In one of the large and rich cities of China there once lived a tailor
named Mustapha. He was so poor that by the hardest daily labor he
could barely support himself and his family, which consisted only of
his wife and a son.

This son, Aladdin, was a very careless, idle, and disobedient
fellow. He would leave' home early in the morning and play all day
in the streets and public places. When he was old enough, his father
tried to teach’ him the tailor’s trade, but Mustapha no sooner
turned his back than’ the boy was gone for the day. He was
frequently punished, but in vain; and at last the father gave him up as
a hopeless idler, and in a few months died of the grief Aladdin
caused him.

The boy, now free from restraint, became worse than ever. Until
he was fifteen, he spent all his time with idle companions, never
thinking how useless a man this would make of him. Playing thus
with his evil mates one day, a stranger passing by stood to observe
him.

The stranger was a person known as the African magician. Only
two days before, he had arrived from Africa, his native country; and,
seeing in Aladdin’s face something that showed the boy to be well
fitted for his purposes, he had taken pains to learn all that he could
find out about him.

“Child,” he said to Aladdin, calling him aside, “was not your
father called Mustapha the tailor?”

“Yes, sir,” answered the boy; “but he has been dead a long time.”

Then the African magician embraced Aladdin and kissed him,
saying with tears in his eyes, “I am your uncle. I knew you at first
sight; you are so like my dear brother.” Then he gave the boy a
handful of money, and said, “Give my love to your mother, and tell
her that I will visit her to-morrow, that I may see where my good
brother lived and died.”

“You have no uncle,” said Aladdin’s mother when she had heard
his story. “Neither your father nor I ever had a brother.”
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V jednom velkém a bohatém ¢inském mésté¢ kdysi zil krej¢i jménem
Mustafa. Byl tak chudy, ze svou tézkou dennodenni praci sotva
uzivil sebe a svou rodinu, kterd se sklddala jen z jeho Zeny a syna.

Ten syn, Aladin, byl velmi lehkomyslny, liny a neposlusny
chasnik. Odchazel z domova brzo rano a cely den si hral na ulici.
Kdyz uz byl dost stary, jeho otec se snazil ho naucit krej¢ovskému
femeslu, ale jen Mustafa ukazal zada, chlapec byl pry¢. Casto ho
trestali, ale marné. Nakonec to s nim jako s beznadéjnym lenochem
otec vzdal a za par mesict zemiel zalem, ktery mu Aladin zptisobil.

Chlapec ted’ nebyl ni¢im omezovan a stal se jest¢ horSim. Do
patnacti let travil vSechen Cas s linymi druhy a nikdy ho nenapadlo,
jakého budizkni¢emu to z néj udéla. Jednoho dne, kdyz si hral se
svymi Spatnymi kamarady, Sel kolem cizinec, zastavil se a prohlizel
siho.

Ten cizinec byl znamy jako africky kouzelnik. Teprve pied
dvéma dny pfijel z Afriky, své rodné zemé¢. V Aladinové tvafi vidél
néco, co mu feklo, ze se mu chlapec hodi pro jeho zdmeér, a tak si dal
praciadozvédél se oném vse, co mohl.

,Dité, fekl Aladinovi a vzal ho stranou, ,,nebyl tviij otec krejci
Mustafa?*

,»Ano, pane,*fekl chlapec, ,,ale uzje dlouho mrtvy.*

Pak africky kouzelnik Aladina objal a polibil. Se slzami v o¢ich
rekl: ,,Jsem tviyj stryc. Hned jsem t€ poznal, jsi tak podobny mému
drahému bratrovi.“ Pak chlapci dal plnou hrst penéz a ftekl:
,»Pozdrav srde¢n¢ svou matku a fekni ji, ze ji zitra navstivim, abych
vidél, kde mtij dobry bratr zil a zemftel.*

»INemas zadného stryce,” fekla Aladinova matka, kdyz ten
piibéhslysela. ,,Ani tvlij otec ani ja jsme nikdy bratra neméli.*
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Again the next day the magician found Aladdin playing in the
streets, and embraced him as before, and put two pieces of gold into
his hand, saying, “Carry this to your mother. Tell her I shall come to
sup with you to-night; but show me first where you live.”

