
ARABIAN TALES:

The POWER OF DESTINY; or, Story of the Journey of Giafar to

Damascus, comprehending the adventures of Chebib, and his

Family. 

Giafar, grand vizier to the Caliph Haroun Alraschid, appeared to
enjoy his master's confidence and friendship. One day, however, an
incident happened, which seemed to shew, that his influence had
declined, to a degree sufficient to alarm all Arabia, to which the whole
family of the Barmecides was deservedly dear, and especially Giafar, a
most accomplished prince, and the chief of the family.

It was in the month of Ramazan, when the Caliph, who religiously
observed the fast, but wished to divert any disagreeable sensations which
it occasioned, took the fancy of visiting the apartment in which the
archives of his empire were deposited, and was attended thither by
Giafar, and Mesrour the chief of his eunuchs. He ordered the vizier to
open a press, containing manuscripts of the most precious character,
hoping to find, among these, something or other which might afford him
amusement; and ordered the Barmecide to give him the first volume on
which he happened to lay his hand. It proved to be the Giaffer , famous1

through all Arabia. It contains certain prognostics of future events,
which, however, cannot be understood without the help of calculations.
Haroun opened the book, and began to read the first pages. He suddenly
burst out a-laughing; but, in a moment after, appeared to be affected
with sentiments of a contrary nature. His countenance was overcast, first
with sadness, and immediately with extreme sorrow; so that he shed
some tears. These sentiments were again succeeded by joy. The vizier
remarking these varying emotions, expressed his surprise, and his
curiosity to know the motives. The Caliph suddenly returned the book
into its place; and, assuming a serious and severe air, addressed Giafar
in the following words, which were little expected by him.

“Get out of my presence; go, seek where you can, an answer to the
question which you have put to me; presume not to appear in my
presence, till you have obtained it; your head shall answer for your
obedience.” Giafar was thunderstruck at so rigorous an order, uttered in
so angry a tone; How could he have lost the favour of his master in a

  A copy of this Arabic work is in the King of France's library. It is ascribed to a
1

prince of the Barmecide race, an ancestor of the grand vizier Giafar.
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moment? he who, but a quarter of an hour before, had received the most
flattering marks of his kindness; he, who was the companion of his
amusements, no less than the president of his councils; he whom,
contrary to all the usages of the East, the Caliph permitted to converse
privately and familiarly with his favourite Zobeide. The minister returned
home in confusion and sorrow, and gave himself up to grief; considering
his fortune as fallen, and his head in danger, since he was required to
answer a question which had not been communicated to him, and to
explain facts which it was impossible for him to form any idea of. Food
was in vain served up before him; when the evening came, it was in vain
that he sought sleep, to relieve his anxiety; his restless inquietude, his
clouded countenance, and bodily indisposition, all bespoke the inward
uneasiness that hung heavy on his soul. His disorder could not escape
the observing eye of his affectionate wife, Fatme. She wished to discover
his secret; but although united to him by the bonds of consanguinity and
friendship, as well as marriage, she could not, with all her rights to his
heart and confidence, prevail with him to reveal it.

Three days had passed in this situation, equally afflicting to both,
when Hichia Barmekir, father to Giafar, returning from the country,
where he had spent some days, entered the house. Fatme communicated
her uneasiness to him. Hichia, going to his son, asked the cause of his
distress; and the entreaties of a parent at length prevailed. The vizier
related every circumstance of what happened in the library, without
hiding his own melancholy reflections upon his misfortune. The old man,
whose learning equalled his experience, heard all with an air of serenity:
“Be calm, my son,” said he; “have I not always recommended it to you, to
distrust appearances, and especially whatever the ignorant vulgar
attribute to fortune? The favour of monarchs, often betrays those who
think they enjoy it; it is obtained, too, by means, which seem formed to
produce contrary effects. In your present situation, either I am greatly
mistaken, or the disgrace into which you appear to have fallen, is to open
the way by which you are to rise to more perfect happiness, and higher
honours.”

Fatme, hearing him who was both her father and uncle speak
thus, melted into tears of joy and tenderness. “O my respected father!”
cried she, “whose prudence and sagacity are above all praise, tell us then
how we may extricate ourselves from our present perplexity?” “Alas!” said
Giafar, “how can my father tell what the Caliph read, when that Prince
keeps it a secret from all? How can he contrive an answer to it? I saw
him assume, successively, an air, first of joy, then of grief, and again of
satisfaction; and I am to tell him what motives could inspire him with
those varying sentiments: a thing perfectly impossible to every person
else, no less than to me. “Son,” replied Hichia, “the Caliph has read a
chapter of a work, famous through the whole world, of which one of our
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ancestors was the author: the book is the Giaffer. What made the prince
laugh and weep successively, could be nothing but the nature of the
events predicted. These are foreordained in the decrees of heaven; you
are to be concerned in the accomplishment of them; and they will, of
themselves, furnish the reply which is required from you. Your destiny
calls you at present elsewhere; you must leave Bagdad, and take the way
to Damascus, alone, disguised, and unattended. There will you see
wonders upon wonders; and events themselves will reveal to you this
secret, which so essentially concerns your peace and tranquillity.”

Giafar had the fulled confidence in the knowledge and natural
sagacity of his father. He took leave of him and Fatme; mounted an
excellent mule; and, in a disguise which rendered it impossible that he
should be known, took the way to Damascus in the utmost secrecy.
There was, at this time, in that splendid and opulent city, a man, named
Chebib. He was rich, affable, generous, and humane. He received, with
ths most liberal hospitality, all strangers, whom chance or business
brought to the city. The aims daily distributed at his gate, were a certain
resource to the needy. He never went abroad, but to bear relief and
consolation to the afflicted. His house was the asylum of the unfortunate.
The oppressed were ever sure of his countenance and support.

Without the city, he had a spacious garden, abounding in rare and
delicate productions of all sorts. He permitted the nobles of Damascus to
share the use of it with himself; and yet, without insulting their dignity,
or confounding them with the populace, he found means to admit the
lower classes to the participation of its beauties and conveniences; while
the traveller found there the most agreeable refreshments which
hospitality could supply. To mention one striking feature of this great 
man's character, which may completely mark out all his worth; he was a
perfect Musulman; neither the crowds of company that resorted to his
house, nor the vast multiplicity of his affairs, could divert him from the
strict performance of a single duty. By the careful management of his
time, he found leisure even for study; and yet regularly performed his five
prayers a day, observed the appointed falls, and fulfilled all the other
duties prescribed by religion.

Such was Xakem-Tai-Chebib, whose distinguished virtues and
generosity, flourishing at this time in Damascus, with the rich radiance
of the rose, diffused abroad a favour which reached to the most distant
extremities of the earth.

Chebib was in his garden without the city, when Giafar passed
near by its walls. The minister, being absorbed in deep reflection, was
surprised to see himself accosted by some young slaves elegantly
dressed. “My Lord,” said they, “it is almost noon. The hour for dinner is
near; you are still at some distance from the city; and your mule cannot
but be fatigued. Even now, you will do well to shelter yourself for a while
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from the excessive heat. Lord Chebib, our master, saw you coming at a
distance, and sent us to invite you to share his hospitality, for some
short time, at least. He will consider it as a favour from heaven, if he can
be of any service to you, and as a piece of kind condescension on your
part, if you accept his offers.” So courteous an invitation to a man
travelling in so simple and solitary a guise, seemed to the minister to be
a prologue to the wonders foretold by his father. Besides, as he was to
yield to the current of events, he could not refuse entering into an
adventure which presented itself under so fair an aspect. He entered
Chebib's house, therefore; and his surprise was greatly heightened, when
he observed with what courtesy, what assiduous and respectful
attention, he was received by the master of the house.

A large company was assembled. It was composed of the first
people in Damascus. A sumptuous entertainment was served up in
beautiful basins and ewers. Those presented to Giafar were of gold; and
the napkin given him to wipe his hands, was richly embroidered. Chebib
invited him to take the first place at the table. The whole company were
surprised at such marks of attention shewn to a stranger, who had
nothing extraordinary in his appearance, and who seemed to have come
among them by accident. Three hundred and sixty dishes were served up
on the table. The meats were all the most delicious and savoury that
could be procured. Never were taste and magnificence more happily
combined at an entertainment; nor was there ever a greater choice
presented of wines and other liquors, such as might gratify the most
fastidious palate. The atmosphere was embalmed with the most exquisite
perfumes. The sweetest music charmed the ears with the greatest variety
of modulations. Poems of various sorts were recited between the different
courses; and served to entertain the mind, till new delicacies should be
presented to rouse the languid appetite. The princes and grandees of the
city of Damascus, who were accustomed to all the refinements of luxury,
could not avoid admiring the order and elegance that presided amid this
sumptuous profusion; while, at the same time, they could not guess
what motives induced Chebib to display them in so uncommon a degree
upon the present occasion, or who might be the stranger whom he so
highly honoured.

Giafar was still at a greater loss than any other of the guests, to
guess at the motives upon which their entertainer acted; for he had more
than one reason for thinking himself totally unknown. But Hichia
Barmekir had prepared him to meet with wonders upon wonders at
Damascus; and the reception which he here found, upon his way to that
city, was calculated to prepare him for viewing subjects of surprise,
without any extraordinary emotion.

Immediately after the repast, Chebib took his guest aside, and said
to him, “You must be fatigued after your journey; if you will be pleased to
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rest here, you may command whatever may conduce to your
convenience. If you would rather proceed to Damascus, I have a house
there, in which all shall be equally at your service. If you should form
any wishes which your host cannot gratify, he will offer you his own
personal services, to make up for whatever may be wanting.

Giafar expressing a curiosity to see Damascus, which was entirely
new to him, Chebib excused himself to his other guests, attended the
Barmecide prince to the city, conducted him to his house, and placed
him in his own apartment, in which he had lately set up a new and most
superb bed.

Such attentive hospitality, displaying such candour, such
frankness, and so much confidence, was truly matter of admiration to
the Barmecide prince. Every thing conspired to prepossess him in favour
of his noble and generous host. Their conversation, which was at first
general, soon enabled him to see, in Chebib, a mind polished by
intercourse with the world, cultivated by study, and enlightened by
experience; a solid judgment, and an elegant sweetness of disposition. He
was, at the same time, surprised to remark, that, a man like him, in the
flower of his age, and apparently possessed of so much wealth, should
live alone, and without a family, as he seemed to do;—that a man, who
seemed to be in every other respect a scrupulous observer of the law,
should neglect that part of it which enjoins marriage, and pronounces a
sort of anathema against those who voluntarily condemn themselves to
die without posterity. He ventured to ask him, with much hesitation
however, whether or not he was married?

“What leads you to suppose,” said Chebib, “that I am not married?”
“The manner in which I am lodged,” replied the vizier; “the stillness and
solitude in your palace, in which, after the coming on of night, I have, for
these several days, seen no person but ourselves: beside these
circumstances, your constant attention, whether to myself or others,
which must naturally deprive your family of that portion of your time
which should be appropriated to them: in a word, your ordering matters
so, that you and I are never separate.” “Could I do less,” said Chebib, “to
approve myself worthy of that kindness of fortune, which honours me
with such a man as you for my guest? It is proper that I should be
always at hand, to attend to his wishes. I should be proud to lodge him
in my heart, would he accept of the place.” Giafar looked upon this as
another instant of those wondrous events which his father had foretold
to him;—when he saw himself, although a stranger, treated with such
distinction; and every thing profusely lavished, in the house in which he
was lodged, in order to render his day in it equally convenient and
agreeable. Yet, not withstanding all that Chebib could do, to engage, to
amuse, or divert his guest, he still perceived in his countenance, marks
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of inward chagrin and uneasiness, and could not help expressing a
desire to learn the cause.

The prince, finding him worthy of his confidence, no sooner heard
the question, than he opened to him all that was in his heart. “Noble
Chebib!” said he, “know that your guest is the unfortunate Giafar,
banished from the presence of the Commander of the faithful, his
master, and deprived of all hopes of being restored to his favour,
otherwise than upon a condition, which it is absolutely impossible to
fulfil; yet, in which if he fail, he must infallibly lose his head.”

