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B 213a The storytellers have narrated that during the time of Hārūn ar-Rashīd (r. 786–
809) there was a masterful astrologer. One day a man and a woman came to him and 
said, “Something strange has happened to us.” The master said, “Tell us, let’s hear it!” 
The man said, “I married this woman, and took her in my home. B 213b She was with me 
for six months. I then desired to travel to the Hijaz. When I was ready to depart the 
woman said to me: ‘I have a feeling that I am pregnant. Where are you off to leaving me 
behind like that?’ I just bid her farewell and set out on my journey. I was gone for four 
years. Now I came back and noticed that she had not yet given birth, and a child was 
moving in her womb! This is a chaste woman. You will hopefully tell us that this is a 
good sign?” The astrologer picked up the astrolabe and read her fortune and said, 
“Good God (There is no striving against fate)!” “What is it?”, they asked. He said, “Soon 
a child will be born. As soon as she leaves her mother’s womb she will be able to sit, to 
laugh, to speak, her teeth will be grown in, and she will (eat and drink?) food and 
beverages. Many disasters will happen because of this girl, people everywhere will be 
perplexed by her. She will live for seventy years, and gather many riches. In the end a 
believer will kill her and appropriate her belongings.” The man and woman were sad. 
The man died a month later. The woman gave birth to a girl and died, too. What would 
the little girl need a mother for? She was already sitting nicely, eating, laughing and 
speaking. People were dumbfounded. Then the girl grew up. When she was twenty 
years old, she was very pretty, could recite the Quran, and was learned and eloquent. 
Whenever someone wanted to marry her she would say, “If you want to marry me, you 
need to be more accomplished than me.” 
 
It happened that a good-looking accomplished young man from Khorasan came and 
aspired to marry the girl. He disputed with the girl (as she questioned him to determine 
his suitability for her), and got her to respect his accomplishments. At that point the girl 
said, “If you want to marry me show me a skill that I don’t have. Then we will see to the 
rest.” The Khorasani man said, “Tomorrow put on your chador, come to the bazar, and 
sit next to the chief of the moneychangers, there you will see my skill.” The next 
morning the girl came to the designated place and sat there. After a while she saw the 
Khorasani coming. He was wearing clean clothes, and in his hand he had a piece of 
cloth and a string. He sat down in the chief of the moneychangers’ shop. He asked the 
moneychanger, “Do you have Maghribi, Nishaburi, and Kashani gold coins?” “I do,” said 
the moneychanger. The Khorasani said, “Bring them here, let’s see them!” The 
moneychanger opened the purse, and poured the coins in front of him. The Khorasani 
scooped up coins from the pile with both hands, wrapped them in his cloth, tied it, 
sealed it, and put the pouch in front of him. “Why did you seal it without weighing or 
checking the coins?”, asked the moneychanger. The Khorasani said, “Do you have 
Khorasani gold coins?” The moneychanger said, “I do.” B 214a The Khorasani asked, “For 
how much do you sell them?” The moneychanger said, “I sell one dinar (gold coin 
weight) of Khorasani coins for 5½ dang of Maghribi, Nishaburi, and Kashani gold coins.” 



“Go, sell it to someone else!”, said the Khorasani and got up and went. The 
moneychanger grabbed him by his skirt and said, “Are you a robber? Did you come to 
plunder the city of Bagdad?” The Khorasani said, “Master (khoja), I have withdrawn 
from this transaction. What do you want from me?” A crowd of people gathered around. 
The moneychanger tore his collar and put dirt on his head (in desperation) and said, 
“Those gold coins in his hand belong to me! He took them from me, and is now going 
away.” The Khorasani said, “This man must be crazy! I wanted to do a transaction with 
him that would have been beneficial for him. I regretted it when I saw that I would not 
gain any profit. I don’t know what he means. My property with my seal is in my sleeve 
(purse).” The moneychanger called out (for justice). The people said, “Go to the caliph!” 
They went to the caliph. The Khorasani bowed humbly, praised him and said, “I am not 
from here, I am a merchant. I came from Khorasan. I have some capital, and want to 
return to Khorasan. I decided to change my capital to Khorasani gold coins. This man 
showed me gold coins, he wanted to deceive me and take my gold. I did not agree to 
that and gave up the idea of exchanging my money. I don’t know what he means.” The 
moneychanger said, “The gold that he calls his capital is mine. He did all sorts of things 
with me.” The caliph said to the Khorasani, “What do you say to that?” The Khorasani 
said, “I weighed my gold at home. I know the number of coins and its weight. Let the 
moneychanger come and tell you the coin number and weight! Or rather let me tell you 
the number and weight. Then it will become clear that the moneychanger is only 
guessing, and right is on my side.” The moneychanger agreed to his proposal. The 
Khorasani said, “The (weight of the) gold coins is 101 dinar and 4½ dang; the number is 
33 Maghribi, 110 Kashani, and 25 Nishaburi.” He opened his purse and put it in front of 
the caliph. The caliph ordered the coins to be weighed and counted. It was exactly as 
the Khorasani had said. The caliph spoke friendlily to the Khorasani, had the gold 
handed to him, and commanded that the moneychanger be hanged. They interceded on 
his behalf, saved him, and collected a fine of 1000 dinar from him. 
 
The girl’s name was Dalla. When Dalla saw this skill of the Khorasani’s, she consented, 
and became his wife. The Khorasani had a lot of money that he had aquired with his 
craft. His name was Muḥtāl (the Trickster). He taught Dalla his craft, and she became   
Dalla-i Muḥtāle (Dalla the Trickster). Dalla had three daughters with this man. She 
married each of them off to a cutpurse. They became a clan, and caused distress B 214b 
to the whole city of Bagdad. Everyone was wary of them. There was no one left in 
Bagdad who had not suffered at their hands in one way or another. 
It was Dalla’s habit to dress like a devout woman, wear prayer beads around her neck, 
and walk with back bent over and a stick in her hand. When she came to a big door she 
would knock. Someone would come out and ask what she wanted. She would say, “I 
am a Sufi woman, it is prayer time, direct me to a little spot where I can perform my 
prayer and make my devotions.” The palace folk would courteously take her in, and 
show her to a room to pray. She would perform the prayer, and then recite five to ten 
verses from the Quran in a beautiful voice. She would thus distract the people, and then 
carry off whatever she could easily get her hands on. She would then go and inform her 
husband and daughters about the entrances and exits of that house. They would then 
go there and clear out the house. They thus tormented the people of Bagdad. The news 



reached the caliph that some woman has appeared who was doing suspicious things. 
The caliph said to the people in charge of the city, “Can you not capture her?” 
 
[No. 1] One day Dalla left her house, entered a street and saw a grand palace. She 
came closer and saw that it had a big door with a silver ring knocker, and a baldachin 
hanging over it. The space in front of the door was sprinkled with water and swept 
clean. There were raised platforms (ṣuffa) to sit on, sprinkled with water and furnished 
(with carpets). A black eunuch was sitting there. He was asleep. Dalla entered the 
palace quietly. In the court of the house she saw a slave girl of unmatched beauty. She 
was flanked by about one hundred slave girls. When Dalla saw the girl she thought it 
was a houri from paradise. She went to her, greeted her, sat down, and recited five 
verses from the Quran. The slave girl almost lost her senses from the beauty of Dalla’s 
voice. She descended from the sofa (taḫt), embraced Dalla and was friendly to her. 
Dalla sobbed loudly. The slave girl said, “Oh mother, why are you crying?” Dalla said, 
“Child! Do you know who I am? You were little when I left your house, I went to perform 
the hajj; when I arrived (in Mecca and Medina), I wanted to live close to the prophet and 
stayed there. This year I came back.” The slave girl said, “Tell me who you are!” Dalla 
said, “I am your father’s sister. And I am very ashamed that I didn’t take good enough 
care of you. From now on I want to be at your service, if God lets me!” The slave girl 
said, “You are like a mother to me. Ask of me whatever you need!” Dalla said, “The only 
thing I want is to see your face. I am an old woman, I have renounced the world.” The 
slave girl said, “You have to tell me somwething that you want!” Dalla stepped forward, B 

