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The Genie Princess

First Part

It was a settlement of sailors by the river. It was a small settlement, but only sailors lived here. There were some fishermen too, and these fishermen were essentially sailors; catching fish was merely their hobby.

In this settlement of sailors, my family, Grandfather Walter, was considered the foremost. The people of this family had been sailors for generations. No member of this family had ever done any other work.

Grandfather Walter family lived in a mansion. The mansion had become quite old.

The old sailor Walter, after seventy years of life, had become weak and frail. He rarely came out of his room. When he did, he would walk with the support of a stick to the riverbank where his old boat remained securely tied to a tree. No one had permission to untie and sail that boat. If anyone asked Walter for the boat, even for a little while, he would say:

"No, son, no. This is my ancient companion. As long as I am alive, it will remain my companion only." Hearing this, the person asking for the boat would go away disappointed. Besides this grandmother mate boat, Walter loved two humans. One was his wife, who had died of cholera fifteen years ago, and the second human was Gardener. Gardener was the only son of his eldest son, Samuel. Gardener was the most handsome young man in the sailors' settlement. He was young and robust, someone any passenger could trust. Walter had been the greatest sailor of his time. When he grew old and became incapable, Gardener took his place. Sometimes the river would swell, and some passengers would urgently need to go to the other bank; in such times, it was Gardener who would seat these passengers in his boat and take them to the other side. Gardener never cared about the swelling river. Walter  had been a top-class sailor himself, and after him, Gardener had attained that status. Therefore, Walter loved his grandson very much. Gardener also loved his grandfather dearly. He would leave all his work to serve Walter . He would bring him breakfast early in the morning. He would prepare his hookah. He would feed him at mealtime. If Walter  had any task, Gardener wouldn't rest until he had carried out his grandfather's command. There was also informality between grandfather and grandson. Gardener called his grandfather 'Dear Grandfather' but sometimes in informality, he would even say 'Grandpa'  and Walter  would be happy instead of angry. When they talked informally, Walter  would say:

"Gardener! Shall I get you married?"

"Absolutely right, Grandpa! Whether she is ugly, hunchbacked, I will accept her;"

"And what if she is a genie?"

"I will marry her too."

"Gardener! My heart desires that you marry not a sailor's daughter..."

"Then whose daughter should I marry?"

Gardener would immediately laugh. "But not a genie's daughter."

"Then what, the genie king's daughter?"

"Who knows, it might happen."

Gardener would burst into laughter: "Wow, Grandpa! You say such strange things."

In the evening, Walter  was usually alone in his room because, at that time, people from the other side of the river, finished with their work on this side, wanted to go home as quickly as possible. All the men got busy sailing boats, and the women got busy cooking meals. Gardener also got no free time.

If any boy came to him, Walter  was very happy. He kept some food items collected in an old canister. Sweets, biscuits, or fruit. He would entertain his little guest with them. If the boy asked Walter  to tell a story, Walter  would tell him an incident from his youth. The story was this: One evening, a dangerous kind of swell had arisen in the river. All the sailors had tied their boats to trees and gone home. There were some passengers who wanted to reach the other side at any cost. Among them was one passenger whose mother was very ill, and he wanted to take medicine from the doctor and go home. Those

passengers begged and pleaded with all the sailors. They even agreed to pay the highest fare, but no sailor agreed to sail in that terrible weather. Everyone said, 'I cannot take this risk for your few pennies.' At that time, Walter volunteered to sail the boat. "I will take everyone to the other side." Walter 's family tried very hard to persuade him, but he didn't stop and, seating everyone in his boat, started rowing. Half an hour later, he returned safe and sound. "Grandpa! Your heart must have been afraid." the boy asked. "No, son! Why fear? A sailor is not afraid of the river. Rather, he loves it. The river is his friend. Understand?" "Does the river also love?" the boy asked in surprise. "Why wouldn't it? If it didn't love, then every other day some boat or another would sink. They both love each other," Walter  said in a confident tone.

If no one came to Walter  in the evening, Walter  would lean against the wall of his room and keep looking at his boat near a Sacred Fig tree, which had been his companion all his life. At that time, Walter  felt that his old boat was also looking at him with great affection. The darkness would increase. The boat would start disappearing from view. Walter 's eyes would keep trying to see it and remain fixed where his boat was. Gardener would come with food, "Grandfather! Sorry. I got late. Many passengers had come." "It's okay, Gardener, I wasn't alone. Who came, Grandfather?" "Who came? That one over there is my old friend, the one who loves me. Do you know who this is?"

"I know, Grandpa! I know. But she is far from here." "Not at all, Gardener, she is with me." Gardener would laugh, "Grandpa, never get aboard her." "I will get aboard, and this boat of mine will take me far away. You'll see, one day it will happen."

"Never do that, Grandpa. It's dangerous. You have become old and weak." Saying this, he would feed his old grandfather, prepare his hookah, and a little later, when sleep filled his eyes, he would leave at Walter 's request.

That evening, there was a wedding of a rich man's son on the other side of the river. He had invited all the sailors to the feast, and most sailors had already gone there before evening. Walter 's family also wanted to go. Walter 's eldest son Samuel  and his eldest daughter-in-law Grace, who was Gardener's mother, both said to Walter : "Baba, you come too." "No, I cannot go. You people go." "Then you will be alone?" "What's the harm in being alone?" Samuel  and Grace saw that Walter  was not ready to go, so they said to Gardener, "Gardener, will you stay with your grandfather or come with us?" "I will stay with Grandfather." But Walter  did not approve of this either: "Gardener will not stay with me. Such occasions of happiness don't come again and again. He will go with you." Gardener insisted on staying home, but Walter  did not agree. Reluctantly, he too left.,

The night was moonlit, and Walter  started looking at his boat from the window of his room some distance away. He had seen his boat a thousand times, but that evening, seeing his old friend, a strange feeling arose in his heart. For some reason, a desire was born in his heart that he should immediately get up and go there and sit in his boat. He kept suppressing his desire, but the desire kept growing. The night was slowly passing. Moonlight was scattered everywhere, and in that moonlight, his boat seemed to be calling him with gestures. The boat kept calling, calling incessantly. He started trying to get up. He placed both hands on the wall. His stick was lying nearby. He removed one hand from the wall and grabbed the stick. Leaning on the stick, he took the first step. Then he took a second step. After taking a few steps like this, he reached the door. At the door, sharp, fierce gusts of cold wind made him shiver, and his steps began to falter. He steadied himself with great difficulty. He decided to go back and even tried to go back, but he saw that instead of going back, he had moved a little ahead of the door. He slowly took steps, kept walking, and went to the boat. Who knows what came over him, he untied the rope and quickly sat inside the boat. The boat started moving. He saw that the oars were far from him. He reached one oar with the help of his stick. He brought it near with great difficulty. He brought the second oar too. He tried to use them, but his hands and feet didn't cooperate. "What need is there for them?" he muttered and, leaving the oar, sat down leaning on his stick. The boat kept moving forward. He started singing a song. He had sung this song many times in his youth, and the passengers who sat in his boat would always request him to sing this song. His voice was very resonant. When he sang, his voice would reach far and wide.
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