“Although I had never before seen you, great prince,” replied
Chebib, “yet I knew you: perfectly, the very moment I received you at my
country-house. Although I have religiously kept the secret, yet I well
knew to whom I was paying those honours. I was expecting you in my
country-house at the time you arrived.” “And who,” replied the
Barmecide, “can have given you previous information of a journey, which
was no sooner thought of than begun, and prosecuted with such
diligence, that it was impossible for the news of my approach to outstrip
my speed?” “I must confess,” replied Chebib, “that my information was
obtained by extraordinary means. I have a precious book in my library,
which you cannot be unacquainted with, as it is the production of one of
your illustrious ancestors, and is named the Giaffer. It may be opened
only at certain seasons. Information respecting future events is to be
looked for in it, at the place which is first opened up. Whenever I may, I
have recourse to it, for instruction. The second volume happened to fall
into my hands, when I last presumed to examine this work., and the
three initial letters of your name, G, B, and V, were those on which I first
cast my eyes. In the subsequent leaves, I found the numbers which
directed me farther with regard to those letters. These I subjected to the
usual calculation of the Cabala, and thus learned that Giafar Barmecide
and Vizier, was called to Damascus by a decree of fate, by which he was
appointed to accomplish some important adventures, of more sorts than
one; and that he was to come alone, in disguise, and at such an hour.

“In consideration, therefore, of the high respect that is due to you;
grateful to heaven, by whose favour I was enabled to make this wonderful
discovery; and looking on myself as one of its instruments, chosen to
bear a part in this extraordinary series of the incidents of your life; I
removed to my country-house, and made every thing ready for your
reception. The grandees of this kingdom must have been surprised to see
me pay you the highest honours, at an entertainment to which they had
been expressly invited; although you were introduced to them under no
other character, than as an ordinary stranger, who had accidentally
dropped in. But they have often seen me give the precedency at my table
to a simple dervish; and, as they know how highly I honour science, you
have passed, and do still pass, in their estimation, as a learned traveller.
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I did not open my mind to you, my prince, in the first days in which we
were together; for I thought it better to wait till my conduct should merit
your confidence. However, as you now know my honest regard for you;
tell me, I beseech you, in the name of zeal, of friendship, of hospitality, of
heaven itself, which surely has not brought us together without some
extraordinary purpose; explain to me the circumstances which have
engaged you in the present adventure.”

“Oh! Chebib,” said Giafar, “although the decree of fate which has
brought me hither, had not appointed that I should have opened myself
to you without reserve, yet the virtues by which you are distinguished,
the friendship which you have expressed for me, and the power of
sympathy, would ensure to you my fullest confidence. That book named
the Giaffer, is the cause of my unaccountable disgrace, and of my
journey hither.” The vizier then proceeded to relate what had happened
in the Caliph's library, by means of the Giaffer, and the strange mode
that had been prescribed to him for regaining the Caliph's favour, which
he seemed to have lost; mentioning, at the same time, what consolation
and encouragement he had received from his father, Hichia Barmekir,
and how he had been advised by him to repair straightway to Damascus.

“Dear brother,” replied Chebib, “think nothing of what has
happened to you: in the execution of a decree of heaven, the Caliph
himself is only an instrument in the hands of a higher power. Be
resigned to whatever may happen you here. We cannot erase a single line
from the book of fate. We can have no merit but what consists in
respectful obedience. I do not apprehend that any thing disagreeable is
likely to befall you, except the uneasiness you must feel if you cannot
overcome your anxiety about the issue of this adventure. Besides, you
set out alone from Bagdad; you arrived at my house without meeting
with any dangerous accident; you have been received with friendly
hospitality; and I have been able to give you some information
concerning the end of your journey to Damascus, whither you were sent
by the direction of that wife prince your father. In all this, I see nothing
that can greatly discourage you.” This discourse of Chebib's dispelled a
part of the gloom and fearful anxiety that hung upon Giafar's mind.
Hitherto he had supposed that he might be the victim of some intrigue,
which, by false insinuations, had deprived him of the esteem, the
friendship, and the confidence of the Caliph. The reading in the library;
the curiosity which he had expressed; the succession of laughter and
tears, the motives to which it was impossible to guess,—had all together
appeared to him an abrupt and extraordinary mode by which the Caliph
had chosen to signify a dissatisfaction, the cause of which he did not
think proper to explain. But, after the light which had already been
thrown upon the affair, and the promises made to him by his father
Hichia; and as something wondrous had begun already to appear in the
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opening up of the adventure,—there seemed to be ground for
conjecturing, that the other marvellous things promised would soon be
unfolded.

By these reflections the vizier recovered courage, and entered
readily into every scheme of amusement proposed by his host. He went
one day to the public baths, on another to the high mosque; a third was
spent in riding out through the city and the neighbourhood. Exquisite
cheer, and whatever could improve or diversify its enjoyments; the
pleasures of select and elegant society; and, in short, all the amusements
that a great city can afford, were studiously procured by Chebib, to make
his noble guest forget how heavily time moves on with those, who are
devoured by the impatient expectation of an happy event, necessary to
the re-establishment of their fortune.

In spite of all these varied resources for amusement, anxious
uneasiness still preyed upon the mind of Giafar. Chebib observed it; and
the vizier acknowledged to him, that having been accustomed to traverse
the streets of Bagdad in disguise, he felt a desire to enjoy the same
recreation at Damascus. His friend made no opposition to his wishes;
and next day the vizier put an on a garb fitted to conceal his quality, and,
intimating that he should not return to dinner, entered upon his
excursion through the streets and markets of the city, and passed by the
mosque Giameh Illamoue (the finest: mosque in Damascus, and one of
the three most famous mosques in the world). Proceeding thence, he
turned several corners, and found himself at last opposite to a cook's
shop, which, having an appearance of neatness and plenty, induced him
to enter, that he might take a meal. Among five or fix other persons,
whom the same desire had assembled in the same place, was one man of
science, who, in the midst of a general conversation, raised his voice on a
sudden, and said, in a tone of confident affirmation; “The grand vizier
Giafar is undoubtedly in Damascus at this moment while I am speaking.”

“How know you that?” said another person of the same company.
“I am reader,” answered he who had advanced the proposition, “to Abdel
Melec-Ben-Mirouan, our king. Five and twenty days since I opened the
Giaffer, by his orders, and in his presence. You know, that this book may
be opened only at two different times in the year; at the two festivals of
Ramadan and Haraphat. We found, by calculation, that the Barmecide
prince was to be here on the seventeenth day of Ramadan. The purpose
of his coming is unknown. But you may be assured that he is here,
although the king has not been able to learn where he may be concealed.
A magnificent apartment is prepared for him in the palace. You cannot
but know, as well as I, that the events foretold in the Giaffer infallibly
come to pass.”

Giafar, at hearing this discourse, was afraid that he might be
discovered, and went hastily to the cook's room, to pay for his meal, that
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he might be gone. “You owe me nothing,” said the cook in a low voice:
“and this for three reasons; in the first place, because you are a prince of
the ancient, noble, and brave tribe of the Barmecides; secondly, because
you are prime minister to the Caliph Haroun Alraschid; and thirdly,
because you are guest to Chebib; that Chebib, whose example teaches
generosity, and is a model of hospitality worthy to be imitated by all the
earth. When thunder bursts the clouds, and these fall down in plenteous
rains to fertilize our lands, parched by the hot winds of the south, they
only imitate the beneficence of Chebib. Be not alarmed, my prince,
although he and I have happened to know of your coming hither. The
mode in which our information has been obtained, is a security against
our indiscretion. Here is the source of both his knowledge and mine.”
The cook then took a book out from a press which he opened with a key,
and shewed the title of it to Giafar. It was the third volume of the Giaffer.
“Here,” said he, “I learned that you were this very day to dine in my
house.” The discourse of the cook's appeared to the vizier a farther
accomplishment of what had been predicted by his father Hichia; as the
series of wonders which he had been taught to expect, were now more
and more unfolded.

Another incident of the same nature, was still wanting, to convince
him that he had been actually conducted to Damascus by a decree,
whose authority had constrained the Caliph himself to remove from his
presence the most useful of his ministers, and to deprive himself, for a
time, of the familiar society of a man in whom he delighted above all
others. On a following day, the heat being then excessive, the prince of
the Barmecides was tempted, in one of his excursions, to enter a
confectioner's shop, in which refreshments of all sorts were sold. He sat
down, and asked for some iced laxamas . Others came in at the same1

time to seek the same refreshment: but the confectioner took him by the
hand, and, with an air of mystery, carried him to his back-shop. “Prince,”
said he, as soon as they were alone, “you were not there in your proper
place. Here is a separate chamber, which has been some time ready for
you. Here you shall be served as well as a prince of your high birth,
grand vizier of the empire, and the right arm of the Commander of the
faithful, can be entertained in the house of a private person in my
circumstances. Giafar went with him. The confectioner seated him upon
an elevated sofa, on all sides of which stood vases of porcelain, filled with
the finest flowers. Three young persons, of great beauty, and elegantly
but simply dressed, waited near the sofa. “Children,” said the
confectioner addressing them, “this is your prince and mine, whose

  Laxanias is a  liquor extracted from dried raisins, and perfumed.
1
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arrival is foretold in the books of our ancient prophets; serve him with all
the attention you can, and with the respect which he well merits.”

The young attendants immediately set before him a small table of
sandal wood, and presented the laxamas with one knee upon the ground.
One of them filled a box with perfumes, the odoriferous vapours of which
mixed with those of the flowers, which already embalmed the apartment.
It was with pleasure that Giafar saw those three young persons, of his
own tribe, employing themselves about him with an air of satisfaction,
and approaching him, who was their head, as if it had been to ask his
protection. Thus, three young sprigs, arising from a branch of
Thamarena , are supported by the stem out of which they grow, while1

they spread out leaves and flowers, and prepare ornaments to array the
young beauties of the East.

Reflection upon his own condition, and a transient emotion of
regret when he looked back upon his former fortune, drew a sigh from
the Barmecide prince. “Alas!” said he to himself, when I enjoyed the
favour of my sovereign, and had power to protect the whole of my tribe,
how happy should I have been to have met with this charming family,
whom I might have attached to myself!” After making this reflection, in
which there was some feeling of bitterness, he gave fifty pieces of gold to
each of his young attendants; and offered to pay nobly for the laxamas.

“You owe nothing here, prince,” said the confectioner; “the house
and its possessors are your humble servants. We are of your own tribe.
You are our prince, our standard, the light of our eyes, the friend of the
great Haroun, and the guest of the generous Chebib, in honour of whom
so many lamps burn in the dome of the Coubit-il.Nassir . Look at that2

famous dome; count the lamps which have been hung up there, one after
another, since the first example was set by the great Haroun Alraschid
himself. All who have enjoyed the favours and hospitality of Chebib, and
there are princes in the number, have done themselves the honour of
placing there, a signal and lasting token of their gratitude. Thus, while
the moon rises to cheer the earth with mild lustre in the absence of the
sun, if any eclipse deprives us of her light, if any cloud happens to hide
her face, all Damascus need only to turn their eyes to Coubit-il-Nassir.
The lamps which gratitude has lighted up there, will supply the absence

  Thamarena, a beautiful tree, the small yellow flowers of which form charming
1

garlands, and have a delicious smell. Its leaves are dried, and reduced to powder. The

ladies of the East powder their hair with it. It is odoriferous. They likewise extract from

it a colouring matter, with which they stain their arms and legs.

  A dome on the top of the hill of Damascus. This curiosity attracted the Caliph's
2

notice, who visited it in disguise, in a journey which he had previously made for this

purpose to that city.
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of the luminaries of light, and incessantly illustrate the generosity of the
noble Chebib.”

Giafar felt a sincere satisfaction at hearing his magnificent and
virtuous host so highly praised. He conceived, at the same time, that a
man who could utter such a candid and generous eulogy, must be in all
respects greatly above the business of a confectioner. Knowledge and
virtue are not confined to any one station in life. Yet he could not help
expressing some curiosity to know by what means the master of the
house in which he was, could have received such particular information
concerning his residence in Damascus, and of the precise hour at which
he was to come to take a refreshment in his house. He replied, That it
was by studying the Giaffer, in the beginning of the fourth book; and
shewed him the note which he had drawn out from his calculations. The
vizier finished his excursions through the city, and returned home with
an air of satisfaction, which his kind landlord was pleased to observe. He
assisted the prince to put off his disguise, served him with coffee, liquors,
and every thing else that was proper to refresh him after the fatigues of
the day, till the hour of supper should arrive. A plentiful and elegant
supper, the luxury of which was heightened by music and perfumes,
crowned all the flattering attentions of Chebib: and Giafar, after eating
with a better appetite than ordinary, tenderly embraced his host, and
retired to rest, with a resolution of renewing his excursions through
Damascus next day; hoping to discover the progress of the decrees of
providence respecting himself. He passed an agreeable night; and day no
sooner appeared, than he dressed himself in his usual disguise, and,
after taking leave of his host till the evening, went out.

Accident carried the vizier to the banks of the river Abana. A poor
fisherman had thrown his net into the river several times, without
success. After three or four such attempts, which Giafar observed, the
poor man, wringing his net to squeeze out the water, spoke as follows, in
a tone of voice loud enough to be heard.

