The Parable of the Greedy Sons
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THERE was once a hard-working and generous farmer who had
several idle and greedy sons. On his deathbed he told them that
they would find his treasure if they were to dig in a certain field.
As soon as the old man was dead, the sons hurried to the fields,
which they dug up from one end to another, and with increasing
desperation and concentration when they did not find the gold
in the place indicated.

But they found no gold at all. Realizing that in his generosity
their father must have given his gold away during his lifetime,
they abandoned the search. Finally, it occurred to them that, since
the land had been prepared, they might as well now sow a crop
They planted wheat, which produced an abundant yield. They sold
this crop and prospered that year.

After the harvest was in, the sons thought again about the bare
possibility that they might have missed the buried gold, so they
again dug up their fields, with the same result.

After several years they became accustomed to labour, and to the
cycle of the seasons, something which they had not understood
before. Now they understood the reason for their father’s method
of training them, and they became honest and contented farmers.
Ultimately they found themselves possessed of sufficient wealth
no longer to wonder about the hidden hoard.

Thus it is with the teaching of the understanding of human
destiny and the meaning of life. The teacher, faced with im-
patience, confusion and covetousness on the part of the students,
must direct them to an activity which is known by him to be con-
structive and beneficial to them, but whose true function and aim
is often hidden from them by their own rawness.
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This story, underlining the claim that a person may develop
certain faculties in spite of his attempts to develop others, is
unusually widely known. This may be because it carries the
preface, ‘Those who repeat it will gain more than they know.’

It was published both by the Franciscan, Roger Bacon (who
quotes the Sufi philosophy and taught at Oxford, from which
he was expelled by order of the Pope) and the seventeenth-
century chemist Boerhaave.

This version is attributed to the Sufi, Hasan of Basra, who
lived nearly twelve hundred years ago.
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It 15 related by Ibrahim Khawwas that when he was a youth he
wanted to attach himself to a certain teaching master. He sought
out this sage, and asked to become his disciple.

The teacher said: ‘You are not yet ready.’

Since the young man was insistent, the sage said: ‘Very well, I
will teach you something. I am going on a pilgrimage to Mecca.
Come with me.

The disciple was overjoyed.

‘Since we are travelling companions,’ said the teacher, ‘one must
lead, and the other obey. Choose your role.’

I shall follow, you lead,’ said the disciple.

Ishall lead, if you know how to follow,’ said the master.

The journey started. While they were resting one night in the
desert of the Hejaz, it started to rain. The master got up and held
a covering over the disciple, protecting him.

‘But this is what I should be doing for you,’ said the disciple.

‘I command you to allow me to protect you thus,’ said the sage,

When it was day the young man said: ‘Now it is a new day. Let
me be the leader, and you follow me.’ The master agreed.

I shall now collect brushwood, to make a fire,’ said the youth,

“You may do no such thing; I'shall collect it,’ said the sage.

‘ command you to sit there while I collect the brushwood ! said
the young man.

*You may do no such thing,’ said the teacher; ‘for it is not in
accordance with the requirements of discipleship for the follower
to allow himself to be served by the leader.’

And so, on every occasion, the Master showed the student what
discipleship really meant, by demonstration.

They parted at the gate of the Holy City. Seeing the sage later,
the young man could not meet his eyes.
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“That which you have learned’, said the older man, ‘is something
of the nature of discipleship.’

Ibrahim Khawwas (The Palm Weaver) defined the Sufi Path
as: ‘Allow what is done for you to be done for you. Do for
yourself that which you have to do for yourself.’

This story underlines in a dramatic manner the difference
between what the would-be disciple thinks his relationship
with a teaching master should be; and what it actually
would be.

Khawwas was one of the great early masters, and this
journey is quoted in Hujwiri’s Revelation of the Veiled, the oldest
extant compendium of Sufism in Persian.
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The Initiation chah’k Dinar
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AFTER many years’ study of philosophical subjects, Malik Dinar
felt that the time had come to travel in search of knowledge. ‘I will
g0o,” he said to himself, ‘seeking the Hidden Teacher, who is also
said to be within my uttermost self.’

Walking out of his house with only a few dates for provision, he
came presently upon a dervish plodding along the dusty road. He
fell into step alongside him, in silence for a time.

Finally the dervish spoke. ‘Who are you and where are you
going?

‘lam Dinar, and I have started to journey in search of the Hidden
Teacher.’

‘I am El-Malik El-Fatih, and I will walk with you,’ said thedervish.

‘Can you help me to find the Teacher? asked Dinar.

‘Can I help you, can you help me?’ asked Fatih, in the irritating
manner of dervishes everywhere; ‘the Hidden Teacher, so they say,
is in a man’s self. How he finds him depends upon what use he
makes of experience. This is something only partly conveyed by a
companion.’

Presently they came to a tree, which was creaking and swaying.
The dervish stopped. ‘The tree is saying,’ he said after a moment:

“Something is hurting me, stop awhile and take it out of my side
so that I may find repose.”’

‘I am in too much of a hurry,” replied Dinar. ‘And how can a
tree talk, anyway?’ They went on their way.

After a few miles the dervish said, ‘When we were near the tree
Ithought that I smelt honey. Perhaps it was 2 wild-bees’ hive which
had been builtin its bole.”

‘If that is true,’ said Dinar, ‘let us hurry back, so that we may
collect the honey, which we could eat, and sell some for the
journey.’
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‘As you wish,’ said the dervish.

When they arrived back at the tree, however, they saw some
other travellers collecting an enormous quantity of honey. ‘What
luck we have had !’ these men said. ‘This is enough honey to feed
a city. We poor pilgrims can now become merchants: our future is
assured.’

Dinar and Fatih went on their way.

Presently they came to a mountain on whose slopes they heard
a humming. The dervish put his ear to the ground. Then he said:
‘Below us there are millions of ants, building a colony. This hum-
ming is a concerted plea for help. In ant-language it says: “Help us,
help us. We are excavating, but have come across strange rocks
which bar our progress. Help dig them away.” Should we stop and
help, or do you want to hasten ahead?’

‘Ants and rocks are not our business, brother,’ said Dinar, ‘be-
cause |, for one, am seeking my Teacher.’

‘Very well, brother,’ said the dervish. ‘Yet they do say that all
things are connected, and this may have a certain connection
with us.’ '

Dinar took no notice of the older man’s mumblings, and so they
went their way.

The pair stopped for the night, and Dinar found that he had lost
his knife. ‘I must have dropped it near the ant-hill,” he said. Next
morning they retraced their way.

