My Funeral*

WVill my funeral begin down in the courtyard?
dow shall you take me there from the third floor?
[he elevator will not take a -coffin
The stairs are narrew
>erhaps the courtyard will be knee-deep with sunlight and pigeons
Yerhaps the air will be full of snowflakes and children's cres
Or the asphalt wet with rain .
The rubbish bins will be; in their usual place

if my face is 1o be open,.as is the local custom

A pigeon may drop something of it, for lutk

Whether there is a.band or no, the children will-come

Zhildren love a.funerat. -

Jur kitchen window-will stare at me as 1 go

Jur balcony will see me off, waving the laundry

have been happier than you can think in this courtyard
Jear neighbours, 1 wish you a long and merry life.

g

7 NAGUIB MAHFOUZ . 1011
Egypt

As recipient of the 1988 Nobel Prize in literature, Egyptian-born Naguib
Mahfouz is the only Arab writer to ever receive the coveted prize. His literary
.output has been enormous. Mahfouz's fiction has passed through various phases,
including the realist and the mystical and, most recently, the metafictionaland
the postmodemn. His novel Trilogy won Mahfouz great critical acclaim: some
critcs even consider it the major contribution that led to his winning the Nobel

Prize. "Zaabalawi,” a mystical search more than anything else, is considered by-

many critics and readers to be. one of his most finely crafted literary works., -

%

laabalawit :
finally I became convinced that I had to find Sheikh Zaa'bala.wi_.,'.;’:
The first time 1 had heard of his name had been in a song’

“What's w-roﬂg with the world, O Zaabalawi?
They've turned it upside down and made it insipid.”

Translated by Nermin Menemencioghu.
Translated by Denys Johnson-Davies.

It had been a Popular song in my childhood and one day it had 6ccur.red to

- Me—in the way children have of asking endless questions—to ask my father

about him,

© /7 "Who is Zaabalawi, father?”

/ ' ’ '
He had looked at e hesitantly as though d i ili {
the answer..However, he had repliZd: &8 Coubting my "billy to undesstand

“May his blessing descend upon you, he's a true saint of God, a remover of .~

Sure that he was still living there, | made enquiries of '
found'in‘the lower part of the house. ‘ S

_ Sh‘ell;}}:‘ Kamar!" he said, looking at me in amazement. “He left the quarter
a es a 0. . . 1 s . . . . - . .
sﬁuar eg ey sdy he's now living in Garden City and has his ofﬁce.)..n Al-Azhaar
Ilooked up the office address in the tele : i figgs

phone book and immediate] f

to the Chamber of Commerce Building, where it was located. Gn aski;g fztsoeef
him I was ushered into a room just as a beautiful'woman with 2 most Intoxicating

clien“t_, and Lfelt acutely embarrassed at encroaching upon his valuable time.
Welcome!" he said, prompting me to speak. '
L lam the son of yout old friend Sheikh Ali al-Tatawi " | answered so as to put
an end to my equivocal position. - A
A certain languor was apparent in the gla :
. .glance he cast at me; the laneyo;
not total in that he had not as yet lost all hope in me. e s
“God Test his soul,” he said. “He was a fine man.”
:fhe:ve,ry pail} that hfsd driven me to go.there now prevailed upon me to stay.
He told me," | continued, “of 2 devout saint named Zaabalawi whom he met
at Your Honour's. [ am in need of him, sir, if he be still in the land of the living.”

conversation, “was a very long time ago and ] scarcely recall him now.”



}_/

Rising to my feet so as to put his mind at rest regarding my intention of going,
[ asked:

“Was he really a saint?”

“We used to regard him as a man of miracles.”

. “And where could I find him today?" 1 asked, making another move towards

,the door.

“To the best of my knowledge he was living in the Birgawi Residence in
al-Azhar,” and he applied himself to some papers on his desk with a resolute
movement that indicated he wouldn't open his mouth again. I bowed my head in
thanks, apologized several times for disturbing him and left the office, my head so
buzzing with embarrassment that 1 was oblivious to all sounds around me.