“I have a wife, with three boys and four girls: we have no bread;
and, for these three days, my net has not taken a single fish. I address
myself to thee, O my God! in the name of thy great Prophet; but I am far
from him. I can see here the dome of Coubit-il-Nassir which is always
illuminated by the generosity of thy servant Chebib. I will yet take
courage, and throw my net in the name of one who has such reputation
for benevolence upon earth, and who has found favour in thy sight.”

After speaking these words, the fisherman spread out his net, lifted
up his eyes to heaven, and exclaimed; “In the name of the twelve most
splendid lamps which burn in honour of Chebib, in the dome of Coubit-
il-Nassir; in the name of Chebib, and of the twelve stars, companions of
our great Prophet, which have rested over the house of that servant of
God in Damascus; to honour his beneficence and generosity by their
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benignant aspect—In these auspicious names I throw my net. O God!
may the name of him whom thou hast chosen for one of thy luminaries
on the earth, be of auspicious influence to the indigent.” The fisherman,
as he ended this address to heaven, again repeated, in a louder voice, “In
the name of Chebib!” and cast his net. It will easily be supposed,
considering what friendship Giafar had conceived for Chebib, that he
would wait to see how far the fisherman might be successful in
consequence of casting his net in that name. It turned out extremely
lucky. The weight induced the fisherman to suppose, that the meshes
had been somehow entangled in the bottom of the river. But he soon saw
the fishes flouncing, and was afraid that his net might be broken.

The fortunate proprietor of this valuable draught of fishes, in order
to make sure of it, fixed the end of the net to the trunk of a tree which
grew on a level with the water, stripped off his clothes, and went into the
river. By this means, he brought the whole draught safe to land. Giafar
was astonished, alike at the quantity and the quality of the fishes which
it contained. He congratulated the fisherman, and lent a ready hand to
assist him in emptying the net: and, as he had been surprised at seeing
such a wonder accomplished by the efficacy of the name of Chebib, he
asked the fisherman, who was that Chebib whose name he had so
happily made use of? “Are you then, Sir, absolutely a stranger upon
earth,” replied the fisherman, “not to know the generous Chebib? Even
the birds of passage, which have been fed out of his hand, have spread
the reputation of his beneficence to every climate. He is the son of
Chebib, and grandson to that Chebib who assisted the great Omar in the
conquest of Damascus, and afterwards entertained the Caliph and his
army for three days.

“Omar, willing to recompense his services, invited him  to
Damascus, built for him a noble palace, and impressed a mark with his
victorious hand upon one of the pilasters at the gate, which is still to be
seen, and is an object of veneration to all true Musulman. The Caliph
Haroun, when he came to visit Chebib at Damascus, honoured him in a
similar manner, by impressing his hand on the opposite pilaster. Open
your eyes; view those wonders which still subsist; and you will see in
what manner heaven and its vice-gerents have concurred to establish the
glory of these great personages. The Caliph has gone still farther, and
has made his name to be impressed upon the marble in letters of gold,
which you may also read.”

To praise Chebib, was to flatter Giafar: this concurred strongly
with the present incidents, to convince him, that fate, by carrying him to
be the guest of so respectable a man, was preparing the way for some
happy events in the fortune of his life.
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Moreover, in order to obtain still fuller assurance of the nature of
that influence by which he was guided, he contrived a new expedient for
trying his fortune.

While the fisherman was wringing and drying his net, he went up
and spoke to him. “You have convinced me,” said he, “that Chebib must
be a man in favour with heaven, since you have been so successful in
consequence of making use of his name. I feel some anxiety with respect
to the fortune of a man with whom I am connected, and I should be glad
if you would do me the favour of casting your net once again in his
name.”

“Brother,” replied the fisherman, “it would be imprudent to
presume too far upon the favour of heaven. I have been favoured with
one plentiful fishing. I am at a loss to think how I shall carry home what
I have caught. I must go sell them, and buy bread; for I left nothing in
my house, but water for ablution; and I have no time to lose. If I throw
my net without success, my family will suffer for it; and, even if I draw it
out full, what should I do with more than I am able to bear?” “You shall
not lose your time,” said Giafar; “for I will pay you for it: neither shall you
sink under your burden, for I will help you with it.” “In this case,” replied
the fisherman, “since I risk nothing, I shall take a sincere pleasure in
obliging you. What name is it in which you would have me? once more to
try my fortune?” “It is,” said Giafar, “Gim. Bi. Ouaow.;”1

The fisherman pronounced the name, and cast his net. It was
almost immediately filled so heavily, that he could hardly hold it with
both hands. The old man, overjoyed, waded into the river. Giafar helped
him; and, between them, they drew out upon the sand, the largest fish
that had ever been caught in the river Abana. When the fish was upon
dry ground, the fisherman, putting on his clothes, softly pronounced the
words Gim. Bi. Ouaow., the name which he had made use of. He then
asked the vizier to repeat it to him again; took up his staff, and set out,
drawing figures, and making calculations upon the sand. He appeared to
be in constant astonishment at the produces of his calculation and,
when it was ended, returned to the prince.

“We need only to throw the net again,” said he, “in the name of
Haroun Alraschid, if we would exhaust the river; since I threw it first in
the name of Ghebib, and you persuaded me to try my fortune a second
time under the star of the great prince of the Barmecides, the vizier of
viziers, and the right arm of the Commander of the faithful.—And how
could you seem uneasy about the fortune of the happy Giafar? how
confident would you have been, if acquainted with our books! The prince
of the Barmecides must be even now in Damascus, and in Chebib's

  The Arabic pronunciation of the letters G. B. V. in their alphabet. 1
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house, if one may judge from the effect of the conjunction of the star of
the house of Chebib, with his star. If the assistance of the great Barmekir
contributed to enable our great prophet to conquer Bagdad; Omar was
greatly indebted to the grandfather of Chebib for his conquest of
Damascus. Those two powerful stems will now perhaps join to support
the permanency of the empire, as they have heretofore contributed to its
extension. Such events does destiny bring about, by means which our
weakness cannot comprehend.”

Giafar was still more surprised to find so much knowledge, and
such depth of sagacity, in one of the lowest of the people,—than he had
been at the information of the cook, and the confectioner. This
philosopher had no library, but the firmament; no porte-solio, but the
sand. The next concern was, how to dispose of the fish that had been
taken. Giafar immediately bethought him of Chebib's beneficence to
every living creature. “Brother,” said he to the fisherman, “you have
undesignedly given me satisfaction in more ways than one. No body
respects or loves the generous Chebib more than I, and none can be
more deeply interested in the fate of the prince of the Barmecides. No one
takes greater pleasure than I, in honouring virtue and knowledge in that
class to which you belong. I wish it may shine with such lustre, as to
rouse the emulation of those, who think themselves dispensed, by the
circumstances of their rank and fortune, from all obligation to
distinguish themselves by merit of their own. I am richer than you may
suppose me to be from the quality of my dress. Let me have the
satisfaction of bestowing an early competence on your numerous family.
Take these two hundred pieces of gold; choose out from among the
fishes, what may be acceptable to the good folks at home; and, in the
name of Chebib, restore to the river all the rest that you took in the
names both of Chebib and Giafar, that they may publish the praises of
that generous man, even through the regions of the deep.”

“I will not keep one of them. O my prince!” cried the old man in a
transport of joy; “I know the name of Giafar, and know something of his
high destiny; and now his virtues make me acquainted with his person,
and I prostrate myself at his feet. No, there shall be no miserable beings
of my making in a day so happy to myself. All these fishes shall be
restored to the element out of which I took them. “Go,” said he to them,
“take strength and courage, run through the seas from south to north,
and publish, wherever you go, that Chebib and Giafar are united upon
earth, where they display the perfection of every virtue; and let the
Leviathan, that prince of the demons of the deep, hear and tremble”

The vizier now took leave of the fisherman, wishing him all the
prosperity that could follow a virtuous course of life, and that glory which
is the just recompense of toils undertaken in the cause of humanity. In
short, they parted with as much kindness as if they had been old friends.
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The hour for dinner was come. Giafar had taken fatiguing exercise. He
went to dine with his friend the cook; but met with nothing to gratify
either his curiosity or his taste, for such wonders, as might afford him
some information concerning the great work to which he was called by
destiny. He went next through the marketplace. In one corner of the
square was a coffee-house, the principal one in Damascus. Il Manachie,
a small branch of the river, ran through it, and embellished the garden.
He sat down upon a marble sofa in the garden; a railing of wood rose
around the sofa; and, over it, hung a vine, the foliage of which was
almost so thick as to conceal the seat. He had hardly taken his coffee,
when three dervishes happened to enter the apartment, which was close
only on the side where the marble sofa stood. Giafar remarked the
surprise of the three dervishes, who, without being known to one
another, and without any previous concert, had happened to arrive, by
three separate passages, at the same place, in the same instant. They
saluted each other, sat down, and kept silence for some time, while they
drank their coffee. They seemed, in the mean time, to be equally curious
to learn from one another, the circumstances which had produced so
singular an interview. The eldest at length spoke:

“My brethren,” said he, “does it not seem strange to you, that
accident should thus have brought us together, as if we had met here for
some previously concerted purpose? do not you suspect that there is
some mystery of Providence in this? Our character, which reduces us to
a perfect equality as brethren of the order, suggests the propriety of our
dealing frankly with one another. Letus mutually communicate the views
with which we came hither. I shall begin with giving you my story,
hoping that none of you will then refuse to tell his.

“Although, at present, by the grace of God, a Musulman, I was
born in the town of Kanko, in China, of an opulent family, who were
worshippers of Hahihu. From all the religious instruction that my
parents gave me, I was, upon reflexion, induced to conclude, that our
ancestors had made to themselves a deity, of one or several men; and I
became desirous of knowing and serving him who had made both me
and them. To the perplexity which I had begun - to feel upon this head,
my parents soon added another, by proposing that I mould marry a wife.
Having been long persuaded, that a man ought not to enter into such a
connection, without first knowing himself,—ought not to allow or to deny
himself any enjoyment, without having examined the object; I therefore
resolved to leave my father's house, and to travel through China, in
search of the information of which I found myself in want.

“I easily furnished myself with gold and jewels, for the expenses of
my travels. I then proceeded from province to province, to learn what
form of worship was observed in each, and upon what principles. Some
adored idols made with their own hands; others worshipped a calf, or
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some such ridiculous object: All sought to persuade me, that I ought to
be of their way of thinking: While I clearly perceived, that, to worship the
workmanship of one's own hands, was an act of weakness; and that
none but an idiot could suppose the system of the universe, organised as
I saw it, to have proceeded from the head of a calf. I met with some
likewise, who adored the sun, because the heat of that luminary seems
to enliven all nature. I could not avoid acknowledging, that, although not
God, yet he might be admitted to be a natural enough emblem of the
Supreme Being. But being carried by my passion for travelling, to places
where his influence is scarcely felt, I saw that there was something
wanting, to his being even a perfect emblem. I at length returned
homewards. On my way, I entered the city of Demgad. I lodged in the
quarter appropriated for strangers. I entered into familiar conversation
with a man, whose principles and turn of mind seemed to suit my own.
Another came up in the mean time, and accosted him, “What! are you in
this city?” said the former to the latter; “and where do you lodge?”——
“With Tantour-Kous-Kam,” answered the other, “the most respectable
man in all China, for the old-fashioned virtue of hospitality. So great is
his charity, that he is said to feed more than a thousand persons every
day.” Being a stranger in Demgad, I happened to mention to Kous-Kam,
the generosity of Chebib of Damascus; and at that name, if my host
could have showered pearls upon me, he would certainly have done it. It
was from Chebib of Damascus that Tantour-Kous-Kam learned that
generous hospitality which he exercises with so much honour to
himself.”

“You were well acquainted with that Chebib, then?” replied I. “I
was his guest at two different times,” answered he: “Without seeing the
hospitality of Chebib, one can have no idea of that virtue. By his
hospitality, he has gained the love and respect of all about him; and so
extensive is his reputation, that the birds of heaven are said to join in
concerts to his praise. I myself witnessed the affection which even the
brute animals bear him, and the attention which that extraordinary man
pays to them.