215a kissed the girl’s hand, and said, “I will tell you in private.” The slave girl ordered 
everyone to leave. Dalla said, “I wish I were never born, or I had died a miserable death 
at the hajj, so that I would not be forced to ask this of you.” She cried and went on, “I 
don’t know what to say because I feel so ashamed.” The slave girl said, “Don’t be 
ashamed, don’t worry, tell me!” Dalla said, “Oh daughter, I am an old woman, I have 
plenty of riches and goods. But there is something that worries me day and night. The 
problem is that I have a son – in Bagdad today there is no young man as beautiful as 
him. He is eighteen years old, he also has wealth, and is skilled and well-mannered. 
One day he saw you and fell in love with you. He sent me to you, he wishes you to have 
mercy on him and show yourself to him once. This might calm his burning love. 
«Everyone who helps a believer to find comfort» (hadith) – it is as if they bring a dead 
man back to life. What harm could it do you if you save a young man like this from 
death? Hopefully «God Almighty will also help you one day when you are in dire straits» 
(hadith continued). If you don’t let him see you, this young man will certainly die from 
yearning for you. His blood will be on your hands.” When the slave girl heard these 
words she said, “Oh mother, no one has ever made such a proposal to me, and no one 
ever will. But since I have seen your sorrow I feel sorry for you and your son; I will show 
him my face once, maybe it will please him, and I will have done a good deed.’ She got 
up and went into the house, put precious clothes on, adorned herself with gold, gems 
and jewels, put 100 dinar in a purse, came out and put it in front of the old woman. “This 
is the reward for you (for taking the trouble of walking here).” Dalla said, “Oh my 
daughter, you shouldn’t have! I would sacrifice the lives of a thousand mothers for you. 
If you take the trouble and go to that unfortunate one it will be better than a thousand 
gifts.” The slave girl got up, covered herself with an old chador, and walked out the door 



with Dalla. The door-keeper thought it was a slave girl running an errand. Dalla took the 
slave girl to the bazar. There she saw a pretty young cloth merchant sitting in his shop. 
She said to the slave girl, “My son is the one sitting over there. You stay right here, I’ll 
go to him and bring him the good news.” Dalla came, greeted the young man and 
blessed him, and put him at ease with her eloquence. Then she said, “My son! I have a 
pretty daughter. One day she saw you and fell in love with you. B 215b 

I wish you would let her sit with you for a bit. 
How much longer does she have to sigh yearning for you? 
Let her feast her eyes on you for a moment, 
May his lance (penis) then strike (her), and pass through the coat of mail. 

But keep this a secret, because I am a devout woman. I have performed the hajj and 
pilgrimages three times. Everyone in Bagdad knows me, I was forced to do this out of 
necessity!” The cloth merchant said, “Your wish is my command, I am happy to oblige.” 
Dalla got up and brought the girl. The cloth merchant took the girl, and went with her to 
the upstairs room of his shop. They sat down and talked. At some point they wanted to 
go to bed. They took their robes of, left them with their mother (i.e. Dalla), went to bed, 
lay down and slept. Dalla gathered together whatever she could find of the man’s and 
the girl’s robes, fabrics, money and goods, took it, and left. She locked the door on 
them, went home and sat in leisure. The young cloth merchant got up and asked the 
girl, “Where is your mother?” The girl said, “Is that woman not your mother?” The young 
man said, “How can she be my mother?! She is your mother.” They argued back and 
forth, then the sounds of wailing began. The cloth merchant picked the lock to open the 
door, went out and found his shop robbed. People crowded around, and said, “Dalla did 
this!” They said, “How is this the poor girl’s fault?!” and found some worn old clothes 
and a chador for her. She put them on, veiled her face and went home. The hajib 
(governor) of the city came, took the cloth merchant with him and brought him to the 
caliph. The cloth merchant told the caliph what had happened. The caliph said to the 
city’s hajib, “Find Dalla! She did this.” The hajib got on his horse and searched the city 
of Bagdad together with his assistants and helpers. They didn’t find a trace of Dalla. 
They told the caliph, “We couldn’t find her.” „Keep looking, but harder this time“, said the 
caliph, „so that you will find that damned woman, God willing!“ 
 
[No. 2] Another day, after some time had passed, Dalla went to the bazar. A washer 
recognized her, grabbed her and assaulted her. People crowded around them. Dalla 
remained quiet, she didn’t say a word. As soon as the crowd thinned out a bit she 
started crying, looked to the sky and said, “Oh Lord! Don’t hold my son accountable for 
this. He is delusional. I am afraid he might kill himself.” When the people heard that they 
grabbed the washer punched and kicked him in the face and body until he fainted. 
When Dalla noticed that the washer was unconcious she cried out, “Don’t hurt my son!” 
The people retreated. Then she said, “He has gone mad. Take him to the asylum! B 216a 
Let them give him a potion and bind his hands and feet, so that he cannot hit and kill 
me, himself, or anyone else.” The people came together, tied the washer up, and took 
him to the asylum. They put a yoke on his neck and streched it. They gave his clothes, 
his turban, and his shoes to his mother (i.e. Dalla). She said, “These were bought with 
money from the yarn that I had spun. I will safeguard them and give them back as soon 
as he comes to his senses.” With this trick Dalla slipped away from the crowd, went 



home and sat in leisure. The asylum caretaker would beat the washer every day, and 
force him to drink the potion. The washer would protest, “I am not crazy. Tell the hajib to 
come and see what I am being subjected to.” Then they would beat him even harder. 
After things had continued like this for a while it so happened that an acquaintance of 
the washer came to visit the madmen in order to entertain himself, when he saw the 
washer in that state. The washer beseeched him and told him what had happened, 
“Dalla has gotten me into this situation. For God’s sake, tell the city’s hajib, let him 
come, see what I am going through and save me from this torment!” His friend brought 
the hajib. The hajib set him free, took him to the caliph and he explained what had 
happened to him. They all laughed and said, “There is no other in the world like this 
damned woman!” Then the caliph said to the hajib, “Maybe you can capture her after 
all?” 
                        
[No. 3] Another day, after some time had passed, Dalla went out again. While she was 
walking through the streets in disguise a muleteer recognized her and grabbed her. She 
said, “Oh free man! Do you not fear God? I am an old woman, just going my way, you 
probably mistook me for someone else.” The muleteer said, “You damned woman! Your 
act and your trick is not working on me. I have caught you, and am taking you to the 
caliph right away.” Dalla said, “Here you go, 10 dinar for you. I will also give you a mule, 
come and get it, and then let me go!” The muleteer said, “Fine, 10 dinar cash in hand, 
and I’ll get a mule, too. There is no harm in that. May others deal with her, I don’t care.” 
Dalla led the way and the muleteer followed her on his mule. They came to a bazar and 
ended up in front of the house of a barber-surgeon. Dalla said to the muleteer, “You 
stay right here, this is my door, let me go in and bring the mule out.” The muleteer 
stayed there. Dalla said to the barber, “The boy on the mule there is my slave. All his 
upper and lower teeth hurt. But he is afraid of the forceps. Here you go, 1 dinar for you. 
Pull his teeth, so he will be relieved from his pain. Indeed, he is crazy, he does not know 
what is good for him. He will say a lot of garbled nonsense. Pay him no mind!” The 
barber immediately told his apprentices to get the muleteer down from his mule, they 
extracted six teeth from the upper and the lower rows. They cauterized the wounds with 
(hot) olive oil. Meanwhile Dalla yelled, “Don’t let his shirt, his turban, B 216b and his girdle 
get splashed with blood, hand them to me, I will keep them safe. They gave them to her, 
and she carried them off. The muleteer had fainted. When he regained consciousness 
he picked up his teeth, and went to the city’s hajib. The hajib took the muleteer to the 
caliph’s palace. They had him tell his story. They marveled at what he said and dove in 
the sea of amazement. Then the caliph summoned his men and commanded, “Look for 
Dalla high and low. Show no mercy when you find her!” 
 
[No. 4] Another day, after some time had passed, Dalla was walking in the Karkh 
neighborhood of Bagdad. She saw a blind man, clad in rags, happily sitting there. She 
went to him and said, “Do you have change for an akça (silver coin)? If you do, give me 
change for three quarters of the akça and keep the rest for yourself!” The blind man 
said, “It’s alms for the poor, what harm would it do to give me the whole akça?” So she 
gave him the akça. She inspected the blind man closely, and could tell that he had 
some money. She followed him for a few days. One day she saw him safely putting 
away a Frankish florin (gold coin struck from 1252 onwards in Florence) in his coat. 



