tion by the incessant croaking of frogs, and had had 20"l
them removed from the waters of the city. A certain 524
person said this of the affair:

B efore his downfall, Tankiz had been driven to distrac- ~ , %} QAL fhave LR

-

Human-animal antipathy worked both ways. An Andalusian con-  slaughter for the post-Ramadan festival meal, but he is strapped

temporary of Tankiz, the poet and writer Ibn al-Murabi‘, told the  for cash. He eventually finds a monstrons billy-geat,“smaller than
. story of a goat in Granada that took extreme exception to people.  a mule but bigger than a donke
: " In this excerpt, the narrator has been looking for a ram to Alarm bells ring in his mind when the goz advises:
‘g ou’ll need four porters, ‘cause there’s no way you can '
. Ycarry it yourself, and you’ll have a job getting it to AWF/‘W’ M/Ifn %
follow you—or rather, the other way 'round. quthott whote hid tate U/M S
: pimaelf WA shot 0&
But to save money, the narrator hires only a single porter. This was, indeed, a mistake: M/I/Z o dedd / W%;W ;
: ; He necited & e endd
A loge . tell the porter to bring the goat and keep up with me pmm, 7he alioﬂ{/ the
of ;%“W until we get to the slaughterhouse. And when we do— with W”w 0&
: % he animal’s nowhere to be found. So | say, ‘Okay, 2 MWW@W
“ @ many . addness®
; “ance wwhat have you done with my goat?’ And he says, asdune that
?‘V%&‘om@% got away, and | don’t know where itis.’ ... So | go 'round mmwom'

the market and the whole neighborhood, calling out to all
and sundry that whoever finds a goat should let me know,
and that there’s a reward in it. Then this man comes out of a
show-room, all grumbpling and mumbling, and says, ‘Who’s
the owner of that damned goat? Whoever it is—damn him ,"4/%

too! If | clap eyes on him, there’ll be words, | can tell you.” So a ; )
L
[+

| say, ‘I'm the owner. What’s up? What have | done to hurt .
you?’ And he says, ‘When that goat of yours broke free, it o %

; : %, % %
took off like a lion and went on a rampage around town. @a@
It left nobody unharmed, and when it got into my pottery %% %2y

it went totally crazy and turned the place into a %
ell’s kitchen. In short, it trashed everything!

The unfortunate narrator foots the bill for the broken crockery and, after more disasters, eventually gets the goat home—to the consternation
of his wife, who chides him, saying, “You’ve brought home a demon!”
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=
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A few decades earlier, another Andalusian, Abu ‘I-Barakat al-Balafiqi, eelebrated in verse a happier example
tainly not human-human) relations. The journey-described took him and his companion from Almeria to-the

i a fellow traveler /52;:“’5@’%40 of
Whose presencawarmed-my heart along the way. meltetd (9 my)

For every time | paused to rest, he’d pause by me,
Regarding me with looks of love and tenderness. 7oy ww”ﬂ'
Fulfilling all the dues of good companionship,

As if he were of all friends the most true.

And this while my own people—of the human race—

All treat me with a meanness that’s insatiable ... ¥ |
Among them there’s no single bosom friend, ! 3
No one to show fraternal feelings, true and pure.