“One day when I was with him, an ibis flew screaming about a
pavilion in his garden, in which he commonly rests for a few hours in the
heat of the day. His slaves, impatient of the screaming of the bird, were
preparing to shoot him. Chebib forbade. A window of the pavilion was
opened, and the ibis entered; and began to scream again, more bitterly
than before, over-against a large sofa upon which Chebib had usually
slept. He ordered the sofa and the carpet to be carefully removed. Under
them was found an enormous serpent, which had entered by a
subterraneous aperture. The slaves would have killed it; but Chebib
would not permit. He ordered the animal to retire into its hole: it
immediately obeyed: and he contented himself with causing the hole to
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be closed up, and forbidding the creature to return into the pavilion.” -—I
listened eagerly to this narrative, and immediately determined what I
should do: “The best conduct,” said I, “can proceed only from the best
principles; and virtue can be founded upon no other basis than truth:
This I shall surely find with Chebib.” I set out for Damascus, and sought
for the sage, whom I was so desirous of knowing. Hardly had I entered
the city, when a slave came up to me, with an invitation to honour his
patron's house with my presence. I was conducted to the very man whom
I wished to see; his excellent lessons made me desirous of professing
myself a Musulman; and I soon after became a dervish. I now visit
Damascus every three years. A taste for retirement, induces me to prefer
his house in the country. At certain times my host and I meet; and I have
come to see him to-day.”

When the first and eldest of the three dervishes had spoken, the
second proceeded thus: “Brethren, what I am going to tell you, will prove,
that nothing happens, otherwise than as destiny directs; and that it is by
destiny that we have been brought together here. I am also an admirer
and disciple of that Chebib, of whom you speak; and am newly arrived in
Damascus, to offer myself to his hospitality. I was born in India, of a
powerful and prosperous family. But being early taught to know that
appearances are deceitful, and that man was sent into this world for
other purposes than to pursue fancied enjoyments, which occasion more
pain than pleasure; I determined to travel for my improvement, and left
my father's house.

“As I was one day passing through the streets of Surat, near the
grand Pagoda, a blind man caught my notice, who had asked alms
unsuccessfully since the morning, and who, being now in despair of
meeting with one compassionate soul, gave himself up to grief. On a
sudden, prompted by the pressure of extreme want, he wept aloud, and
cried out, “Whoever thou art that passest this way, give me alms, if not in
the name of God, yet in the name of Chebib of Damascus.” I felt myself
strongly moved at that name, which I had never before heard. I was
curious to know why the blind man made it his last resource. I went up
to him, and after putting two pieces of gold into his hand, “Brother,” said
I, “What man is he whom you named?” “He is,” replied the blind man, “a
pattern for all who are disposed to do good to their brethren. His
generosity shines so conspicuous, that all who see him, have a noble
example to imitate, and must be inexcusable if they shut their ears and
eyes against the tears and lamentations of the unfortunate. He bestows,
with a degree of delicacy, which hinders the weight of the obligations
conferred, from being felt by those who receive them. Such indeed is his
beneficence, that not a single creature can come near him without
experiencing its effects.”
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“This account, given by the blind man, excited in me a curiosity to
see Damascus, and to become acquainted with a man whose name and
character were made known to me in so extraordinary a manner. I
accordingly travelled to this great city. I obtained ready access to Chebib.
I abjured before him the blind worship of Brama, Witsnou, and Rutren;
and assumed the habit of a dervish.

“I shall conclude, with mentioning an incident, not unlike that of
the serpent of which you told us. The king kept a lion, of enormous
stature, in an iron cage, and close by one of the palace gates. Chebib
never passed that animal, without giving it some mark of his kindness,
and of his inclination to make every living creature happy. One day
having been maltreated by his keeper, the terrible animal escaped, and
was proceeding to produce the most dreadful ravages in city and country.
Happening, however, to meet Chebib, the savage creature became
suddenly mild at sight of his daily benefactor, and suffered him to lead
him back to his cage, with as little resistance as the tamest of animals
could have shewn.”—— The second dervish thus concluded the narrative
of his adventures, asking the third to relate his story with equal
frankness.

He began, with expressing his wonder, that they should all three
have come to Damascus on account of the same man. This dervish had
been born a Musulman, and had professed himself a dervish, before
becoming known to Chebib; but he acknowledged himself indebted to
him for much information concerning the nature and extent of the duties
of man upon earth; and observed, that if Chebib set an example to the
rich, of a noble and reasonable use of their wealth, he, at the same time,
taught the poor to find other resources in their moderate circumstances.

“Brethren,” continued he, “you have spoken of his beneficence to
the inferior animals: I can tell you that it extends even to plants. When
ever he walks in his garden, he waters those which are dry, raises up
such as are fallen down, and props others that may be leaning. He would
never suffer water to be confined in his house or gardens, in order to
make it spout up in the air but allows it always to follow its natural
current. In a word, he is the friend of all nature.”

When the third dervish had ended his narrative, the first resumed
the conversation: “The star of the man we are speaking of, is very
powerful; but although it has almost invincibly attracted us, yet, from my
knowledge, I believe that we are at this moment under the guidance of
another, and still more powerful constellation. We came hither in the
name of Chebib, and we are assembled here by that of G. B. V. of which I
know only these letters. Books indeed prepare us, brethren, but events
instruct us. Let us wait patiently for those events, which are to clear up
to us the apparent mystery of our meeting here today.”

58



Thus ended the conversation; and the three dervishes arose, and
went away. It will be readily supposed, that Giafar lost not a syllable of
this dialogue. It would have been very interesting to him, even though it
had been confined to the praises of his host and friend Chebib: much
more was his attention raised, when he heard the eldest dervish say, that
he and his brethren were assembled under a name, the star of which
ruled that of Chebib, since he could have no doubt that the name was
his own. The Barmecide prince did not, however, indulge, upon this
occasion, any emotions of pride. He had too high an idea of virtue, to be
entirely satisfied with his own excellence. The star of Chebib might be
more brilliant in heaven than his. But upon earth, where it is not virtue
that confers powers and honours, that of the Caliph's minister must be
predominant. The vizier felt his courage raised by reflection on the
wonderful accident which had brought those three dervishes together,
and led them into a conversation referring so directly to his particular
situation. He concluded, therefore, that he had not lost the good grace of
the Caliph, so entirely as he had imagined; since, in the eye of heaven, he
was still vizier, as was indicated by the three letters G. B. V. which the
dervish had mentioned. He returned towards the house of his host, and
appeared before him with the air of having been satisfied with the
different objects he had seen in the course of the day; but did not enter
into a detail of an adventure, which perhaps might have pained Chebib's
modesty.

Resigning himself to the influence of his star, of whose powerful
energy he had received such proofs, the vizier resolved to remain still
concealed, that he might not counteract its effects by his own
imprudence. And as he had received so much edification in the streets of
Damascus, he resolved to continue his rambles through the city,
continuing, at the same time, to disguise himself, so that he might not be
known.

As he was one day returning hastily to Chebib's palace by winding
streets, he found himself obliged to go a great way about. The day was
excessively hot. He had supposed that he was only three or four hundred
paces from the house he sought; but being unaccustomed to so fatiguing
a walk, his breath suddenly failed. Observing a marble sofa conveniently
enough set in a sort of portico, he threw himself down upon it for a
moment, and drew out a handkerchief to wipe his face. Opposite to
where he sat, stood a palace, supported upon six and twenty columns in
a grand style of architecture, and illuminated by four and twenty
windows. Before each window was a small terrace garden; and each
garden exhibited beauties peculiar to itself. While so agreeable a
spectacle attracted his eyes, one of the windows opened. A young lady
appeared, seemingly about fifteen years of age, and so exquisitely
beautiful, that the vizier had never seen her equal.
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“To be sure,” said he to himself, “it is written, that the sun and
moon are to be three times eclipsed before Mahomet, the true star of the
earth. Yet I am tempted to think that our writers must be mistaken. The
luminaries of the world have only twice veiled themselves before our
Prophet. They, no doubt, expected the birth of this heavenly object, to do
her the homage of a third eclipse.” While Giafar was musing thus
passionately, the young lady continued to water the flowers, which
seemed to revive at the very approach of the moisture sprinkled upon
them by her beneficent hand. When that heavenly beauty had watered
the flowers from a porcelain vase in her hand, she shut the window, and
disappeared. The vizier waited in expectation of her coming to water the
other flower-knots: but in vain: he remained with his mouth half open,
his eyes fixed, and his neck stretched out towards the windows of the
palace, where the lovely vision had appeared. Night found him in the
same attitude, in which Alilcaf is related, in the Koran, to have remained
fixed for three hundred years, after seeing the glorious bird of paradise,
which announced to him the coming of Mahomet. Giafar might perhaps
have passed the night there; such power had his rising passion assumed
over his heart: but he was roused out of it in a short time, by the
unexpected arrival of Chebib.

His generous host came out from the apartment of his women,
which was divided by his gardens from the palace in which he used to
entertain strangers. He had become uneasy at the prince's delay, and
began to fear some accident. Disguising himself, therefore, he went out
by a back-door; but the very first object that struck his eyes, was the
vizier, absorbed in contemplation, opposite to the four and twenty
windows. “What are you doing here, my dear friend?” said Chebib. “I was
beginning to fear that you might be involved in some disagreeable
adventure.” “I had walked till I was extremely fatigued,” replied Giafar;
“and this sofa seemed to stand here so commodiously, that I could not
forbear to cast myself down upon it.” “Come in,” returned Chebib; “here
you will be more at your ease.” The vizier tried to rise; but he seemed
glued to the spot, as it were by some power of enchantment: his body felt
excessively languid and sluggish, when he tried to remove it from a place,
whence it was impossible to withdraw his soul. He endeavoured,
however, to hide his confusion from his host, and accompanied him to
his palace. But he could not enter into conversation; he could not
partake of an excellent supper that had been prepared for him; he could
not enjoy the delights of a fine evening , which Chebib had taken all1

  There is nothing that can be compared with the charming nights at Damascus.
1

The sky is free from vapours, and perfectly serene. The waters, which run about, and

through the city, diffuse a delicious coolness, which makes ample amends for the
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pains to improve to him. He went to rest in a state of distress, which
could not but alarm his generous friend. He passed a restless night. Not
a moment's sleep could he find, although he had sitten fixed like a statue
upon the marble sofa; but he could not now rest for a moment, in any
one situation, in his bed. The anguish of his heart affected the
expression of his countenance; and when Chebib entered his chamber in
the morning, he found his pulse quick, his eyes glaring, and his
complexion altered. He was extremely uneasy at the sight, and instantly
called his physician. The physician had great skill in his profession, of
which he gave immediate proofs. He examined the state of his patient,
remarked his languid respiration, and the fire in his eyes; took him by
the arm, and felt his skin; and at last set himself to count the beatings of
his pulse. After a quarter of an hour's observation, he asked for pen, ink,
and paper; wrote down his advice, without uttering a word; and put it
into Chebib's hand. The latter opened and read it, with a mixture of
eagerness and fear.

“Your guest's illness is neither more nor less than a violent
inflammation in his heart. It has entered by his eyes, and can be no
otherwise cured, than by the object that excited it. All other remedies are
useless.”

Chebib gave the paper to Giafar, who read it with an air of
astonishment. The generous Chebib took advantage of his surprise, and,
smiling, addressed him thus: “What! my dear guest, my friend, my
brother; have you a secret of this nature, and yet would not confide it to
me? Was it proper that a physician should be the first to explain to me
your illness? Since his art can give you no assistance, will you not deign
to employ mine? Nothing that my zeal can effect, shall be wanting to the
accomplishment of your happiness. Is the object of your wishes in
Damascus? Where did you see her?”

“Recollect, dear Chebib,” said Giafar, “the place where you found
me sitting last night. A young lady, tall, graceful, handsome and
beautiful as a Houri, came, while I sat there, to water the flowers in a
small garden upon a terrace opposite to the sofa. Never saw I so beautiful
eyes. They shed a mild lustre; and yet, the fire which glanced from them,
irradiated the water which she sprinkled upon the flowers with all the
lovely colours of the rainbow. She smiled like Aurora, when she leads in
one of the fairest days of Spring. Her arms were exquisitely turned, and
slightly stained with thamarena. Her beautiful hair was perfumed with
powder of the same plant, which diffused a fragrance through the air,

scorching heats of the day. Under the Caliphs, in the times, as the Arabian poets say,

when the rivers flowed with milk, all the gardens about Damascus, and the banks of the

rivers, were usually covered with singing men and ringing women. It was a period of

continual pleasure, and festive joy.
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that reached me where I sat; while the charms of her features,
heightened as they were by all the happiest aids that art could furnish,
seemed to deserve, not merely my homage, but that of all animated
nature!”—“O, my dear friend!” replied Chebib, “how fortunate do I think
myself, that I have it in my power to contribute to your gratification, and
to restore you that health and quiet, of which an unhappy passion might
have for ever deprived you! I know the object for whom you burn; you
may aspire to possess her. The beauties of her mind are not inferior to
her exterior appearance: she is innocence itself. Yet the husband, to
whom she is at present united, has found himself obliged, in
consequence of an accidental violation of the law, to submit to the
painful necessity of divorcing her, which he has this day done; and I can
therefore promise her to your arms. Indulge your passion. Without taking
any concern about what it may cost those who are to contribute to your
gratification; be happy, my dear vizier, and assure yourself that you are
soon to be much more so than you imagine. Giafar was both surprised
and delighted, at this voluntary promise of his host. “I must confess,”
said he to Chebib, “that my father did not deceive me when he told me
that at Damascus I should meet with wonder upon wonder. My eyes
beheld a miracle of beauty; and love has performed another miracle in
my favour, by helping me to the enjoyment of that ravishing object,
through the assistance of the tenderest friendship.”

