
  
    Qanun Nəşriyyat / AZERBAIJAN FAIRY TALES 2


    Qanun Publishing House


    Azerbaijan, AZ 1102


    Baku, Tbilisi - avenue 76


    Tel.: (+994 12) 431-16-62; 431-38-18


    Mob.: (+994 55) 212 42 37


    e-mail: info@qanun.az


    www.qanun.az


    www.fb.com/Qanunpublishing


    www.instagram.com/Qanunpublishing


    “Ali and Nino” Publishing House


    Baku, AZ 1005, Z.Tagiyev str., 19


    Tel.: (+994 12) 493 04 12


    (+994 12) 493 93 68


    e-mail: info@alinino.az


    www.alinino.az


    www.fb.com/aliandnino.azerbaijan

  


  
    Annotation


    ZENGI


    POMEGRANATE GIRL


    THE DRY SKULL


    THE TALE OF PIRIM THE HUNTER


    AKHVAY


    THE VIZIER AND THE POOR OLD MAN

  


  
    ZENGI


    They say that there was, in ancient times, a shah of the city of Bilbis, in Egypt, who had a dream. He dreamed that a porter in Isfahan would have a son named Zengi who, when he was twelve, would kill the shah. The shah jumped up in his bed, called the vizier and, stuttering breathlessly, told him about the dream. He asked:


    - “Vizier, will this dream come true?”


    The vizier replied:


    - “Long live the shah! Let me call a fortune-teller to interpret the dream. They summoned all the city’s fortune-tellers. One cast his stones, one used his keys, another examined water and yet another looked through a book and said:


    - “Long live the shah! The dream will come true. A child really will kill you.”


    The shah shivered with fright, and said:


    - “What can we do about it?”


    The fortune-teller replied:


    - “Our shah, we can only interpret this dream; we cannot help you to avoid it.”


    As soon as he heard this, the shah’s eyebrows shot up and he bit his hand in anger. He put on his red robe and went to the throne. He ordered the executions of all the fortune-tellers. The poor fortune-tellers were thrown into confusion and asked:


    - “Oh shah, what did we do wrong that we should lose our heads?”


    The shah would not listen and demanded that his order was carried out. Finally, one of the fortune-tellers realised that this cruel shah would cut off all their heads, so he flicked through some pages of his books and said:


    - “My shah, there is one way out of this. You must find that child and kill him.”


    The shah gladly accepted this idea. He released the fortune-tellers. After some days, he put on different clothes to disguise himself, took some jewels with him that were very light but also very valuable and set off for Isfahan. He went up hill and down dale, this way and that, and at last he arrived in Isfahan. It was such a big city that there was no beginning and no end to it. He opened a shop in a corner of the city and made a living this way. He lived like this for some time and then one day a porter came into his shop. The shah and the porter talked for such a long time that it was evening before they realised the time. The porter stood up quickly and said:


    - “Aga, I have to go home. I had a son recently and I want to see how he is.”


    As soon as the shah heard this, he said:


    - “Ay man, what have you called your son?”


    The porter said:


    - “I called him Zengi.”


    When the shah heard this name his face turned as yellow as saffron. His arms and legs gave way; he couldn’t say a word, he lost his tongue. The porter went home.


    I’ll tell you, now, about the child. What a child he was! He was growing up hour by hour, day by day. At one month he looked like a three-month-old child. No one could beat him at arm wrestling. He could eat for seven people.


    Meanwhile, in his shop, the shah was thinking to himself:


    - “Why am I sitting here, wasting time? It would be better to go and find the child; perhaps I can kill him.”


    He asked people, found the way to the porter’s house and knocked on his door. The porter looked out and saw that it was the man from the shop. He said:


    - “Aga, what a surprise to see you! What can I do for you?”


    The shah replied:


    - “Nothing special. I was sitting in the shop and suddenly thought of you. So I came to see you.”


    The porter invited him in. As soon as the shah entered he gently picked up the child and softly cursed him. The child pulled his hand out of his blanket and slapped the shah so hard that he saw stars. The shah was certain then that this child was destined to be his killer. He looked around the house and saw that the porter had very little; he was very poor. The shah said:


    - “Oh brother, sell this child to me. I’ll give you his weight in gold.”


    The temptation was too much for the porter and he exchanged the baby for gold. The shah took the child, closed his shop and returned to his own land. He gave the child to his vizier and said:


    - “Vizier, this is the child I saw in my dream. Take him and kill him, then show me his blood-stained clothes.”


    The vizier took the child to the forest, intending to kill him. Suddenly the child spoke, and said:


    - “Ay vizier, the shah is stupid, but what about you? What did I do wrong that you want to kill me?”