1 went to the Birgawi Residence which was situated in a thickly populated
quarter. 1. found that dme had so eaten into the building that nothing was left of
it save an antiquated facade and a courtyard which, despite it being supposedly in
the charge of a caretaker, was being used as a rubbish dump. A small insignificant
fellow, a mere prologue to a man, was using the covered entrance as a place for the
sale of old books on theology and mysticism.

On my asking him about Zaabalawi, he peered at me through narrow,
inflamed eyes and said in amazement: _

“Zaabalawi! Good heavens, what a time ago that was! Certainly he used to live
in this house when it was livable in, and many was the time he would sit with me
talking of bygone days and 1 would be blessed by his holy presence. Where,
though, is Zaabalawi today?” :

. He shrugged his shoulders sorrowfully and soon left me to attend to an
approaching customer. [ proceeded to make enquiries 6f many shopkeepers in the
district. While I found that a large number of them had never even heard of him,
some, though recalling nostalgically the pleasant times they had spent with him,
were ignorant of his present whereabouts, while others openly made fun of him,
labelled. him a charlatan, and advised me to put myself in the hands of a
doctor—as though 1 had not already dorie so. [ therefore had no alternative but to
return disconsolately home.

With the passing of the days like motes in the air my pains grew so severe that

[ was sure I would not be able to hold out much longer. Once again I fell to
wondering about Zaabalawi and clutching at the hopes his venerable name stirred
within me, Then it occurred to me to seek the help of the local Sheikh of the
district;sih fact, I was surprised 1 hadn't thought of this to begin with. His office
was irf the nature of a small shop except that it contained a desk and a telephone,

and I found him sitting at his desk wearing a jacket over his striped galabia.! As he:

',ﬂid not interrupt his conversation with a man sitting beside him, 1 stood waiting

7 tll the man had gone. He then looked up at me coldly. I told myself that I should
win him over by the usual methods, and it wasn't long before I had him cheerfully
inviting me to sit down.

1. A type of outer robe wormn by both men and
women.

- bad inscribed the word ‘tA;lah” in silyef lettering. H
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“I'm in need of Sheikh Zaabalawi,’
-of my visit.

He gazed at me with the sa
previously encouncered.

[ "Atleast,” he said, giving me a smile that revea|
al:we.'The devil of it is, though, he has no fixed abod
hLm as you-go out of here, on the other hand you m
in fru"itless search of him.” ‘

“Even you can't find him!"
"“Even Il He's a baffling man, but I tha

! nk the Lord that he’s still alivel”

|He gazed at me intently, and murmured: e sl el

It seems your condition is serious.”

“Very!” .
“May God come to your aid! But w
He spread out a sheet of

"l answered his enquiry as to the purpose

me astonishment as that shown by those I had

ed his gold teeth, “he is stil]
e You might well bump into
ight spend days and months

hy don't you go about it fationaily?"
paper on the desk and drew on i with unexpected

“These are dwelling-houses
of the Coppersmiths, the Mouski, the Police and Fire

your best guide. Look carefully in the cafés, the places where the dervishes

. .
perform their rites, the mosques and prayer-rooms, and the Green Gate, for he

may well be concealed among the beggars and be indistinguishable from them

Stations. The drawing is

times of my youth by your enquiry.” "
~ lgazed at the map in bewild
.receiver. -

"Takg it,” he told me, generously. “We're at your service.”

Folding up the map, I left and wandered off through the quarter, from squa
to street to alleyway, making enquiries of everyone | felt was familliar Wi[?l tl*:e
-pl?ca_. At last the owner of a small establishment for ironing clothes told me: :

¥ "Go to the calligrapher Hassanein in Umm al- e

ertent. The telephone rang and he took up the

e was engrossed.in embellich-
carerl stood behind him, fearful to disturb him or

gentleness:
v
Realizing that he was aware of

- Iy presence, | introduced 3
T've been told that Sheikh Za oduced myself.

ssid, - balawi is your friend and ['m looking for him,"

His hand came t0 a stop. He serurinived o i sssesiad Mo,
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“Zaabalawil God be praised!” he said with a sigh.