When they arrived back at the ant-hill, they could find no sign
of Dinar’s knife. Instead they saw a group of people, covered in
mud, resting beside a pile of gold coins. ‘These’, said the people,
‘are a hidden hoard which we have just dug up. We were on the
road when a frail old dervish called to us: “Dig at this spot and you
will find that which is rocks to some but gold to others.”

Dinar cursed his luck. ‘If we had only stopped,” he said, ‘you and
I'would both have been rich last night, O Dervish.’ The other party
said: “This dervish with you, stranger, looks strangely like the one
whom we saw last night.’

‘All dervishes look very much alike,’ said Fatih. And they went
their respective ways.
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Dinar and Fatih continued their travels, and some days later
they came to a beautiful river-bank. The Dervish stopped and as
they sat waiting for the ferry a fish rose several times to the surface
and mouthed at them.

“This fish’, said the Dervish, ‘is sending us a message. It says: I
have swallowed a stone. Catch me and give me a certain herb to
eat. Then I will be able to bring it up, and will thus find relief.
Travellers, have mercy!”’

At that moment the ferry-boat appeared and Dinar, impatient
to get ahead, pushed the dervish into it. The boatman was grateful
for the copper which they were able to give him, and Fatih and
Dinar slept well that night on the opposite bank, where a teahouse
for travellers had been placed by a charitable soul.

In the morning they were sipping their tea when the ferryman
appeared. Last night had been his most fortunate one, he said; the
pilgrims had brought him luck. He kissed the hands of the vener-
able dervish, to take his blessing. ‘You deserve it all, my son,’ said
Fatih.

The ferryman was now rich: and this was how it had happened.
He was about to go home at his usual time, but he had seen the
pair on the opposite bank and resolved to make one more trip,
although they looked poor, for the ‘baraka’, the blessing of helping
the traveller. When he was about to put away his boat he saw the
fish, which had thrown itself on the bank. It was apparently trying
to swallow a piece of plant. The fisherman put the plant into its
mouth. The fish threw up a stone and flopped back into the water.
The stone was a huge and flawless diamond of incalculable value
and brilliance.

“You are a devil! shouted the infuriated Dinar to the dervish
Fatih. ‘You knew about all three treasures by means of some hidden
perception, yet you did not tell me at the time. Is that true com-
panionship? Formerly, my ill-luck was strong enough: but without
you I would not even have known of the possibilities hidden in
trees, ant-hills and fish —of all things!’

No sooner had he said these words than he felt as though a
mighty wind were sweeping through his very soul. And then he
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knew that the very reverse of what he had said was the truth.

The dervish, whose name means the Victorious King, touched
Dinar lightly on the shoulder, and smiled. ‘Now, brother, you will
find that you can learn by experience. I am he who is at the com-
mand of the Hidden Teacher.’

When Dinar dared to look up, he saw his Teacher walking down
the road with a small band of travellers, who were arguing about
the perils of the journey ahead of them.

Today the name of Malik Dinar is numbered among the fore-
most of the dervishes, companion and exemplar, the Man who
Arrived.

Malik Dinar was one of the early classical masters.

The Victorious King of the story is an incarnation of the
‘higher functions of the mind’, called by Rumi ‘The Human
Spirit’, which man must cultivate before he can function in
an enlightened manner.

This version is that of Emir el-Arifin.
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The Idiot and the Browsing
Camel
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AN 1p10T looked at a browsing camel. He said to it: ‘Your appear-
ance is awry. Why is this so?’

The camel replied: ‘In judging the impression made, you are
attributing a fault to that which shaped the form. Be aware of this!
Do not consider my crooked appearance a fault.

‘Get away from me, by the shortest route. My appearance is thus
for function, for a reason. The bow needs the bentness as well as
the straightness of the bowstring.

‘Fool, begone! An ass’s perception goes with an ass’s nature.’

Maulana Majdud, known as Hakim Sanai the Illuminated
Reviving Sage of Ghazna, writes extensively on the unrelia-
bility of subjective impressions and conditioned judgments.
One of his sayings is: ‘In the distorting mirror of your mind,
an angel can seem to have a devil’s face.’
This parable is from his Walled Garden of Truth, which was
written about 1130.
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THERE was once a wise and very rich man who had a son. He said .
to him: ‘My son, here is a jewelled ring. Keep it as a sign that you
are a successor of mine, and pass it down to your posterity. It is of
value, of fine appearance, and it has the added capamty of opening
a certain door to wealth.’

Some years later he had another son. When he was old enough,
the wise man gave him another ring, with the same advice.

The same thing happened in the case of his third and last son.

When the Ancient had died and the sons grew up, one after the
other, each claimed primacy for himself because of his possession
of one of the rings. Nobody could tell for certain which was the
most valuable. ,

Each son gained his adherents, all claiming a greater value or
beauty for his own ring.

But the curious thing was that the ‘door to wealth’ remained
shut for the possessors of the keys and even their closest sup-
porters. They were all too preoccupied with the problem of pre-
cedence, the possession of the ring, its value and appearance.

Only a few looked for the door to the treasury of the Ancient.
But the rings had a magical quality, too. Although they were keys.
they were not used directly in opening the door to the treasury,
It was sufficient to look upon them without contention or too
much attachment to one or the other of their qualities. When this
had been done, the people who had looked were able to tell where
the treasury was, and could open it merely by reproducing the
outline of the ring. The treasuries had another quality, too: they
were inexhaustible.

Meanwhile the partisans of the three rings repeated the tale of
their ancestor about the merits of the rings, each in a slightly
different way.
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The first community thought that they had already found the
treasure.

The second thought that it was allegorical.

The third transferred the possibility of the opening of the door
to a distant and remotely imagined future time.

o8]

This tale, supposed by some to refer to the three religions of
Judaism, Christianity and Islam, appears in slightly differing
forms both in the Gesta Romanorum and in the Decameron of
Boccacio.

The above version is said to be the answer of one of the
Suhrawardi Sufi masters, when asked about the relative merits
of various religions. Some commentators have found in it the
origin of Swift’s Tale of a Tub.

Itis also known as the Declaration of the Guide of the Royal
Secret.
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THERE was once a man named Mojud. He lived in a town where
he had obtained a post as a small official, and it seemed likely that
he would end his days as Inspector of Weights and Measures.

One day when he was walking through the gardens of an ancient
building near his home Khidr, the mysterious Guide of the Sufis,
appeared to him, dressed in shimmering green. Khidr said: ‘Man of
bright prospects! Leave your work and meet me at the riverside in
three days’ time.’ Then he disappeared.

