she couldn’t fl y away, and began to stroke her beauti-

ful feathers.

She decided, though, that the bird’s long, unkempt feathers needed prun-

ing, so she cut them as short as she thought appropriate. Then she noticed 

the bird’s talons and thought it best to cut them as well, for they seemed not 

to have been trimmed for a long while. The entire time she tended to the 

poor falcon, she stroked her caringly and whispered to her sympathetically: 

“Where have you been, little one, that they’ve treated you so badly? Look how 

long your feathers and nails had grown! You should’ve fl own to Mother much 

sooner.”

The lost falcon was now trapped for good, unable to fl y or climb away. 

Meanwhile, the king and his soldiers had searched the entire county for her 

and were returning to the palace empty-handed and downhearted. As they 

rode through the last village on their route, all of  a sudden, the king caught 

sight of  his poor falcon, who didn’t look anything like her old, beautiful self  

but was still completely familiar to the king. In the midst of  the smoke and 

dust of  the old woman’s poor hut, the bird had lost her glory; the glamour of  

the palace had been completely washed away.

Tears welled up in the king’s eyes, and he spoke: “This is your pun-

ishment for being ungrateful and forsaking my blessing. Ending up in this 
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disgusting hut with this old, ignorant woman is what you truly deserve!” The 

king reproached his bird while stroking her injured feathers lovingly.

The falcon was shamefaced and looked at her master with utter surrender 

and regret. If  only she could speak, she would tell the king how sorry she was 

for being so naïve and ungrateful. Without words, she begged the king for 

forgiveness, admitting that she had taken her noble stature for granted.

With her expressive eyes, she confessed that even though she’d lost her 

feathers and talons, she was not unduly distressed because they would eventu-

ally grow back; she implored that she would gladly tolerate the pain of  her 

diminished grandeur in the meantime, because she knew that the king was a 

merciful master! If  only the king could fi nd it in his heart to forgive her trans-

gression, just this once!
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Thorny Shrubs

In the past, desert towns and villages were connected by long and circuitous 

dirt roads. In one such village, there lived a vicious man who cared for no 

one, not even for his immediate family. He seemed to be always in confl ict, 

mostly with himself; one could gauge his mood simply by watching whether 

he was involved in some vindictive activity.

For some time, this man had been planting small, thorny shrubs along 

the road from his village to the next. These bushes grew slowly but sturdily 

and scratched against the feet and legs of  whoever walked on the path, turning 

their journey into absolute torture. Every day, he planted new shrubs despite 

the complaints of  other townsfolk; he offhandedly turned a deaf  ear to the 

village headman’s order to stop his spiteful planting.

Although he regularly promised to pull out the thornbushes, he never 

complied, and they grew sturdier and thicker, cutting the skin of  people using 

the footpath and causing bleeding infections. At last, the selfi sh man was 

called to court.

“I’ve asked you many times to stop your unreasonable planting,” gushed 

the headman. “Why do you insist on hurting everyone around you? Every 

day you break your promise to pull out the thornbushes, you lazy good-for-

nothing! I’ve ordered you to pull out the nasty plants but instead you leave 

them to grow, further strengthening their roots; and you add more every single 

day! You grow older and weaker each day as they grow stronger and taller. 

Either you cut them from the roots this very morning or turn them all into 

rose bushes! Tell me, can you do that?”

The headman had legally challenged the scoffl aw at last, but he didn’t 

have much hope, nearly certain that his words would have little impact. He 

knew that it was probably too late for this damaged soul to change his deeply 

ingrained ways, and he watched the man in despair as he left the courtroom in 

a careless clamor, plainly indicating with his disregard that he had no intention 

of  heeding the court order.
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Loghman and His Master

In ancient times, wealthy people owned slaves, and Loghman belonged to a 

kind and loving master. The master had witnessed his devoted slave perform 

his duties without fail and with total honesty and loyalty through the years. He 

was as devoted to Loghman as the slave was devoted to him, to such an extent 

that the master thought he might even love his slave more than his own children.

Although Loghman was only a slave, he had many qualities of  a highly 

spiritual person. His master was so fond of  him that he refused to touch any 

food before allowing Loghman to taste it fi rst. If  the slave didn’t eat what 

was offered to him, the master would throw the food away without touching 

it. One day, an acquaintance brought a gift of  rare melons from his farm. It 

was the end of  the summer but still hot, and Loghman decided to submerge 

a couple of  the melons in a shallow pool to cool them before serving them to 

his master that afternoon.

The day had cooled down a little, and the master had awoken from 

his afternoon nap when Loghman quickly brought the cool melons for his 

delight. The master chose a long knife and cut a thin slice of  the fruit, but as 

usual before tasting it he fi rst offered it to his favorite slave. Loghman took the 

melon and gratefully bit into it, and in no time he fi nished it delectably. When 

the master saw how much he had enjoyed the fi rst slice, he cut him another. 

Loghman ate the second slice with such craving that his master continued to 

give him more and more. Finally, there was only one last slice left, and the 

master thought he’d better taste it himself.

With great pleasure, the master took a bite of  the delicious-looking 

melon, but before he could even begin to chew his mouth was on fi re! The 

melon was so bitter that the master’s mouth was immediately covered in 

blisters such that he could hardly breathe. It took over an hour for him to 

regain his composure and speak: “My dear man, how could you eat the 

entire melon, which was as bitter as poison, and smile at me with such joy in 
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your eyes? Are you your own worst enemy?” he asked with great compassion 

in his words.

“My revered master, all my life you’ve fed me the most delectable foods. 

I was too ashamed to complain, as it was the fi rst time that you’d given me 

something unpalatable. The reason for my whole existence is your benevo-

lence; how could I possibly complain about one instance of  being served ined-

ible food?”
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Moses and the Shepherd

It was almost sundown, and the heat of  the day was abating. The shepherd 

had gathered his herd of  goats and was heading home. A soft, cool breeze 

had begun to blow, making the thought of  the imminent night even more deli-

cious. The shepherd was in a good mood and was lovingly praising his beloved 

God, unaware that the prophet Moses was within earshot:

“Where are You, my one and only Beloved, so that I may serve You with-

out fail, mend Your shoes when they’re torn, comb Your locks when they’re 

untidy, wash Your clothes when they’re soiled, and pick the lice out of  Your 

disheveled hair? My magnifi cent Beloved, I promise to always kiss Your hands 

with utter respect, bring You fresh milk every day, and rub Your tired feet 

when they’re painfully sore. When it’s time to sleep, I’ll make Your bed and 

sweep Your room spotless. My life’s Yours to do with as You wish; my goats, 

my entire livelihood, all belong to You, for You’re my one and only Love.”

Moses patiently listened to the shepherd’s blasphemous litany until he 

fi nally fell silent. Gravely he stepped forward and asked the simple shepherd 

with authority: “Who were you speaking to?”

“The One who created you and me, the earth and the sky,” replied the 

shepherd innocently, not recognizing Moses.

Moses could not hold back his anger and exclaimed in horror: “You 

miserable, pitiful man! What’s this nonsense you’re spitting out? I’m Moses, 

your prophet, and I’m telling you to shut your disdainful mouth this instant. 

The Creator has no worldly limbs; shoes are for those who need them, milk is 

for someone who’s still growing! Your praise makes no sense, so stop it before 

your life is forever cursed!”

Astounded and ashamed, the shepherd sighed: “Oh, Moses, you’ve sewn 

my lips together! I repent and wish that my life could be set on eternal fi re 

this very minute!”

He then stood up, ripped open his shirt, threw it to the wind, and sobbed 

desperately into the desert. Soon after this encounter, Moses felt a heavy 
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slumber descend upon him, sending him into a deep sleep, where he had a 

revelation:

“Moses, what have you done?” Moses immediately recognized the unde-

niable sound of  God’s voice. “You’ve alienated my faithful servant from me! 

Did I send you as my prophet to unite me with my people or to sever me from 

them? I’ve allowed everyone their own way of  worshipping, their own form of  

expression. I have no need of  their prayers, but they do. What may seem like 

poison to you could be honey to someone else. I don’t look at what my people 

say outwardly, I only see what’s inside their hearts. I want to see the burning 

of  love! So light up the fi re of  love in your soul and banish your unhelpful 

thoughts once and for all!”