“He is a friend of yours, isn't he?" I asked eagerly. :

“He was, once upon-attime. A real man of mystery: he'd visit you-so often that
people would imagine he was your nearest and dearest, then would disappear-as
though he'd never existed: Yet.saints are not to be blamed.". -

The spark of hope went out with the suddenness of‘a lamp by -a-power-cut, .

“He was so constantly with me,” said the man, “that I felt him to- be apart of
everything I drew. But where is he today?” _ T

< “Perhaps he is sdll alive?” : W _
/" “He’s alive, without a doubt. He had impeccable taste and it was.due to him
clhat I made my most beautiful drawings.” 2 CL

“God knows," I said, in a voice almost stifled by the dead ashes of hope, “that
Lam in the direst need of him and no one knows better than you of the ailments
in néi_:iect of- which he-is sought.” IR T

¢ “Yes—yes. May God restore you:to health. He is, in truth, as is said of him, a
rﬁan, and.more—" I . ‘

Smiling broadly, he added;.“And his face is possessed of an unforgettable
beauty. But where is he?”.~ .- ' _ :

‘Reluctantly 1 rose to, miy-feet, shook hands and left. I continued on my way
eastwards ‘and westwards through - the quarter, enquiring' about him from
evéryone: who, by reason of age or experience, ‘I -felt was likejly to help me.

g "Evenmally 1 was informed by a vendor. oflupine thathe had met him a short while
’ ago at the ‘house -of. Sheikh Gad, the well-known -composer. | went to the
musician’s. house in Tabakshiyya where I found him in a toom tastefully furnished
‘in the old style, its walls redolent with history. -He was seated on a divan, hlS
famous lu te}y.ing beside him, concealing within itself the most beautiful melodies
of our ag}.fwhile from within the house came the sound of pestle and mortar and
/ the clamour of children: ¥ immediately greeted: him and. introduced rqyself, and
was putat my ease by the unaffected way in which he received me. He did not ask,
either in words- or.gesture, what had brought me,and | did not feel that he even
harboured any such curiosity. Amazed at his understanding and kindness, which
boded well, 1 said: . T
~ 0 Sheikh Gad, I am an admirer of yours and have long been enchanted by
the renderings of your songs.” o '

“Thank you,” he said-with a smile. - .

“Please excuse my disturbing you,” I continued.timidly,"but. I was told that
Zaabalawi was your friend.and I am in urgent need-of him.” _ ey

© “Zazbalawil” he said, frowning in cancentraton. “You:need him? God be with
you, for who knows, @ Zaabalawi, where you are?” : :
“Doesn't he.visit you?” I -asked.eagerly. “ .
“He visited me some time ago. He might well come now; on the other.hand
I mightm’t see him tll death!”

1 gave an audible sigh and asked:

“What made him like that?” .

He took up his lute. “Such are saints or they would not be saints,” he said
laughing. ‘ : :

“Do-those who need him:suffer as. L do?"
* “Such suffering is-part of the cujre!” S - -
" He took-up the. plectrum; and began plucking soft strains. from the:strings. Lost
in thought, I followed his movements, Then, as though addressing myself, I said:
-7 “S0 my visit has.been in vaint” .- . - . L ‘
" "He:smiled, laying his cheek against the:side: of the lute.. ¢ x
"God.forgive you,” he said, “for saying such-a thing of a visit-that has caused
‘me-to.know you and'you'me!” " - . . . Tt g :
1'was much embarrassed and said apologetically: ‘
" “Please forgive me; my-feelings of defeat made me forget my manners!”
. “Do'noet'giveiin. to defeat. ‘Thisextraordinary man brings fatigwe to .all who
/Seek him. It was easy. enough:with.him.in the old days-when his place.of abode
§ was-known: Today, theugh;.the world has changed and. after havinhg enjoyed a
position attained orily by porentates, -he-is now pursued by-the police on-a charge
of false pretences. It is therefore no:longer an easy matter-to teach:him, but have
Patience and be sure that you will do so.” o
'He raised his head fromthe lute and skillfully led into the opening bars of a
melody. Then.he sang: - - e C Ce S
* make, lavish mention, eygri_"t}:lpl_ig'h,_lblame myself
of those | have loved, = * ~ R
For the words of lovers are miy wiie.”

