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Out of anger King Hamed declared a new law: all women, whether old

or young, had to leave his country and were not allowed to re-enter it.

If they did, they would be killed. Only his mother was allowed to live with
him in his palace.

In the neighbouring kingdom, the whole court was puzzled by the strange
law the king had decreed. Especially Princess Sharifa couldn’t imagine

life without women. She wanted to see it with her own eyes and decided to
visit the kingdom of King Hamed. ‘Sharifa, that’s dangerous. You could
die!” worried her father and mother.
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The fearless princess couldn’t be stopped though and dressed up
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as a prince. She was busy practising how to behave like a man.
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King Hamed was very proud that a prince visited his state of men, 95 gl 1950 0l 5l oMo 26 Ewe Yzl wig s oYl 20l Sllall iiial

and received Prince Sharif kindly. He showed his guest how well 25 ; s S AL Ry R L
people lived in his kingdom, and it was true: even in King Hamed’s FER S sp R En s o A
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The next morning the guest received a message from King Hamed’s
mother: ‘Dear Sharif, my son asked me last night whether a prince could
be as beautiful as the moon. Whether a man could have lips as soft as
peach blossoms. Be careful, he will have some difficult tests for you, and
would get very angry were he to see through you.” The same day King
Hamed invited his guest on a trip to the market to choose a present for
him. ‘How about some earrings or this beautiful silk fabric?” he sug-
gested. But Sharifa chose a pointy dagger from the armourer.
Afterwards at the banquet, when everybody felt the heat of the
food burn their throats, Sharifa remembered the warning from
the King’s mother again: while even the toughest courtiers
shouted for water and bread, the prince continued eating the
hot meal seemingly unaffected.

But the suspicious king wouldn’t give up. As by coincidence
one of the servants poured coffee over the guest’s shirt.
King Hamed shouted angrily: you clodhopper, you’ll pay
for that. Get the executioner?

Immediately the servant’s son appeared, and threw himself

at Sharifa’s feet: ‘Mercy, high prince! I beg you for the life
of my father!” Sharifa knew she couldn’t make a mistake, so she said
coolly: ‘Don’t talk about mercy. Only women are merciful. Men are just.’
It went quiet in the room. Everybody stared at King Hamed. ‘Just whip
the culprit; there are no women in our country, who he could ask
for mercy’, the king commanded hastily. When the executioner began
to punish the poor servant, his son pleaded again: ‘Mercy, high prince.
Mercy for my father!” King Hamed was watching his guest very
carefully, so Sharifa couldn’t show any pity. Only when all the other
courtiers pleaded with the boy did King Hamed stop the cruel scene.
Princess Sharifa had passed her third test as well.
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The next day King Hamed invited his guest on a trip to the ocean. This
scared the princess, because the excursion could only end in sharing a
bath. Secretly she ordered her men to get their ship ready for the return
journey. When the king rode through the city gate, she stayed behind
and carved a farewell message into the wood:

As aprincess I came

As a princess I went

To defy you, King Hamed
She galloped after King Hamed, overtook him, jumped fully-clothed

into the ocean and swam to her ship. Sharifa was safe.
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Back home Princess Sharifa retold her journey in all detail. In each of
her reports she noticed how much she enjoyed thinking of King
Hamed. She missed his bright laughter, his angry pride, his company
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She said bravely: ‘I've been waiting for you, King Hamed. You have

now solved the riddle of your mysterious visitor: Prince Sharif,

that’s me, Princess Sharifa. I now have a second riddle for you: what

is the day without night?’

‘Princess Sharifa’, answered the king. ‘The day without the night is

nonsense, because we can only enjoy the light and warmth of the

day in exchange with the darkness and coolness of the night. Only the

quiet of the night gives us strength for the day.’

That was the answer Sharifa had been waiting for. ‘When men have to

live without women, then there have to be days without nights as well.’

The king smiled and asked: ‘so what would be the night without the

day, Princess?’