Chebib immediately retired, crossed his garden, and entered the
small palace supported by the four and twenty columns, opposite to
where the prince of the Barmecides had fallen into an ecstasy at the
appearance of Negemet-il-Soupeh, the youngest, the last married, and
the most tenderly beloved of his host's wives. That generous man was
fully assured, after a moment's conversation with her, that it was
Negemet herself who watered the garden while Giafar reclined on the
sofa. His present object was, to gain her consent to a dissolution of their
marriage, and to persuade her to enter into a new nuptial engagement,
much more advantageous for herself and her family. Her present
situation was not without its agreeable circumstances, nor had she ever
experienced in it any subjects of chagrin. Happily, he at that time
supposed, that, in pursuing his purpose, he had no passion to combat
but his own. He was however sensible, that delicacy and address were
requisite in making the proposal. It was not for him to suggest reasons
which might persuade a young woman, that she would be much happier
in another situation than in that in which she was presently placed. This
would come much better from an ambitious father and mother; and,
when urged by them, would be less liable to offend her delicacy. He
contented himself with addressing her affectionately in these words: “I
love you tenderly, dear Negemet, and feel the warmest wishes to promote
your happiness. I shall perhaps give you a moment's pain, at this
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instant, when I have nothing in view but your fullest satisfaction: were it
necessary, I would readily expose my life to serve you. In return, let me
only entreat you to retire for a few weeks to the house of your respectable
parents. It is in consequence of a rash vow, that I am under a necessity
of subjecting myself to the pain which even a short separation from you
must cost me: And, in the mean time, do me the justice to believe, that I
shall be employed when you are absent, in promoting your felicity.

Negemet-il-Soupeh having been brought up in the habit of
respectful obedience to her parents, had, as yet, no will of her own. She
considered this order to return to them for a few days, as a favour which
she durst not have presumed to request. Instead, therefore, of making
any difficulty of compliance, she innocently thanked Chebib for the
permission. He had, in the mean time, sent to request Scheffander-
Hassan to favour him with his presence, in order to the discussion of an
affair of importance. The emir immediately waited on his son-in-law,
who, without delay, explained the matter to him.

“Your daughter, my dear Scheffander, is a jewel in my eyes. But I
have found means to secure for ever both your good fortune and hers,
amidst all the vicissitudes to which all human affairs are subject. I
counted myself happy in being your son-in-law. But a man, in all
respects preferable to me, has heard the amiable Negemet very
favourably spoken of, and adores hers My friendship owes the sacrifice
which I offer to your self, to your family, and to her. Conduct her home
with you; reconcile her to her good fortune. The value of the sacrifice
which I make, will serve, in some sort, as a consolation to me. I should
be but too happy, if I could make every other person so, even at the same
price.

“But, as every thing must be conducted with due delicacy, be not
precipitate upon this occasion: choose your time, and take your
measures. When you have brought her to agree to what we desire, you
may give me notice; and I will then divorce her before the Caliph, in such
a manner as that neither you nor she shall be disobliged. Till that time,
let the secret rest with yourself and your wife. I need not enlarge upon
the consequences to you; one, among many, will alone be sufficient to
convince you of the importance of secrecy. He who is to marry your
daughter, knows not that she is at present my wife, although he knows
that she is already married: And I have reasons for choosing to appear in
no other light, than as the agent between the parties, who, without any
sort of personal interest, wishes to render a friend an essential service.”

Scheffander carried his daughter home with him, determining to
neglect nothing that might contribute to fulfil the views of Chebib, the
advantages of which he clearly saw; and Giafar's host returned eagerly to
cheer his guest. “Prince,” said he, “as soon as he entered his chamber, if
your physician judged lightly of the quickness of your pulse, you must by
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this time be in a good way of convalescence; and you may cheer yourself
with the certain assurance of possessing, in a few days, the lady on
whom your perfect recovery depends. Her husband desires, above all
things, to see the young beauty happy, whom the unlucky circumstances
of his fate have obliged him to repudiate. Neither the lady's parents, or
herself, will make any objections. Only one thing stands in the way of
your happiness: You cannot contract the matrimonial engagement,
unless in your real character.

Giafar, however much he might be in love, was sensible of the
necessity of waiting till he could openly declare himself. Affected, at the
same time, with a deep sense of the importance of the service which his
friend had rendered him, he expressed, in the strongest language, his
gratitude for the ardour and activity of Chelib’s friendship. “I will take no
measures,” said he, “but what your wisdom shall dictate. The hopes
which you give me, are enough to make me easy. I can now wait, till your
generous cares, and a change of circumstances, may favour the
accomplishment of my wishes.” Giafar's joy was at its height. He desired
to be alone, that he might muse on the object that had captivated his
heart. To enjoy the solitude which he desired, he went out into the
streets of Damascus, and found it every where, even in the midst of
crowds. But as he was attentive to all that occurred to his observation,
he happened, when near the high mosque, to overhear two blind men
making their mutual salutations, they having recognised one another by
the sound of their voices. “Ah! Is this you, Benphisos?” said the eldest to
the youngest; “I have a great many things to tell you. My wife, you know,
is from Barbary, and is skilled in all the books of occult science
contained in that famous repository of the monuments of this sort of
knowledge, the Dom-Daniel at Tunis. She does a great deal of work every
day, for which we are never the richer; however she discovers many
secrets. She assures me, that Giafar, prince of the Barmecides, was here,
in Damascus, within these few moons. He was compelled to come hither,
by a prognostic taken from the Giafar. The Caliph requires an
explanation of a particular fact; and his grand vizier has come abroad in
search of this. But this is not a fit place for us to talk of these mysterious
affairs.”

“On the contrary,” said the younger, “nobody comes this way at
present; for this is not the hour of prayer.” So saying, he stretched out
his arm, and felt all about him with his staff; which Giafar avoided.
“When he thought himself sure that there were no strange ears to
overhear them; “Let us sit down,” said he to his comrade, “ on this
bench, and resume our conversation. Your wife has told you, that the
grand vizier Giafar is in Damascus; and I, for my part, assure you, that,
before two days are ran, he will be publicly known, with whatever care he
may strive to conceal himself.”
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“And who told you that?” said the old blind man. “My father,”
replied the other, “who was born in Egypt. He has not had his
information from books; he is able to compose such himself; for he holds
a familiar correspondence with the genies. The story which I am to tell
you, is long and complex: but, have patience, and you shall hear.
Markaff, one of those genies of the earth who are employed in watching
over treasures, and whom my father sees almost every day, fell in love
with the daughter of the Sultan of Herak, and resolved to appear to her
by night, in order to try whether he could not please her, and persuade
her to marry him. He retired to his usual abode, to prepare for making as
splendid an appearance as possible before the object whose affections he
desired to gain. He rose, involved in a dark mist, and was borne by a
blast of whirlwind; when a cloud, descending from the middle region of
the air, stopped his progress. It was the car of Tantoura, queen of the
genies. She had no difficulty to know her subject, notwithstanding his
finery. “Whither goest thou,” says she, “so pompously arrayed? Whom
dost thou mean to dazzle with this magnificence?” “Great queen!” replied
Markaff, prostrating himself to the ground; “I am in love with the most
beautiful object among the daughters of men, and am going to try my
fortune.” “She must be a fit mistress for a lover like thee. Canst thou,
blinkard that thou art, discern between beauty and ugliness? The lady of
thy affections is no doubt such another lump of deformity as thyself.” “O
my queen! the sun does indeed dazzle my sight by day; but by night I can
see as well as another, and perhaps better. I can assure you, that the
Sultan of Herak's daughter, with whom I am passionately in love, is the
most charming Princess on earth.” “Mighty fine this,” replied Tantoura;
“and where couldst thou find expressions of praise, if thou shouldst see
the lovely youth whom I am going to visit at Damascus, for the tenth time
in the course of this month, without his having once perceived me?—I no
sooner leave him, than I die with impatience to return. Come thou with
me; thou mayest safely trust that great lubberly body of thine to the light
vapours on which I am borne; they are perfectly sufficient to support
thee: Thou shalt agree, that thy choice is not to be compared with mine.”
Such was Tantoura's sovereign pleasure; and Markaff must obey. The car
of Tantoura ascended. In an instant it hovered over Damascus, and
stopped upon one of the wings of Chebib's palace. It was his only son
that had attracted the regard of the queen of the genies. At sight of him,
Markaff was obliged to acknowledge, that there could not be a lovelier
object on earth; but maintained that the princess of Herak was as
beautiful as he. They resolved to compare the two; and if neither should
then be willing to yield, it was agreed, that a third should be called in.
The son of Chebib, with Tantoura and Markaff, were immediately
conveyed in a cloud to the apartment of the Princess of Herak. It was
only midnight; but all the officers of the palace were asleep. Tantoura, by
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the efficacy of enchantment, threw them into a deeper sleep, and
supposed that none would be able to resist the power of the charm. But
the fair Ziziale, who had been instructed by her nurse in all the secrets of
the Persian Magi, and who, by her superior knowledge, was subjected to
all the inconveniences with which knowledge is commonly attended,
never lay down to rest, without putting her enchanted book under her
pillow, and slept but with one eye: And if her right arm might fall
carelessly without the bed, her enchanted rod was bound by a riband to
her left hand.

“When Markaff had formerly seen her, without supposing that he
was himself observed, she had, however, perfectly discovered him: and
while he imagined that he might obtain advantages over her, she had
already begun to contrive how she might reduce him to be one among
her slaves. When she saw him come in with Tantoura, she affected to be
in a deep sleep; yet, at the same time, kept herself upon her guard. They
put young Chebib beside her. She took him at first for some beautiful
inhabitant of heaven. From the conversation of Tantoura and Markaff,
however, she soon learned that the beautiful young man, who then
shared her bed, had been brought thither only to be compared with her;
and she became the victim of an enchanter, against whose power, the
precautions she had taken could nothing avail her: this enchanter was
Love.

“Tantoura and Markaff, however, grew warm in the dispute, and
could not agree whether young Chebib or Ziziale were the most beautiful.
At length, Tantoura determined to call in a third person, to determine
between them. She stamped with her foot, and the genie Karkass
appeared. He was to all appearance a sort of brute, not three feet high.
He bore some resemblance to man, however; for he had half a human
face remaining, although the other half was entirely destroyed. From this
profile, which was furrowed with wrinkles, a beard hung down upon the
ground. His chin extended to his knee. The whole back part of his body
resembled one long bunch, and was supported by an ox's foot, which
went and came nimbly enough, with the help of two crutches. His other
foot was turned up over his shoulder. I can describe this genie. My father
let me see him. He is no less crafty than ugly; and, upon occasion, is
employed to devise expedients to assist the enterprises of the other
genies.

“When Karkass appeared, Tantoura thus addressed him. “Old
monster, Markaff and I are in a dispute here. We have each a favourite.
There they are together. Upon the subject of beauty, none can be so
disinterested as thou; for thou hast no sort of pretension to it. Look upon
these two objects in that bed; and, without respect to sex, declare which
of the two has the advantage over the other in beauty.”
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“Karkass advanced towards the bed, displaying his hideous and
cadaverous skeleton, while his half head rose six feet high. He stooped,
and held his gummy eye several times near to the two charming faces;
and when he thought he had examined them with sufficient attention, he
stepped back into the middle of the room, resumed his former attitude,
and spoke thus: “Great queen! and you Markaff! your disputes are vain.
Each of these lovely creatures possesses the most perfect beauty of the
sexes to which they respectively belong. They are made for one another:
and as I have no doubt examined them more narrowly than you, I have
seen the mark of the star by whose influence they are infallibly to be
united. I know not what your views may be; but I know there is nothing
to be gained by any attempt to oppose their destiny. For, as is
proverbially said, 'Where fate has decided, sorcery can do nothing.' Do
things with a good grace; renounce your pretensions, whatever they
maybe; anticipate that destiny which you cannot disappoint, by
accomplishing an immediate union between these two objects of your
affection.”