Mojud went to his superior in trepidation and said that he had
to leave. Everyone in the town soon heard of this and they said:
‘Poor Mojud! He has gone mad.’ But, as there were many can-
didates for his job, they soon forgot him.

On the appointed day, Mojud met Khidr, who said to him: ‘Tear
your clothes and throw yourself into the stream. Perhaps someone
will save you.’

Mojud did so, even though he wondered if he were mad.

Since he could swim, he did not drown, but drifted a long way
before a fisherman hauled him into his boat, saying, ‘Foolish man!
The current is strong. What are you trying to do?’

Mojud said: ‘I do not really know.’

‘You are mad,’ said the fisherman, ‘but I will take you into my
reed-hut by the river yonder, and we shall see what can be done
for you.’

When he discovered that Mojud was well-spoken, he learned
from him how to read and write. In exchange Mojud was given
food and helped the fisherman with his work. After a few months,
Khidr again appeared, this time at the foot of Mojud’s bed, and
said: ‘Get up now and leave this fisherman. You will be provided
for.
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Mojud immediately quit the hut, dressed as a fisherman, and
wandered about until he came to a highway. As dawn was breaking
he saw a farmer on a donkey on his way to market. ‘Do you seek
work?’ asked the farmer. ‘Because I need a man to help me to bring
back some purchases.’

Mojud followed him. He worked for the farmer for nearly two
years, by which time he had learned a great deal about agriculture
but little else.

One afternoon when he was baling wool, Khidr appeared to
him and said: ‘Leave that work, walk to the city of Mosul, and use
your savings to become a skin merchant.’

Mojud obeyed.

In Mosul he became known as a skin merchant, never seeing
Khidr while he plied his trade for three years. He had saved quite
a large sum of money, and was thinking of buying a house, when
Khidr appeared and said: ‘Give me your money, walk out of this
town as far as distant Samarkand, and work for a grocer there.’
Mojud did so.

Presently he began to show undoubted signs of illumination. He
healed the sick, served his fellow men in the shop and during his
spare time, and his knowledge of the mysteries became deeper and
deeper.

Clerics, philosophers and others visited him and asked: ‘Under
whom did you study?’

‘Itis difficult to say,’ said Mojud.

His disciples asked: ‘How did you start your career?

He said: ‘As a small official.’

‘And you gave it up to devote yourself to self-mortification?’

‘No, I just gave it up.’

They did not understand him.

People approached him to write the story of his life.

‘What have you been in your life? they asked.

‘I jumped into a river, became a fisherman, then walked out of
his reed-hut in the middle of one night. After that, I became a
farmhand. While I was baling wool, I changed and went to Mosul,
where I became a skin merchant. I saved some money there, but
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gave it away. Then I walked to Samarkand where I worked for a
grocer. And this is where I am now.’

‘But this inexplicable behaviour throws no light upon your
strange gifts and wonderful examples,’ said the biographers.

“That is so,’ said Mojud.

So the biographers constructed for Mojud a wonderful and
exciting history; because all saints must have their story, and the
story must be in accordance with the appetite of the listener, not
with the realities of the life.

And nobody is allowed to speak of Khidr directly. That is why
this story is not true. It is a representation of a life. This is the real
life of one of the greatest Sufis.

Sheikh Ali Farmadhi (died 1078) regarded this tale as im-
portant in illustrating the Sufi belief that the ‘invisible world’
is at all times, at various places, interpenetrating ordinary
reality.

Things, he says, which we take to be inexplicable are in fact
due to this intervention. Furthermore, people do not recog-
nize the participation of this ‘world’ in our own, because they
believe that they know the real cause of events. They do not.
It is only when they can hold in their mind the possibility of
another dimension sometimes impinging upon the ordinary
experiences that this dimension can become available to
them.

The Sheikh is the tenth Sheikh and teaching Master of the
Khwajagan (‘masters’), later to be known as the Nagshbandi
Way.

'1¥his version is from the seventeenth-century manuscript of
Lala Anwar, Hikayat-i-Abdalan (‘Tales of the Transformed
Ones’).
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The Man Whose Time was Wrong
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ONCE upon a time there was a rich merchant who lived in Baghdad.
He had a substantial house, large and small properties and dhows
which sailed to the Indies with rich cargoes. He had gained these
things partly through inheritance, partly through his own efforts,
exercised at the right time and place, partly through the benevo-
lent advice and direction of the King of the West, as the Sultan of
Cordoba was called at that time.

Then something went wrong. A cruel oppressor seized the land
and houses. Ships which had gone to the Indies foundered in
typhoons, disaster struck his house and his family. Even his close
friends seemed to have lost their power to be in a true harmony
with him, although both he and they wanted to have the right
kind of social relationship.

The merchant decided to journey to Spain to see his former
patron, and he set off across the Western Desert. On the way one
accident after another overtook him. His donkey died; he was
captured by bandits and sold into slavery, from which he escaped
only with the greatest difficulty; his face was tanned by the sun
until it was like leather; rough villagers drove him away from their
doors. Here and there a dervish gave him a morsel of food and a
rag to cover himself. Sometimes he was able to scoop a little fresh
water from a pool, but more often than not it was brackish.

Ultimately he reached the entrance of the palace of the King of
the West.

Even here he had the greatest difficulty in gaining entry. Soldiers
pushed him away with the hafts of their spears, chamberlains re-
fused to talk to him. He was put to work asa minor employee at the
Court until he could earn enough to buy a dress suitable to wear
when applying to the Master of Ceremonies for admission to the
Royal Presence.
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But he remembered that he was near to the presence of the king,
and the recollection of the Sultan’s kindness to him long ago was
still in his mind. Because, however, he had been so long in his state
of poverty and distress, his manners had suffered, and the Master
of Ceremonies decided that he would have to take a course in
behaviour and self-discipline before he could allow him to be
presented at Court.

All this the merchant endured until, three years after he quit
Baghdad, he was shown into the audience hall.

The king recognized him at once, asked him how he was, and
bade him sit in a place of honour beside him.

‘Your Majesty,” said the merchant, ‘I have suffered most terribly
these past years. My lands were usurped, my patrimony expro-
priated, my ships were lost and with them all my capital. For three
years I have battled against hunger, bandits, the desert, people
whose language I did not understand. Here I am, to throw myself
upon Your Majesty’s mercy.’

The king turned to the Chamberlain. ‘Give him a hundred sheep,
make him a Royal Shepherd, send him up yonder mountain, and
let him get on with his work.’