This done, Aladdin ran home with the money, and all day his
mother made ready to receive their guest. Just as they began to fear
that he might not find the house, the African magician knocked at
the door, and came in, bringing wine and fruits of every sort. After
words of greeting to them both, he asked only to be placed where he
might face the sofa on which Mustapha used to sit.

“My poor brother!” he exclaimed. “How unhappy am I, not to
have come soon enough to give you one last embrace!”

Then he told Aladdin’s mother how he had left their native land
of China forty years ago, had traveled in many lands, and finally
settled in Africa. The desire had seized him to see his brother and his
home once more, and therefore he had come, alas! too late.

When the widow wept at the thought of her husband, the African
magician turned to Aladdin and asked, “What business do you
follow? Are you of any trade?”

The boy hung his head, and his mother added to his shame by
saying, “Aladdin is an idle fellow. He would not learn his father’s
trade, and now will not heed me, but spends his time where you
found him, in the streets. Unless you can persuade him to mend his
ways, some day I must turn him out to shift for himself.”

Again the widow wept, and the magician said, —

“This is not well, nephew. But there are many trades beside your
father’s. What say you to having a shop, which I will furnish for you
with fine stuffs and linens? Tell me freely.”

This seemed an easy life, and Aladdin, who hated work, jumped
at the plan. “Well, then,” said the magician, “come with me to-
morrow, and, after clothing you handsomely, we will open the
shop.”
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Druhého dne cizinec opét Aladina naSel, jak si hraje na ulici,
a objal ho jako predtim. Dal mu do ruky dvé zlaté mince se slovy:
,Dones to své matce. Rekni ji, ze k vam veéer pfijdu na vedeii. Ale
nejdiiv mifekni, kde bydlite.*

Tak se stalo a Aladin bézel s penézi domu. Matka se cely den na
pfijeti hosta piipravovala. Praveé, kdyz se zacali bat, ze tfeba dim
nenajde, zaklepal africky kouzelnik na dvete a vstoupil. Pfinesl vino
a ovoce ruznych druhi. Kdyz je oba pozdravil, pozadal, aby mohl
sed¢t tak, aby vidél pohovku, na které sedaval Mustafa.

»MUj ubohy bratie!* vyktikl. ,,Jak jsem nesStastny, Ze jsem
nepftisel diiv, abych t€ naposledy objal!*

Pak fekl Aladinové matce, jak pted Ctyficeti lety opustil rodnou
zemi Cinu a procestoval mnoho zemi a nakonec se usadil v Africe.
Popadla ho touha uvidét jesté jednou svého bratra a domov, a proto
prisel. Zel, piilis pozdé!

Kdyz vdova pfi vzpomince na manzela zaplakala, africky
kouzelnik se obratil na Aladina a zeptal se: ,,Jaké mas zaméstnani?
Jsinécim vyuceny?*

Chlapec svésil hlavu a matka jeho hanbu jesté posilila slovy:
»Aladin je lenoch. Nenaucil se otcove femeslu a ted’ se mi nevénuje,
ale travi ¢as tam, kde jste ho nasel, na ulici. Pokud ho neptesvédcite,
aby se napravil, budu ho jednoho dne muset vyhnat, aby se
protloukal Zivotem sdm.*

Vdovaznovu zaplakala a kouzelnik fekl:

., To neni dobré, synovce, ale je mnoho jinych femesel mimo to
otcovo. Co fikas tomu, ze bys mél obchod s jemnymi latkami
aplatnem, ktery tija zatidim? Odpovéz mi svobodné.*

Vypadalo to jako snadny zivot a Aladin, ktery praci nesnésel, na
to skocil. ,, Tak dobfte,* fekl kouzelnik, ,,zitra ptijdes se mnou a az té
pofadné ustrojim, otevieme obchod.*
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