Hearing God’s words, the treacle of  His wisdom was implanted in 

Moses’s soul, opening his eyes to secrets unknown to him before and convinc-

ing him to always look beyond the superfi cial. A few moments later, he was 

heading into the desert on the trail of  the shepherd, agonizing over his harsh 

and unkind words to the poor man. It didn’t take long to fi nd the shepherd’s 

footsteps, for they were distinctly different from an ordinary man’s. In places 

he’d been dragging his feet, and soon after that he’d been limping, then side-

stepping and stepping backward, even crawling at times, all indicative of  his 

tumultuous state of  mind. In due time, Moses spotted the shepherd in the 

distance and carefully approached him, speaking softly:

“My dear shepherd, you’ve been blessed by God Almighty himself ! He 

has reproached me for speaking to you so abrasively. He wants you to pray in 

any way you prefer. In fact, God adores your simple words that come directly 

from your heart. You may continue in the same manner that you’ve always 

prayed, and God wants you to know that He’s absolutely content with you.”

The shepherd raised his face to Moses. He was not the same man any-

more; his eyes did not belong to this world, and his voice rose from a more 

profound depth.

“Moses, I’ve gone beyond your hollow words; I’m mad in my soul. I’ve 

traveled past the earth and the sky, a thousand years beyond! You brought 

21



48

down your whip on my very being, hurling me into worlds beyond my dreams. 

Praise be to your whipping arm, which laid such a blow and roused me to my 

own truth. I can’t explain who or what I am anymore; all I know is that I’m 

sailing away, but where to, I cannot tell.”

The shepherd said goodbye respectfully, turned his back to Moses, and 

staggered away, traveling deeper into the desert until he became invisible.
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Friendship with a Bear

The mountains in the northern part of  Persia were rampant with large 

brown bears who roamed the vast region and hardly ever had to defend 

themselves against any predators. There was, however, one extraordinary beast 

that the locals had never set eyes upon called a dragon, which could easily kill 

and devour the bears.

A hunter from the central part of  the country went to the mountains in 

the north in search of  prey, but he knew nothing about the legendary dragon. 

As he pitched his tent and prepared a fi re to keep himself  warm overnight, he 

hummed his favorite melody, excited about his anticipated morning hunt. All 

of  a sudden, he heard the excruciating cry of  a beast and the piercing roar of  

some other creature that he had never heard before. His curiosity was aroused, 

and he picked up his bow and arrow and swiftly but carefully approached the 

scene of  the fi ght.

Right there before him was the elusive dragon with fi re coming out of  his 

mouth as he fl ashed his huge sharp teeth at an enormous bear, the latter stand-

ing on his hind legs preparing for the imminent fi ght. The hunter wasted no 

time, aiming straight between the dragon’s eyes and shooting him on the spot. 

Down fell the dragon with the most hideous sound thundering from his fi ery 

mouth. The bear, looking upon the scene in disbelief, was stunned. He turned 

to the hunter and gazed at him for a while before lowering himself  onto all 

fours and slowly swaggering over to him.

At fi rst, the hunter was alarmed that the bear might attack him, but his 

fears were eased as the huge animal sat before his savior’s feet, resting his head 

on his paws. It seemed to the hunter that the animal was demonstrating grati-

tude in his own way, and he was relieved. As he turned around to walk back to 

his tent, the bear got up and quietly began to follow him.

From that day on, the bear never left the hunter’s side, and the hunter 

gradually became accustomed to his presence. The two became odd compan-

ions, much to the surprise of  everyone who saw them together. Often, people 
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would warn the hunter that to befriend an ignorant beast was dangerous, even 

worse than making friends with a human enemy. The hunter, though, never 

heeded their advice, believing that his advisers were all jealous of  his friend-

ship with the glorious bear. Soon, everyone stopped giving him advice, leaving 

the hunter to his own devices.

One glorious morning, the huntsman decided to take advantage of  the 

good weather and go hunting. The two companions traversed a variety of  

mountain paths in search of  a worthy prey, but they were unlucky and still 

empty-handed after many hours of  aimless pursuit. The hunter grew weary 

and decided to take a short nap in the shade of  a tree. The bear had learned 

to obediently sit by his side and guard him and his bow and arrows until he 

awoke.

As the hunter slept deeply, dreaming of  beautiful long summer days, a 

fl y began to circle above his head, buzzing noisily. The hunter waved at the 

fl y in his sleep, tossing and turning, but the fl y would not relent. The bear, 

whose one and only aim in life had become the constant care of  his master- 

companion, couldn’t succeed in waving off  the fl y either, and he became 

frustrated and impatient. The fl y’s incessant buzzing would not quiet down, 

adding to the bear’s exasperation. In one great swoop the bear fi nally picked 

up the nearest rock that he could hold in his front paws and, as the fl y alit on 

the hunter’s forehead, slammed it onto the insect, crushing the hunter’s skull 

along with the fl y in one swift motion.

Such is the result of  keeping company with the ignorant, albeit with the 

best of  intentions.
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A Thief at Hand

In the middle of  the night, a man heard footsteps in his home and quickly 

got out of  bed to investigate. Sure enough, in his sitting room there stood a 

thief, his hands fi lled with valuable objects. Taking fright, the burglar dropped 

everything he had gathered and jumped out the window onto the street, while 

the owner of  the house gave chase. The owner, who was young and a fast runner, 

scurried after the thief  for a few blocks in the darkness until the thief  could run 

no more. The owner grabbed him by the scruff  of  his neck and was about to 

drag him to the police station when he heard someone calling out to him.

“Come quickly, come and see the signs left by the thief  who’s ravaged 

your home!” screamed the unknown voice.

“What a kind and concerned citizen,” thought the owner. “What if  there’s a 

second thief  in my home who might hurt my wife and children? That damage can 

never be undone! What good would it do me if  I tie up this man but lose the true 

culprit? If  I don’t listen to this stranger, I might regret it for a long time to come.”

The owner quickly let go of  the thief  he had caught and rushed back 

home. Outside the house walls, in the dark, there stood the thief ’s partner 

waiting for the owner to come back.

“Thank you,” gasped the owner when he saw the second thief. “You’ve 

done me a great service! Tell me, why were you calling me?”

“Let me show you the footprints of  the thief; the bastard has run away in 

that direction,” he said, pointing to his right. “If  you chase him right away you 

might still be able to catch him.”

“You idiot! What on earth are you talking about? I already had caught 

him! You tricked me into letting him go. I had the truth in my grip and you are 

now suggesting that I look for signs?”

“I’m well aware of  the truth,” said the second thief, feigning innocence. 

“I’m only trying to show you the signs of  the truth!”
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“You’re certainly either a burglar yourself  or a total ignoramus! No, I’m 

certain that in fact you are a thief  and know exactly what the other chap was 

up to. My enemy was in my hands and you made me set him free, and now 

you’re blabbering about the truth?”

Sometimes, the truth is much too obvious; people erroneously search for 

its signs while the real thing is staring them right in the face.
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Juhi at the Funeral

The young Juhi was accompanying his father to a colleague’s funeral. The 

dead man’s son led the procession, walking in front of  the casket while 

shedding tears and crying out in delirious grief  after his cherished father:

“My darling father, where are they taking you? Are they going to bury 

your adored body in a grave and cover it with heaps of  earth? Are they taking 

you to a dark and narrow house, with no carpets to cover the fl oors, not even a 

straw mat? Will they lay you down in a house where no light ever shines, where 

no bread gets baked? Will they leave you behind in a place where no aroma of  

cooking ever rises in the air, a house with no proper door at its entrance, no 

staircase to its rooftop? Will they lay you down somewhere where there is no 

neighbor to knock on your door to ask about you? How could you, who were 

so widely revered and respected, ever tolerate such a dark and harsh home?”

When Juhi heard the young man utter these words as he mourned his 

father’s demise, he turned to his own father and asked sheepishly: “Father, are 

they taking the corpse to our house?”

“Don’t be an idiot! What a stupid question!”