Slightly subdued because the king’s generosity seemed less than
he had hoped for, the merchant withdrew, after the customary
salutation.

No sooner had he reached the scanty pasturage with his sheep
than a plague struck them, and they all died. He returned to the
Court.

‘How are your sheep?’ asked the king.

‘Your Majesty, they died as soon as I got them to their pasture.’

The king made a sign and decreed: ‘Give this man fifty sheep,
and let him tend them until further notice.’

Feeling ashamed and distraught, the shepherd took the fifty
animals to the mountainside. They started to nibble the grass well
enough, but suddenly a couple of wild dogs appeared and chased
them over a precipice and they were all killed.

The merchant, greatly sorrowing, returned to the king and told
him his story.
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‘Very well,’ said the king, ‘you may now take twenty-five sheep
and continue as before.’

With almost no hope left in his heart, and feeling distraught
beyond measure because he did not feel himself to be a shepherd
in any sense of the word, the merchant took his sheep to their
pasture. As soon as he got them there he found that the ewes all
gave birth to twins, nearly doubling his flock. Then, again, twins
were born. These new sheep were fat and well-fleeced and made
excellent eating. The merchant found that, by selling some of the
sheep and buying others, the ones which he bought, at first so
skimpy and small, grew strong and healthy, and resembled the
amazing new breed which he was rearing. After three years he was
able to return to the Court, splendidly attired, with his report of
the way in which the sheep had prospered during his stewardship.
He was immediately admitted to the presence of the king.

‘Are you now a successful shepherd?’ the monarch asked. ‘Yes
indeed, Your Majesty. In an incomprehensible way my luck
turned and I can say that nothing has gone wrong—although I
still have little taste for raising sheep.’

‘Very well,’ said the king. ‘Yonder is the kingdom of Seville,
whose throne is in my gift. Go, and let it be known that I make
you king of Seville.’ And he touched him on the shoulder with the
ceremonial axe.

The merchant could not restrain himself and burst out: ‘But
why did you not make me a king when I first came to you? Were
you testing my patience, already stretched almost to breaking
point? Or was this to teach me something?’

The king laughed. ‘Let us just say that, on that day when you
took the hundred sheep up the mountain and lost them, had you
taken control of the kingdom of Seville, there would not have been
one stone standing on top of another there today.’
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Abdul-Qadir of Gilan was born in the eleventh century near
the southern shores of the Caspian Sea. Because of his descent
from Hasan, grandson of Mohammed, heis known as Sayedna —
‘Our Prince’. The powerful Qadiri Order is named after him.
He is reputed to have displayed paranormal powers from
childhood, studied at Baghdad and spent a great deal of his
time in trying to establish free public education. Shahabudin
Suhrawardi, one of the greatest Sufi writers, who wrote the
Gifts of Deep Knowledge, was his disciple. Innumerable wonders
are related about both of these men.

He had a large number of Jewish and Christian, as well as
Moslem, disciples. He died in 1166. As he lay on his deathbed
a mysterious Arab appeared with a letter. In it was written:
“This is a letter from the Lover to his beloved. Every person
and every animal has to taste death.’ His shrine is at Baghdad.

Since Abdul Qadir is widely venerated as asaint, numerous
hagiographies dealing with his life are current in the East.
They are full of wonders and strange ideas.

Hiyat-i-Hazrat (‘Life of the Presence’), which is one such
book, begins like this:

‘His appearance was formidable. One day only one disciple
dared to ask a question. This was: “Can you not give us power
to improve the earth and the lot of the people of the earth?”
His brow darkened, and he said: “I will do better: I will give
this power to your descendants, because as yet there is no
hope of such improvement being made on a large enough
scale. The devices do not yet exist. You shall be rewarded;
and they shall have the reward of their efforts and of your
aspiration.”’

A similar sense of chronology is displayed in ‘The Man
Whose Time was Wrong’.
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his hands. ‘This is for you, good Maruf,’ said the king. ‘But tell
me, why do you not pay your debts?’

‘Because, your Majesty, my caravan of priceless things has still
not arrived. As for this jewel, I think it better for your Majesty to
keep it, for it is worthless compared to the really valuable jewels
which I have in my caravan.’

Overcome by greed the king dismissed Maruf and sent a message
to the representative of the merchants to hold their peace. He re-
solved to marry the princess to the merchant, in spite of the Grand
Wazir’s opposition. The Wazir said that Maruf was a manifest liar.
The king, however, remembered that the Wazir had been asking
for the princess’s hand for years, and attributed his advice to
prejudice.

Maruf, when he was told that the king would bestow his
daughter upon him, merely said to the Wazir, “Tell his Majesty
that until my caravan arrives, loaded with priceless jewels and the
like, I cannot make due provision for a princess-wife, and hence
I suggest the marriage be postponed.’

Told of this attitude, the kingimmediately opened his treasury to
Maruf, so that he could choose whatever he needed for the setting
up of a suitable way of life and for gifts consonant with the rank
of a royal son-in-law.

Never was such a marriage seen in that or any other country
Not only were alms distributed by the handful of jewels, but
everyone who even heard of the wedding was givena lavish present.
The celebrations lasted for forty days in unprecedented magni-
ficence.

When they were at last alone, Maruf said to his bride: ‘I have
already taken so much from your father that I am troubled,’ be-
cause he had to account for his being somewhat sore at heart.
“Think nothing of it,’ said the princess, ‘for when your caravan
arrives, all will be well.’

Meanwhile the Wazir renewed his agitation with the king to
investigate Maruf’s real position. They decided to seek the prin-
cess’s help, and she agreed to find out, at an opportune moment,
the real truth of the matter.
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As they lay in one another’s arms, the princess that night asked
her husband to explain the mystery of the missing caravan. Maruf
had just that very day told his friend Ali that he indeed did have a
caravan of priceless worth. But now he decided to speak the truth.
“There is no caravan,’ he said, ‘and although the Wazir is right, his
words are due to his greed. Your father, too, gave you to me be-
cause of his own greed. Why did you yourself consent to marry me?’

‘You are my husband,’ replied the princess, ‘and I will never dis-
grace you. Take these fifty thousand gold pieces, flee the country,
send me a message from safety, where I will join you in due course.
Meanwhile, leave me to attend to the court situation.’ Dressed as
aslave, Maruf fled in the dead of night.

Now, when the king and the Wazir called the Princess Dunia to
them for her report, she said: i

‘Respected Father and Most Worthy Wazir, I was about to
broach the question with my husband Maruf last night, when a
strange thing happened.’

‘What was that?’ they exclaimed together.