“Tantoura went up, first to young Chebib, and then to Ziziale, and
perceived the mark which Karkass had observed. She had on her finger
two splendid rings. She put the prettiest of the two upon young Ghebib's
finger, and the other upon the hand of the Princess of Herak; seized the
right hands of both, joined them, and gave each a kiss. Markaff and
Karkass would gladly have done as much, but were restrained by respect
for the queen. The young couple were no sooner united than separated;
for Tantoura, dismissing the other genies, took up her charming
favourite, and conveyed him immediately back to Damascus.

“The fair Ziziale, although seemingly found asleep, had not lost a
word of all that passed, and was prevailed on to avail herself of what she
had heard. She saw herself destined to become the wife of the most
amiable man upon earth. She already felt herself to be far from
indifferent to him. She knew neither his name nor condition: But she
had means in her power, for acquainting herself with both. Her soul was
dissolved in that tenderness which usually accompanies the first
emotions of hopeful love; and hardly had Tantoura retired, when the
Princess fell asleep, under the sweet influence of gentle hope, and young
desire.

“She was saluted, at her awaking, by less pleasing intelligence. An
ambassador was arrived at Herak from the Sultan of Curdistan; the
object of whose embassy was to demand the Princess in marriage for the
heir-apparent to that crown. All possible advantages concurred to
recommend this connection to the Sultan of Herak; and he did not expect
any objection to be made on the part of his daughter. He was therefore
extremely surprised when she replied, that she could not now dispose
either of her hand or her heart, and would rather die than marry the
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prince of Curdistan. This strange and unexpected reply, had at first
almost provoked the Sultan to burst out in a transport of rage; but he
considered that it were better to restrain himself. “Princess,” said he,
“you surely cannot suppose that my daughter and sole heiress is to be
left to dispose of herself in marriage, entirely according to her own fancy.
Your equipage is making ready; and you must set out with the
ambassador who has been sent to demand you.”

“Ziziale was confounded by this reply. Her mother soon after
entered her apartment, and found her in tears. “What means this,
daughter?” said she; “Would you deny a young and lovely prince, who
brings a crown to be united with that which you will one day inherit?
Why refuse him? How capricious!—Had Ziziale known her lover's name,
she would have answered, without evasion, “I am in love with young
Chebib.” But, in the present case, while she determined to persist in the
refusal, she was obliged to be silent with respect to its motives.

“Whether you like or dislike it,” continued her mother, “as it is a
settled affair, and you must set out in three days, let the state of your
affections remain a secret to your husband's ambassador. I know not
how to account for your present humour, seeing that you have hitherto
so uniformly given us the highest satisfaction.” Her mother went away,
and Ziziale remained in no very agreeable state of mind. She could not
avoid disobliging her parents, whom she tenderly loved. Such was the
necessity imposed upon her by destiny and love; she could not even
explain the reasons for her obstinacy. As to the preparations for her
departure, and the near approach of the time fixed for her setting out;
these gave her no uneasiness, farther than as they compelled her to have
recourse to supernatural means, in withdrawing herself from a family,
whom her elopement would throw into the most anxious distress.—And
whither should she go, to find the object of her love?

“As she was anxiously musing these ideas, Markaff officiously
presented himself before her: he had not yet given up his pretensions to
Ziziale, so entirely as Tantoura had laid aside hers to young Chebib.

“This apparition had been always an object of horror to the
Princess. “What want you?” said she; “Who are you?” “I am Markaff,”
replied he, “a genie who contributed to your union, last night, with a
charming young man, whose ring remains with you. I am acquainted
with what is going on about you; I love you; and I am come to your aid.”
“He who loves me, serves me,” replied Ziziale: “Come within this circle.”
With this, she marked out a circle; and Markaff, who was desperately in
love, entered it. The young enchantress having more skill than he
supposed, reduced him thus to such entire subjection, that he became
henceforward the most devoted of her slaves. When Markaff was thus, by
her magical incantations, rendered completely subservient to her will, so
that he durst refuse her nothing: “You know my love,” said she to him;
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“bear me instantly to the gate of the city in which he lives.” The lumpish
Markaff became an eagle, to obey the pleasure of her whom he loved: She
might even have made a butterfly of him.

“He set her down in the evening, in a garden, at the entrance into
the suburbs of Damascus. Her features remained the same; but she
disguised her sex, darkened her complexion, and, accoutring herself with
a bow and arrows, presented herself at the door of a house as a young
Arab from the desert, and asked lodging till the city gates should be
opened. She was kindly received, and shewn to a corner where she might
rest for the night, after having been first entertained with such
refreshments as the good people could afford. The only inhabitants of the
house, were a man and woman, with their daughter, who was fourteen
years of age, and very pretty, and therefore carefully concealed from the
sight of their guest. Ziziale slept quietly through the night, her anxiety
having kept her awake on the two preceding nights. It might have been
late in the day before she had awaked: but she was disturbed by a great
noise at the door of the place where she slept; and when it was opened,
was saluted with a cry of, “Here is the ravisher!” uttered by a woman
whose hair was dishevelled, and who pointed at her with her finger.
Before she could get up, she found herself in the hands of the officers of
justice.

“She was carried before the cadi, from whom she heard, that she
had been guilty of an unpardonable crime, in attempting the honour of a
virgin, whose father and mother had given her so humane a reception.
The supposed criminal might easily have evinced her innocence; but then
she must have betrayed a secret which she had resolved to conceal; and
she expected to extricate herself out of her present difficulties, by means
of her book, her rod, and Markaff.

“At the imputation urged against her, she cast her eyes upon the
ground, and remained silent. Her silence was interpreted as a tacit
acknowledgment of her guilt. She was ordered to prison, till her sentence
should be pronounced in due form; and suffered herself to be conducted
thither, without offering the least resistance or complaint. But, no sooner
had the jailor left her in confinement, than she called on Markaff. Her
faithful slave stood before her. “Extricate me out of this affair,” said she.
“What you require, is no easy matter,” replied the genie: “In your present
situation, neither your rod, nor mine, can be of any service.—Yet there
are other means.

“I know what is laid to your charge. A spirit of the air has named
the criminal to me. He entered by night into the house (with which he
was better acquainted than you) with the help of a ladder, which assisted
him likewise in his escape. He met with resistance, and had his nose
bitten off, and his face torn; nor has he yet removed his ladder. I will go
in pursuit of him; and, if you are, in the mean time, led out to
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punishment, shall easily find means to oblige him to come and take your
place. But, I have not a moment to lose. I go, to embitter the remorse
which already tortures his heart.” Markaff left her. Ziziale made herself
easy, and turned her thoughts again upon the object of her love. Scarcely
had her slave been a moment absent, when she saw him return. “I have
met with our queen Tantaura. Things are assuming a new aspect. From
her I have learned that you are brought hither by Destiny. You must be
led out to the foot of the scaffold. She will follow you thither, unseen, and
tell you what you shall do. At present, we are all three blindly impelled by
an higher power; but you need be under no uneasiness.”

“The Princess of Herak, having a natural firmness of mind, and
being thus encouraged by the protection of the queen of the genies,
submitted, with calm resignation, to what Markaff declared to be the
determination of Fate.”

The younger of the two blind men here ended his narrative. “We
shall know to-morrow, brother,” continued he, still speaking to the old
man, “how this affair is to end; and, if Markaff does not deceive my
father, we may expect something very extraordinary.” Thus ended the
conversation between the two blind men and they parted.

Long as their conversation had been, Giafar had not lost a syllable
of it. What did not concern himself, related however to his friend Chebib,
and that too nearly, for it to be indifferent to him. The singular situation
of Ziziale, the victim of love and fate; exposed, without any criminality of
her own, to shame, and the chance of punishment, awaked-in his breast
sentiments of benevolence and justice; while his curiosity was excited, by
so confident a promise of wonders to happen on the next day. He
resolved, therefore, to repair, in as complete a disguise as possible, to the
place where the maid, who was so fondly in love with his host's son, was
to be led out to punishment.

He returned to Chebib's house, but said nothing to him of the
discoveries which he had made in the course of the day. His host had not
hitherto mentioned to him any thing of his having a son of such high
hopes. He would not pry into what had been kept secret; but waited
patiently, till time might induce Chebib to open his mind upon the
subject of his son.

The two friends spent this evening no less agreeably together, than
the preceding evenings. Giafar was the gayest of the two. Chebib seemed
absent, at times. The vizier, enamoured as he was, and anxious, from the
very nature of his passion for the fair florist, was struck with a sudden
fear, that some obstacle might have arisen in the way of his love; and
mentioned his apprehensions to his friend; who told him, that, on that
head, he might make himself perfectly easy.

“No,” said Chebib, “my dear friend, no obstacle can arise to retard
your happiness: That which gives me some uneasiness at present, is a
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concern entirely peculiar to myself. Fate, you see from your own case,
spares no one. When Giafar becomes its sport, Chebib may well be
alarmed. I have met with one instance of its power in my own family, and
that not a little extraordinary. I need not mention it more particularly to
you now; as every thing may be gone before to-morrow. Let us make
ourselves easy, my friend: we are only so many chess-men, moved by a
superior hand. Let us wait with patience, and, in the mean time, do what
good is in our power, till another move be made by him who directs the
game.” After speaking thus, Chebib recovered his former tranquillity; and
the two friends retired to rest.

Day no sooner appeared, than Giafar prepared to set out in search
of the adventure which the two blind men had made him so curious to
know farther. He disguised himself so effectually, that even his most
intimate acquaintance could not have discovered him; and went to find
the place of the execution, to choose a situation where he might have the
best opportunity of seeing it. He went into the next tavern, took some
refreshment, and then placed himself upon a tree, which was not far
distant from the stake to which the criminal was tied, and overlooked it.
He was now in the most agreeable situation that a curious person could
choose; and nothing could escape him. Three beggars soon came to take
their stand upon other branches of the same tree. He secretly rejoiced to
see himself accidentally associated with so odd a party: and, at the same
time, reflecting upon his love; “As I am at present situate,” said he, “were
Chebib and my pretty female gardener to see me, and he to say to her,
'Yonder is your lover among the persons on that tree,' she certainly
would not be greatly flattered with her lot. I scarcely think I was ever
more happily disguised before.” While the vizier was engaged in these
reflections, the supposed criminal was brought slowly forward by the
officers of justice, to the place of punishment. No sooner was she at the
foot of the scaffold, than she raised her hands to heaven, and turned her
face towards the tree upon which the vizier stood: “O Giafar!” said she,
“prince of the Barmecides, power above all powers on earth except the
Caliph! I know that you are here, and that you see me. Since it has been
made known to you that I am innocent, preserve me from a premature
death, and a disgraceful punishment. It is vain for you to conceal
yourself in Damascus: within a short time you must be publicly known.
Seize the opportunity which this moment offers, of declaring yourself, by
an act of beneficence worthy of your character.”

All eyes were immediately turned towards the tree. But as the three
beggars, seated beside Giafar, were well known, he was supposed to be
only a companion of theirs. However, the address to his name at that
particular time, afforded the judge a pretence for putting off the
execution. It was known that Abdelmelec-BenMerouan, king of
Damascus, was then in anxiety about the grand vizier's arrival in his
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dominions, and the obstinacy with which he persisted in concealing
himself; and had accordingly directed a search to be every where made
for him. It was supposed that the young criminal might give his Majesty
some information concerning the vizier; and Ziziale was therefore
immediately conducted into the royal presence.

“Who told you, that prince Giafar was in Damascus?”------“I saw
him, Sire,” said she, “and spoke to him. He was upon a tree that stood
opposite to me, in company with three beggars. I know him very well;
and if your Majesty will appoint a public festival, to begin three days
hence, I will point him out to your Majesty, be he disguised how he may.”
The king of Damascus sent Ziziale back to prison, and gave orders that
the festival should be announced by the public crier.

[“Sire,” said Scheherazade here for a moment interrupting her
narrative, and addressing Schahriar; “It seems extraordinary, that the
vizier should not even have been suspected of being the guest of Ouebib,
who received into his house all strangers of distinction that arrived in 
Damascus. But then, it is to be observed, that all the principal
personages in the state had witnessed the reception which Chebib had
given in his country-house to a stranger, whom he loaded with all sorts
of honours; and persons who wish to be concealed never permit
themselves to be treated in that manner. The magnificent and generous
Chebib honoured virtue, still more than greatness. He was ready to offer
due honours to a prince, but still more disposed to honour a
philosopher. He had lodged Giafar in his own apartment; a circumstance
which made the vizier to be taken for some skilful astrologer, with whom
he spent his nights in studying the conjunction of the planets.”]

It is now time to return to Giafar, whom we left upon the tree.
When he heard Ziziale address him, he was a good deal embarrassed.
But, although all eyes were turned to that quarter, he saw none advance
towards the situation where he was placed: he observed only, that the
execution of the sentence had been suspended, upon his being named;
and observed what way the criminal had been led, who had called upon
him with such success at so critical a moment.