Dalla didn’t say anything. She came home, instructed one of her daughters on what to 
say and took her to the blind man. Then she herself stepped forward, grabbed the blind 
man, and said, “You despicable man! You useless husband! You have abandoned and 
forgotten me and your daughters and disappeared. What did we ever do to you? What 
have we done wrong?” The daughter also came and said, “My dear father!”, and 
hugged him from the side. Dalla said, “How weird is this! There are people who leave 
their home and family, clad themselves in old rags, and beg, even though one hundred 
people could live on their alms, they live on the alms of other people. It is not good to 
abandon your goods and chattels, your wife, your children. Get up, let’s go home!” The 
people crowded around them, and said, “What is going on?” Dalla said, “That is my 
husband. I have three daughters with him. One day he got angry about something 
trivial, and off he went. Today I found him here. He is so wealthy, nothing comes close 
to it. Talk some sense into him!” The people said to the blind man (in Persian), “Don’t do 
that!” The blind man said, “I have never married.” Dalla said, “You obviously want to run 
away from me. Get up, let’s go to the qadi and have you sign over your property and 
goods to me! I can manage without you. Can someone who has gotten used to begging 
ever change his ways? You can go wherever you want. But I don’t want to lose what is 
rightfully mine. If you die your heirs (lit., heritage-eaters) will eat me alive!” B 217a The 
people said, “Blind man! What are you doing? Your fortune has come at last. Don’t 
spurn it! You really lucked out! Are you crazy?” The blind man thought to himself, “This 
woman has probably mistaken me for someone else.” Then he said to the people (in 
Persian), “As you command! But my condition is that I will not be scolded any more the 
way I just was.” Dalla said, “We know your value now. From now on we will treat you 
well. We will not do anything at home that you do not approve of.” She helped the blind 
man up, held his hand tightly, and took him to her home. When they came home, 
everyone rejoiced, and they all crowded around him. A slave girl brought a basin and a 
ewer, sat down and washed the blind man’s hands and feet. Then Dalla said to her 
youngest daughter, “Go and get your older sisters, they need to come. Tell them that I 
found their father and brought him here. Let them come and kiss his hands!” When the 
blind man heard these words he feared that the oldest daughter would come, notice that 
he was not her father, and they would throw him out, and everyone present would laugh 
at him. When the oldest daughter came she said, “My dear father!”, threw her arms 
around his neck and said, “Why did you forget us?” They sat down, brought a set of 
clothes, and got the blind man dressed. He could tell that they were precious clothes, he 
put them on, but he was reluctant to take off his old clothes. At that point Dalla said, “My 
daughter! Your father’s ragged garment is blessed, it is the robe of poverty. I found him 
in this garment. Keep it clean, fumigate it with incense, perfume it, and put it in the 
Frankish chest. Put a lock on the chest, and give the key to your father. He will guard 
the key well.” Then the blind man put on the robe of honor. He crouched down, sat on a 
small carpet, leaned back against a cushion, and shouted a series of orders to (the 
slave girls) Gülbahār and Nevbahār to do things in this way and that way. Whoever saw 
him like that would think he was the owner of forty race(horses). Then the dinner tray 
was served, with helvas and quails (cf. Arabic mann wa salwā, e.g. Q 2:57), and 
delicious beverages. Dalla would put each bite with her own hand into her darling 
husband’s mouth. When night fell they brought silken bed-clothes, and laid the blind 
man down on them. Soon after he said to Dalla, “Come here, let’s sleep together!” Dalla 



said, “I cannot sleep with you, go sleep with whoever you have been sleeping with so 
far!” She said it as if she were holding a grudge against him. The blind man said, “I 
made a mistake. I will never do anything without your approval again.” Dalla said, 
“That’s good, it’s your decision. But today when I saw you all of a sudden my ligaments 
loosened, my limbs started trembling and my (menstrual) flow started. We have to wait 
for a week.” B 217b The blind man said (in Persian), “That’s all right.” For a week they 
slept seperately. Dalla pampered him more and more every day. On the seventh day 
the oldest daughter came and said, “Father! Go to the jewellers’ bazar, and buy two 
rubies of full standard for me, each of them should be worth more than 1000 dinar. Here 
are the gold (coins), take them with you!” Dalla opened the purse, and poured the coins 
in front of him. The blind man tossed the dinars playfully in the air, then they put them 
back in the purse. The blind man said, “Why should we take the gold to the market right 
away? Let them bring and show us the pieces, if we like them, we’ll send for the gold at 
home, and have it brought.” They agreed that was the right thing to do. Then they 
dressed the blind man up with precious robes of honor. He went to the bazar escorted 
by slave boys, and came to the shop of the chief of the jewellers. He greeted him, came 
in and sat down. The chief of the jewellers treated him with utmost respect, and they all 
sat down. Dalla sat in front of him, the slave stood behind him and watched over him. 
When the jeweller saw this splendor he almost lost his senses. He said, “Let us know 
how we can serve you!” The blind man said, “We need two rubies of full standard. We 
shall pay any price that you ask for.” The jeweller opened the chest and took out two 
beautiful precious rubies, and showed them. The blind man said, “We need better 
ones.” He showed them two more. The blind man demanded even better ones. The 
jeweller sent a slave boy home and said, “Bring the two rubies that are at home!” 
Thereupon Dalla said to the blind man, “It will take a while until the boy is back. This 
transaction will take longer. It’s hot in here, you are sweaty, take off your robes, give 
them to the boy to hold, relax, as if you were sitting in your own home.” The unfortunate 
blind man took off his garment and his turban, and was then in his shirt and cap, like 
everyone else at the bazar. The slave boy immediately took the items and went home. 
Then the jeweller’s boy came back bringing the two rubies. The blind man’s assistant 
inspected the rubies on the blind man's behalf, and the blind man liked them. “How 
much do you want for your merchandise?” The chief of the jewellers said, “I bought 
them for 1100 dinar.” The blind man said, “We are ready to pay 1000 dinar.” He gave 
the rubies to Dalla and said, “Go, and show them (to the girls); in case they like them 
bring the gold here, so that I can go home, too.” Dalla took the gems, went home and 
rested. Then they burned the ragged garment. It turned out there were 500 Maghribi 
(gold coins) of the best standard in it. B 218a Meanwhile the blind man, after he had sat 
waiting for a while, moved the cushion he was leaning on under his head, and got ready 
for a nap – but see what happened then! The jeweller said, “Enough with the waiting! 
Where is your house?” The blind man said, “I don’t know where it is. The slave will be 
here any minute now, he knows where it is, don’t rush!” The jeweller lost his temper and 
shouted, “Where is your slave?” The blind man said, “I don’t know.” The jeweller got up, 
grabbed him by the collar, punched his throat, and shouted, “You miserable wretch! 
What do you mean I don’t know? Who will I get my 1000 dinar from?” The blind man 
realized that they played a trick on him. He tore his clothes, and shouted (in Arabic), 



“How unfortunate! What a catastrophe! Where will I find my ragged garment and the 
1000 dinar?” The jeweller said “You despicable thief! 

Who saw your ragged garment or your gold? 
(in Persian) But you took away my jewels!  

Meanwhile a great tumult arose, and they kept beating the blind man. The blind man 
kept shouting, “My ragged garment! Help! My 1000 dinar!” The city’s hajib arrived. The 
jeweller told the hajib what had happened. The hajib said, “It’s not the blind man’s fault. 
Dalla did this!” Then he ordered that the blind man be on a mule, and take him to the 
caliph together with the jeweller. Each of them told their story to the caliph. The caliph 
laughed and said, “The jeweller shall let the blind man go. He is also to be pitied. He 
also lost 1000 dinar. Dalla has ruined him. What should be done now? Let them look for 
her and find her. As soon as she is found I will get you your money back.” 
 
[No. 5] Another day, after some time had passed, Dalla dressed up in precious clothes, 
adorned herself, and went to the market. She had taught one of the slave boys the 
cutpurse’s craft – that boy she took with her. She entered the shop of a respected cloth-
merchant, greeted him, and he greeted her back. Then she said, “Oh master, I am 
going to do something with you. But at this point I need two precious cloths.” The cloth 
merchant was embarrassed by the woman’s lewd and impudent words. Immediately he 
displayed the cloths for her. Dalla picked sixty pieces of cloth. While they were 
speaking, she made her mouth-veil slide down in a movement, and showed the cloth 
merchant her face. The cloth merchant was roused. Then she gathered up the cloths, 
gave them to the slave, and sent him home to show them there. At that point Dalla put 
her hand on his knee, fondled it, and saying, “I wish I had a husband like you!”, she 
kindled his desire. He said, “I am still unmarried.” Dalla said, “What would you think B 

218b of me being a good wife to you?” He said, “That would be nice.” She said, “I am 
afraid I like you, but you may not like me.” The cloth merchant said, “I will do anything 
you want.” Soon after Dalla said, “Last night there was a feast at our house, I could not 
sleep, I feel tired. Don’t you have a little corner where we could lay down for a bit?” The 
cloth merchant said, “I have a good place, let me go there and set it up.” He sent a 
slave for sweetmeats and helva; he himself went to a private room inside the shop, to 
clean and sweep it, and spread a carpet. Dalla found herself alone in the shop, she got 
up, locked the door, and shut him up in the room. She grabbed whatever she found and 
left. The seller, after setting up the room, called her, “Come, my mistress! I have the 
room ready!” There was no answer, he got up to leave the room, but he found the door 
locked. He cried for help. They came and opened the door. He saw that she had 
emptied his shop. He cried, “O Muslims! Who has seen such a woman? She came and 
stripped my shop bare. She also took merchandise worth 1000 dinar.” The people of the 
bazar quickly spread out looking for her, but they could not find the woman he had 
described. The hajib was informed. He came, scolded the cloth merchant, and took him 
to the caliph to tell his story by himself. The caliph and the boon companions were 
amazed and said, “What measures need to be taken to apprehend this damned 
woman?” 
 
