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SHudent %oii\? each read Once.

ZAN-uh-dos
Z embla, Zenda, vww:wmﬁ
A1l our dream-worlds'may come true.
F airy lands are fearsome too.

A s I wander far from view
R ead, and bring me home to you.
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I A
n_N country of Alifbay, a sad city,

Y here was once, in

k taled

Qotﬂ Q
addest of cities, a city so ruinously sad that it had

N e L

umfish, which were so miserable to eat that they made
E.a, belch é:?ﬂsm Mmﬁmro ven though the- skies were
blue. | CAANN c¢ for dafer

In the north of the sad city stood mighty factories in
& which (so I'm. told) sadness was actually manufactured,
 packaged and sent all over the world, which never seemed
to get enough of it. Black smoke poured out of the
chimneys of the sadness factories and hung over the city like

bad news. . i

And in the depths of the city, beyond an ¢
ruined buildings that looked like broken hearts, there lived a
ppy young fellow by the name of E»nozww the only child
of the storyteller Rashid Khalifa, ésommm nrmmﬂmcnznmu was

famous throughout that unhappy _‘“,:2 olis, and

whose

. . f.,;,i.»&%%
earned him not one but tw: Em_mwpﬁwnm /To his,ad

) - daniiulf ideas xﬁm&ﬁ%
was Rashid the Ocean of Notions,’as stuffed wit

stories as the S Was of ;:wﬁm‘m? but to his jealous rivals
Shah ‘of Blah..
for many years as loving a husband as anyone could wish for,

he was ﬁrm

and during these years Haroun grew up in a home in which,
instead of misery and frowns, he had his father’s ready
laughter and his mother’s sweet voice raised in song.
) Then something went wrong. (Maybe the sadness of the
* city finally crept in through their windows.)
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forgotten its name. It stood by a mournful sea full of

Id zone of

never-ending stream of tall, mron;mmm §s&nm tales had W

:ﬁ%

cheery

: . ) Sl |
o his wife, Soraya, Rashid was™

LRS-

The day Soraya stopped singing, in the middle of a line, as

I,

-

Stu

teal
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SALMAN RUSHDIE

if someone had thrown a switch, Haroun guessed there was.
trouble brewing: ] w& he never wamvonanm how Bcnw \\

neoer

zzl

§> i s

hap oﬁ!T:

— that he didn’t notice that Soraya no F@mﬁ m»sLm. which

P

probably made things worse. But then Rashid was a busy
man, in constant demand, he was the Ocean of Notions, the
famous Shah of Blah. And what with all his nnw.uuam_m and

performances, Rashid was so often on stage that ra lost track
of what was going on in his own home. He sped around the

city and the country telling stories, while Soraya stayed

§

home, turning cloudy 5?% -a—little--thunderous-and.

brewing up quite a storm.. ! Bovs' might. ?ﬁ a4a %m “

Haroun went with his father “whenever ra noEm wanm&n m.x&

. Wil

He woul

the man was a_magician, it couldn’t be denied. H

. climb up on to some little makeshift stage in 2 dead-en
o - alley packed with raggedy children and toothless old-timers,

X

city’s many wandering €O

all squatting in the dust; and once he got going even the

io:E stop »za n.aw heir ears

the parrots in the trees éosE imitate Em voice.

Haroun often thought of his father as a Juggler, con»&o
his stories were really lots of different tales gz@nm together,
and Rashid kept them woSm in a sort of dizzy whirl, and
:ucnuE»%»nnera ;

Where did all these m&nau come from? It seemed that all

|

Rashid had to do was to part his lips in a plump red smile

ns»\.sh.o\ﬁ}a is*%& B‘iﬁ

ne

f.r\. 5

st
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HAROUN AND THE SEA OF STORIES

20y

and out would v% Saga,”complete with N
ﬁrm, me.Jog&sﬁonQn. princesses, wicked uncles, fat aunts, mx» ¢

mustachioed gangsters in yellow check pants, fantastic
locations, cowards, heroes, fights, and half a dozen catch
hummable ERMMH.&%EbW comes from somewhere,’
“_. # Haroun reasoned, ‘so “these stories can’t simply come out of
ai\.\ thin air . .S.,.,x
e But whenever he asked his father this most important of} jeat
. questions, the Shah of Blah would narrow his (to tell the
Nm\s“« truth) slightly bulging eyes, and pat ?m wobbly stomach, and

stick his thumb between his li de-ridiculous
drinking noises, glug glug glug. [Haroun hated it when his |

father acted this way. ‘No, come on, where do they come
from really?” he’d insist, and Rashid would ould wiggle his
ov&vnoém mysteriously and make i&%ﬁ%mbmna in the air.
“‘From the great Story Sea,’ he'd reply. ‘I drink the warm | ©

.h,_:mnoQ Waters and then I feel full of steam.’