‘Ten Mamelukes, dressed most magnificently, arrived beneath
the palace window, carrying a letter from the.chief of Maruf’s
caravan. The letter said that they had been delayed because of an
attack by numerous bedouins, fifty of the guards out of the five
hundred were killed, and a quantity of the merchandise, two hun-
dred camel-loads, was carried off.’

‘And what did Maruf say?’

‘He said very little. Two hundred loads and fifty lives were
nothing, he thought. But he at once rode off to meet the caravan
and bring it back to us.’

Thus the Princess bought time.

As for Maruf, he rode hard, not knowing where, until he came
to a peasant ploughing a small strip of land. To him he gave greet-

ing, and the peasant said, out of the goodness of his heart:

‘Be a guest of mine, Great Slave of the King’s Majesty. I will
bring you some food to share with me.’

He hurried off, and Maruf, touched by his kindness, decided to
continue with the man’s ploughing, as a contribution to his
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welfare. He had not made many furrows when the plough struck a
stone. When he pulled it away, a flight of steps leading into the
ground was revealed. Below was a huge chamber, filled with in-
numerable treasures.

In a crystal box was a ring, which Maruf picked out and rubbed.
Instantly a strange apparition materialized, crying: ‘Here am I,
thy servant, my Lord.’

Maruf discovered that this Jinn was known as Father of Happi-
ness, and that he was one of the most powerful commanders of
the Jinn, and that the treasure had belonged to the ancient king
Shaddad, son of Aad. The Father of Happiness was now the slave of
Maruf.

The cobbler ordered the treasure to be taken to the surface of
the ground. Then it was loaded on camels and mules and horses,
materialized by the Jinn. Every kind of precious material was also
produced by the other Jinns who served the Father of Happiness,
and the caravan was soon ready to depart.

The peasant returned with a little barley and pulse. Now that he
saw Maruf and his treasures he imagined that this must be a king.
Maruf gave him some gold and told him to claim a greater reward
later. Accepting the peasant’s hospitality, he ate only pulse and
barley.

Maruf sent the Jinns (for such were the men and animals in dis-
guise) ahead to the city of his father-in-law. When they arrived, the
king attacked the Wazir for his having ever suggested that Maruf
was a pauper. When the Princess heard that a resplendent caravan
had arrived, belonging to Maruf, she did not know what the truth
was. She suspected that Maruf had said that he had lied in order to
test her loyalty.

Maruf’s friend Ali, for his part, assumed that this great caravan
was the work of the princess, who must surely in some way have
contrived to save her husband’s name and life.

All the merchants who had lent money to Maruf and had won-
dered at his generosity with it, were now even more amazed at the
amount of gold, jewels and gifts which he was distributing to the
poor and needy.
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But the Wazir was still suspicious. No merchant was ever known
to act in this way, he told the king; and he proposed a plot. He
lured Maruf into a garden, plied him with music and wine: and in
his drunkenness Maruf confessed the truth. The Wazir then bor-
rowed the magical ring from the unresisting Maruf, made the Jinn
appear, and ordered him to spirit Maruf away into the farthest
desert. Reviling him for revealing the precious secret, the Jinn
willingly snatched up Maruf and threw him down in the Hadhra-
maut wilderness. Now the Wazir commanded the Jinn to take his
master the king and hurl him down together with Maruf. The
Wazir seized power and even tried to seduce the princess.

The princess, however, when the Wazir came to her, got pos-
session of the ring from his finger, rubbed it and had the Jinn take
the minister away in chains. In one hour the Jinn had brought back
the king and Maruf to the palace. The Wazir was put to death for
his treachery, and Maruf became the prime minister in his
stead.

They lived happily together thereafter. The king died and Maruf
succeeded him. He now had a son. The princess retained possession
of the ring. Now she became ill and, handing over the care of the
child and the ring to Maruf, she died, warning him to take equal
care of each.

Not long afterwards, King Maruf was lying in bed when he
awoke with a start. Beside him was none other than his first wife,
the hideous Fatima, transported there by magical means. She ex-
plained what had befallen her.

When Maruf disappeared she repented and became a beggar.
Life was hard, and she was reduced to the utmost extremity of
suffering. One day while she was lying down trying to sleep, she
cried out in her distress, when a Jinn appeared and told her about
the adventures of Maruf since they had last met. She asked him to
take her to Ikhtiyar, and she had been brought there with the
speed of light.

She was now most contrite, and Maruf agreed to take her back
as his wife, warning her that he was now a king and master of
a magical ring, whose servitor was the great Jinn, Father of
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Happiness. Humbly, she thanked him, and took her place as the
queen. But she hated the little prince.

Now, at night, Maruf used to take off his magical ring. Fatima
knew this, and before long crept into his bedroom and stole it.
The little boy, however, had followed her, and when he saw her
steal the ring, he drew his tiny sword and killed the hag, fearful of
the exercise of her new power.

Thus did the false Fatima find her grave at the place of her
greatest honour. Now Maruf called the honest peasant who had
been the instrument of his salvation and made him prime minister.
He married the peasant’s daughter. And thereafter all lived in
happiness and success.

Like various other dervish tales, this one appears in the
Arabian Nights. Unlike most Sufi allegories, it is not found in
poetic form. Again, unlike most except for the Mulla Nasru-
din cycle, it is sometimes performed in Chaikhanas (tea-
houses) as a drama.

It has no moral, as people in the West are accustomed to
them, but it stresses certain cause-and-effect relationships
which are a marked feature of some Sufi literature. .
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A MaN named Saifulmuluk spent half of his life in seeking truth,
He read all the books on ancient wisdom which he could find. He
travelled to every known and unknown country to hear what
spiritual teachers had to say. He spent the days in working and the
nights in contemplation of the Great Mysteries.

One day he heard of yet another teacher, the great poet Ansari,
who lived in the city of Herat. Bending his steps thither he arrived
at the door of the sage. On it he saw written, contrary to his expec-
tation, a strange announcement: ‘Knowledge is Sold Here.’

“This must be a mistake, or else a deliberate attempt to dissuade
the idle curiosity-seeker,” he said to himself, ‘for I have never before
heard it said that knowledge can be bought or sold.” So he went
into the house.

Sitting in the inner courtyard was Ansari himself, bent with age
and writing a poem. ‘Have you come to buy knowledge?’ he asked.
Saifulmuluk nodded. Ansari told him to produce as much money
as he had. Saifulmuluk took out all his money, amounting to a
hundred pieces of silver.

‘For this much’, said Ansari, ‘you can have three pieces of
advice.’