He supposed that Ziziale, who had such good information from the
queen of the genies, was gone to allure the king of Damascus, that she
had actually addressed the grand vizier, and that he was then upon a
tree opposite to the scaffold. There was no time for him to hesitate about
retiring from the place where he had been discovered. He returned
hastily by back passages to Chebib's palace.

Upon entering the house, he related the adventure to his host, but
without hinting that he knew any thing of the young criminal by whom
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he had been brought into such an embarrassment; and concluded with
saying, that he saw, with regret, that it would be impossible for him to
remain longer unknown.

“My friend,” replied Chebib, “you may consider it as a very
extraordinary matter that you have remained here unknown for these
two months. You cannot but be surprised, that the astonishment which
your absence has occasioned in Bagdad, has not yet reached Damascus;
and that Abdelmelec, the most restless and suspicious man upon earth,
has not yet detected you by his spies; especially as he has so many of
these ever on the watch in this city; and as your concealing yourself
must unavoidably give more uneasiness to him than to any one else. We
must agree, that it is fate that conceals you from being discovered by the
king, in order to the accomplishment of some purposes that are as yet
unknown to both you and me. Let us wait, till that hand, which hath so
closely spread the veil, shall remove it.

“If there be one happy man, it is he who submits himself to the
direction of fate, and waits, without diffidence, for the gradual
development of events. You have not yet had reason to repent of your
curiosity; still obey that inclination of your mind, which disposes you to
look after, and listen to every thing here. You may thus learn many
things that may prove useful to yourself and the Caliph, which it is not
in my power to communicate: And if the mask should suddenly drop, you
can make such use of it, as shall be infallibly suggested by the respect
and attention with which you will be treated.”

“My fortune is truly extraordinary,” said Giafar. “Not more so,”
answered Chebib, “than the fortune of any other man; we are all
persecuted by the malice of our stars at some one time or other, during
our continuance here below. I must appear to you very happy; and I am
so in reality, in the possession of such a friend as you,—and in knowing
myself to be the instrument chosen by heaven, to sooth, in some degree,
the bitterness of the momentary trial to which you are subjected. But,
can you suppose that I have not likewise my own subjects of uneasiness?

“I have an only son, sixteen years of age. I love him as dearly as it
is possible for a father to love a child: And, hitherto, I have had every
reason to congratulate myself on the prospect of being succeeded by
such an heir. I have kept him in the country, at a distance from his
mother and my other wives, lest their fondness might spoil him. He is
much inclined to study, and manly exercises, which he pursues under
the direction of an enlightened governor. I hoped to have surprised you,
before your departure, by presenting him to you, and begging you to
carry him with you as a representative of myself. But, I had first one
small precaution to take.

“I have an intimate friend who has a charming daughter; and we
had agreed to marry the young couple in presence of the cadi,
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immediately before my son's departure. He should have passed a year or
two with you, and he might then have returned from Bagdad, a full
grown and accomplished man. I thought it necessary to give him
previous notice of the nuptials, upon which my friend and I had agreed.
But, judge my dear friend, how great was my astonishment, when he told
me, that he could not agree to my proposal; for that he was already
married, and lain with his wife, who was ravishingly beautiful, and to
whom he was determined to remain faithful. I have great confidence in
his governor, who is truly a sage. I feared some indiscretion on the part
of his eunuchs; but I am now certainly assured, that even they have not
suffered any woman to come near my son.

“He shewed a ring which had been given him; it seemed of great
value. They proposed bringing it to me; but he then hid it. His mother
has fruitlessly attempted to draw from him an account of those wild
fancies which have filled his head. He is now sick, and you see me here
in great pain.”

Giafar, who was not yet cured of his own passion, readily
sympathised with the situation of young Hazad-Chebib, and with the
anxiety of his father. Had it been proper, he could here have made a good
many discoveries. But he had as yet no other knowledge of the Princess
Herak, except what he had learned from the blind man's narrative; and
was therefore willing to conceal the secret, both from the father and the
young man, till he should see an end to the Princess's adventure,—and
should be able to ascertain, whether the marriage celebrated by the
genies was to turn out an illusion, or a decree-of fate. However, he
prevailed with the father to carry him immediately to the sick-bed of his
dear son.

“Who can tell, my friend,” said he, “whether the cure of your son
may not be one purpose, among others, for which I have been blindly
conducted hither by fate, to be enlightened by the blind? On this head I
can say no more at present; but, some future day, when we shall have
been farther instructed by the progress of events, I hope to give you
palpable conviction, that there are some chosen vessels whom heaven
distinguishes from the rest of mankind, and watches over with peculiar
care, making them serve as points of connection to link the destine's of
others: Mahomet and our Prophet are instances of this. The star of your
son calls him, you may be sure, to some great work, effectual to the
public good; and I am perhaps sent hither by my star, to preserve, or
succour him.”

Chebib could not avoid acknowledging that there was great reason
in what Giafar observed. They accordingly set out together next day for
the country-house to which the young man had been sent for the
recovery of his health. They found him walking in the open air with his
governor; but his appearance was languid and sickly. His father's
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caresses seemed to revive and encourage him. He paid his compliments,
in the most graceful and obliging manner, to his father's friend, whom
his mother and his governor had before mentioned to him. Chebib,
taking the governor aside, left Hazad alone with Giafar.' The prince of the
Barmecides immediately began to speak to the young man, in a tone of
tender affection, concerning the melancholy which seemed to hang about
him; and begged to-know from what sources it had arisen. “Alas! my
Lord,” replied Hazad, “would that I could hide, even from myself, a
passion which occasions so much uneasiness to my father! But it leaves
me not a moment's peace. I am married; and the love which I feel for my
wife, consumes my heart.” “But, was it in your father's palace that you
saw her?” said Giafar: “We are assured that you have been no where else:
Do you know who she is?” “I know not,” replied Hazad; “but the fairest
flowers in my father's garden are only faint emblems of her beauty. I
know not where I was when I saw her; but it seemed to be a place of
great magnificence. I found myself suddenly lying half asleep beside her.
She then tenderly pressed my hand several different times, which almost
awakened me. I felt an emotion, which I cannot describe, affecting my
whole frame; and gently returned the pressure of her hand, without
knowing what I did. Some other persons were in the apartment; but I
saw only her. They said, that they would marry us; at which I was
overjoyed. They put a ring on the finger of each: mine I still possess, and
value it more than life. Hence, my Lord, arises my unhappiness. Having
been united to the most charming object upon earth, although instantly
parted from her, I cannot obey my father, and marry another. It is
impossible. Would they but cease to tease me about the other woman, I
might comfort myself with the hope of again seeing her whom I love: for,
why may I not see her again, since I have seen her once? She certainly
suffers as much as I at seeing herself divided from me: for she pressed
my hand tenderly; and she certainly loves me with all her heart.”

Giafar was not a little affected with this account of the state of his
heart, confided to him by the young man. “Dear youth,” said he, “trust
me with your ring but for a moment, till I shall shew it to your father;
and I promise you, upon the word of a Musulman, to return it in a few
minutes. I hope to persuade your father to break off the negotiation for
the marriage which he has proposed to you: Yet, if this favour should be
denied me, you must certainly shew so much regard for your father, and
so much kindness to me, as to take some food. I will order your servants
to fetch some refreshments; and you must eat cheerfully, that you may
have strength to take your horse, and attend us to Damascus; for you
have no other cause of indisposition, except languid spirits, and a
feebleness of frame.”

Hazad, thus flattered with the hope of escaping the threatened
marriage, through Giafar's interposition, intrusted him with his ring, and
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promised to do what he required. Giafar went to find Chebib, and shewed
him the ring which had been put into his hands. It was a balas-ruby,
inestimable for its size and brilliancy. The governor was sent back to his
pupil, with orders to have dinner served up to him. Chebib, now
convinced that those whose conduct appears to be in a particular
manner under the direction of fate, are not to be subjected to the
arrangements concerted by men,—agreed to lay aside his intentions
concerning the marriage of his son, till he should see the mystery of the
ring unfold itself. Young Chebib was still anxious about the success of
his new friend's negotiation. But his father received him in so open and
affectionate a manner, as soon made him easy. Giafar soon after restored
the ring to his finger; they sat down at table; and the young man, now
that his uneasiness was partly removed, appeared to have recovered his
appetite. The friends passed the rest of that day, and the ensuing night,
in Chebib's country-house, Next day they returned to Damascus.
Entering the city, they heard the public criers, in the name of Abdel-
Melec-Ben-Merouan, invite the grandees of the state, citizens, and
strangers, to a splendid festival on the following day. “I will accompany
your son and you to this entertainment,” said Giafar to Chebib:
“Strangers are invited; and it will be said that you have brought your
astrologer with you. This will appear more natural, than if you should
appear there without me. But I will assume the Indian gown and turban,
as the dress the most suitable to the character in which I am to act.”
This arrangement being settled, the two friends set about preparing for
the business of the next day.

We have too many things of greater importance on our hands at
present, to descend here into a minute detail of the various preparations
which Abdel-Melec made for the feast, with which he was to entertain the
public; That prince was naturally of an avaricious character, yet sought
to appear generous; and, upon occasions of shew, rather distinguished
himself by an ostentatious, but tasteless profusion. He never forgot,
however, to squeeze from his people, by oppressive extortion, enough to
make up for what he had lavished upon them in vain orientation. In the
outer courts, the squares, and the avenues belonging to his palace, three
hundred tables were set out, and bespread with all imaginable delicacies.
Two thousand slaves attended to serve the guests; and bands of
musicians stood ready to heighten the pleasures of the entertainment,
with the sounds of all the various instruments of their art. Each table
was set in a separate tent: they seemed so many camps in the midst of
the city. Abdel-Melec pleased himself with the idea of entertaining Giafar,
although in disguise, and unknown, with so splendid a festival, so
greatly superior to all that could be said of the boasted generosity of
Chebib. He was at the same time anxious about the means by which the
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young supposed criminal was to point out the grand vizier among so
great a crowd.

“Sire,” said Ziziale, “he is at the feast in one of these tents.” At the
same time, she shewed him a white butterfly, of an uncommon size, in
the air: “Follow it with your eye, Sire,” said she; “enter the tent upon
which it first rests; it will enter after you, and place itself on the grand
vizier's turban.” The king did as Ziziale directed, and went to salute
Giafar, who sat at one of the first tables, between Chebib and his son.
The vizier, when he saw himself thus discovered, threw off his disguise,
and received the compliments of the king of Damascus, with the respect
due to the sovereign in whose dominions he then was. Abdel-Melec
prevailed with Giafar and his two companions, to pass with him into the
royal tent. The people joyfully shouted, as they passed, “Long live the
great prince Giafar, and Abdel-Melec-Ben-Merouan!” These exclamations
soon resounded through all the camp: and the crowd soon thronged
round the spot where they knew the Caliph's representative to be. The
king of Damascus affected to load Giafar, and even his hosts, with every
possible expression of kindness. But the secret feelings of his heart were
far from corresponding with his external behaviour. His government
being that of a tyrant, he both feared and hated Chebib; and he was
persuaded, that, in consequence of information secretly given by that
nobleman, Giafar had come thus secretly, to examine into the truth of
the complaints made against his government. It was only some such
errand as this, or else the loss of the Caliph's favour to himself, that
could have induced the second person in the empire to absent himself
from Bagdad for so considerable a time, and to lead an obscure and
private life in Damascus. In either of these cafes, Abdel-Melec intended to
destroy Chebib: and, if the grand vizier was really in disgrace with his
matter, he thought it would be glorious for him to complete his ruin. But
these secret reflections were concealed under an assumed air of
assiduous attention and respect, and of high pleasure which he
pretended to enjoy, in having, for so short a time, so illustrious a guest
as the second personage in the universe. While the king of Damascus
was thus divided between secret designs to ruin his guest, and a
pretended assiduity in doing him honour; Giafar opened his hand, and
found in it a bit of paper: For Markaff, by Ziziale's orders, had
transformed himself from a butterfly into a billet, on which the following
words were written: “Interpose now in behalf of the person who addressed
you from the foot of the scaffold.” The billet instantly disappeared; but the
prince remembered the contents. 

“I was very sensibly obliged to you,” said he to Abdel-Melec, “by the
honour which you did me three days ago, by suspending the punishment
of the young criminal, upon his barely invoking my name. I believe I
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know who he is, and I suppose him innocent. You will do me a pleasure,
by ordering him to be conducted hither, and put into my hands.”

