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After Jabir had completed the golden horsemen for the caliph, Jabir made a little bit of money by 

continuing to whittle ornaments and bowls and spoons and with this money he had bought a  small 

house.  Sadly his mother had died and his sisters had married and gone away. Now Jabir lived alone 

in his homely  but small house, he continued his whittling and sold the things he made at the market. 

Nearly everyone knew Jabir, he was once  the master carver in Bagdad! But he was twenty five now, 

but he still felt like a child - he wanted something but didn’t know what. 

 
Every week Jabir would go to the market to try and sell his carvings, bowls and spoons. The market 

in Baghdad was always  busy. Jabir would set up a stall by the market entrance and he loved his day 

at the market  where he could take in all the sights and sounds.  There were at least  a hundred stalls 

each with their own personality, some were selling fine food, some were selling satins and silks in 

bright multi colours, some were selling animals, some wine and dates and some were selling ground 

spices each one had a unique aroma. Besides selling things there was loud music playing and animals 

making noises, there was also the clatter of carts as people came to sell or buy something and were 

taking it home and he could hear people shouting to each other. 

 

On a day where Jabir hadn't sold anything a man came up to his stall, he picked up a bowl and said 

”what a fine gift this would make, but sadly I don't have any money.   Can i give you this in exchange 

for the bowl?” The man held up a battered, tatty sack.  Jabir was wondering whether he should take 

the sack or not because, who knows what could be in there?  But Jabir was intrigued and handed 

him the bowl and said “there you go sir”. 

 The man replied “thank you” and wandered off into the market. 

 
When he got home, Jabir opened the cloth sack and shook out the contents. A small furry 

bundle rolled across the floor.  “What ever is it?” Jabir thought. Then as fast as lightning  the small 

creature jumped to the windowsill, its small black eyes stared anxiously at Jabir.  They gazed at each 

other, the monkey had a small cream coloured face but the rest of its body was as black as charcoal 

but scruffy and bedraggled. Its nimble,  little fingers looked like they were good for climbing or for 

swinging from tree to tree.  He seemed a cute little fellow  but his expression showed he was scared, 

so  Jabir tossed him  a few grapes. The monkey immediately started   gobbling the grapes and  in 

only a second they were all gone!   Jabir thought to himself “he must be famished if he ate that 

quickly!” “Hello little fellow”  Jabir cooed, “are you going to be my friend?  Then I shall call you Abu!” 

 

Every day Jabir  took Abu to market where he would entertain 

the people who were looking at his stall, Abu was a great 

attraction to people so by the end of the day Jabir had nearly sold 

everything on his stall. Jabir was always impressed by Abu.  They 

had become the best of friends. 

 

 

 



One quiet afternoon, a big gruff man came up to Jabir's stall. The weird thing about him was that he 

didn't speak. All he did was pick up a bowl, looking intently at it, put back down again and left.  Jabir 

was surprised he didn't laugh or coo at Abu.  

 

The next day while Jabir was setting up Abu grabbed Jabir's purse and ran off with it Jabir started 

running after him shouting “Abu come here”, but Abu didn't listen. Jabir kept on running until  Abu 

stopped outside of a building then jumped up and hopped through a small window. On a sign it read 

BaBa Blacksmiths, Jabir was intrigued, what was Abu thinking? 

 

The door swung open and Jabir could see a giant furnace was burning hot, there was an anvil, after 

an anvil placed around the forge, on the walls there were hammers and other tools used for shaping 

metal  and it was hot and everything was covered in black soot from the furnace.  Jabir could hear 

metal clanking in a different room.  Then while Jabir had his back turned, a gruff voice bellowed 

“what are you doing here?” Jabir was startled at this, but he soon  remembered that was the man 

that had come to his stall the other day.  Before Jabir could reply the man spoke again “well if you're 

not going to answer get out, I've got to make one thousand swords for the Caliph and I have no time 

to waste “.  Jabir and Abu turned and ran out of the blacksmiths, and headed back to their stall but 

Jabir was deep in thought. 

 

At home Jabir decided to craft a beautiful sword handle. He used some olive wood and inset it with 

some small stones being sure to make it beautiful but strong.  When it was finished he returned to 

the blacksmiths.  “You again” the blacksmith shouted but Jabir stood his ground and showed his 

beautiful creation for the blacksmith to see.  “For your swords” he stammered. 

The Blacksmith took the handle and inspected it closely.  Then a huge grin spread across his face. 

“Just what I've been looking for'' he said.  “Can you make me 100, 1000?” he asked.  

 

Soon a deal was struck and Jabir ran home 

to send word to his cousins to come and 

help. Soon Jabir was making beautiful sword 

handles and the Caliph was so pleased he 

ordered many more swords for his guards. 

Jabir soon became well known again and 

with the money he made he bought a new 

house with a beautiful garden for Abu to 

play in. 

 