. -With:a heart that wa_s.-wearjl;an-d listless I followed. the beauty of the melody
and the singing. S
"I composed the music to this poem in a'single night,” he told me when he
had finished. “I remember that it-was the night.of the Lesser Bairam. He was my
guest for the whole of that night and the pgem was of his choosing. He would sit
Jfor a while just where you are, then would get up and play with ay children as
{’ though he.were one of them. Whenever. was. overcome ‘by. weariness. or my
~ inspiration failed me he would punch me playfully in the chestand joke with me,
and-1 would bubbhle. over-with -melodies. and _thus. 1 continued. working fll 1
finished the most beautful Ppiece-d have-ever .compased.”. . i

“Does he know anything about music?” -

“He .was. the epitome: .of things musical, He.had. an extremely -beautful
speaking -voice and: you had: enly to hear. him.to-want to, burst into song. His
loftiness of spirit stirred within you—". - _ P

“How was it that he.cured those diseases before which men are powerless?”

“That is his.secret. Maybe you will learn, it when you meet him.}.f"f’r - .

But when would that. Ineeting -occur? We relapsed .into silence and the
hubbub of children once more filled the room. - e :

:Again,-the Sheikh began.te;sing, He went on repeating the words “and I have
a2 memory of her” in different and beaudful variatons untl the very walls.danced
in ecstasy. 1 expressed my wholehearted admiradoen and .he.gave, me a smile of
thanks. I then got up, and.aske_-d;pax_'missiop 10 leave and he accornpanied me to. the
outer door.:As I shoek him by the hand he said, "1 hear that ‘nowadays he
frequents the house of-Haag-Wanas al-Damanhouri. Do.you kmow him?”. -

.



1 shook my head, a modicum of renewed hope creeping into my heart.

“He is a man of private means,” he told me, “who from time to time visits
Cairg, putting up at some hotel or other.. Every evening,-though, he spends at the
Npg":rna.Bar in Alfi Street.” o - '

[ waited for nightfall and went to the Negma Bar: I asked a waiter about Hagg
Wanas a1id he pointed to a corner which was semi-secluded because of its position
behina/:large pillar with mirrors onits four sides.. There I saw-a man seated.alone
at a table with a bottle three-quarters empty and another empty one in:front:of
him; there were no snacks or food to be seen-and I.was sure that I was.in the
presence of a hardened drinker. He was wearing a loosely flowing silk galabia and

a carefully wound turban; his legs were stretched: out towards the base: of the | -

pillar, and as he gazed into the mirror in rapt-contentment the sides of his face,
rounded and handsome despite the fact that he was approaching old age, were
flushed with wine. I approached quietly till I stood-but a few feet away from him.
He- did not turn towards me or give any indication that he was:aware of my
presence. 4

“Good evening, Mr. Wanas,” [ said with amiable‘friendliness. *

He turned towards me abruptly as though my voice had roused: him:from
slumber and glared at me in disapproval. [ was about to explain what had brought
me to him when he interrupted me in an almost imperative tone of voice which
was none the less not devoid of an extraordinary gentlenéés:

“First, please sit down, and, second, please get drunk!”

I opened my miouth to make my excuses bit, stopping up his ears with his
fingers, he said:

“Not a word dll you-do what [ say.” - ' e

I realized that I was in the presence ofa capricious drunkard and told miyself
that 1 should go along with him at least halfway.. = : ) '

/Would you permit me‘to ask one-question?” I'said with a smile, sitting down.