[No. 6] Another day, after some time had passed, Dalla went out. Her daughters all 
shouted, “Bring us jewelry!” Dalla said, “All right, I’ll see to it.” Then she wrapped 1000 



dinar of Magribi gold (coins) in a cloth, tied it up and sealed it; and wrapped 1000 dinar 
of rice corns in another cloth and tied it. She took both pouches, dressed up nicely, 
covered herself with a chador, and went to the shop of the chief of the goldsmiths who 
was very rich. She said, “I am the nurse of the caliph’s daughter. She sent me to buy 
jewelry for her. I brought a lot of gold. If they like something, I will pay you in gold.” The 
goldsmith opened the chest and took out jewel-encrusted necklaces filled with 
ambergris; jewel-encrusted bracelets; anklets; earrings; necklaces; strings of pearls; 
and neck chains hanging below the chin (attached to the sides of headgear). He 
displayed them before the nurse, and named a price. The nurse asked (for a lower 
price); they agreed on a sum. The goldsmith noticed that, according to his own 
calculation, he was going to make a profit of 200 dinar. He rejoiced and said in his 
heart, “Oh course (of events), we kissed your hand! (?).” How could he have known that 
his subsistence (lit., spring-herbage) (?) was being cut off at the root! Dalla opened her 
gold purse and showed the goldsmith the gold. The goldsmith weighed it and counted it. 
There were 1000 Maghribi (gold coins) of the best standard. He put them back, sealed 
the purse, and gave it to Dalla. Dalla took the money, deposited it back as security, and 
said, “I shall go, if they like it, fine. The jewelry will be ours, the gold will be yours. If they 
don’t like it, I’ll bring the jewelry, 

I’ll take the money back | and no harm will be done!”  
The goldsmith agreed, thinking, “I have the security deposit after all; B 219a why should I 
care?” Dalla took the jewelry, went home and sat in leisure. When the time of the 
afternoon prayer arrived, and the nurse had not come back, the goldsmith said, 
“Apparently the jewelry was to their liking, now the 200 dinar are ours.” He put the purse 
in front of him, opened it and saw that it was nothing but rice corns. He cried out loudly 
and lamented. People gathered around him, and the hajib came. The goldsmith told him 
what had happened. The hajib took the goldsmith to the caliph. The goldsmith told the 
caliph what had happened. When the caliph heard what had happened he was 
perplexed, and said, “Oh dear! Alas! Is there no one in Baghdad who can catch this 
damned woman?” 
 
[No. 7] Another day, after some time had passed, Dalla was again walking in the bazar 
with her daughters, when she saw the (humorous Abbasid) poet Abū Dulāma (d. 778 or 
787–797) riding on a mule. Next to him a slave was walking. He was carrying a purse of 
gold, and a set of clothes. That day the caliph had given him those as a gift. Dalla 
followed him, until Abū Dalāma reached his house door, dismounted from the mule, 
entered his house, and sat down. Dalla saw that the slave tethered the mule in the court 
yard and left. She untied the mule and gave it to one of her daughters. The daughter left 
with the mule. Dalla herself remained in the mule’s spot; her clothes, her chador, and 
her boots she had given to another of her daughters. Abū Dalāma sat for a while with 
some people, and they talked. When the people got up and left, Abū Dalāma got up and 
went to his mule, but couldn’t find it. Dalla said to him, “There is no filthier person in the 
world than you! Don’t you have any fear of God? How much longer will you torment me? 
Who will take my revenge on you?” When Abū Dalāma heard these words he started 
trembling and was frightened. “Who are you?”, he asked, “I don’t know you. What bad 
things have I done to you?” Dalla said, “I have been serving you as your mule and been 
putting up with you for such a long time now. Today when God had mercy on me, and 



turned me back into a human, you still want to mount and ride me? Why are you still 
bothering me?” Abū Dalāma said, “In that case, you can leave. I don’t want to hear your 
(reproachful?) words! I have never heard words like that!” Dalla left the courtyard and 
sat down somewhere. They found a set of clothes for her. She put them on and got 
nicely dressed. Then Abū Dalāma called Dalla to his side and said, “Tell me your story, 
let me hear it!” Dalla said, “I am from Basra. There was a sorceress, she was a master 
of her art. She had done much harm to me. When she was close to death she called me 
to her side, asked me to forgive her and gave me something in return. This woman’s 
husband was also a sorcerer. He lusted after me, but I ran away from him, I did not 
succumb to him. So out of hatred he B 219b turned me into a mule. I was sold again and 
again, and ended up with you. You made me suffer so much! Now – thanks to the 
blessed prayer of a well-wisher – God Almighty had mercy on me and transformed me 
back into a human.” Abū Dalāma said, “Please, forgive me!” Dalla said, “I forgive you, 
whatever transgressions you commited – you couldn’t have known!” Then Abū Dalāma 
ordered that the dinner tray be served. They ate. Then the wine was brought. Dalla said, 
“I am going to pour the wine for you!” Abū Dalāma accepted. Dalla played the role of the 
cup-bearer and the boon companion. She told many lies, and made fun of Abū Dalāma 
(lit., she laughed at his beard and chopped onions). Dalla always carried opium with 
her. She squeezed a piece of opium into the wine, and gave it Abū Dalāma and his 
companions to drink. They all lost their senses. Dalla got up, and took whatever she 
could find that was in the house in terms of money and goods, and carried them off. In 
the morning Abū Dalāma woke up, and saw what had happened. He got up, went to the 
caliph and explained the situation to him. In the end the caliph said, “Aren’t you a poet? 
How could it happen that a woman played such a trick on you?” Then he ordered the 
treasurer to reimburse him for his loss. To the hajib of the city he sent (a letter with) 
vigorous threats to focus on apprehending Dalla. The hajib ran to and fro (in search of 
Dalla), but couldn’t find her.                   
       
[No. 8] Another day, after some time had passed, it happened that the vizier gave the 
caliph a daughter in marriage, and they had a wedding feast. Dalla’s daughter said to 
her, “This is your lucky day! Why are you still sitting here? Get up!” Dalla got up, 
adorned herself and turned into a noble lady. She arranged a plate with gold and 
jewelry, then she went with her daughters and three slave girls to the vizier’s house. 
She put the plate in front of the vizier’s wife, said, “Have a happy wedding!”, and 
congratulated them and wished them well. The vizier’s wife liked Dalla’s eloquence and 
nobility. She gave her the best seat over all other ladies. Then she asked her, “Where 
are you from? And who are you?” Dalla told 1001 lies. They said, “Welcome!” Then 
Dalla said, “Would you permit me to stay with the bride, and my daughter and my slave 
girls to attend to her?” The lady of the house said, “As you wish.” That lady of the house 
had borrowed ornaments and jewelry from all noble houses, and had put them in one 
spot. She wouldn’t have the heart to entrust them to anyone’s care; she wouldn’t dare 
to, thinking, “They were entrusted to me. Who knows what could happen!” Now she 
gave Dalla the key to that place, entrusted everything to her, and said, “Watch these 
with your retainers so we can finish all our remaining work without being concerned.” 
Dalla B 220a said, “Alright,” and the lady of the house got busy with her work. Dalla 
distributed all the valuables among her daughters and slave girls. One after the other, 



everyone who received their share made off. Then she took all the remaining gold, 
jewelry and garments that she could find, locked the door, and left quickly. She slipped 
through the crowd, came home and sat in leisure. In the meantime, in the wedding 
house, it was time to adorn the bride and present her unveiled to her husband. They 
adorned and presented the bride with a set of clothes and gold and jewelry. For the 
second presentation she wanted (other) ornaments. The lady of the house came to the 
door of the room, and found it locked. She tried to call Dalla, “My lady, come and open 
the door!”, but no one answered, no one opened the door. They asked, “What is the 
name of this woman? Whose wife is she?” The lady of the house responded, “I don’t 
know. But she is a noble, honorable woman; she came with her three daughters and 
three slave girls and brought a grand plate (with gifts).” The people said, “That was 
certainly Dalla!” The lady of the house said, “The door is locked. She probably left to run 
a quick errand.” They broke the lock and entered the room. It had turned into Abū Bakr, 
the rebab-player’s, house! When they saw this the women wailed. There was a great 
deal of turmoil, and the wedding feast turned into an occasion of mourning. The news 
reached the ear of the vizier. The vizier informed the caliph, “Dalla has descended upon 
my home, and carried away gold, clothes, jewels, and garments, of the people and us, 
worth 200.000 Dinar.” When the caliph heard this he struck his knee with his hand in 
fury. He had the hajib proclaim in the city, “Whoever catches that damned woman and 
brings her in will receive 1000 dinar!” When Dalla heard about this, she stayed put for a 
long time, and sat quietly at home in her corner. 
 