“But father, all the details that the young man is describing point to our 

house. Listen to him carefully and you’ll see what I mean. He says that the 

house has no light and that no food ever gets cooked there; its door is broken, 

and it has no garden or even a rooftop! That’s what our house is like!” insisted 

the young Juhi, but his words went unheeded by his unmindful father.
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A Sackful of Pebbles

In the Arabian deserts, merchants used to travel on camels, carrying goods 

from one town to another, usually in large caravans. One day, a merchant 

was traveling with one such caravan when he came across a learned man, who 

approached him.

“Greetings, my good man, where are you coming from and where are you 

headed?” the learned man asked.

The merchant responded to the stranger candidly, whereupon he was 

asked about the load he was carrying.

“I’ve got one sack fi lled with wheat and the other with pebbles,” he said 

proudly.

“Why pebbles?”

“For balance, of  course. Why else?”

“Why don’t you fi ll the other sack with half  of  the wheat rather than 

burden your camel with pebbles? This way, the poor beast’s load will be half  

as heavy.”

“Well done, my good man,” exclaimed the merchant with surprise. “What 

a brilliant idea! Now tell me, being as clever as you are, instead of  riding on 

a horse or a camel, why are you walking this rough route, torturing yourself ?

The merchant dismounted from his camel to offer the wise man a ride, as 

he felt sorry for him, but fi rst he thought to ask him a few personal questions.

“So, tell me, being so wise, would you happen to be a governor or a 

minister?”

“Oh no, I’m neither a governor nor a minister. Just take a look at my 

clothes! I’m no one, just one of  the common folk.”

“But you must own a few camels and cows at least, being as clever as you 

are.”

“No cows nor any camels.”

“You must own a shop then. What do you sell?”

“I own no shop nor have any goods to sell.”
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“But you’re an insightful and intelligent man; in fact, you’re probably an 

alchemist who can turn base metals into gold. Your knowledge is invaluable. 

Be honest, tell me the truth, how much money have you got on you?”

“My dear fellow, I haven’t got a bean in the world. I walk barefoot and 

suffer constantly from hunger, hoping to come across people who might take 

pity on me and offer me a slice of  dry bread,” confessed the wise man. “My 

intelligence and insight have only brought me trouble and suffering.”

“Go away!” screamed the merchant suddenly. “Get out of  my sight before 

your cursed intelligence rubs off  on me, too. Your knowledge will only bear 

disaster for anyone you encounter, so get going before I kick you unconscious! 

I’ll keep my sacks as they are, thank you very much. I’d much rather carry a 

sackful of  pebbles than listen to your miserable, useless advice. If  you could 

benefi t from your own knowledge, you already would have done so. So, go on 

and get lost, you miserable creature.”

The merchant quickly mounted his camel, whipped and kicked her 

mightily, and urged her to speed away as quickly as possible from the suppos-

edly wise man.
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Camel and Mouse

A merchant had been traveling all day long, and it was late afternoon when 

he arrived at the caravansary, completely exhausted. He dismounted his 

camel and vigilantly unloaded the burden it was carrying but was careless 

when he tied the bridle to a post before walking inside the adjacent building 

to rest for the night.

Soon afterward, the bridle loosened, and the camel began to walk away. A 

little desert mouse spotted the bridle twisting like a snake on the ground and 

quickly took it in her mouth and ran in front of  the large beast. The camel, 

who was bored, thought that the little mouse was entertaining and decided 

not to whip his bridle out of  her grip, allowing her to lead him on. The mouse 

was chuffed, believing that she was in charge of  guiding the mighty camel, and 

began to feel proud of  her unrivaled abilities.

“What a great hero I am!” she thought contentedly. “Just look at me pull-

ing such a huge animal behind me!”

The camel noticed that pride was rising in the mouse’s heart but feigned 

ignorance and allowed her to arrogantly continue pulling his bridle.

“I’ll let her enjoy her moment of  splendor; who knows what the future 

holds,” he said to himself  philosophically.

The pair continued their journey for some time until they arrived at a 

wide stream, which seemed like an endless river to the mouse. She climbed 

upon a mound of  dirt to see if  she could spot the opposite bank, but it was 

too far away to be visible. The camel was well aware of  why the mouse was 

stalling but pretended not to have noticed.

“Hey, little mouse, why have you stopped?” he asked her smugly. “Don’t 

be a halfway friend, let’s get going,” he urged her on.

“My friend, the water is too deep and too fast! I’m afraid of  drowning,” 

she exclaimed helplessly.

“Let me check it out,” said the camel gallantly as he stepped into the 

water. “You’re such a twat; this water isn’t deep at all! Look, it only comes up 

to my knees!”
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“This water may seem as insignifi cant as a small gathering of  ants to you, 

but to me it’s as impassable as a row of  ferocious dragons! Your knee and mine 

are quite different in height, can’t you see?” she pleaded.

“Perhaps you shouldn’t have been so audacious and had found another 

mouse your own size to lead instead of  hoping to master the mighty camel!” 

he exclaimed emphatically.

“I repent, I repent,” repeated the mouse sincerely. “Help me cross this 

water, and I’ll never let myself  be ruled by my pride again.”

The camel felt pity for the little mouse.

“Hurry up and climb onto my hump,” he exclaimed sympathetically. 

“Crossing this stream is simple for me; in fact, I could carry hundreds like 

you in one crossing!”

And so the camel and the mouse continued their symbiotic companion-

ship for the rest of  their days together.
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Grapes for Four

Four men had been traveling in the same caravan all day long but had 

not spoken a word to one another. When their convoy stopped for the 

evening, the four men made a fi re together and warmed themselves as they 

gathered around it.

The men were from four different countries, and none spoke the oth-

ers’ languages. They were Persian, Arab, and Turkish, and the fourth man, a 

Greek speaker, was from the Sultanate of  Rûm. They were laborers in tattered 

clothes who looked destitute. As they sat huddled together, shaking like leaves 

in the chill air, one of  their fellow travelers, who was better off, took pity and 

offered them a small sum of  money so they could buy something to eat.

The Persian was quick to suggest: “Let’s spend our money on grapes.”

“What a creep! I don’t want what he wants, I want grapes,” said the Arab 

defi antly.

“No, my dear fellows,” complained the Turk, “I don’t like what you’ve 

suggested; I prefer grapes.”

“Come on guys, don’t argue. It’s best if  we all agree to buy grapes,” con-

cluded the man from Rûm in Greek.

Not understanding each other, the men began fi ghting, throwing punches 

and cursing in their own respective tongues. As the men fought among each 

other, a wise and holy man saw them from afar and quickly approached them. 

Succeeding in separating them, he managed to fi nd out what their problem 

was, as he was fl uent in all four languages. Thanks to the wisdom of  the sage, 

the grapes were soon acquired, relieving the four unwitting men from the 

burden of  their rage.
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The Duckling

A storm had dislodged a cluster of  duck eggs from the safety of  the tree-

lined shore, where their mother had created a safe haven for them in the 

shade. As they fl oated purposelessly over the foaming waves, one of  the eggs 

got caught in a whirlpool and was separated from the others. Under the pres-

sure of  the swirling water, the shell broke, and a little duckling poked his head 

out, trying to breath in the new air. The relentless waves, however, tossed the 

cracked egg onto the unfriendly shore, separating him forever from the other 

eggs.

The tiny duckling struggled to emerge from the cracked shell and fi nally 

managed to waddle away from the devouring sea onto dry sand. Unable to 

fend for himself, the little duckling felt abandoned and frightened. As luck 

would have it, a hen whose eggs had just hatched was nearby and saw the 

helpless creature rolling around feebly on the endless expanse of  shore. She 

approached him and with great kindness sheltered him under her wing, taking 

him to her own chicks.

The newborns grew up together and were able to nourish themselves 

without the aid of  their mother hen fairly quickly. The duckling, though, 

always found himself  drawn to the water but was too frightened to go in, as 

he saw that none of  his siblings had any desire to even try. He was torn inside, 

unable to comprehend why he felt the way he did. Some days he only wanted 

to be on dry land, but other days all he wanted was to get wet.

Although he couldn’t fully understand his own nature, at the same time he 

couldn’t deny it either; much like we humans, who belong to the spirit world 

and always yearn to go back but are caught in the snare of  the material world, 

unable to fully detach ourselves.
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Elephant in the Dark

In a faraway region, there was a remote town built purely by the sweat of  its 

inhabitants’ brows. The people of  this town had never seen an elephant before, 

and when Hindus arrived with their majestic animal, it was indeed a novel event. 