    The vizier thought that the child was right and he was surprised that the child was able to talk. He left the child at the foot of a tree in the forest, he killed a rabbit, soaked the child’s shirt in its blood and took the shirt to the shah. He said:


    - “I killed the child. This is his blood on the shirt.”


    The shah believed the vizier and was very happy.


    Let’s leave the shah and the vizier here and I’ll tell you about the child.


    As soon as the vizier left the child at the foot of the tree, Zengi stood up and slowly left the forest. He met a herdsman who said:


    - “Ho lad, whose son are you? Where are you going?”


    The child said:


    - “I have lost my father and mother. I don’t know where to go.”


    The herdsman said:


    - “Well lad, will you be my son?”


    The child replied:


    - “Yes, I will.”


    The herdsman took the child home and said to his wife:


    - “My wife, I found this child in the forest. Let’s keep him as our son.”


    His wife was very happy with this idea. Zengi grew up with them until he was twelve years old. He had grown up to be so strong that he could pull up a tree by its roots and throw it aside.


    Now I’ll tell you something about the shah. The shah had a feeling in his bones that the child was not dead and that he might return. And so one morning he summoned all the fortune-tellers again. He said:


    - “Tell me if that child is dead or alive.”


    The fortune-tellers performed their rituals and said:


    - “Long live the shah! The child is not dead. He is alive. He will kill you and your son, and he will marry your daughter.”


    The shah trembled. He called many of his soldiers and searched everywhere, high and low, to find the boy and kill him. They arrived at the forest. Unfortunately on that day, Zengi had cut some wood and was carrying it back home. He saw the troops galloping towards him; as they rode past him they scattered all his wood. This made him very angry; he picked up a cudgel, stood in front of the soldiers and roared at them:


    - “What do you mean by scattering my wood?”


    They tried to capture Zengi, but he beat them with his cudgel. The shah came forward and said:


    - “Oh my God! It’s that child!”


    He quickly called the soldiers back and began to flatter the boy:


    - “Good boy, you are brave and I like you very much!”


    The boy was tricked by the shah’s sweet talk and put down his cudgel.


    - “Now boy, whose son are you? Where is your home?”


    The boy took the shah to the herdsman, and the shah said:


    - “My man, I see that you are poor and the child is a good boy. Let me give you his weight in gold and take him with me. I’ll make him study and grow into a real man.”


    The herdsman was tempted by the money and gave the boy to the shah. The shah said to the boy:


    - “My boy, we are going another way, but I’m sending you to my city, to my son. Whatever you want, he will prepare it for you.”


    The shah quickly wrote a note to his son, saying, ‘This boy will kill us. As soon as he comes to you, order that he is cut into two pieces.’ He gave the note to a messenger and sent the boy with him, to his son. The child and the messenger went up hill and down dale and, at last, they arrived in the suburbs of the city. The messenger had become very ill on the way. He gave the note to the child and said:


    - “I can’t go any further. Take this yourself to the shah’s son.”


    Zengi also felt weary. He saw a very beautiful garden nearby and climbed over the fence to rest inside for a while. He fell asleep next to a tree with the letter on his chest. Aha! This was the shah’s rose-garden and the shah’s daughter came to walk in the garden; she passed along the avenue of roses. She suddenly saw a boy so handsome that you could only sit and admire him. His eyebrows were like bows; his black eyelashes were so long that they covered his eyes; his cheeks were like red apples and he was as tall and straight as a pine. She also saw the letter on his chest. The girl tiptoed towards him, saw her father’s seal on the letter and opened it and read it. She was so in love with the boy that she quickly wrote a different letter: ‘My son, as soon as this boy comes to you, give him a fine set of clothes.’ She put the letter back on the boy’s chest. A little later the boy woke up, he asked people the way, found the shah’s son and gave him the letter. As soon as the shah’s son read the letter, he ordered a change of clothes for the boy, from top to toe. After some time, the shah returned from his journey and he saw, and said:


    - “Oh my God! The boy is alive.”


    He said to his son:


    - “My son, what is this?”


    His son showed the shah the letter. The shah was surprised and wondered who had changed it, but it was too late to do anything about it. He plotted with the vizier how to kill the boy. He said to the cook:


    - “Whoever comes to you tomorrow to collect my meal, cut off his head with an axe.”


    Dawn broke and the shah called for Zengi and said to him:


    - “My son, today you bring my meal from the cook.”


    The boy bowed and agreed. He picked up a tray and went to fetch the meal. On his way there, he met the shah’s son. The shah’s son realised that Zengi didn’t know where the kitchen was, so he took the tray from him and said:


    - “Let me bring the meal to you, and then you can take it to my father.”


    The shah’s son went with the tray to the cook. As soon as he entered the kitchen, the cook hit him so hard with the axe that his head fell on the floor. Zengi waited for some time, but the shah’s son did not return so he searched for the kitchen. The cook loaded the tray and gave it to the boy. When Zengi took the meal in, the shah asked:


    - “My son, who carried the tray before you?”