‘Do you really mean that? asked Saifulmuluk. ‘Why do you need
money, if you are a humble and dedicated man?’

“We live in the world, surrounded by its material facts,’ said the
sage, ‘and with the knowledge that I have I gain great new respon-
sibilities. Because I know certain things that others do not, I have
to spend money, among other things, to be of service where a kind
word or the exercise of “baraka” is not indicated.’

He took the silver and said, ‘Listen well.

“The first piece of advice is: “A small cloud signals danger.”’

‘But is this knowledge?" asked Saifulmuluk. ‘It does not seem to
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tell me much about the nature of ultimate truth, or about man’s
place in the world.’

‘If you are going to interrupt me’, said the sage, ‘you can take
your money back and go away. What is the use of knowledge
about man’s place in the world if that man is dead?’

Saifulmuluk was silenced, and he waited for the next piece of
advice.

“The second piece of advice is: “If you can find a bird, a catand a
dog in one place, get hold of them and look after them until the
end.””’

‘This is curious advice,” thought Saifulmuluk, ‘but perhaps it has
an inner metaphysical meaning which will become manifest to me
if I meditate upon it long enough.’

So he held his peace until the sage brought forth the last
piece of advice:

‘When you have experienced certain things which seem irrele-
vant, keeping faith with the foregoing advice, then and only then
will a door open for you. Enter that door.’

Saifulmuluk wanted to stay to study under this baffling sage, but
Ansari sent him away, rather roughly.

He continued his wanderings, and went to Kashmir to study
under a teacher there. When he was travelling through central
Asia again, he reached the market-place of Bokhara during an
auction sale. A man was leading away a cat, a bird and a dog which
he had just bought. ‘If I had not tarried so long in Kashmir,’
thought Saifulmuluk, ‘I would have been able to buy these ani-
mals, because they certainly are a part of my destiny.’

Then he started to worry, because although he had seen the
bird, the cat and the dog, he had not yet seen the small cloud.
Everything seemed to be going wrong. The only thing that saved
him was looking through one of his notebooks in which he had
recorded, though not remembered, the advice of an ancient sage:
“Things happen in succession. Man imagines this succession to be
of a certain kind. But it sometimes is another kind of succes-
sion.’

Then he realized that, although the three animals had been
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bought at an auction, Ansari had not actually told him to buy
them at an auction. He had not remembered the words of the
advice, which had been, ‘If you can find a bird, a cat and a dog in
one place, get hold of them, and look after them until the end.’

So he started to trace the buyer of the animals, to see whether
they were still ‘in one place’.

After many inquiries, he found out that the man was called
Ashikikhuda, and that he had only bought the animals to save
them the pain of being cooped up in the auctioneer’s rooms,
where they had been for several weeks, awaiting a buyer. They
were still ‘in one place’ and Ashikikhuda was glad to sell them to
Saifulmuluk.

He settled in Bokhara, because it was not practicable to continue
journeying with the animals. Every day he went out to work in a
wool-spinning factory, returning in the evening with food for the
animals which he had bought from his day’s earnings. Time
passed, three years.

One day when he had become a master-spinner, and was living
as a respected member of the community with his animals, he
walked to the outskirts of the town and saw what seemed to be a
tiny cloud, hovering almost on the horizon. It was such a strange-
looking cloud that his memory was jogged, and the First Piece of
Advice came into his consciousness, very sharply:

‘A small cloud signals danger.’

Saifulmuluk returned immediately to his house, collected his
animals and started to flee westwards. He arrived in Isfahan almost
penniless. Some days later he learned that the cloud which he had
seen was the dust of a conquering horde, which had captured
Bokhara and slain all its inhabitants.

And the words of Ansari came into his mind: ‘What is the use
of knowledge about man’s place in the world if that man is dead?’

The people of Isfahan were not enamoured of animals, wool-
spinners nor strangers, and Saifulmuluk was before long reduced
to extreme poverty. He threw himself down on the ground and
cried: ‘O Succession of Saints! O Holy Ones! Ye who have been
Changed! Come you to my aid, for I am reduced to a state in
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which my own efforts no longer yield sustenance, and my animals
are suffering hunger and thirst.’

As he lay there, between sleeping and waking, his stomach
gnawed by hunger, and having resigned himself to the guidance
of his fate, he saw a vision of something as clearly as if it were
there. It was a picture of a golden ring, set with a changing lighted
stone, which flashed fire, glowed like the phosphorescent sea, and
in its depths gave off green lights.

A voice, or so it seemed to be, said: ‘This is the golden crown of
the ages, the Samir of Truth, the very Ring of King Solomon, the
son of David, upon whose name be peace, whose secrets are to be
preserved.’

Looking around him, he saw that the ring was rolling into a
crevice in the ground. It seemed as though he was beside a stream,
under a tree, near a curiously-shaped boulder.

In the morning, rested and more able to bear his hunger, Saiful-
muluk started to wander around the periphery of Isfahan. Then
as he had half-expected for some reason, he saw the stream, the
tree and the rock. Under the rock there was a crevice. In the
crevice, into which he interposed a stick, was the ring which he had
already seen in the curious way related above.

Washing the ring in the water, Saifulmuluk exclaimed: ‘If this is
truly the Ring of the Great Solomon, upon whom be the
Salute, grant me, Spirit of the Ring, a worthy end to my diff-
culties.’ '

Suddenly it was as if the earth shook, and as if a voice like a
whirlwind was echoing in his ears: ‘Across the centuries, good
Saifulmuluk, we bid you peace. You are the inheritor of the power
of Solomon the son of David, upon whom be peace, Master of the
Jinns and Men, I am the Slave of the Ring. Command me, Master
Saifulmuluk, Master!’

‘Bring the animals here, and food for them,’ said Saifulmuluk
at once, not forgetting to add: ‘In the Great Name and in the
Name of Solomon, our Master, Commander of the Jinns and
Men, upon him be the Salute!?’

Almost before he had finished saying this, there were the animals
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and each had set before him the necessary food, that which he
liked best. ‘

Then he rubbed the ring, and the Spirit of the Ring again
answered him, like a rushing in the ears.

‘Command me, and whatever you desire shall be done, save
only that which is not to be done, Master of the Ring.’

“Tell me, in the Name of Solomon (peace upon him!) is this the
end? For I must look after the welfare of these companions of
mine until the end, according to the command of my own master,
The Khoja Ansar of Herat.’

‘No,’ replied the Spirit, ‘it is not the end.’