The elephant was a prized possession, and the Hindu owners insisted that he be 

kept indoors to spare him from the cold desert night. Thus, the glorious animal 

was kept in the largest structure the inhabitants could provide.

The townspeople were thrilled when they discovered that the owners of  

the noble beast had brought him to put on a show in every town they passed 

through. They insisted on seeing the elephant that same evening despite the 

owners’ emphatic insistence that the animal could not be viewed properly 

in the dark. However, the townspeople did not mind the darkness, and they 

were willing to pay extra. They were adamant that they couldn’t wait until the 

following morning and had to see the animal that very fi rst night. At last the 

owners relented and allowed the people to enter the stable but insisted that 

they had to go inside one by one, as the elephant was taking up most of  the 

space inside the structure.

The fi rst viewer walked in cautiously and felt the elephant’s trunk. “This 

animal resembles a pipe!” he declared when he stepped outside.

The second person stepped in and began to caress the elephant’s ear. 

“No, this beast is like a big fan!” he reported.

The third curious person walked in and pressed his palms against the 

elephant’s strong and sturdy legs, exclaiming as he stepped out: “What fan? 

This elephant is as robust as a pillar!”

The fourth man, who was very tall, entered the enclosure and began to 

run his hands over the elephant’s back. “This creature is as fl at as a bed!” he 

said with disappointment.

As more and more people walked inside the dark room, each one came 

out with a different understanding of  the phenomenon they had encountered. 

None of  them were able to truly fi nd out what the elephant actually looked 

like, for they were in the dark and had to rely on the acute limitations of  their 

imperfect senses.
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Students and Teacher

The students were exasperated by their dreadfully strict teacher, who never 

allowed them a moment’s respite. Every day, they conjured up naughty 

plans to distract him but somehow never managed to fool him. One day, the 

cleverest of  the boys, who was also the most streetwise, came up with a bril-

liant plan. As his classmates gathered around him after school, he explained 

to them:

“Tomorrow morning when we come to school, I’ll approach the master 

fi rst and ask him how he feels and why he’s looking so pale. I’ll wish him well 

and say that he should take better care of  himself. Then, you all should fol-

low my lead and one after the other repeat the same questions so that we can 

instill doubt in his heart. After the fi fth or sixth person, surly he must begin 

to wonder whether we’ve got a point or not. When thirty of  us have told him 

the same thing, he’ll have no choice but to believe us and let us off  school at 

least for a couple of  days.”

The boys were all excited and commended the clever boy for his astute 

idea. The boy made them all promise not to tell their parents and stick to 

their scheme. The next morning, the students were all on time and awaited 

the arrival of  the clever boy, for they could not begin their plot without him. 

As soon as he arrived, they nodded to each other and one by one entered the 

classroom.

“Good morning to you, sir. Are you all right sir? Why do you seem so 

pale this fi ne morning?” said the clever boy to the teacher cunningly.

“I’m perfectly fi ne. What are you blabbering about? Go sit down in your 

seat,” the teacher ordered the boy in his usual abrasive manner.

The fi rst seed of  doubt had been planted. The students then walked into 

the classroom one after the other and each addressed the teacher in turn, 

commenting with concern on the latter’s health. Despite his repeated denials, 

the teacher slowly began to believe the boys, as he had heard the same remark 

about his pale countenance thirty times. He began to shiver and actually feel 

feverish. Soon, he was hastily packing his papers and books and hurrying 

home, with thirty boys in tow.
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All the way home, he was thinking about how his wife had recently been 

neglecting him, and how despite all his kindness and generosity she’d been 

wishing him ill. Entertaining these negative thoughts about his innocent wife, 

the teacher hastened through the narrow backstreets to his humble home, 

while the boys followed him closely every step of  the way.

He slammed the front door noisily, intending thus to announce his 

untimely arrival to his wife as he entered their house. When she saw that he 

had returned from school so early, she quickly approached him and inquired 

about his health.

“Are you blind? Don’t you see how sick I am? You’re such a hypocrite! You 

can very well see how awful I’m feeling, yet you pretend that nothing’s the 

matter with me!” he retorted.

“My darling, what are you saying? You must be suffering from delusions. 

Nothing is the matter with you!” his wife said, trying to appease his anger.

“You’re despicable; you’re a horrid woman! Can’t you see my sorry state? 

Is it my fault that you’re blind and deaf  to my needs?” he continued, cruelly 

slandering his wife.

“I’m going to bring you the mirror so you can see for yourself  that noth-

ing’s the matter with you.”

“To hell with your mirror! You’ve always hated me and wished me the 

worst. Go and prepare my bed, I need to rest!”

The woman was stunned, unable to move or decide what she should do, 

when her husband screamed at her: “Get going, you good-for-nothing! Do 

you want me to pass out right here?”

The woman decided to remain quiet and do as he asked; otherwise, he 

might indeed think that she had foul intentions, and he could truly turn nasty. 

Thus, she prepared his bedding on the fl oor and left him with his students, 

who had accompanied him into the house. The boys gathered around his bed 

and began to review their lesson loudly, having been instructed by their ring-

leader to make as much noise as possible to exacerbate their teacher’s fantasy 

headache.

“Quiet!” snapped the teacher. “Quiet, I said! Go home. Leave me in 

peace.”
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The students were free at last; wishing their teacher all the health in the 

world, they practically fl ew out of  his house. They didn’t go home, though, 

and instead remained in the streets, playing various games that they’d long 

fantasized about. Their mothers, however, soon found out that their sons had 

skipped school, and when they found them on the streets they reprimanded 

them, refusing to accept that they’d been excused by their teacher. They threat-

ened to visit the teacher’s home the next day and fi nd out the truth. And 

so they did. They found the poor man lying miserably under several duvets, 

sweating like a pig and moaning in pain.

“Dear sir, forgive us, for we didn’t believe our sons,” confessed the women. 

“Now we can see for ourselves how ill you really are! May God grant you a 

long, healthy life.”

“I’m actually grateful to your perceptive sons for having detected my 

malady,” said the teacher gratefully. “I was so intent on teaching them that I 

had totally ignored my own health. If  it hadn’t been for them, I’d have soon 

been dead for certain!”

And such was the fate of  the ignorant teacher, who’d been fooled by base-

less repetition and indoctrination conducted by mere children.
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The Wise Goldsmith

The goldsmith opened the shutters of  his shop as usual, unlocked the 

door, and immediately began to sweep the fl oor. He hated having to 

work in a dusty environment, and it had become his habit for years to do one 

round of  sweeping every morning, even though his assistant was responsible 

for the upkeep of  the shop. That morning, shortly after he fi nished cleaning 

up, an old man walked in, a small pouch in his hand.

“Good morning, my good man. Can you please lend me your scale so I 

can weigh my gold scraps?” he asked politely.

“Go on your way, old man. I’ve no sieve, no broom, and no time to sift 

through your stuff !”

“What? Are you mocking me? I asked you for a simple scale,” retorted 

the old man.

“I told you, I’ve no broom nor a sieve in the shop.”

“I asked you for a scale. I didn’t ask for a broom or a sieve! What are you 

rambling on about?”

The goldsmith, who was an old hand at his business, looked the old man 

in the eyes and tried his best to be kind:

“I heard you the fi rst time, my dear fellow! I’m not deaf, and don’t even 

think that I might be dumb. You, however, are old and your hands shake. 

Your gold is in small pieces, almost as fi ne as powder! With one errant shake 

of  your hand, the whole batch will be on the fl oor. Then you’ll ask me for a 

broom to sweep up the gold, which will now be mixed in with the dust from 

the fl oor. Next, you’ll be asking me for a sieve to clear out the dust. From that 

very fi rst moment you stepped into my shop, I could see the end result of  our 

encounter! Please don’t give me any trouble and go on your way!” concluded 

the wise goldsmith, who by now was holding the door open for the old man 

to take his leave.
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Escaping the Fool

A young man was walking to work when someone unexpectedly whizzed 

by him with such great speed that he felt a rush of  air brushing against 

his face. He turned around and saw Jesus of  Nazareth running like the wind, 

prompting him to wonder whether a hungry lion was in hot pursuit. The man 

noticed that in fact no one was chasing Jesus, and he felt obliged to inform 

him. After a long sprint, when he had almost caught up with Jesus, he called 

out breathlessly: “Stop. Stop please! You’re fl ying as fast as an eagle! But no 

one’s following you!”