Q1

P

Haroun found this statement intensely irritating. .4@.%8 g
do you keep this hot water, then?’ he argued mwmﬁﬁ &; 3
[ 2g s m A 7

hot-water bottles, I suppose. Well, I've never seen any.”
‘It comes out of an invisible Tap installed by one of the |
Water Genies,” said Rashid with a mﬁ:mwn ».pnn. =<oc have
to be a subscriber.’ B i :
‘And how do you become a subscriber?’
‘Oh, said the Shah of Blah, ‘that’s much Too
Complicated To Explain.” #2i wwnld g fee] it Pashed ..ﬂ«%« H
‘Anyhow,’ said Haroun grumpily, “I've never seen 2 |
Water Genie, either.” Rashid shrugged. “You’re never up in /,rrmw

time to see the 3___35: he pointed out, ‘but you don’t

pah L fl
.LM fresh il
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~many, and then all hell broke loose. * ** " |

SALMAN RUSHDIE

i . ﬁﬁmwmvx

mind) drinking the milk. So now Fs&ﬁnﬂmmﬁoﬁ this Mf.rﬁ w

AN

Iffing and Butting and be happy with the stories you enjoy.’ |

And that was the end of that.

.Mxnawn that one day Haroun mwwnm one mznmsoz 8& .wn?

-

pad cwﬁ?%w s g%&kra?

] ot P A

,m LE . 4+ READ ALDUD

The Khalifas lived in the downstairs part of a small nosnnnno

house with pink walls, lime-green windows and blue- H_
painted balconies with squiggly metal railings, all of which

made it look (in Haroun’s view) more like a cake than a
building. It wasn’t a grand house, :.mm&sm like the
skyscrapers where the mmwon..an_w folks lived; then again, it
was nothing like the én

ea

of the poor, either. The poor |

lived in n%mgwumgmﬁhamawunwm men of old cardboard boxes

and plastic wrnacnm. and these shacks were glued together by |

despair. And then there were the super-poor, who had no |

homes at all. They slept on pavements and in the doorways
of shops, and had to pay rent to local gangsters for doing
even that. So the truth is that Haroun was lucky; but luck
has a way of running out without the mrmwa% warning. One |
minute you've got a lucky mSn épnngsm over you and %a
next instant it’s aosn a bunk. * .,.m% Suddenly ufo fellepp

m\}l ot o e 7

pvaﬂwu& OPLe
¥ a

A/
A

In the sad city, people mostly had big families; but the poor
children got sick and starved, while the rich kids overate and

quarrelled over their parents’ money. Still Haroun wanted to
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HAROUN AND THE SEA OF STORIES

know why his parents hadn’t had more children, but the
only answer he ever got from Rashid was no answer at all:

“There’s more to you, young Haroun Khalifa, than meets
the cr,s_cﬁm eye.

Well, what was that S\ﬂmwom& to mean? ‘We used up
our full \msn.wwnk of child-stuff just in making you,” Rashid
explained. ‘It’s all packed in there, enough for maybe four-
five kiddies. Yes, sir, more to you than the blinking eye can
see.”

ma.,m:mrﬁ answers were beyond the powers of Rashid
Khalifa, who would never take a short cut if there was a
longer, twistier road available. Soraya gave Haroun a simpler
reply. “We tried,” she sadly said. “This child business is not
such an easy thing. Think of the poor Senguptas.’

The Senguptas lived upstairs. Mr Sengupta was a clerk at
the offices of the City Corporation and he was as sticky-thin
and whiny-voiced and mingy as his wife Oneeta was
generous and loud and Eovm&?m»n They had no children at
all, and as a result Oneeta Sengu ‘paid more attention
to Haroun than he 3»:% cared mon.. She g..osmrn him
sweetmeats ?&znr was. fine), and ruffled his hair (which
wasn't), and when she hugged him the great cascades of her
flesh surround him completely, to his
considerable alarm.

Mr Sengupta ignored Haroun, but was always talking to
Soraya, which Haroun didn’t like, particularly as the fellow
would launch into criticisms of Rashid the storyteller
whenever he thought Haroun wasn’t listening. ‘That
husband of yours, excuse me if I mention,” he would start in
his thin whiny voice. ‘He’s got his head stuck in the air and

seemed to
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