[No. 9] Another day, after some time had passed, Dalla said, “We have never done a 
night job.” She got up and took a noosed rope and a dagger. She had her sights set on 
a rich house – that’s where she was headed. Suddenly, she came to a desolate house, 
where she heard the voices of a crowd of people. She peered inside, and saw that there 
were twenty robbers who had pocketed some things, and were now dividing them up. 
Dalla immediately returned home, covered her daughters and slave girls in black (soot), 
stripped them naked, and gave each of them a weapon. Then they came and entered 
the desolate house from all sides; each of them stood in a corner and all at once let out 
a yell. They spat fire from their mouths, and with swords, daggers, and fires they made 
them fear for their lives. They killed two of them; the rest of them cried, “The dev have 
come!” and took flight. Dalla began to gather up the goods. The robbers sent two men 
to check if the devs had left or if they were still there. Dalla sensed that B 220b they had 
come, so they tore the two dead bodies to pieces before their eyes, and howled like 
animals. When the two men saw that spectacle they got scared and ran away. They 
came and notified their chief, “That is a place of ghuls! It’s of no more use. Let’s get out 
of here!” While on the run, they were captured by a night guard. Dalla carried the goods 
and commodities home; the night guard took the robbers prisoner. The caliph was 
informed that the robbers had been captured. The caliph ordered, “Bring them here!” 
They brought them, and he saw that they had no weapons, no equipment. The caliph 
said, “What kind of robbers, what kind of strong men are you? You don’t have any 
weapons!” They said, “Oh Commander of the Faithful! We were twenty men, we 
plundered a caravan, went into some desolate house, and when we were dividing our 
booty suddenly the ghuls appeared. They killed two of us, and wounded most of us, our 
property and weapons must be there; we don’t know.” The caliph ordered the hajib of 



the city to go there and inspect the desolate house; they saw two mutilated bodies lying 
there, but nothing else. The caliph said, “This is also Dalla’s handiwork!” Then he said to 
the robbers, “You should be hanged; but you were incapacitated by a woman, this is 
enough humiliation for you. Go, repent and vow to never be robbers again!” They vowed 
not to sin again, and went on their way. The caliph put pressure on the hajib again – but 
what could the hajib do, it was not his fault, he was also helpless. 
 
[No. 10] Another day, Dalla transformed into a poor old woman, took a staff, and 
hobbled on, heavily leaning on her staff. While she was walking she saw a Jew in a 
street as he was leaving his house. He turned around and cried towards the house, 
“Dürdāne! Dürdāne (‘Pearl’)!” (The slave girl) Dürdāne came. He said to her, “Pick up 
the purse that I put under my pillow when I sleep at night, and put it on top of the gold in 
the chest; when your mistress wakes up tell her that I am going to Doctor Isaac to buy a 
medication for her, to help her get pregnant. They will entertain me there, so you all eat 
your meal and don’t concern yourself with me!” When Dalla heard these words, she 
turned around, went to the herbalist’s store and bought a mithqal of bang (Hyoscyamus 
niger, henbane) seeds; and two long solid cucumbers. She dressed like a Jewish 
woman, came to the Jew’s door, and cried, “Dürdāne! Dürdāne!” Dürdāne came and 
opened the door. Dalla walked in and said, “I have business with your mistress!” She 
went to the lady of the house and said, “Doctor Isaac sent me. He said he found a 
remedy for the problem. He sent me to help you get pregnant.” The Jew’s wife was 
delighted, “That’s what I was wishing for. Thank God you came! If you can accomplish 
this, I will make you rich!” Dalla said, “Wait until you see my skill!”, and she added, “You 
have to do whatever I tell you. You must not feel any shame.” The Jew’s B 221a wife said 
(in Persian), “Your wish is my command.” Dalla said, “Order them to bring a glass of 
wine!” They brought it in. She said, “Strip naked!” The woman stripped naked. Then 
Dalla mixed a bit of the bang into the wine, and gave the Jew’s wife the wine. Dalla sent 
the slave girl for a precious silken cloth. By the time that she came back Dalla had 
inserted one of the cucumbers in the woman’s crack. Dalla had bound that woman’s 
legs so that the cucumber would not fall out. Then she covered her with the silken cloth 
that the slave girl had brought. “It is necessary to keep her warm”, she said. Dürdāne 
said, “I have a husband, too. I want a baby, too. Help me get pregnant, too!” Dalla said, 
“Luckily, I have one more potion.” She stripped the slave girl naked, too, had her drink 
bang, inserted the cucumber deep (into her vagina), and had her lie down. She bound 
her feet together, and covered her with something. She herself ransacked the house, 
she left neither gold nor goods, she took everything and locked the door from the inside. 
When the night came, the Jew came home, he called out, but there was no answer. He 
climbed on the roof, and looked inside through the flue. He saw his wife lying on one 
side, and Dürdāne on the other side! He climbed down, and saw that there was a fake 
phallus stuck inside each of them. Full of animosity, he pulled them out, and fainted in 
shame. However much he shook them they did not wake up. They had gotten sober by 
the morning. The Jew said, “What is going on?” His wife said, “You did this.” The Jew 
said, “Did I tell you to stick a cucumber (up your vagina)?” The wife grabbed the Jew by 
his beard and cried, “Why did you send this woman with the potion then?” The Jew said, 
“What woman? What potion? I have no idea what you are talking about!” The wife told 
him what had happened. When the Jew heard these words, his world turned black. He 



checked the chest, he checked the house – what did he see? Don’t even ask what he 
saw! He cried out loud, and his wife lamented. The people of the neighborhood came, 
there was tumult and turmoil. The city’s hajib heard about it; he brought the Jew to the 
caliph to tell his story. The caliph and his boon companions were amazed, and said, 
“Can no creature be saved from the evil of this damned woman? If only the great God 
would facilitate her capture!” 
 
[No. 11] Another day, Dalla dressed up, and went out looking like the mistress of a big 
house. She came to a street, continued, and saw a beautiful boy in front of a lofty 
palace. Next to the palace there was a mosque where (the poet) Abū Nuwās (d. 778 or 
787–797) was lingering. She approached the boy in a way so Abū Nuwās could see it 
and said to the boy, “A noble lady sent me to you with the message that she wants to 
meet you.” The boy said, “With pleasure.” Dalla said, “You, go into the palace now, 
arrange a little spot for the two of you, I will go to her B 221b and bring her.” She then 
went to Abū Nuwās and said, “What are you doing waiting around here? Are you trying 
to find someone to pick up?” Abū Nuwās said, “Who is this boy to you?” She responded, 
“He is my (foster) child, I am his nurse. He sent me to you as a messenger.” Abū Nuwās 
was delighted. Dalla went on, “My son is asking about you: ‘What is he lingering around 
here for? If he goes to his place I will write him a little note, and we can get together.’” 
Abū Nuwās blessed Dalla, got up and went to his place. Dalla immediately composed a 
short letter: 

I, Şehriyār, son of ʿAbdullāh the Jeweller, declare to the learned lord Abū Nuwās: I 
love you! I know about your state of mind. I want to spend an hour alone with you. I 
know how generous you are. A slave girl has just fallen in love with me. She will 
certainly come to be with me, let’s be together, let them all come! But – I don’t have 
much money, without that who could throw a good party? If the master were to 
bestow a favor on us, that would be very generous of him! 