“That would be just as pointless’, answered Princess Sharifa, ‘because

day and night belong together like man and woman. Only together

life is beautiful.’

When he heard that, King Hamed kneeled down in front of Princess

Sharifa and asked for her hand. Together she travelled to his country

and all daughters, mothers and grandmothers were allowed to return

again with them. Sharifa carved another message into the city gate:
Women and men belong together
Like day and night, <2

Like justice and mercy, —

Like freedom and equality.
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Mehrdad Zaeri (Illustration)

Brave Walter

An Ancient story retold anew

Text: Anne Richter
Translation into Arabic: Mahmoud Hassanein
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This publication is a co-operation between Baobab Books and Theater
Schnawwl, theatre for young people at the Nationaltheater in Mannheim,
and has been produced as a bi-lingual production in German and Arabic.
The two languages are written and read in different directions, which
is why one of the stories starts on the right-hand side of the book, and the
other on the left-hand side. At the end both stories meet in the centre.

These two stories were the centre of the theatre co-operation ‘With the
Eyes of the Others’ between Schnawwl and the Egyptian organisation
I-act in 2012 [13. For this picture book the theatre producer Anne Richter
has retold the legend of William Tell and the Arabic Fairy Tale ‘King
Hamed bin Bathara and the Fearless Girl’.

Hlustrator Mehrdad Zaeri was born in Iran. His family had to leave the
country when he was 14 years old. After a short stay in Turkey the family
fled to Germany. Zaeri now lives in Mannheim with his wife and works
as a freelance artist and book illustrator.



A governor announced a new law: the Emperor’s hat had to be honoured

in the same way as the Emperor himself. With immediate effect any-
body had to bow deeply before the Emperor’s hat, which had been put in
the market square by the governor. Whoever flaunted the law, risked
their life.

‘We’re lucky that we don’t live down in the valley’, said Walter. ‘On our
farm we are free as the birds and don’t have to bow in front of hats.’

His father and mother were worried about the harsh governor and the
new law. The mother wouldn’t let her sons go into the village with

their father. Walter, however, begged until he was finally allowed to
come along.
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In the market square, the pole with the hat couldn’t be overlooked.
‘Let’s go, quickly!” whispered Walter’s father. But it was too late:

the guards had spotted them already, and one of them shouted: ‘Stop!
Stop right there! You've disregarded the law!’ The father apologised
and wanted to move on. But the guard shouted: ‘You’re under arrest!’
The villagers came running, and even the governor himself appeared
in the square. The soldiers told him what had happened. Walter’s father
asked the governor for forgiveness: ‘Your Lordship, I didn’t disrespect
the Emperor’s hat. I was so deep in conversation with my son, that I
didn’t see it. Everybody here in the valley knows that I am an energetic
man, but a bit scatty”’

‘Yes, everybody here knows my father’ confirmed Walter, ‘he can shot
an apple from a tree from a distance of hundred paces!’

The governor looked at Walter, and then asked the father: ‘you’re a
master archer? That you have to prove to me.” He ordered the boy:
‘take this apple and put it on your head. If your father hits the apple,
he’ll be free. If he doesn’t, he’ll be punished with death for his

disobedience.’
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An uproar went through the crowd of villagers. They all wanted to change
the governor’s mind and save the father from this harsh test. Walter
looked at the desperate adults with bewilderment. His father always hit
the target; every bird in flight, every squirrel in the tree and every

apple in the wind. ‘Father, I will stand still like a sleeping horse, and I
won’t breathe either. You will hit the apple, I know it!’

Walter counted the steps and put the apple on his head. His father pulled
two arrows out of the quiver, raised the bow to his shoulder — and hit

the apple.

The cheers of the spectators could be heard echoing through the valley:
‘Walter is alive! William is free!’
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The governor looked at the cheering crowd and asked: ‘that was a good
shot, archer. But why did you pull the second arrow out of your

quiver?’ The father was silent. ‘Tell me the truth. Your life is safe, archer.
What was the second arrow for?’ encouraged him the governor.