Saifulmuluk stayed at this spot, where he had the Jinn build him
a small house and a place for the animals; and he passed his days
with them. Every day the Jinn brought them all sufficient for their
needs, and passers-by marvelled at the sanctity of Saif-Baba, ‘Father
Saif’, as he was called, ‘who lived on nothing, surrounded by tame
and wild animals’.

When he was not studying the notes of his travels and contem-
plating his experiences, Saif-Baba observed the three animals and
learned their ways. Each responded to him in its own way. He
encouraged their good qualities and discouraged their bad ones,
and he often spoke to them about the great Khoja Ansar and the
Three Pieces of Advice.

From time to time holy men passed by his habitation, and often
they invited him to dispute with them, or to learn their own par-
ticular Ways. But he refused, saying, ‘I have my task to perform,
given me by my teacher.” Then one day he was surprised to find
that the cat was speaking to him in a language which he under-
stood. ‘Master,’ said the cat, ‘you have your task, and you must
carry it out. But are you not surprised that the time which you call
“the end” has not come?’

‘I am not really surprised,’ said Saif-Baba, ‘because for all I know
it might last for a hundred years.’

“That is where you are wrong,’ said the bird, which was now
talking too, for you have not learned what you could have learned
from the various travellers who have passed this way. You do not
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realize that although they appear different (as we animals all appear
different to you) they were all sent by the source of your teaching,
by Khoja Ansar himself, to see whether you had acquired enough
insight to follow them.’

‘If this is true,’ said Saif-Baba, ‘which I do not for a moment be-
lieve, can you explain to me why it is that a mere cat and a tiny
sparrow can tell me things which I, with the miraculous benefits
which I have received, cannot see?’

‘That is simple,’ they both said together. ‘It is that you have be-
come so accustomed to looking at things in only one way that
your shortcomings are visible even to the most ordinary mind.’

This worried Saif-Baba. ‘So I could have found the Door of the
Third Piece of Advice long ago, if I had been properly attuned to
it? he asked.

‘Yes,’ said the dog, joining the discussion. ‘The door has opened
a dozen times in the past years, but you did not see it. We did, but
because we are animals, we could not tell you.’

‘Then how can you tell me now?

‘You can understand our speech because you yourself have
lately become more human. But you have only one more chance,
for age is overcoming you.’

Saif-Baba at first thought: ‘This is a hallucination.’ Then he
thought: ‘They have no right to talk to me like this, I am their
master and the source of their sustenance.’ Then another part of
him thought: ‘If they are wrong, it does not matter. But if they
are right, this is terrible for me. I cannot take a chance.’

So he awaited his opportunity. Months passed. One day a wan-
dering dervish came along and pitched a tent on Saif-Baba’s door-
step. He made friends with the animals, and Saif decided to take
him into his confidence. ‘Away with you!” snapped the dervish, ‘I
am not interested in your tales of the Master Ansari, your clouds
and your seeking and your responsibility to animals, even your
magic Ring. Leave me in peace. I know what you should be talking
about, but I do not know what you are talking about.’

Saif-Baba in desperation called the Spirit of the Ring. But the
Jinn merely said: ‘Tam not to tell you those things which are not
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to be told. But I do know that you are suffering from the disease
called “Permanent Hidden Prejudice” which rules your thoughts
and makes it difficult for you to progress in the way.’

Then Saif-Baba went to the dervish who was sitting on his door-
step and said: ‘What should I do, for I feel a responsibility for my
animals, and a confusion about myself, and there is no more
guidance in my Three Pieces of Advice.’

‘You have talked sincerely,” said the dervish, ‘and this is a begin-
ning. Hand your animals over to me, and I will tell you the
answer.’

‘But I do not know you, and you ask too much,’ said Saif-Baba.
‘How can you ask such a thing? I respect you, but there is still a
doubt in my mind.’

“Well spoken,’ said the Dervish. ‘You have revealed not your
concern for your animals, but your own lack of perception about
me. If you judge me by emotion or logic, you cannot benefit from
me. Youstill are covetous in some way, maintaining proprietorship
over “your” animals. Go away, as sure as my name is Darwaza.’

Now, ‘Darwaza’ means ‘door’, and Saif-Baba thought very hard
about this. Could this be the ‘door’ which was foretold by his
sheikh, Ansari? ‘You may be the “Door” Iam seeking, butIam not
sure,” he said to the dervish Darwaza. ‘Be off with you, youand your
speculations,” shouted the dervish. ‘Don’t you see that the first
two pieces of advice were for your mind and that the last piece
can be understood only when you perceive it yourself?

After nearly two more years of confusion and anxiety, Saif-Baba
suddenly realized the truth. He called his animals and dismissed
them, saying, ‘You are on your own now. This is the end.” As he
said so, he realized that the animals now had human forms, and
that they were transformed. Standing beside him was Darwaza, but
his form was now that of the great Khoja Ansar himself. Without
saying a word, Ansari opened a door in the tree beside the stream,
and as he walked over the threshold Saif-Baba saw written up in
letters of gold in a wondrous cavern the answers to the questions
about life and death, about mortality and humanity, about know-
ledge and ignorance, which had plagued him all his life.

175



TALES OF THE DERVISHES

‘Attachment to externals’, said the voice of Ansari, ‘has been
what has held you back all these years. In some ways because of
this, you are too late. Take here the only part of wisdom still open
to you.’

This story illustrates, among other things, the favourite Sufi
theme that Truth is ‘trying to manifest itself’ among huma-
nity: but that it appears again and again for each man in
guises which are difficult of penetration and at first sight may
have no connection with each other.

Only the development of a ‘special perception’ enables man
to keep abreast of this unseen process.
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A MAN alone cannot achieve the traversing of the road of the inner
path. You should not try to set out alone, for there must be a
guide. That which we call a king is the guide, and he whom we call
a poor boy is the Seeker.

It is said that King Mahmud and his army were separated. As he
was riding his horse at great speed he saw a small boy on a river
bank.Thechild had casthisnetinto the water,andseemed greatlysad

‘My child,’ said the King, ‘why are you unhappy? I have never
seen anyone in such a state as you.’

The boy answered, ‘Your Majesty, I am one of seven children
who have no father. We live with our mother in poverty and with-
out support. I come here every day and cast my net for fish, so that
I can have something for that night. Unless I catch a fish during
the day there is nothing at night.’

‘My child,’ said the King, ‘would you care for me to help in your
work?’ He agreed, and King Mahmud threw the net which
through the royal touch, produced a hundred fish.

o8]

It is often thought by those who have not studied widely that
metaphysical systems either deny the value of things ‘of the
world’ or else promise an abundance of material benefits.