When Abū Nuwās had read the little note he was very happy and had the nurse bring 
the boy 500 dinar, jewels, atlas silk, and fine linen (shot with gold threat), and added, 
“Forgive me (for it’s just a small amount)! I will bring 2000 dinar more right away when I 
come to him. He may do with it whatever he wants.” Dalla left and went home. One, 
two, three days past. Abū Nuwās was waiting impatiently, hoping that the nurse would 
come soon. He saw that nothing was happening. So he sent a message to the boy, 
saying “Why did you send the nurse to us?” The boy responded, “What is that supposed 
to mean? What nurse? What Abū Nuwās?” He swore that he knew nothing about it. Abū 
Nuwās told his boon companions about it, and they said, “Oh! You fell for Dalla’s trick!” 
Abū Nuwās went to the caliph and told him the whole story. The caliph laughed and 
said, “Let them compensate the master for the loss caused by Dalla! May God help me 
find her and get my money back from her!” 
 
[No. 12] One day Dalla went out again disguised as the mistress of a big house, she 
walked along the street, lowering her gaze. Walking very slowly she saw a very 
handsome young man sitting on the raised platform in front of a palace. He had put 
purses of gold in front of him, and was weighing them and turning them into ready 
money. Then Dalla saw a woman coming from a distance. Dalla quickened her pace, 
went over to that woman, and greeted her. And making conversation with her, they both 



walked by the young moneychanger. When the young man saw the woman, he put 
down the scale and watched her. Dalla signalled at him with her hand, silently telling 
him, ‘Be patient! She will come to you right away!’, and left. After she had walked for a 
while B 222a she turned back, and came to the young moneychanger. The young man got 
up, greeted her respectfully and said, “I fell in love with your daughter.” Dalla said, “It’s 
been forty days that she has been in love with you! If you wish, I can go and tell her.” 
The young man kissed Dalla’s hand and said, “Oh mother! If you can make this happen 
I will offer up my life and my belongings to you!” Dalla said, “You stay here, I shall go to 
her and bring you her message.” She left, sat down somewhere and wrote a little note 
that said: 

Oh light of my eye! I heard your message. God willing, soon 
we will meet and know each other (carnally); 
we will reach each other and fulfill our hearts’ desire; 
we will long for each other and embrace each other. 
You should ask my mother about how I feel, so you will hear about my desire, and 
will not fail to come. 
Kind regards!   

Dalla took the little note she had written and brought it to the young man. When the 
young man found out what was in it he said, “Your wish is my command!” Then he 
cried, “Khujeste (‘Felicitous’), come!” When (the slave girl) came he said to her, “Bring 
me my garment, shot with gold thread, I want to wear it, go to work, and see grand 
people. If I stay out late tell your mistress not to worry. When someone comes with a 
sign from me and demands something, you shall give it to them!” He took a few dinar, 
Khujeste took the purses into the house. The two left, they walked a bit, and came to a 
house. Dalla said to the young man, “She lives right in this house. I have to tell the slave 
girl something, I’ll tell her and be right back.” She entered the house and said, “Give me 
a little water so I can perform the ablution.” A woman got up, and went to draw water 
from the well. Dalla said, “Hey! Hey! That’s shameful! I can draw my own water!” She 
took the bucket to draw water – and dropped the bucket into the well. She cried, “The 
bucket fell down the well!” The women said, “Never mind! That’s not a problem. We’ll 
take it out.” Dalla said, “The servant is right outside. Let him come and take it out. Don’t 
bother yourself!” She went out and said to the young man, “My daughter is sitting with 
the women. She needs to wash her hands and face. The bucket fell down the well. 
Would you come and take it out? So she can get ready and come to you quickly.” The 
young man took his clothes off, and climbed into the well. Dalla took his clothes, went to 
the young man’s house, showed (the clothes as) the sign, got the purses of gold, too, 
and went home. The young man struggled quite a bit, got the bucket out, and looked for 
his clothes. They said, “Your mother took them and left.” He uttered a curse. When he 
came home he saw that the purses were gone, too. He lamented and cried. The people 
of the neighboorhood came, and the hajib of the city also came. He took the young man 
to the caliph. The young man told his story. B 222b The caliph said, “Dalla did this! Search 
for her! If only you could find this damned woman!”         
 
[No. 13] Another day, after a while, Dalla went out again. While she was walking she 
saw somewhere a ruined palace that had a door like the ones on a vizier’s palace. She 
said to her daughters, “Go, hang a curtain on that door and sit there, so that whoever 



sees that thinks it’s inhabited!”, so they did. Dalla had a mule. She took it and went to 
the bazar. She said to the market crier, “Sell this mule! I have another one like this at 
home, I am selling both of them together.” The crier said, “Well, this is certainly worth 50 
dinar, and for the other one another 50 dinar.” He weighed 100 dinar, and gave them to 
Dalla. The crier sent the mule to his house, and followed Dalla to get the other mule. 
They came to that majestic door. At that point Dalla said to the crier, “Sit on that raised 
platform here for a bit!” Then she asked the slave boy, “Is the master sleeping? What is 
he doing?” The slave answered, “Ahmed went to the bazar. He is supposed to buy 
snow. Let him come back, then we will give (the ice water) to the master to drink, then 
he will be ready to come out, and talk if there is something to talk about.” Dalla said, 
“You go and bring the gold scale! Let’s weigh this gold here, and see if our scale shows 
the same as the bazar’s scale.” The slave brought the scale. She weighed it, put it back 
in the purse, gave it to the slave and said, “Go and give it to the master! It is the price 
for two mules. One of them I submitted already, bring the other one, so we can give it to 
its owner.” The minute the slave had taken the gold and gone in, they took down the 
curtain and ran off. After a while Dalla said, “What happened? The slave is late. Let me 
go in and see what he is doing!” She went into the house, and through a breach in the 
wall she also vanished. The crier noticed something was wrong. He went in and saw – a 
house in ruins. (Arabic) Other than you there is no one in the house! He cried and 
lamented, and went to the hajib. The hajib brought the crier to the caliph, and reported 
the story. The caliph said, “That damned woman did this. No one is safe from her!” 
 
[No. 14] Another day Dalla put on good clothes again and went out. She chanced upon 
a white-skinned slave boy. Dalla had heard that the hajib had castrated a Greek slave 
boy by the name of Yāqūt (‘Ruby’). She greeted him and asked, “Are you Yāqūt?” “Yes”, 
said the eunuch. Dalla said, “So then my efforts have been worthwhile.” The eunuch 
said, “What is this about?” Dalla said, “Someone sent me to you with a message. I wish 
there was a private place where I could tell you!” They stepped into a mosque, and she 
said, “The caliph’s wife sent me. B 223a She said, ‘I want to buy the hajib’s Yāqūt. I shall 
make him my palace guardian. If you meet him see if he is interested, then we can 
make that happen!’” The eunuch was delighted and said, “If my master hears about that 
he will give me to her as a gift!” Dalla said, “Oh no! Your master is stingy. How could he 
get himself to give you away as a gift?” Then she asked, “How much did your master 
pay for you?” Yāqūt said, “300 dinar.” Dalla said, “The mistress will pay 500 dinar for 
you.” Dalla said, “Come, let’s go to the slave-seller, and let him fix a price right away. 
You stay here with him. I will go, bring the gold from the palace, give it to the slave-
seller, so he can give it to the hajib. When the hajib sees that he is making a profit of 
200 dinar he will doubtlessly agree to the deal. Then I will take you to the mistress in the 
palace.” Then Dalla got up and went with the eunuch to the slave-seller. She told the 
eunuch to find a place to sit, and he sat down. She herself took the slave-seller by the 
hand, pulled him aside and said, “I have bought this eunuch for 300 dinar.” The slave-
seller said, “He is worth it; it’s cheap. One like him is not easy to find! What are you 
planning to do with him?” Dalla said, “I had an argument with my husband. I swore an 
oath that I will sell this one today. You must sell him for me right away so that my oath is 
fulfilled.” By chance, the slave-seller was a boy-lover; he was pining to buy him. He 
said, “Oh sister, accept 200 dinar from me, and give him to me!” Dalla agreed. The 