    The boy said:


    - “Long live the shah! Your son took it.”


    The shah’s eyebrows shot up, as he realised that his son was dead. The shah called the vizier and said:


    - “Vizier, call the executioner to kill this villain!”


    The shah’s daughter heard about this and she warned the boy. Zengi found a sword and said:


    - “Shah, I know all about your plans. I want to kill you like a real man. Pick up your sword and let’s fight.”


    The shah knew the boy’s strength and so he wanted to flee. Zengi did not give him the chance; he struck him on the head with his sword and sent him to hell. He married the shah’s daughter and took over the throne.

  



POMEGRANATE GIRL

Once upon a time there was a shah who had one son – the prince. One night this prince saw the Pomegranate Girl in his dream and fell in love with her. In the morning he called the wise vizier; he told him about the dream and ordered him to find the girl so that he could marry her. The vizier answered that he was ready to obey any order by the prince, but it was impossible to fetch the Pomegranate Girl because she was held prisoner by ogres.

The prince told the vizier that if he did not obey he would lose his head.

The vizier did not have a choice, he had to obey. The prince gave him plenty of money and sent him on his way. First the vizier went to the bazaar and bought some gum and then he set off. After some time he arrived at a house. He went in and there was an ancient old woman sitting inside; she was so old that her nose touched her chin. She was very happy to see him and she said:

- “Oh my dear, I am glad you came. I haven’t tasted the flesh of a man for nearly six months. Come over here and I’ll eat you up. Quickly! Or my sons will come to take you, and they won’t give me even a tiny piece.”

When he heard this, the vizier threw some gum into the old woman’s mouth. She chewed it and began to feel sorry for him and didn’t eat him. Then they heard her sons coming. The vizier also knew some magic. He sang a magic spell and turned himself into a darning needle; then he hid in a hole in the wall. The boys came in and shouted at their mother:

-“Mother! We smell a manny-man-man here! You must tell us if a bird has dropped even one feather, or a horse has dropped a single hair!”

The old woman replied:

- “No one has been here. Perhaps you found something to eat outside and there is still a little bit under your teeth. Anyway, if someone comes here I’ll eat him myself and I won’t leave even a tiny piece for you.”

The old woman’s sons believed her and they soon fell asleep. In the morning they left to do their work. When they had gone, the vizier turned back into a man and asked the woman which way he should go.

The old woman replied:

- “Go to where the sun sets.”

The vizier set off in that direction. After some time he arrived at another house. He went in and there was an ancient old woman sitting inside; she was so old that her nose touched her chin. When she saw him she said:

- “Oh my dear, I am glad you came. I haven’t tasted the flesh of a man for nearly six months. Come over here and I’ll eat you up. Quickly! Or my sons will come to take you, and they won’t give me even a tiny piece.”

She said this and then she wanted to eat him. The vizier threw some gum into her mouth, too. The old woman chewed the gum and felt sorry for him; she didn’t kill him. She said that her sons would come, but she promised to hide him. The vizier sang another magic spell and turned himself into a mat. The old woman hid the mat in the house. This time, the sons came in and shouted at her:

-“Mother! We smell a manny-man-man here! You must tell us if a bird has dropped even one feather, or a horse has dropped a single hair!”

Their mother replied:

- “No one has been here. Perhaps you found something to eat outside and there is still a little bit under your teeth. Anyway, if someone comes here I’ll eat him myself and I won’t leave even a tiny piece for you.”

The old woman’s sons believed her and they soon fell asleep. In the morning they left to do their work. When they had gone, the vizier turned back into a man and asked the woman which way he should go. The woman pointed to the sunset.

After some time the vizier arrived at another house. He went in and there was an ancient old woman sitting inside; she was so old that her nose touched her chin. She was happy to see him and she said:

- “Oh my dear, welcome! I haven’t tasted the flesh of a man for nearly six months. Come over here and I’ll eat you up. Quickly! Or my sons will come to take you, and they won’t give me even a tiny piece.”

Then she wanted to eat him. The vizier threw some gum into her mouth, too. The old woman chewed the gum and felt sorry for him; she didn’t kill him. Then they heard her sons coming. The vizier sang another magic spell and turned himself into a fly; then he hid in a hole in the wall. The sons came in and shouted at their mother:

-“Mother! We smell a manny-man-man here! You must tell us if a bird has dropped even one feather, or a horse has dropped a single hair!”

Their mother replied:

- “No one has been here. Perhaps you found something to eat outside and there is still a little bit under your teeth. Anyway, if someone comes here I’ll eat him myself and I won’t leave even a tiny piece for you.”