In Sufism, however, the ‘good things’ gained are not
always figurative nor inevitably literal. This parable by the
great Faridudin Attar, given in his Parliament of the Birds, is used
in both the literal and symbolic senses. According to the der-
vishes, a person may gain material things by the Sufi Way if
this is to the advantage of the Way as well as to himself.
Equally, he will gain transcendental gifts in accordance with
his capacity to use them in the right way.
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SucH was the repute of Abdul Qadir that mystics of all persuasions
used to throng to his reception hall, and the utmost decorum and
consideration for the traditional manners uniformly prevailed.
These pious men arranged themselves in order of precedence, of
age and according to the repute which their teachers had enjoyed
and their own precedence in their own communities.

Yet they vied with one another for the attention of the Sultan
of the Teachers, Abdul Qadir. His manners were impeccable, and
nobody of low intelligence or lack of training was seen at these
assemblies.

Onc day, however, the three sheiks of Khorasan, Iraq and Egypt
came to the Dargah, guided by three illiterate muleteers. Their
journey from Mecca, where they had been on a pilgrimage, had
been plagued by the inelegance and caperings of these men.
When they saw the assembly of the Sheikh they were made as
happy to think of their release from their companions, as they
were by their desire to glimpse the Great Sheikh.

Contrary to the usual practice, the Sheikh came out to meet
them. No sign passed between him and the muleteers. Later that
night, however, finding their way to their quarters, the threesheikhs
glimpsed by accident the Sheikh saying goodnight to the muleteers.
As they respectfully left his room, he kissed their hands. The
sheikhs were astonished, and realized that these three, and not
they, were hidden sheikhs of the dervishes. They followed the
muleteers and tried to start a conversation. But the chief muleteer
only said: ‘Get back to your prayers and mumblings, sheikhs, with
your Sufism and your search for truth which has plagued us
during thirty-six days’ travel. We are simple muleteers and want
nothing of that.’
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Thus is the different between the hidden Sufis and the superficial
ones.

The Jewish Encyclopedia and such authorities upon the Hasidic
mystics as Martin Buber have noted the affinity between this
school and the Spanish Sufis, as far as chronology and simi-
larity of teaching is concerned.

This tale, attributed to the Suft, Abdul-Qadir of Gilan
(1077-1166), is also found ascribed to the life of Hasid Rabbi
Elimelech (who died in 1809).

Abdul-Qadir, known as ‘King’, as also was Elimelech, was
the founder of the Qadiri Order of Dervishes.
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OnE day 2 man reproached Bayazid, the great mystic of the ninth
century, saying that he had fasted and prayed and so on for thirty
years and not found the joy which Bayazid described. Bayazid told
him that he might continue for three hundred years and still not
find it.

‘How is that? asked the would-be illuminate.

‘Because your vanity is a barrier to you.’

“Tell me the remedy.’

“The remedy is one which you cannot take.

‘Tell me, nevertheless.’

Bayazid said: ‘You must go to the barber and have your (respect-
able) beard shaved. Remove all your clothes and put a girdle
around yourself. Fill a nosebag with walnuts and suspend it from
your neck. Go to the market-place and call out: “A walnut will I
give to any boy who will strike me on the back of the neck.” Then
continue on to the justices’ session so that they may see you.’

‘But I cannot do that; please tell me something else that would
do as well.” :

“This is the first move, and the only one,’ said Bayazid, ‘but I had
already told you that you would not do it; so you cannot be cured.’

El-Ghazali, in his Alchemy of Happiness, seeks with this parable
to emphasize his repeated argument that some people, how-
ever sincere in seeking truth they may appear to themselves —
or even to other people —may in fact be motivated by vanity
or self-seeking which imposes a complete barrier to their
learning.
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IMAM EL-GHAZALI relates a tradition from the life of Isa, ibn
Maryam.

Isa one day saw some people sitting miserably on a wall, by the
roadside. ’

He asked: “What is your affliction?

They said: ‘We have become like this through our fear of hell.’

He went on his way, and saw a number of people grouped dis-
consolately in various postures by the wayside. He said: ‘What is
y;:ur affliction?’ They said: ‘Desire for Paradise has made us like
this.’

He went on his way, until he came to a third group of people.
They looked like people who had endured much, but their faces
shone with joy.

Isa asked them: ‘What has made you like this?’

They answered: ‘The Spirit of Truth. We have seen Reality, and
this has made us oblivious of lesser goals.’

Isa said: ‘These are the people who attain. On the Day of
Accounting these are they who will be in the Presence of God.’

Those who believe that spiritual advancement depends upon
the cultivation of reward and punishment themes alone
have often been surprised by this Sufi tradition about Jesus.

Sufis say that only certain people benefit through power-
ful dwelling upon gain or loss; and that this, in turn, may
constitute only a part of anyone’s experiences. Those who
have studied the methods and effects of conditioning and in-
doctrination may feel themselves inclined to agree with them.
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Formal religionists, of course, do not in many faiths admit
that the simple alternatives of good-bad, tension-relaxation,
reward-punishment are only parts of a greater system of self-
realization.
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THREE dervishes met on a lonely road. The first was called Way-
farer, because he always went by the longest route anywhere, due
to his respect for tradition. The second was known as Strangeness,
because nothing seemed strange to him, though most things he
did or even noticed seemed strange to others. The third was named
Savetime, because he always thought he could save time, though
his ways were often the longest of all.

They became travelling companions. But before long they
parted. This was because Wayfarer soon noticed a landmark of
which he had heard, and insisted upon taking the road indicated
by it. It only led to a ruined city inhabited by lions, because the
flourishing metropolis of which he had heard had perished hun-
dreds of years before. He was eaten by the lions, almost in a gulp.
A day or two later, Savetime decided to find a shorter way, and fell
into a quicksand while trying to cut across country. It was the kind
of quicksand which is not dangerous, but it takes months to get
out of it.

Strangeness went on alone. Soon he met a man who said to him:
‘Dervish, the road is barred ahead because there is a caravanserai
inhabited at night by all the wild beasts of the jungle.’

‘What do they do during the day? asked Strangeness.

‘I suppose they hunt during the day,’ said the man.

‘Very well, I shall sleep there during the day and stay awake at
night,’ said Strangeness.

He approached the caravanserai during daylight, and sure
enough he saw there the tracks of numerous animals. He had time
to sleep. At nightfall he awoke, and hid himself, to find out why
the animals came there.

Presently they all arrived, led by the lion, their King. One by

183



