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here was once, in the country of Alifbay, a sad ciry, the

saddest of cides, a city 30 ruinously sad chat ic had

forgotten is name. It scood by a moumnful sea fll of

glumibish, which were so miserable o eat that they made
peaple beleh with melancholy even though the skies were
blue.

In che noeth of the sad city stood mighry factodes in
which (5o I'm told) sadness was acrually manufictured,
packaged and sent all over the world, which never seemed
to get enough of it. Black smoke poured out of the
chimneys of the sadness factories and hung over the city like
bad pews.

And in the depths of the city, beyond an old zone of
rmned buildings that looked like broken hearts, there lived a
happy. young fellow by the name of Haroun, the only child
of the storyeeller Rashid Khalifa, whose cheerfulness was
famous throughout chat wnhappy metropolis, and whaose
never-ending stream of tll, short and winding tales had
eamed liim not one but two nicknames, To his admirers he
was Fashid the Ocean of Nodons, as senffed with cheery
stories as the sea was full of glumbsh; but to his jealous rivals
he was the Shah of Blah. To his wife, Soraya, Rashid was
for many years as loving a hushand as anyone could wish for,
and during these years Haroun grew up in 2 home in which,
instead of misery and frowns, he had his father's ceady
laughter and his mother's sweet voice raised in song.

Then something went wrong. [Mayhe the sadness of the
cicy finally crept in through their windows,)

The day Soraya stopped singing, in the middle of a line, as
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if someone had thrown 2 switch, Haroun guessed there was
rrouble brewing. Bue he never suspected how much.

Foashid Khalifa was so busy making up and telling stories
that he didn't notice that Soraya no longer sang; which
probably made things worse. But then Rashid was a busy
man, in constant demand, he was the Ocean of Notoens, the
famous Shah of Blah. And what with all his rehearsals and
perfarmances, Puashid was 1o often on stage that he lost track
of what was going on in his own home. He sped around the
city and the country telling scories, while Sormya stayed
home, runing doudy and even a linle thunderouws and
brevwiang up quite a storm.

Haroun went with his @ther whenever he could, because
the man was a magician, it couldn't be depied. He would
climb up on w some lictle makeshift stage in a dead-end
alley packed with raggedy children and toothless old-timers,
all squatting in the dust; and once he gor going even the
city's many wandering cows would stop and cock their ears,
and monkeys waould jabber apprn\dng]'gr from rooftops and
the parrots in the trees would imitate his voice,

Haroun ofien thought of his father as a Juggler, because
his stories were really lots of different tales juggled rogether,
and Rashid kept them poing in a sort of dizzy whirl, and
never made a mistake.

Where did all these stories come fom? Ik seemed that all
Foashid had to do was vo part his lips in 2 plump red smile
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and cut would pop some brand-new saga, complere with
sorcery, love-interest, princesses, wicked uncles, fat aunts,
mustachioed gangsters in yellow check pants, fntastc
locarions, cowards, heroes, fights, and half a dozen cacchy,
hummable tunes. ‘Everything comes fom somewhers,’
Hargun reasoned, “so these storics can't simply come out of
thin air, ., 2

But whenever he asked his father chis most important of
questions, the Shah of Blah would narrow his {to tell che
truth} slighty bulging eyes, and pat his wobbly stomach, and
sock his thumb between his lips while he made ridiculous
dnnking noises, ghag phep plup. Haroun hared it when his
father acred this way, “No, come on, where do they come
from really? he'd insisr, and Rashid would wigple his
eyebrows mystenously and make witchy fingers in the air.

‘From the great Story Sea,' he'd reply. ‘I drink cthe warm
Story Warers and then [ feel full of steam.’

Haroun found this statement intensely irritating. “Where
do you keep this hot water, then?' he argued craftily. 'In
hot-water bottles, T suppose. Well, ['ve never seen any.”

‘It comes out of an invisible Tap installed by one of the
Water Gendes,” said Rlashid with a straighe face, "You have
to be 1 subscriber,”

‘And how do you become a subscriber?

‘Ol said cthe Shah of Blah, ‘'thats much Too
Complicated To Explain.”

‘Anyhow,” said Harcon grumpily, ‘I've never seen a
Water Genue, cither.’ Rastud shrugged. “You're never up in
time to see the milkman,' be pointed out, ‘but you don't
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“A performance that dazzles the eye as it erupts
triumphantly out of the dark in a display of fireworks.”
—Anita Desai, The Washington Post Book Waorld

In his most humorous novel, Salman Rushdie gives us an imaginative
work of extraordinary intensity and power that is, at its heart, an illu-
mination of the necessity of storytelling in our lives.

“Fantastical, funny, whooping through drama and comedy, good and
evil, introducing creatures delightful or frightening, this joyous and
tender book is 3 whole Arabion Nights entertainment, ™

—Madine Gordimer, The Times Literen) Supplement

“A lively, wonderfully inventive comie tale . _ . His own Sea of Stories
from which he drew this enteraining and moving book continues o
flow as clear and brillisnt a5 ever,”™

—Alizon Lurie, The Mew York Times Book Review

“Haroun and the Sea of Stories will, T suspect, have claims to immartality.
- - . Thiz hook, so inventive and intelligent, so well-read and so
well-made, shines like a bright light in 3 world increasingly fearfill of
freedom or ideas.” —A.N. Wilson

“This is, simply put, a book for anvone who loves 2 good story. [ts also
a work of literary genfus. " —Stephen King
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