* / Without removing his hands from his ears he indicated the bottle. '
/- “When engaged in a drinking bout like this1 do- ot allow any conversation
between myself and-another unless; like me, he is drunk, otherwise the session
loses all propriety and mutual comprehension is rendered: impossible.” . -

I made a sign indicating that I didn’t drink. .. "

“That's your look-out,” he said offhandedly. “And. that's my condition!”

He filled me a glass which T meekly took and drank. No sooner had.it-settled
in my stomach than it seemed to ignite. | waited patiently till I had grown used to
its ferocity, and said: : et

“It’s very strong, and I think the tdme has come for me to ask you about—"

Once again, however, he put his fingers in his ‘ears; :

1 shan't listen to you undl you're drunk!” .. :

) He filled up my glass for.the-second t}ine.‘l"glhnded'a}t it in repidation,; then,
overcoming my innate objection, T'drank it down 4t a gulp:-No sooner had it come
to rest inside me than I lost all will-power. With the third glass I lost my memory
and with the fourth the future vanished. The world turned round about me-and
I forgot why T had gone there. The man leaned towards me attentively but I saw
him—saw’ everything—as a miere meaningless series- of ‘coloured-planes. I don't

people were left. -~

B ',-"'7"Y01':ihav-f 'tice v ™ enid - . . .
sl.e"ep_" o eslept de?b?, .:salci"-n?}’.'companlon;- ‘you W?Fe'ol?kusly ilungry for

2': S'[é;izisgiiigefwkh?g in the palms of my:-ha-’ﬂderﬁéh II‘;;oc;R Ehem a‘;\'fe;-y"in
' ele} P : _
Sifter o ee e OWH at them | fqund that they glistened wid draps of
- "My'head’s wet,” I protested, - L T
“Yes, my friend-tried to rouse you,” h i
Somebody:saw me in.this state?” ' “.,?re'd";qufedy'. :
- “Don't worry, theiis @' good- man. Hav ; e
e i 1 A. g8 (=" unoth, d’.’ .. i ; .
 Zaabalawil” Texclaimed; jumping, to.:;rZ; oo hear of ghggch 'Zzlla.ba;am-?
Yes," he answered in surprise. “What's o - Y

“Where'is he?” = -

as here andrthenh e 1eﬂ;,

. coming to you was to meet hi

him or send someone after him.” ¢ cethim. 1
. T‘h‘e man called a vendor of prawns and

bring him back. Then he turned to me.

I didn't realize you were afflicted.. I'm very s‘cﬁryé‘"
~You wouldn't let me speak,” | sziq imiably.
_ Wha.t a pity.'. He was sitting on this chair beside
E%a)’lgg jmth a ;mng of jasmine petals he had round
> admirers, then, taking pity on you b b
head o bring you roynd " ty yon he e'gan s
“Does he meet you here: eve ight?” A, -myeyes ot | -
! : every. might?” I asked, -my.eves i
doorway through which the vendor of prasm kg gy e " 164VIng the
He was with me tonight, last night and the 1 !
hadn't seen him for 2 month.”

‘Perhaps he will come tomorrow,” | answered with = cink.

elp me to carch ﬁp with

asked him to seek out the Sheikh and

you the whole-time. He v&'as
hl.s neck, a gift from one-of
prinkle some water on your