Finally Walter’s father answered: ‘Because you promised that my life is
safe, I will answer you truthfully. If I had hit my son with the first arrow,
Iwould have shot you with the second.’

No sound could be heard in the market square, until the governor
shouted angrily: ‘Grab him and tie him up! Your life will be safe, archer;
that much I promised you. But you will stay forever where we are safe

from your arrows. Take him to the dungeon!’
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The soldiers bound the father, took him to the lake and pushed him
onto the boat before Walter could even talk to him. Despite the breaking
dusk the crew set off with their prisoner immediately, because the
governor wanted to deliver Walter’s father to the dungeon himself the
next morning.

All of a sudden a violent thunderstorm broke out, and the small boat
had to fight against huge waves. The prisoner saw how helplessly

the inexperienced soldiers were exposed to the rage of the wind and the
waves, and how they could not keep the boat on course. The governor
had no choice, but to ask his prisoner for help.

The father steered the boat skilfully through the storm, and kept an eye
out for a good opportunity to escape. When he spotted a big bluff,

he steered the boat purposefully in its direction. When he was below
the saving rock, he leaped on land with such a powerful jump, that

the boat was pushed straight back into the sea.
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The time of uncertainty was difficult for Walter and his brother. Their
mother also hardly talked. Walter imagined his father’s prison and
made plans for his rescue. The brothers re-enacted how their father had
shot the apple off Walter’s head, but their mother told them off when
she caught them doing it.

When after a seemingly endless length of time, they heard their father’s
whistling through the forest, Walter couldn’t believe his ears.

He was so unbelievably happy and run into his father’s open arms.

/ ’

T

o T T Oy

lagol cilSy .asly i o dma; JoSidly Luzlsgll dlaxall pbYI < s
a3l go Jiog cayl il lalns giogg ol S5 i Jiss layl pMSUI a8
23 Vi, ladlyi Loxic Lagd ¢ cils oY1 (SIg a5 Lad] 6.0y Agiiuo

9 33, ayl ko gouw Lo ag3l Gy VI I8 515 dle W oy pll 2=y
awa> 9 5a89 éolewdl &l 9 999 09 > sl




‘Walter, you are alive! You bravely stood up to the governor. He had to
pay for his cruelty — he is dead now.” The father said. ‘Now we are free,

and our own laws apply again. But I have paid dearly for our freedom -

I have committed a crime.  will never touch a weapon again!’
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Some things are different

This book has a long story and a long journey behind it -
from Germany to Egypt and back again, and was finally
published by Baobab Books in Switzerland.

The biggest port town in Eqypt is Alexandria. Mannheim
on the other hand, is an important port town on the river
Rhine in Germanuy, but other than that the two places
seem worlds apart. However, the theatre people from
Alexandria and Mannheim worked together for a whole
year, because they think, that there is a lot to talk
about, especially when people come from countries as
different as theirs. They also wanted to know what

itis like to see things from the perspective of people
from the other country.

For this reason they each chose a famous story from the
other country and made a theatre play out of it. The
Egyptians chose the legend of William Tell. This legend is
about freedom. A lot of people in Egypt have fought for
freedom and just laws, especially in the past few years.
That requires a lot of courage - like in the Swiss legend of
William Tell and his son Walter, for example. The boy

put the apple on his head in a very dangerous situation.
In the eyes of the Egyptians the legend of William Tell
therefore covers a very current topic.

The German theatre people in turn decided on an Arabic
fairy tale. It is about a king, who chases all girls

and women out of his country, and about a courageous
princess, who proves to the king, that life is better
when women and men live together. The old Arabic fairy
tale tells an important story about justice between

girls and boys, between women and men.

Anne Richter (Mannheim) and
Mahmoud Aboudoma (Alexandria)
May 2013
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