The old woman’s sons believed her and they soon fell asleep. In the morning they left to do their work. When they had gone, the vizier turned back into a man and asked the woman where he could find the Pomegranate Girl.

The old woman replied:

- “It will be very difficult to get her. Give up! The ogres will kill you.”

The vizier answered:

- “Whatever happens, I must go!”

The old woman saw that he had no choice. She told him the place:

- “Quite far from here there is a garden. There is a pomegranate tree in that garden. At the top of the tree there are three pomegranates. But there are ogres on guard around the tree. You have to pick the pomegranates without letting them see you.”

Now that he knew where the Pomegranate Girl was, the vizier went on his way and came to the garden. He looked over the wall and saw that the ogres were on guard. He was afraid and whispered a magic spell to turn himself into a fly and he hid in a hole in the wall. At midnight, when the ogres were asleep, he turned back into a man. He picked the three pomegranates and ran away as fast as he could. Then he set off for home.

After some time he was near his own city. He sat down and opened one of the pomegranates. There was nothing inside. There was nothing inside the second one, either. When he opened the third one, there was a pretty girl inside. As soon as she came out of the pomegranate, she grew into a very beautiful 16 year old girl. The vizier wanted to take her with him, but the girl said:

- “Don’t take me like this. Go and buy me a nice dress, arrange the wedding and then come back for me.”

The vizier left her at the top of a plane tree. He returned home, told the prince what had happened and asked him to arrange the wedding.

Meanwhile, the vizier’s servant took a jug to collect water from the well under the plane tree. She saw the reflection of a beautiful girl in the water. When she looked up she saw the beautiful girl sitting at the top of the tree. She had heard her master’s story and she climbed to the top of the tree. After talking with the Pomegranate Girl for a while, she suddenly kicked her into the well and sat in her place.

The Pomegranate Girl climbed out of the well and turned into a flowering tree.

The prince gave the orders for the wedding and a dress for the girl and then he set off to fetch her with the vizier, his servant and some soldiers. They arrived and saw the ugly servant girl sitting at the top of the tree.

The prince asked:

- “Why is this girl so ugly?”

The vizier was surprised and he answered:

-“Perhaps she has been under the sun too long.”

Anyway, they took this ugly servant girl back to the city and she was married to the prince.

The vizier had picked some flowers from the tree under the plane tree. The next day he sent the flowers to the prince’s new wife, the ugly servant girl, but she threw them out of the window. They grew into a plane tree.

One year later, the prince and his wife had a son. His wife asked the prince to cut down the plane tree to make a cradle for the baby. The prince agreed and ordered the tree to be cut down and for its wood to be planed smooth.

An old woman took a piece of the wood home and put it on her shelf. This woman earned money by buying wool, spinning it into yarn and selling it at the bazaar. One day she went to the bazaar to buy some wool; she took it home and went out again. The piece of wood turned into a girl. The girl swept the house clean and then blew to one side; rice appeared. She blew to the other side; butter appeared. She cooked a pilaf, ate some of it and put the rest on the hearth. Then she spun all the wool, turned back into wood and went back onto the shelf.

When the old woman returned home, she saw that the house had been swept, the wool was all spun and there was pilaf on the hearth. She was surprised, but she took the wool to sell at the bazaar. The next day the same thing happened. In the end, the old woman told her neighbours what had happened. They said she should hide in the house and watch. She agreed and the next day, instead of going out to the bazaar, she hid in her home. Suddenly, she saw the piece of wood that she had brought from the prince’s tree turn into a girl. The girl swept the room, spun the wool, blew first to one side then to the other and made a pilaf with the rice and butter that appeared. She ate some of the pilaf and put the rest on the hearth. Then the old woman came out of her hiding place and caught the girl. The girl begged her not to tell anyone her secret. The old woman promised:

- “I won’t tell anyone. You just stay with me and help me.”

The girl agreed and stayed with the old woman.

One day it was announced that the prince wanted to go to Mecca and he was looking for someone to prepare his horses for one month for the journey. The shah promised to pay a lot of money for this work. As soon as the Pomegranate Girl heard this, she asked the old woman to collect one of the prince’s horses. The old woman said:

- “We don’t have any grass, or barley straw, or a stable.”

The girl said:

- “Go and bring the horse. I will see to everything else.”

So the old woman went to the prince and brought home a very thin horse. When she saw it the girl blew first to one side then to the other and barley straw appeared. She took the horse to the stable and began caring for it.

When the month was over, the prince’s horses were collected. When the prince saw the horses he was not happy with any of them. His men told him that there was just one more horse; it was with an old woman. He sent them to fetch it. When they knocked on her door, the old woman opened it and saw that they had come for the horse. She told the girl, who said:

-“Go and give it to them!”

The men went in to the stable, but the horse would not let them come near. When they came to him from the front, he bit them. When they came to him 