Jesus was in such a rush that he didn’t hear a word. The man, though, 

did not give up and continued to chase him, screaming as loud as his lungs 

permitted: “For God’s sake stop for a moment and tell me who you’re fl eeing! 

No enemy or wild beast is after you, so why this fl ight?”

“Don’t stall me, I’m in a hurry to save myself !” confessed Jesus as they 

both continued to run side by side.

“Aren’t you Jesus of  Nazareth, who cures the blind and the deaf ?” asked 

the man, looking perplexed.

“I am,” asserted Jesus.

“Aren’t you the prophet who sees the unseen, who breathes life into the 

dead?”

“Indeed, I am capable of  all that.”

“Isn’t it you who can turn a lump of  clay into a living bird?”

Again, Jesus admitted that he could indeed bring life to the lifeless.

“With your unrivaled gifts from the spirit world,” continued the breath-

less man, “who would choose not to serve you?”

“As God is my witness, I whispered the sacred word entrusted to me by 

God to a blind man and a deaf  man, and both were miraculously healed. I 

shouted the word at the mountain, and it shattered into millions of  tiny little 

pebbles. I breathed the word onto a corpse, and he was given back life! But a 

thousand times I’ve wished it on the fool, and it’s never had the slightest effect! 

That’s who I’m fl eeing to save my life!”
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Which City Is Best?

Two lovers had found a quiet corner in the rose garden early in the morn-

ing before the crowds appeared.

“My darling, you’ve traveled the world over and seen many beautiful cities 

and other incredible sites,” murmured the young girl to her loved one, hoping 

to challenge him. “Tell me honestly, which is your favorite city?”

“There could only be one place in the world, my love, and that’s right 

here! My garden of  joy is to be by your side, even if  we were in the middle of  

the driest desert! If  I ever found myself  at the bottom of  a dark well but my 

love was next to me, I’d be in paradise! So the simple answer to your question 

is: the best city in the world is where one’s love is! And for me, it’s right here 

next to you.”

The embrace that followed his confession was the sweetest either had 

ever tasted.
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Giving Up a Kingdom

Ibrahim, the ruler of  Balkh, was wealthy and fair, admired by his people. 

One night as he slept soundly in his palace, he was awakened by thumping 

on the roof. He thought it might be his guards, chasing intruders who were 

running havoc. Before he opened his eyes, he thought: “Who’d dare try to 

enter my palace? Could it be a thief ? But with all these soldiers and guards 

stationed all over the grounds, who’d risk his life?”

He angrily got out of  bed and walked over to the window, thinking: “I 

hear the guards giving chase, but no human would be foolish enough to try 

to steal anything from my palace! Surely they must be djinns,” he concluded.

“Who’s out there in the dark of  the night?” he screamed out the window, 

as loudly and ferociously as he could.

“It’s us,” a group of  men yelled back in unison.

“What are you looking for?” inquired Ibrahim, confounded.

“We’re chasing camels!” they said matter-of-factly.

“What idiots! Why would anyone chase camels on a rooftop?”

“For the same reason that you’re chasing God while lying in bed!” they 

rationalized. “Is what we’re doing so much more incredible than what you’re 

doing?”

When Ibrahim heard those words, he gasped in awe, reached for the fi rst 

outfi t of  clothing he could lay his hands on, and left his palace for good. No 

one ever saw him in the province of  Khorasan ever again. His name, as a great 

Sufi , became renowned throughout Persia, and his story was told and retold 

for years to come, inspiring visions of  the mysteries of  the spirit world.
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Silence Is the Reply to Fools

At the king’s court, there were many obedient and hardworking servants, 

except one. Unlike the others, this servant was lazy and greedy, unable 

to ever fi nish any task assigned to him. One day the king, who up to then had 

been extremely tolerant, fi nally got fed up with the servant’s stupidity and 

ordered the treasurer to reduce his salary drastically.

Soon it was payday, and all the servants were enthusiastically awaiting their 

wages. When the stupid servant was handed his reduced amount of  money, 

he couldn’t believe his eyes and fl ew into a fury. Instead of  fi nding out why he 

had been admonished, he began to curse and blame the cook for slandering 

him. The cook, who had been the one to hand him his reduced wages, told 

him that he was innocent and only the messenger. “If  you truly want to fi nd 

the real reason for your punishment, why don’t you take a look at your own 

behavior? You’ll soon discover who’s the real culprit,” he advised the servant.

The servant, however, turned a deaf  ear to this good advice and sat down 

to write a letter of  complaint to the king. He began the letter by praising the 

king, but his vicious tone did not go unnoticed. The king in his infi nite wis-

dom chose to ignore the letter altogether.

When the servant never received a reply, he became suspicious of  the mes-

senger to whom he had entrusted his letter and thought that he had betrayed 

him. Soon again, he fl ew into a rage and cursed the messenger, making an even 

greater fool of  himself  than before. Unwilling to give up, he wrote more let-

ters to the king each week, all of  which went unacknowledged. After several 

months, one of  the king’s emissaries who was familiar with the case pleaded 

with the king to respond to his servant and release him from his self-infl icted 

torture.

“To respond to him is easy for me and to forgive him his laziness and 

stupidity, even easier,” replied the king wisely. “Yet I choose not to infest the 

other servants with the same ailments that he suffers from, namely weakness 

of  character and absence of  intelligence. Therefore, I say to thee, the answer 

to fools is silence!”
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Intelligence

A young man was in trouble. He faced a dire problem that was consuming 

his life, making him miserable company for everyone he knew. Hard as 

he tried, he couldn’t fi gure out how to free himself  from the web that he had, 

through his own behavior, spun and entangled himself  in. He took endless 

walks and spent hours on end in different teashops and coffee houses, engag-

ing with strangers, seeking advice. Despite his efforts, however, his problem 

seemed unsolvable.

One day, he entered a particular coffee house for the fi rst time and 

saw an older man sitting quietly in a corner. He recognized him immedi-

ately but didn’t approach him right away. Instead, he sat at a table where he 

could keep the man’s profi le in view. He studied the older man with inter-

est, remembering him as highly intelligent and a fair judge of  character. 

After a few long minutes, he mustered his courage and walked over to the 

man’s table, asking if  he could sit down for just a minute. The man looked 

up from his book but did not seem very pleased at this interruption. He 

nevertheless nodded, and the young man quickly sat down and immediately 

posed his query. The older man was taken aback at the younger one’s candor 

and shook his head thoughtfully.

“My good man, you must seek the advice of  someone else, someone 

who’s your friend. I’m your staunch enemy and will only misguide you. Why 

would you want my advice? You need a compassionate ear, one who only wants 

the best for you. You can be certain that you’ve no need for any words of  

advice I may have!” he suggested honestly. “If  you were sitting in the midst of  

fi re but had a friend with you, you’d think you were in a rose garden! And if  

you were in the middle of  the most heavenly garden but were in the company 

of  enemies, you’d feel like you were at the epicenter of  a bonfi re! So go on and 

fi nd a counselor who’s your true friend.”

The older man had spoken his truth, hoping that his advice had not fallen 

on deaf  ears and that he would be left alone in peace now.
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“I am well aware of  your feelings toward me, sir,” admitted the younger 

man. “But I’m also aware that you’re a highly intelligent person and would 

never commit a wrong deed. You would, therefore, never advise another per-

son to do so either; that’s why I trust your judgment far above my own or any 

friend’s.”
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Leadership

In the fi rst years, after the prophet Mohammad had originally introduced 

Islam to the people of  Arabia, he was forced to wage many wars to fi rmly 

establish his nascent religion. Having fought in many of  the battles himself, he 

was well aware of  the importance of  a competent leader. The time had come 

for yet another war, and he needed an able general. The prophet looked hard 

at his options and came to a fi nal decision. His choice to lead his army was a 

young soldier who had not only fought exceptionally well but had also shown 

impeccable wisdom in making quick and wise decisions during battle.