ight before that, but before that
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- *Perhaps.” - :
. f “Fam willing to.give him any money he wants.” -
“Wanas answered sympathetically: - Coe e N
- "The smange thingis that heis not-open-to such temptations, yet he will cure
you if you meet him.”. S :
" “Without charge?” .. s
“Merely om sensing that.you love him:%-" - ERE
The:vendor.iof prawns returned; havir{g failed in his mission.. . .+ ...
. L recovered-seme of my energy and left the;bar, albeit unsteadily. At-every
street corner] called out; “Zaabalawi!™ in the:wague hope that 1 would be rewarded
with an answering shout. The street boys rumed contemptuous-eyes on me till I
sought refuge in the first:available .. © --- .. - SR LR P
The following evening I:stayed up with Wanas al-Damanhouri till dawn, but
the: Sheikh did not-put‘in‘an appearance.. Wanas. informed me that he would be
going away to the country and wouldn't be rerurning to Cairo-until he'd sold the
cotton crop. ' - L
} 1 must-wait, 1.told myself; I must train myself to be ‘patient. Let:me.content
myself with. having made certain of the existence of Zaabalawi, and even of his
affection for me, which encourages:me to think that he will'be.prepared to.cure me
if-a meeting between. us-takes.place.. - o i e N .
Sometimes, however, the long delay wearied me. I would become beset by
despair and would &y to persuade myself to-dismiss him.:from. my: mind

" completely. How many weary :people-in this life-know. him not or: regard:him as-

a mere myth! Why, then, should 1 torture miyself about him in this way?

No sooner, however, did my pains force; themselves upon me.than [ would
again begin to think about him; asking myself:as to. when I.would-be fortunate
enough to meet him. The fact. that.1 ceased-to have any news of Wanas and
was told he had gone to live abroad did not deflect me from-my .purpose; the
truth of the matter-was that 1-had become fully convinced that 1 had. to find
Zagbalawi. - 5 S : sy

Yes, I have to find Zaabalawi. -

AZ1Z NESIN @. 1015)
'-Turkey. '

Aziz Nesin is considered to be. modern Turkey's leading satirist. His autobiogra-
" 'phy, Istanbul Boy (1977); is a literary masterpiece:that chronicles the major social
and political changes iri Turkey-in:this century from the alphabet reforms to the

s muoducdonafWL;'stexj_g dress codes. - R R

- because'my father prevented it Thoug

) andsald “C_ome“on, Sheyh Efendi; outside!”
., Waterman Ahret Aga carme aridf tirged;

‘house is insured, it won't busg - -

everyone's lips. Thus, my fathiet

bumn

shift it?”

| AZIZRESIN. /- ISTANBLIL BOY :51%6629
from Istanbul BOy
The Fire Pmyer‘ -

One day, before ndon, first a lictlé sisioke stirted coraisy e
ch; Tight of ours, then flamss Spuited fn, PRy

other. Oir neighBors were cartyihg et balit st
s R Vere carrying their belongings® t Hornes and pilj
theiri’on'a néarby slope; But we couldn't tike Qti'r:'lﬁéloﬁglngs:ldht of oixri‘h%:sr;g
- Canse my b in conttol of his. bad esper sil] b vr
sternly yelling:™Stop! Leave it TOnET Dar s fn i syt oy santi® ‘t.gm . 501 hg ke
won't harm wl” P! Leave italone! PQIHI.E_tOUC_h,I__t! Nothmg will happgpl The fire
He knelt down on, the sheepskin ‘And-calfing 1 :
He knelt down_on. the sheepsiin. ‘And, teliing &
reciting the fire prayer: Fire'and flame wouldn® o i

el 1g. When Ty sistér couldrt staii
Evervome ales o 20: Ot one or two belongings; my Father saw Ket ar it
Everyone else was outside, but Father woridit Teave the fisuse. Ha?;zarri{lﬁei

o, ETmAn Almet Aga caime anie “Come’on, Sheyh Eferdil”
e b oyt beliling il of cne who lexow iy g, 6, “Our

. There was N6 telephone. It ‘was ‘diffic,

- 0}1 Sl Eath;r,‘ T,h'el. Wmd sh'_i’ffEd_-::ElI_id“tha't*s_ ‘:@H'y"our house ‘didn’t
* And he would sa e d
id He

y, “True, but W}}_o 's’hif;ed ﬂje wind, my Son g d:-ivhy'a

Trandated bo Tneonh © Taratoe
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