slave-seller asked the eunuch, “Do you agree with what this woman says?” The eunuch 
said, “Yes, I agree.” The slave-seller was very happy, went home, brought 200 dinar, 
and gave them to Dalla. Dalla took the gold and left. The slave-seller put food before the 
eunuch, they ate roast meat, helva, and fruits. The eunuch thought they were waiting for 
the gold from the caliphs wife. When they had finished eating, he made advances on 
the boy. The eunuch punched him hard in the face, and cried, “Why are you doing this? 
What kind of supervision is this? A slave-seller has to be trustworthy!” The slave-seller 
got angry and said, “You fool! I am your master, I just bought you for 200 dinar!” The 
eunuch said, “You must be crazy! All of Baghdad absolutely approves of my master. 
How can you do that?” The slave-seller said, “You yourself agreed to this deal!” The 
eunuch said, “My master is the hajib of the city. The caliph’s wife is going to buy me. 
The nurse went to the mistress, to get 500 dinar, bring it to the hajib, then come and get 
me and take me to the mistress. That is what I agreed to. B 223b So what do you mean 
with those words of yours?” The slave-seller said, “I have no idea what you are talking 
about. The only thing I know is that that woman came and said that you belonged to 
her, and she would sell you. I gave her 200 dinar and bought you.” The eunuch said, 
“You threw yourself in danger, and you lost your gold!” Meanwhile the hajib went to see 
his slave and looked for him. They told him someone saw him in the shop of the slave-
seller. The hajib said, “Maybe he got angry with the servants, and therefore came here!” 
The hajib personally went to the shop of the slave-seller. He saw the eunuch sitting 
there, and asked him, “Who ill-treated you to the point that you came here?” The slave-
seller stepped forward and said, “Sir, this is what happened.” The hajib laughed and 
said, “How could you buy my eunuch? Dalla cheated you!” He consoled the eunuch, 
“You are not to blame, because Dalla tricks people who are smarter than you. Why 
would you cry?”, and took him home. The caliph heard what had happened and was 
baffled. 
 
[No. 15] Another day she went out again. She came to the caliph’s palace. She saw that 
Yaḥyā the Barmakid (d. 806) was sitting on the vizier’s throne, passing judgment. Dalla 
went home at once, and said to her people, “Go to this desolate house, and set up a 
shop there!” You see, that house was the house of ʿAbdullāh the Hashemite who was 
the vizier before Yaḥyā. It had become desolate. She herself sat down and wrote a 
short letter that said: ‘I am the wife of ʿAbdullāh the Hashemite. We have three little 
daughters. We have no property left other than this house. We are sitting on reed mats. 
What’s more, widowhood has made life hard for me. Who can I reach out to for help to 
find comfort? Please look out for us! Kind regards.’ Dalla submitted this report to Yaḥyā. 
Yaḥyā read it and said Lā ḥawl (‘God give us patience’)! He sent a man with Dalla and 
told him, “Go with her, and see what her house looks like!” He went there, saw the 
condition of the house and the poverty of its residents, came back and reported to 
Yaḥyā. In accordance with the vizier’s order they brought carpets, kilims, blankets, 
mattresses, 100 Maghribi dinar (i.e. florin) and 100 adli dinar to that house. Then Yaḥyā 
said to Dalla, “You can come every day, and will receive whatever you need!” Dalla 
responded, “Very well.” One day Dalla got up, went to Yaḥyā, spoke well and 
impressively, and praised and glorified him. Never in his life had Yaḥyā heard such 
elegance of expression. He was amazed and said, ‘Good pedigree is always visible. If 
she is so eloquent, I wonder what her father was like? That’s how a vizier’s family has to 



be!’ Then he said to the treasurer, “Give this noble woman whatever she wants every 
day!” She would come every day, and the treasurer B 224a would give her 1000 dinar. 
One day the treasurer came to Yaḥyā and said, “As of today this woman has received 
10.000 dinar.” Yaḥyā said, “When she comes tomorrow, bring her to me, I will check 
how she is doing!” When Dalla came the treasurer said, “Wait a moment. The vizier has 
called for you. He will probably check how you are doing, and give you more riches.” 
Dalla said, “Now, I cannot step in front of a noble person in these clothes. My home is 
very close. Let me go home and put on some nice clothes. I have a beautiful copy of the 
Quran. I will bring it to the vizier as a present. Give me that prayer rug over there, let me 
wrap it in the rug so it will not get dusty!” Dalla took it, left, and was not seen again. A 
few days later the treasurer said to the vizier, “That day that woman came, I told her, 
‘The vizier has called for you.’ She said, ‘Let me go, put on clean clothes, and come 
back!’ She also took a prayer rug of mine, and left. She has not been back for two days 
now. I don’t know what happened.” The vizier sent people to the woman’s house, saying 
“Go there and ask for forgiveness!” The treasurer went to the house with a few men; 
they went in and saw that it was in ruins and no one was there. They asked the 
residents of the neighborhood, “Where are they?” The people said, “This palace has not 
been inhabited for many years. In the last couple of days a couple of bums came, laid in 
the shade here, and then they left again. We don’t know where they are now.” The 
treasurer went back, and reported the story to Yaḥyā. Yaḥyā understood that Dalla had 
done this. They informed the caliph. The caliph said, “Who could even imagine such 
things?”, and he ordered that they not be negligent in searching for her. 
 
[No. 16] Another day Dalla went out again. She found a well in a desolate place. She 
told her daughters and slave girls to cover the opening of the well with sticks and twigs, 
chips and straws; on top of it they spread a thin layer of dirt. Then she got up, went to a 
wealthy moneychanger, and said, “I am holding a wedding. Take akça worth 1000 dinar 
with you, and let’s go together! Handle our business today, turn the various little things 
that we own into cash! If you cannot make one into two – there is nothing wrong with 
one and a half!” He thought, ‘Words like these are the lifeblood of the moneychanger! I 
have stumbled upon an easy profit!’, and filled the basket with as many akça as he had, 
and followed Dalla. After they had walked for a while the moneychanger started to 
wheeze. Dalla said, “Why are you going to so much trouble? Give the basket to the 
slave boy, have him carry it!” The moneychanger said, “Alright.” Dalla’s slave lifted the 
basket onto his back, and they went on. While they were walking the moneychanger fell 
into that hole. The slave took the basket and went home. Dalla wailed, “What a terrible 
path we have chosen!” She found a rope, lowered it into the hole, and said, “First attach 
your clothes to the rope, and I’ll pull them out, so they won’t get damaged!” The 
moneychanger then attached his clothes to the rope. Dalla pulled the rope out of the 
hole, B 224b and went home. The moneychanger lay in the pit until the afternoon. He was 
complaining. His groaning was heard from outside, and they pulled him out. “What 
happened to you?”, they said. He told them what had been done to him. The hajib of the 
city took the moneychanger to the caliph, and told him what had happened. The caliph 
said, “High and low classes – all have to look for that damned woman! Ah, if someone 
could just catch her!” 
 



[No. 17] Another day Dalla was bored of sitting at home, and said, ‘ʿAlī Quṭnī is wealthy 
and stingy. I should play a little trick on him.’ She dressed up like a qadi, attached a 
beard to her face, and wrapped a turban around her head. It so happened that ʿAlī 
Quṭnī at that time had been having a fight with his wife. They were right outside the door 
of their house to look for an expert to advise them. They saw Dalla and thought she was 
a qadi. ʿAlī stepped forward, greeted her and said, “Oh qadi, please, could I trouble you 
to come in?” Dalla came in. She saw plenty of luxury furniture items. Dalla took a seat, 
and ʿAlī said, “Be the judge between me and my wife! Dispense justice, command me 
what to do! Whatever claim she has on me, let me give it to her, and send her to her 
father’s house, so that she can be happy there.” Dalla said, “Calm down, first tell me 
what happened, and I will decide accordingly.” ʿAlī Quṭnī said, “I was in the village, and 
brought back a fat lamb. I sent it to the meat roaster, so they would roast it and bring it 
for us to eat it. This stupid woman gave the lamb roast to Dalla!” Dalla said, “The lady of 
the house is not to blame for that; because Dalla is clearing out all of Baghdad, no one 
can elude her, thinking, ‘She is not going to rob me!’ Ask God for forgiveness, be 
content, and reconcile with your wife! Forget about the lamb, there are plenty of lambs 
out there!” Then she went on, “I know a magic spell, when you pronounce it no 
cutpurse, no trickster can harm you!” ʿAlī and his wife blessed Dalla. At that point Dalla 
saw that there was an underground room underneath the covered raised platform. She 
said, “Let’s go in here, and sit together undisturbed! I will recite my spell, and you say 
‘Amen’, so it will work!” They said yes. After everyone in the house had gone into the 
underground room she closed the door on them from the outside, attached a lock on it, 
and broke its key. Her daughters were laying in wait on the street. She went out and 
notified them. They all descended upon the house, snatched up everything in it, left it in 
a despoiled and desolate state, and ran off. Quṭnī sat there for a while and realized the 
magician-qadi was not coming. So he cried, “Qadi! Qadi! Why did you close the door on 
us? Open the door, and let us out, so we can give you your due!” However much he 
shouted, it was of no use. They lay in the underground room for one day and one night. 
On the second day one of the neighbors came for some business. They found the doors 
of the house open, but the door of the underground room locked, and they heard voices 
inside. They broke the door open and let the prisoners out. They found the house 
plundered. Wailing they came to the caliph’s palace, and presented their case. The 
caliph said, B 225a “This is definitely going to kill ʿAlī Quṭnī!” Then the caliph sent ʿAlī 
Quṭnī home (with gifts and therefore) content. 
 