Once the prophet announced his decision, one of  his older companions, 

unable to control his anger and jealousy, approached Mohammad to com-

plain. He simply could not accept taking orders from a younger man.

“You’re our great messenger,” he said gravely. “I beg you to reconsider 

your choice and refrain from selecting this young man! Didn’t you always say 

that leadership belongs to the elders? We’ve several older soldiers who are far 

more deserving of  this position. Don’t look down on the yellow leaves of  

trees. Remember, they symbolize maturity and are responsible for producing 

ripe fruit in the end, while green shoots only signify youth and inexperience. 

An older person may have a tired body, but his intelligence is incomparably 

deeper than a young person’s.”

The man continued with his soliloquy, annoying the prophet more 

acutely with each passing moment. The prophet tolerated the older man’s 

complaints for as long as he could but eventually cut him off  and tried to 

reason with him.

“You only see the obvious and are blind to this young man’s superior hid-

den qualities!” he asserted. “There are many men whose beards have not yet 

turned white but possess unrivaled qualities that their elders can only dream 

of. Likewise, there are many older men with long, white, distinguished beards 

whose hearts are tainted with unforgiveable sins. A commander must be intel-

ligent; what does he want with a white beard? Isn’t Iblis, our very own devil, 

the oldest man in the world? When one doesn’t have a good mind, one has 
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nothing! Only the shortsighted consider white hair by itself  to be a sign of  

maturity. My dear companion, strive to detect the essence of  things so you 

may take command of  both your faith and your mind. A wise man possesses 

an innate light with which he’s able to guide and lead others; and I’m con-

vinced that this young man has exactly that!”

Mohammad could easily have continued with his discourse but thought 

better of  it and stopped. He hoped that his words had penetrated the old 

man’s heart and mind with suffi cient gravity so that he would never again have 

to counter any soldier’s biased remarks, which could cast doubt among the 

entire army.
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Three Fish

In a small pond at the foot of  a mountain, where the water was as clear as 

the fi rst drops of  a spring rainfall, there lived three incredibly beautiful fi sh. 

They had swum in the pond all their lives and had never been disturbed by 

predators, until one day a few men happened to walk by and spotted them.

The men quickly rummaged through their packs trying to fi nd anything 

they could use to catch the fi sh. Soon they found an old fi shing net, all tangled 

up, among their normally useless bits and bobs. The three fi sh watched the 

men as they hurried about their business noisily but didn’t guess their inten-

tion and continued swimming around calmly.

One of  the fi sh, however, who was more intelligent than the other two, 

became suspicious and thought it best to leave the pond as soon as possible, 

without confi ding in his friends. He reasoned that if  he shared his intention 

with the other two, they’d try to dissuade him, as they were excessively attached 

to their home and old ways and might be unwilling to give them up. He had 

made up his mind, though, and was prepared to bear the consequences to save 

himself  from what appeared to be their imminent demise.

Without further delay, the wise fi sh took a leap and braved the fast cur-

rent that fl owed out from the pond, following a stream that ultimately poured 

into a vast sea, the opposite shore too far distant to be visible. Once he found 

himself  in the warm waters of  the sea, he felt free at last; he could swim end-

lessly without having to circle around time and time again, like in a fi shbowl. 

His new life was good, and he was thrilled that he had believed in himself  and 

taken a chance on the unknown.

Meanwhile, the men continued to untangle their net, preparing to cast it 

into the pond. The second fi sh realized that she had wasted precious time and 

that her luck might have run out, so she began to conjure up an escape route 

as fast as she could. Initially, she blamed herself  for not having followed her 

wise friend, who was now probably swimming free in the ample sea. Quickly, 

though, she stopped herself  from dwelling on her mistake, as she knew that 

when the past is gone, it’s gone! She could think of  no plan of  escape other 
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than pretending to be dead. So she rolled onto her back and, with her belly 

facing up toward the sky, fl oated on the surface of  the water weightlessly.

The compliant water carried the seemingly dead fi sh gently on its ripples, 

up and down and around the pond. When the men saw the dead fi sh, they 

comforted each other that, although it was a shame to lose one, they should be 

grateful that they’d been spared dealing with a sick fi sh that was going to die 

anyway as soon as caught. One of  the men grabbed the tail of  the apparently 

dead fi sh as she fl oated on her back in front of  him and threw her onto dry 

land. Without delay, the suddenly resurgent fi sh gathered all her might and 

fl ipped over and over behind the men’s backs until she fi nally found her way 

to the fast-moving stream that eventually took her to the salty sea. Free at last, 

she swam with all her strength to get as far away as possible from the shore, 

hoping to never again lay eyes on another human being.

The third fi sh, however, was stupid. In a frenzy, he fl opped around and 

around in circles, hoping to evade his captors as they watched from the bank. 

He proved easy to catch, however; the men simply threw their net over him 

and in no time had him roasting on a fi re. Unbeknown to the men, while 

burning inside out, the fi sh kept repeating to himself, knowing well that it was 

much too late for regrets: “If  I could have a next time, I’d pay closer attention 

to my wise friends and aim for the sea, which I’d make my home and forsake 

this lonesome pond forever.”
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The Bird’s Advice

A beautiful bird was chirping happily on a branch when, all of  a sudden, 

she felt a heavy cloud pressing her down to the ground. A cunning hunts-

man had managed to trap the stunning little bird in a net. Flapping around, 

she was unable to free herself  from the man’s snare. Quickly she assessed her 

dire situation and came up with a clever solution. She pleaded with her captor:

“O great hunter, you must have captured many impressive beasts in your 

time and feasted on innumerable cows, sheep, and other delicious animals. 

Yet none of  them seem to have appeased your hunger. Let me assure you that 

neither will my tiny body with its minuscule amount of  fl esh. Allow me to 

offer you three pieces of  advice that are far more valuable than my worth as 

simple prey.”

The hunter was unsure of  the bird’s intention and whether he could trust 

her. The little bird felt his uncertainty and was quick to add:

“I assure you that you will reap infi nite riches using these three precious 

bits of  advice. I will give you the fi rst counsel while still in your grip, and if  

you like it, then I will tell you the second one from the roof  of  your hut. The 

third and most important one I will impart to you from that tree,” she said as 

she pointed with her beak toward a nearby poplar.

The hunter was still not convinced but reluctantly agreed as he saw that, 

truly, the little bird was not enough to feed even one member of  his large fam-

ily. The bird, still in the man’s grip, offered her fi rst suggestion:

“My fi rst advice to you, my good sir, is to never believe the impossible 

from anyone.”

The hunter kept his word and released the little bird, who fl ew to the 

rooftop.

“The second advice is to never regret the past. When something is in the 

past, it’s never coming back.”

The man, waiting to hear the third piece of  advice, watched the bird as 

she fl ew to the top of  the tree.
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“Inside my stomach, there’s a rare pearl that weighs a hundred grams!” she 

said nonchalantly. “You’ve lost your only chance of  ever owning it! Obviously, 

it wasn’t meant for you; otherwise, you could have fed your entire family for 

the rest of  their days.”

As the hunter heard these words, he began to wail and sob like a woman 

in labor.

“Didn’t I tell you to never regret the past?” the bird rebuked him. “Are you 

deaf, or did you simply not hear me? My other advice was to never believe the 

impossible. How could a pearl weighing a hundred grams be in my tiny body 

when I don’t even weigh ten grams myself ?”

The man pulled himself  together and wiped the tears in his eyes, and 

sheepishly asked the bird for her third piece of  advice.

“You’ve got to be mad to ask me for more!” exclaimed the bird. “Why 

would I impart a third secret when I’ve seen how poorly you’ve put the other 

two to use?”

She prepared to fl y away, but before she did she called back to her captor:

“To impart advice to the foolish is like trying to grow crops in a salt 

fi eld!”
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Ants and Calligraphy

The ants left their colony late one morning and, uncharacteristically, took 

a left turn instead of  continuing along their usual route straight ahead. 

Soon they found themselves walking on a white sheet of  paper that someone 

was writing on. Astonished by the beauty of  the script, a young ant, who could 

not see the fi ngers holding the pen, turned to the older ones and exclaimed: 

“Look at this beauty! See how breathtaking these incredible shapes are that 

this pen is creating! I never knew that forms could look so astonishing!”

An older ant, who had seen a little more of  the world, replied knowingly: 

“This beauty is the work of  the fi ngers that are holding the pen. The pen isn’t 

the originator of  this masterpiece, the hand is.”

“You are both wrong!” a third ant interrupted. “This is the work of  the 

arm. Just look at those skinny, bony fi ngers. How could they ever create such 

a chef  d’oeuvre?”

Gradually more ants joined them, all eager to offer their opinions. Their 

leader, who was known for his superior intelligence, fi nally declared: “Don’t 

believe that this work belongs to the realm of  matter, because all matter van-

ishes with age like a dream. Material things are meant for physical life, but 

forms are originally created out of  intelligence and spirit.”

Unbeknown to even the wise leader, beyond intelligence and spirit, ulti-

mately an act of  God is necessary for anything to become manifest.
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Charity

In Zarvan, a beautiful and quiet village in Yemen, there lived a pious 

man who was a prosperous farmer. He was blessed with a most pleasant 

demeanor and a kind heart. He was also the fairest and most generous man in 

the village. Whatever he generated, whether a good crop or a profi table busi-

ness transaction, he always contributed one-fi fth of  it to the poor, as Islam 

decreed. He never failed to remember, though, who was the ultimate provider 

of  his wealth.

The farmer’s home, because of  his charity and benevolence, had become 

a safe house for many who were down on their luck. Penniless Sufi  darvishes 

lived there from time to time, as well as travelers who had nowhere else to stay 

when they passed through Zarvan; additionally, the village’s poorest residents 

would come and go regularly when they were in need.

The farmer was famous in the region; people knew that he always sepa-

rated out what he intended to distribute to the poor from what he himself  

would take home for his personal needs. Out of  every batch of  wheat that 

he harvested, he put aside one-fi fth of  it for charity, and the bread he baked 

with it was always distributed among the needy. The farmer was sure that, 

come what may, he would maintain this altruistic routine until his dying day. 

However, he was not so sure about his children, whether they would follow his 

example. In fact, he was fairly certain that they wouldn’t, seeing the way they 

looked at him whenever he distributed to the needy what they believed was 

their personal share of  his wealth.

The farmer knew instinctively that what he gave away was not simply 

wealth fl owing out the door but in fact a long-term investment. He believed 

that if  one gave away the zakat, or one-fi fth portion, of  any gain, God would 

in turn guarantee a bountiful return. He was certain that sowing his seeds, 

tending to his fi elds and crops every year, and working hard at his livelihood 

were merely abilities that had been gifted to him, and that the true provider 

of  life was only God.

52



 151

He advised his children regularly to continue his ways, but he knew that 

they were against him and would never do as he wished. When it came to his 

children, he was merely sowing seeds in a salt fi eld.

The farmer eventually passed away and, just as he had suspected, his 

children were uncharitable with the family’s wealth and shut their door to the 

needy. Soon, their farms became unyielding and were left to rot, while the 

darvishes stopped passing through those parts entirely, keeping their blessed 

presence far from Zarvan and its people forever.
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The Water Carrier’s Donkey

In the past, cities did not generally have running water, and therefore a water 

carrier would go from house to house to provide people with their daily 

water needs. In the capital city, there was an old water carrier who owned 

a donkey who’d pulled the man’s water cart faithfully all his life. The poor 

beast’s back had been bent in two because of  the weight he had to carry every 

day, and his body was covered with untreated scabs and cuts.

His owner, not a great animal lover, did not feed the poor animal prop-

erly, because he could only afford old hay. The minute he mounted the donkey 

to make him walk faster, he’d beat him heartlessly with his whip, infl icting yet 

more wounds on the poor animal. The donkey, blessed with patience, obedi-

ence, and good temperament, wished every single day for God to take his life 

and free him from his constant suffering.

One day as they were doing their rounds, they bumped into the water car-

rier’s old friend, who tended the sultan’s stables. When the man saw the sorry 

state of  the donkey, he was quite taken aback: “What’s the matter with him? 

Why does he look so spent?”

“It’s no fault of  his,” the owner was quick to reply. “He looks like this 

because I can’t afford to feed him.”

“Let me take him with me to the stables and tend to him. I’ll feed him 

properly and let him revive a little,” offered the friend generously.

The water carrier couldn’t be happier with the offer and parted with his 

companion, hoping to pick him up the following week all plumped up and 

ready to serve him again. The donkey soon found himself  tied up in the sul-

tan’s stables surrounded by beautiful, robust Arabian studs. When he realized 

what a great difference there was between himself  and his new stablemates, he 

became disheartened and turned to God:

“Even if  I’m a lowly donkey, I’m still one of  Your creations! Why should 

there be such a difference between me and these other four-legged relatives 

of  mine? Why should I suffer hunger all the time? Why should I endure pain 

all night long, able to sleep only fi tfully, wishing every day that I were dead? 
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How is it fair that these horses should live in such luxury and I be demeaned 

to such misery?”

The donkey rambled on and on for quite some time, feeling utterly sorry 

for himself, when all of  a sudden, he heard a loud trumpet blowing outside. 

A war had broken out, and the trumpet was announcing it. In the blink of  an 

eye, soldiers amassed inside the stable and began saddling up the Arabians, 

who were in fact war horses. Soon, the donkey found himself  all alone in the 

grand stable, wondering what had just happened.

The next morning, the horses stumbled back, covered with deep cuts 

and arrows still wedged in their fl esh, their legs loosely bandaged. A team of  

veterinarians arrived on the scene; they tried their best to tend to the wounds, 

hoping not to cause more harm to the sultan’s valuable steeds.

“Oh God, forgive me!” prayed the donkey, beside himself  with embar-

rassment for his earlier self-pity. “I’m content with my poverty; at least I’ve 

got security! I’ll gladly exchange the temporary comfort of  these stables for my 

former despicable lifestyle any day!”

The donkey was relieved to be reunited the following week with his old, 

cruel owner, knowing now that nothing truly is as it seems.
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Cow on a Green Island

There is a green island that never dries up, forever spreading lush and 

bountiful. On this island lives a cow who feeds sumptuously on the 

grasses and grows fatter and healthier each day. All day long, he roams the 

abundant meadows and feeds without a moment’s respite until dusk. Once 

darkness descends and the green can no longer be seen, the cow begins to fret.

“What am I going to eat tomorrow?” he agonizes. “Will there ever be any 

food to eat again?”

He worries himself  literally thin! Every night, he loses all the weight he 

had put on during the previous day as he worries about the next day’s provi-

sions. In the morning, he’s a mere shell of  the cow he was the night before, 

looking lanky and unkempt. He can hardly walk straight from lack of  strength 

and feels that it’s his last day alive.

As the sun begins to shine and the greenery again becomes apparent, 

the cow cannot contain his joy. Without losing another moment, he pounces 

on the grasses, which have grown through the night until they now reach the 

underside of  his belly, and eats as though he’d been famished for years. As 

he eats, he puts back on the weight that he’d lost during the night and soon 

becomes as fat and as strong as the day before. This cycle is repeated regularly; 

the cow frets all night and loses weight, and the next day, when he sees the 

grasses, he feeds on them and puts the weight back on.

“I spend my days grazing on this grass, but I lose all the goodness I gain 

from it in the nighttime, when I worry about not fi nding any grass to eat the 

next day,” the cow occasionally ponders. “But every day there’s plenty of  fresh 

grass again for me to consume, and I do so happily. The supply never vanishes, 

but I don’t seem to have any faith in it. I wonder why I behave this way—what 

kind of  diseased thinking is this? What I gain during the day, I myself  destroy 

in the night! Why can’t I change? This has become my ingrained behavior, and 

there’s nothing I can do about it.”

While he’s aware that he’s taking the wrong approach to life, nevertheless 

the cow is unable to change. Habit has become so deeply implanted in his 

mind that there’s no place for trust.
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The Jester and the Chess Game

Seyyed Ajal,4 the powerful ruler of  the province of  Termez, had a great 

love for the game of  chess. One day, relaxing in his opulent palace, he 

summoned the court jester to set up the chessboard, as he fancied a challenge. 

Happy to comply, the jester eagerly prepared the board and sat before his 

master, ready to begin. Only a few minutes into the game, though, the jester 

suddenly jumped up and shouted, “Checkmate! Checkmate!” signaling that he 

had beaten the ruler at his favorite game.