[No. 18] Another day Dalla got up, dressed like a devout person, hung prayer beads 
around her neck and started walking reciting the Quran. While she was walking like this 
suddenly the hajib’s slaves spotted her, grabbed her and said, “You are Dalla the 
Trickster!” She responded, “Oh Men! I am an old woman, I have renounced this world, I 
am wholly dedicated to God. What are you saying there?” In short, they brought Dalla 
before the caliph. Dalla praised the caliph. Then the caliph said, “You are stealing these 
muslims’ property with your eloquence; you do not fear God!” And he added, “See, you 
have been captured, what can you do now?” Dalla said, “Oh Commander ot the Faithful, 
you are the offspring of ʿAbbās ibn ʿAbdulmuṭṭalib. Don’t commit injustice against me! I 
am a fifty-year-old helpless woman. I may have committed many sins. But now I am 
remorseful, and dedicate myself to divine service. At this point I accept whatever you 



choose to do with me.” When the caliph heard these words he became doubtful and 
thought, ‘Maybe she is telling the truth, and I would be committing a sin!’ He asked for 
Dalla’s forgiveness. Suddenly at that moment Fażl (i.e., Yaḥyā’s son) and Yaḥyā came 
in, they saw Dalla and said, “You damned woman! You have been captured. Thank 
God!” Then they said to the caliph, “We found out for certain that this one is Dalla. We 
have no doubt. Beware of falling for her sweet words!” Upon the caliph’s order they 
bound her and started beating hear. Dalla lifted her face towards the sky and said, “My 
God! My Lord! My Master! Don’t hold your servants responsible for this sin! Forgive their 
audacity!” She took the lashing as well as she could, and did not confess. The beating 
exceeded the limit imposed by the punishment. Then upon the caliph’s order they 
picked her up and took her to the gallows. They said, “Either you give back the muslims’ 
property, or you will be hanged alive, you can hang there until you’re dead!” But she did 
not confess or give anything back. Following the order, they hanged her alive on the 
gallows. ʿAlī Quṭnī came, walked by, and said, “You damned woman! They have finally 
caught you!” Dalla said, “Come here, you miserable man who is divorcing his wife 
because of a lamb roast! May you be cursed! Are you such a good person that you think 
you can laugh at others?” The people all laughed. ʿAlī felt ashamed. When it was noon 
it got hot, the crowd dispersed, and the prison guards were sleeping. Dalla saw a man 
riding on a camel for leisure. She said to him, “Young man! The caliph is killing me. But I 
am not giving him anything (from my treasure). If you can convince me by swearing an 
oath that you will content yourself with half of it, and give the other half to my daughter, I 
will tell you the signs (of the hiding place), and you can go and dig it up!” The man 
responded, “Your wish is my command!” They made a pact. Then Dalla said, “A little 
further ahead in this street, there is a small glazed mosque. (The treasure) is buried 
behind its prayer niche. Go there, B 225b dig it up, and take it.” He said, “What shall I do 
with my camel?” Dalla said, “Why don’t you have it sit down here?” The man left his 
camel there and went to look for the treasure. Dalla’s daughter was there. She took the 
camel and went home. The man came back, cheated, disappointed, and unhappy. 
“Where is my camel?”, he asked. He made a commotion. The guards woke up and said, 
“What’s the matter with you?” He responded, “Who is this woman who is hanging here? 
She stole my camel!” The guards took the man to the caliph. He told his story, the caliph 
laughed. „For the sake of treasure you lost your camel!” Then the caliph summoned the 
hajib of the city, and said to him, “This damned woman cannot desist from her villainy 
even on the gallows! Put her in a chest, and hand it over to the chief of the seamen to 
throw it into the sea!” He came and following the order, took Dalla off of the gallows, put 
her in a chest, and handed it over to the chief. The chief loaded the chest onto a ship. 
While the ship was sailing on the water Dalla called out (the slave girl names), 
“Nevbahār! Gülbahār! Khujeste! What is this place here? I am probably dreaming!” The 
seamen heard this incoherent babbling and got scared. “This is a prominent person”, 
they said, we cannot drown her!” They opened the chest, and got Dalla out. She cried, 
“Wo are you? What am I doing here?” They said, “It is by the hajib’s order, it is by the 
caliph’s order that we drown you. But we don’t know what sins you have committed.” 
Dalla prostrated herself, and prayed, “Oh Lord, show mercy on my son! He gave me a 
drug that deprives one of their senses in order to drown me! He will doubtlessly regret it. 
I am not cursing him, I wish for his well-being!” When the chief of the seamen heard this 
prayer he started to tremble, and thought, ‘This is a big problem! Why should we drown 



the mother of the hajib of the city?’ At once they brought Dalla into (the seaman’s) 
home, and said to the people at home, “This is the hajib’s mother. Look after her, and 
treat her well! He got angry at her, and ordered that she be drowned, but he will 
certainly regret it tomorrow; then I will bring her to him and will get a robe of honor for it.” 
In the morning, the seaman went to the hajib. The hajib said, “Did you do what I told 
you?” The seaman said, “I did.” The Hajib said, “What a shame! What kind of order was 
it that the caliph gave! So much Muslim property is lost now.” The hajib got up and went 
with the seamen to the caliph. In the meantime Dalla said to the seaman’s wife, “Bring 
me a piece of paper, a reed pen and a inkwell!” The seaman’s wife went, found it, and 
brought it to her. Dalla wrote: 

Chief of the moneychangers! Give the 1000 dinar that I deposited with you to the 
person bringing this letter, you can trust them! Kind regards. 

Then Dalla gave the letter to the seaman’s wife and said, “Go, and bring this remittance 
note B 226a to the chief of the moneychangers! Let him give you these 1000 dinar and 
bring them here, they are yours. As soon as I am back home I will give you more gifts.” 
The seaman’s wife took the paper and went to the chief overjoyed. The house was left 
empty. Dalla got up, cleared out the house, and left. In the meantime, when the hajib left 
the diwan (council of state) with the seamen, the seamen said to him, “We did not act 
rashly and drown your mother. She is alive, she is safely sitting at home. We earned a 
robe of honor.” The hajib said, “I don’t have a mother. Why didn’t you do what I told 
you?” While they were speaking news came from the seaman’s home that the prisoner 
had escaped and that she had carried off everything she found in the house. The caliph 
heard about it. He got angry at the hajib and said, “If you don’t find Dalla in three days I 
will hang you instead of her!” Dalla came home and said to her daughters, “We can no 
longer stay in Baghdad. Let’s go and save our lives and property!” Then they prepared 
for the journey, and she moved with her husband, her daughters, her sons-in-law, her 
in-laws, her close ones, and the whole household to Egypt. They arrived there and 
settled down.   
 
[No. 18] Another day in Egypt she felt like playing a little prank again. She went out, 
and, walking around, she entered the house of an Alid (person who claims descent from 
Ali), and asked for water for her ablution. The Alid was from Baghdad. He had heard 
what Dalla looked like and what she was doing. He said to his wife, “Keep this woman 
who is praying there here, until I come back!” He went out, found ten strong men, 
equipped them with weapons and hid them in his house. When it was midnight the Alid 
saw seven figures coming to the house door. Dalla got up, opened the door, and they 
came in. They started clearing out the house, they loaded stuff on their backs and left. 
The Alid didn’t say anything. He quietly followed them and saw where they went. He 
came back, went into his house, and waited in silence. A little later these seven people 
came back to carry off what else they could find. The Alid screamed. The ten men came 
forth and captured all of them. When it was morning the Alid got up, and went to the 
governor of Egypt, and took those people with him. They dealt with them. They then 
went to Dalla’s house. They found all the treasures of the world gathered in one place. 
Then they wrote a letter to Bagdad: 

Let everyone who has lost something come, identify it, and take it! 



After all claims were paid B 226b they burned Dalla and her people, and cauterized this 
ulcer, eradicated them. The people of the world were freed from her evil.  
 
May God the Highest keep the wickedness of the cutpurses far from the Muslims! 
Blessed be the author, the copyist, the readers, the listeners, the carrier, and the owner 
of this book! Amen, o Lord of the Worlds! 
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