Seyyed Ajal was a sore loser and did not appreciate being embarrassed. 

On this occasion, his anger got the better of  him, and he began to hurl the 

chess pieces at the jester. “All right, you won!” he screamed. “Here’s your 

reward, you lowlife good-for-nothing.”

Seyyed Ajal cursed and threw every object within his reach at the poor, 

innocent jester, who begged for forgiveness. But soon the Seyyed’s anger sub-

sided and boredom got the better of  him; he decided that he wanted another 

game and so beckoned the jester back. The frightened man approached the 

chessboard apprehensively but sat down to play. Once again, he beat his sov-

ereign in a blink of  any eye and had to call out the customary “Checkmate! 

Checkmate!” But before he did, he ran to an adjacent room and hid under-

neath several layers of  bedding to save himself  from Seyyed Ajal’s anticipated 

blows.

“What are you doing? Why are you hiding?” asked the ruler, when he 

eventually located the jester.

“Checkmate! Checkmate! Checkmate!” called out the jester in fright. 

“While in your service, this is the only way I dare to announce my win, my 

lord!”

Such is the predicament of  those who must live under unjust rulers with 

no respect for their subjects, whom they are supposed to be protecting.

4   The name “Seyyed” indicates a descendant of  the prophet Mohammad.
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Father’s Will

A father loved his stunningly beautiful daughter deeply and held her in 

high regard. He also knew that she had to get married soon; otherwise, 

her reputation might suffer. He felt that he had to protect her against the 

fathomless jealousy of  the town’s women, so when the girl, still young, came 

of  age, he agreed to marry her off. He bestowed her to a man whom he was 

not convinced was the best choice; the man was not of  the same social class, 

nor was he fi nancially in a superior position. But the father had made up his 

mind that the sooner the girl was married, the safer was her future.

“My darling daughter,” he advised her, “I’ve no choice but to give you 

away to someone who’s not of  the same stature as you. You can’t be sure of  

him, so it would be best to avoid getting pregnant for some time yet.”

“Yes, sir, I’ll do as you wish,” the girl agreed obediently, trusting that her 

father knew best.

Because the newly married couple lived not far from the girl’s father, he 

saw her often and never failed to repeat his advice every time they met; and 

the girl would show him her fl at stomach to put his mind at rest. But then, 

one day, the girl became pregnant! She cunningly hid her condition from her 

father for a good six months until it was no longer possible to hide her bump.

“What is this ?” scowled the father. “Didn’t I tell you to keep well away 

from him? Or was my advice just some passing wind that never crossed your 

threshold?” The father was beside himself, knowing that his daughter no lon-

ger had a way out.

“Father, please,” begged the girl. “You know that man and woman are 

like cotton and fi re! How could I have avoided him forever? How was I to fl ee 

the fi re?”

“I told you not to go to his bed!” the father bellowed. “And if  he comes 

to you, make sure that he doesn’t impregnate you! I told you to pull away when 

you thought he was at the height of  his pleasure!”
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“How am I supposed to know when he’s about to peak?”

“When he becomes blurry eyed with a soft gaze, of  course!” the father 

almost shrieked.

“But, father, before his eyes go soft, both of  my eyes have already gone 

blind!”

The father knew well that his advice, albeit offered with what he thought 

were the best of  intentions, was only so much hot air, blowing by gently and 

penetrating no one.
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Camel, Bull, and Ram

For days, a starving camel, a bull, and a ram had roamed the prairie looking 

for anything green to eat, but they had not succeeded in fi nding a single 

morsel. The three kept each other company as they continued their search for 

food, hoping that by sticking to each other they might have a better chance. 

They searched under every rock and sniffed each dry bush that they thought 

might bear an edible surprise, until fi nally they found a small bit of  wilting 

grass. They were overjoyed, hoping to feed their empty stomachs at last, albeit 

with a meager prize.

“This bit of  grass is not going to suffi ce for the three of  us if  we share 

it. None of  us will satisfy our hunger with this!” the ram said as he pointed 

toward the grass with his nose. “I’ve an idea though! Why don’t we let the old-

est of  us feed on it, because respecting elders is a requirement in life. So let’s 

each of  us tell his age.”

Immediately after he had announced his plan, the ram volunteered his 

age: “I’m the twin brother of  the ram that the prophet Abraham sacrifi ced 

instead of  his son, Ishmael.”

“I’m the husband of  the cow that Adam used to plough the fi elds after he 

was expelled from paradise!” said the bull in turn.

When the camel heard them lie so blatantly, he bent down and pulled out 

the grass with his mighty teeth. “It’s obvious that being as tall and capable as 

I am, I’ve no need to be ancient like you to eat!” he said, not wasting another 

moment as he patiently chewed the delectable weed, teaching them both an 

invaluable lesson.
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Treasure in Egypt

In Baghdad, there lived a man who had inherited great wealth. As he was 

young and inexperienced, he spent frivolously and was soon penniless. On 

the verge of  becoming homeless, he turned to God, begging to be saved and 

to recover his wealth. He cried endlessly, feeling remorseful that he had wasted 

what had passed of  his life and had nothing to show for it.

One day, having exhausted himself  with many hours of  lamenting and 

weeping, the young man fell asleep and had a dream. In his dream, a voice 

advised him to go to Egypt, where he was certain to fi nd a great treasure that 

had been hidden for many years. What was keeping him, the voice persisted; 

why didn’t he wake up and just go?

The man woke up in a strange mood, still trying to process the odd 

dream he’d just had. He thought, with nothing more to lose, why not join the 

fi rst caravan that was headed for Egypt? And that’s exactly what he did.

After several days, he arrived in Cairo, destitute, hungry, and unable to 

secure shelter. He was too embarrassed to beg openly, fearful even in this 

foreign city that he might bump into someone familiar from his more carefree 

days. Thus, he decided to wait for the cover of  darkness before exposing his 

plight so that he could remain faceless. Although practically dying of  hunger, 

he struggled with the humility of  having to beg. Back and forth he went, 

undecided about how to approach people, and before he knew it, much of  the 

night had passed.

The previous week, there had been a few robberies in the neighborhood 

where the man had ended up, and the police were on guard, having been rep-

rimanded by the mayor for being too lenient on criminals. They were ordered 

to arrest anyone who might look suspicious, even if  the detainee happened 

to be a relative of  the caliph. The punishment for theft was nothing less than 

the amputation of  one’s arm! The police felt considerable pressure to fi nd 

culprits, even if  they weren’t sure that a suspect was actually guilty.

When they saw the poor man from Baghdad cowering in a dark corner 

off  the street and shivering in the cold night air, they were relentless and beat 
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him mercilessly. The man cried out, begging them to allow him to explain why 

he was there, and fi nally one of  the policemen took pity on him and stopped 

the others from beating him further.

“Go on, then, you’ve one minute to explain what you’re doing out in the 

streets in the middle of  the night! You don’t look like you’re from here. Tell 

me, what’s your game?”

“I’m not a common thief,” whimpered the man helplessly. “I don’t go 

around robbing people. I’m from Baghdad and a stranger in your city.”

Without further ado, the young man related his dream about the treasure; 

the policeman, detecting a hint of  honesty in his story, felt sorry and kindly 

advised him: “I can see that you’re not a thief  or a criminal, but you’re not 

very intelligent, are you? How could you come all this way just because of  a 

dream you had?”

The poor man felt ashamed and lowered his eyes painfully. The police-

man continued: “I, too, have dreamed many times that there’s a great treasure 

buried in a neighborhood in Baghdad, in the basement of  a house that belongs 

to a Mr. X. Do you think I should’ve given up everything and just gone there?”

The young man heard his name uttered by the policeman in disbelief. To 

make sure he had heard correctly, he asked him to repeat the name of  the per-

son in Baghdad he had just mentioned. When he heard his name spoken again, 

he was ecstatic but tried not to show it. He begged the policemen’s forgiveness 

and, the next morning, contentedly started making his way back to Baghdad, 

wondering all the way why he had insisted on taking such an arduous journey, 

tolerating such hardship and deprivation, to fi nd out in the end that what he 

sought had been safe in his own home all along!
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