Abdel-Melec prepared to refuse. In this way be might hold out a
snare to entrap Giafar, and would at least see what was that minister's
own opinion of his credit with his master: “You, know,” replied he, “that
the crime is unpardonable, of which that young man has been convicted.
None but the Caliph can remit his punishment: yet you, as his
Highness's minister, may publicly respite the youth's sentence, in his
name.” Giafar felt himself embarrassed by this reply. But suddenly,
before he had uttered any thing in answer, the sound of military
instruments announced the arrival of new guests to Abdel-Melec. The
person who approached, was no other than Almokadan-Hassan, general
of the Zorans, those brave soldiers, of the Barmecide race, who composed
the flower of the Caliph's army, and held the honourable rank of his
personal guards. Hassan was accompanied by the whole Zorans, officers
and private men; and was the bearer of a letter from the Caliph to prince
Giafar, recalling the vizier to his sovereign's presence. The letter was
dictated in the most affectionate language; and contained, among other
things, the following particulars concerning Giafar's journey to
Damascus.

“You are, by this time,” my dear vizier, “in a condition to answer
one of my questions; and the progress of events will soon enable both:
you and me to satisfy ourselves respecting all the rest. I am to have my
part in the affair, although I know not yet what it is to be. It was not
Haroun, your friend, that compelled you to hurry to Damascus upon a
little mule; but the power of fate, which had foreordained for you this
adventure. The Caliph and your father were no more than instruments in
the hand of fate. The splendour which shall accompany your return into
Bagdad, shall more than efface the remembrance of the humble guise in
which you left it. Your modest uncomplaining obedience to my
commands, must give you new claims upon my friendship and esteem,
and conciliate to you, in a higher degree than ever, the admiration and
good-will of the public.” While Giafar read this letter, the van-guard of his
faithful Zorans arrived in the camp, and it resounded with their martial
music: They all earnestly expressed their joy at seeing their beloved
prince; and, as they came up, every one kneeled before him, and kissed
his hand. Giafar, retaining only Almokadan in his company, sent the rest
to encamp without the walls of Damascus.

This scene, while it gave the highest joy to Chebib, greatly alarmed
Abdel-Melec. From that moment he was no longer master in his own
palace; he feared that Almokadan-Hassan might be the bearer of other
orders, beside that which commanded the vizier's return: for, what could
the Caliph mean by sending his whole guard to Giafar? With this and
other reflections, did the king of Damascus's confidence now torment
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him. The first thing that he could think of, to divert the storm, was to
send tor the young prisoner, and to deliver him into the hands of Giafar,
with the papers relative to his trial. While the servants went to execute
this order, he pressed the grand vizier to come and take up his lodging in
the royal palace. The prince of the Barmecides handsomely excused
himself.

“Sire,” answered he, “Chebib received me when I was unknown,
when only motives of humanity could interest him in my favour. The
honour which I could now do him, by becoming his guest in the
character of the Caliph's minister, will be only a trifling compensation for
so great generosity as he has shewn to me.” So saying, he took leave of
Abdel-Melec, and returned with Almokadan-Hassan to Chebib's palace.
Hardly had they entered, when the Chief Justice himself came to put the
young criminal, with the papers of his process, into Giafar's hands.
Hazad-Chebib and Ziziale had only a transient glimpse of each other.
Ziziale felt herself affected, but restrained her emotions. Hazad was so
sensibly touched, that he became suddenly indisposed. Chebib was
concerned; but Giafar encouraged him. “It is nothing, my friend,” said
he, “but a slight symptom of the same disease with which I am but too
well acquainted myself; since it still continues to torture me, even amidst
the multiplicity of affairs in which I am now involved. Make your son to
go instantly to bed; assign a small chamber to this young man whom the
king has sent to me; I have something to say to him in private, but will
be here again instantly. Chebib retired, to see proper care taken of his
son, and to give directions for the accommodation of the general of the
Zovans and the young prisoner who had been liberated. Giafar no sooner
knew that the latter was alone, than he went into the chamber, shut the
door behind him, and thus addressed Ziziale.

“Princess, you see that we are already acquainted. Only one
expedient remains to you, by which you may conceal yourself here, and
prosecute your views in a suitable manner. You must pass for a young
eunuch, whom I am carrying to the Caliph's wife Zobeide. A young wife
accompanies me from Damascus, and you must attend her in disguise.
In the mean time, I shall conceal you as carefully as possible, provided
you betray not yourself. Above all things, beware of exposing yourself to
Hazad's eyes: you may occasion his death. Have patience, till I can so
order every thing, that he may become your husband, with the consent of
those to whom you both owe dutiful obedience. Leave me to manage all,
and have no farther recourse to supernatural means. It is to prudence
and discretion, that you must trust for the successful accomplishment of
an event, which is no doubt predicted by your star; but which, false
steps, of more sorts than one, have almost frustrated.” Ziziale was
confounded at these words from Giafar. She imagined him to be inspired;
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and resolved to submit to his directions, with the most implicit
obedience.

From the Persian Princess, the vizier hastened to his friend
Chebib. Him he found with his son, whose sudden illness was by this
time gone off. However, rest being what was most necessary to the young
man, they both persuaded him, with the gentlest and most obliging
language, to go to bed; and immediately left his apartment. “I cannot
comprehend,” said Chebib, as they returned to their own, “how such a
change can have been produced on my son's constitution. Till within this
short time, it was the most robust I ever saw; but now, the slightest
accident affects him.” “The cause is neither more nor less than this,”
replied Giafar, “that your son is in love.” “But how can he possibly have
fallen in love?” replied Chebib; “for, whatever plausibility that ring may
give to the story which he tells, I can confider it in no other light than as
a dream of fancy.” “There is more truth in it, than you imagine, my
friend,” replied Giafar: “He and I have talked of it since he first opened
his mind to me. He has described the apartment in which he found
himself laid by the side of his bride. In all Arabia, I know none of the
fashion which he describes; and as he has never yet been out of your
own palace, you must know yourself, whether any of your wives be
lodged in a room, of which the roof and walls are adorned with a net-
work of gold, and the floor is of glass stained with figures of flowers. The
apartment which he saw, must have been nobly illuminated; for he says
his eyes were dazzled with the light. Indeed I could not fully comprehend,
but was rather obliged to guess at what” he attempted to describe. But,
my friend, it is in this style of luxury that the palaces of Persia are fitted
up.”

“And do you think,” said Chebib, “that in one night he can have
been carried to the heart of Persia, and brought back hither?”

“My dear host,” replied Giafar, “if it is foreordained that your son
shall contract a marriage, through which blessings are to be conferred
upon a certain part of the earth, and if heaven interposes to accomplish
that event, time and space may be annihilated for his accommodation.

“Omar was urging on the siege of Aleppo, while his spouse Fatme
kneeled to perform her evening prayer at Medina. As she ended, “O my
God!” exclaimed she, “that I might this very hour embrace my husband!”
Scarcely had she formed the wish, when she was lifted up, and conveyed
thither by the two angels whom, observing the usual practice of our
religion, she had saluted, on the right and on the left hand, when she
kneeled down to her prayer.

“Courage,” my dear friend; “heaven has wrought wonders in my
behalf. You have been one of its principal instruments in its
extraordinary dispensations towards me. Be assured, then, that if, to
prove your virtue, it may suffer obstacles to arise in the way of your
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happiness; yet shall your star soon break forth, with brighter lustre, from
amidst the clouds that shade it. Every thing concurs to give me the
fairest and firmest hopes of your fortune; but my soul is tormented by a
fatal passion, and has lost its tranquillity.”

Chebib here interrupted his friend, and said, “The passion which
you have conceived, need give you no uneasiness. The young lady whom
you love is called Negemet. I shall convey you to-morrow, to the house of
her father, Emir Scheffander-Hassan. The cadi will accompany us. You
shall then marry her; and she will remain with her father, till your
departure.”

This promise made Giafar easy, and the two friends parted. Chebib
went to give some necessary orders for the entertainment of his guests;
and Giafar called Almokadan-Hassan, to inquire how he had left prince
Barmekir, and what the Zoranshad thought of his own long absence,
seeing that his presence and constant services were so necessary to the
Caliph.

Almokadan informed him, that prince Barmekir had obviated any
apprehensions which the Zorans might have conceived concerning the
situation of his son and that the respectable old man had left his
retirement in the country, and appeared every day at the Caliph's palace,
where he was treated by the sovereign with every mark of confidence and
favour. “The report at Bagdad,” continued Almokadan, “is, that you came
hither upon a very important commission; and your faithful Zorans have
been earnestly concerned for your success, and honourable return.” In
all this, Giafar saw plain expressions of the unabated kindness, and the
usual prudence of Haroun. “You set out abruptly to come hither,” said he
to Almokadan: “probably none of your officers has brought a wife with
him?” “Prince,” replied Almokadan, “Fetne, my wife, rides like an
Amazon. She would share the satisfaction which the Caliph's goodness
offered me, in dispatching me to you. She is lodged in the camp, in a
separate tent with two of her eunuchs.” “You shall add to these a third,”
said Giafar, “whom I have procured, to be presented, upon my arrival, to
Zobeide. Your wife must take care of him, and treat him kindly:
Hereafter, he may perhaps be of no small service to us both.”

Giafar then waited upon the Princess of Persia, and informed her
how he had ordered matters, that she might live in a manner becoming
her sex, till the instant of their departure. Ziziale was committed to
Almokadan, and Giafar returned to his friends, being now satisfied with
the precautions he had taken, and having his mind wholly engrossed
with the idea of the lovely wife to whom he was about to be contracted,
and with the thoughts of his return to Bagdad. Chebib was too attentive
to every thing that might contribute to the satisfaction of his guest, not
to remind him, at an early hour next day, of the steps which they were to
take with respect to the new ties in which the vizier was to engage
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himself. He sent for the cadi, explained the nature of the contract, to be
made out, and sent him to the house of Seheffander-Hassan. The fair
Negemet had been legally divorced, and had returned to her father,
enriched with her whole dowry, and with all the presents which she had
received: she submitted to her fate with a painful resignation.

Scheffander regarded this event with sentiment of a different sort.
The greatest prince upon earth, next after the Caliph, was about to
become his son-in-law. He received the cadi with marks of the highest
satisfaction. The necessary witnesses were called in. Chebib immediately
appeared, introducing the bridegroom; the contract was made out; and
the ceremonies of the marriage performed. Negemet lifted her veil; tears
seemed ready to flow from her fair eyes; yet the radiance which they
shed, re-animated the flame which glowed in the vizier's heart. So breaks
the sun with warmth and lustre through those watery clouds that
overcast the sky.

Negemet at last received the ring, and became the wife of Giafar.
But the multiplicity of business in which the Barmecide prince was
engaged till the very moment of his departure, and the want of a lodging
in which he might give his wife a proper reception, occasioned the
consummation of the marriage to be necessarily deferred. Negemet
remained with her mother, till all should be ready for her departure with
the grand vizier. But orders were in the mean time given, to make ready
an elegant and convenient tarterowan for her accommodation in the
course of her journey. In the mean time, all Damascus was in motion,
previous to the departure of the grand vizier. He himself was busied in a
variety of concerns, which had given him no trouble while he remained
the unknown guest of Chebib. All eagerly gathered about him, to shew
their respect, to pay their homage, to make their court. Giafar, weary of
these attentions, was retiring to pass some short time with his newly
acquired father-in-law Scheffander; when the king of Damascus invited
him pressingly to an entertainment in the royal palace; and the Caliph's
minister was withheld from the indulgence of his love.

On the other hand, he would not depart without testifying his
gratitude to the different citizens of Damascus, whose kindness he had
experienced. He sent for the tavern-keeper, who had treated him with so
much attention, and presented him with two purses of gold. He gave the
confectioner a noble reward for his hospitality, admitted his three
children into the Caliph's guard, and caused them to be handsomely
equipped and mounted. He could not discover the fisherman, even by the
most assiduous search that could be made; and was therefore obliged to
content himself with recommending him to God, and the great Prophet.
The king of Damascus had orders to pay each of the two blind men an
yearly pension of five hundred pieces of gold. The dervishes had
disappeared, perhaps of purpose to avoid the vizier's generosity. At last,
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all was ready for his departure. The Zorans were encamped upon the side
of Coubit-Nass-il-Saphir, and only waited till he should appear among
them, and give orders for their march.

Giafar, therefore, set out from Damascus to the camp. His young
wife, the fair Negemet, had already arrived there in her carriage. She
occupied a separate tent; and was served by her eunuchs, and protected
by a guard of Zorans. Abdehnelec, with all his court, and all the nobles of
the kingdom of Damascus, accompanied the vizier on his way; and were
received at Coubet-Nass-il-Saphir in three pavilions, each of which was
three hundred feet long: golden globes glittered on their tops, and
streamers of party-coloured silk waved from them through the air.

A sumptuous feast had been prepared for this numerous company.
Giafar sat down at the first table, between Abdelmelec and Chebib. He
had previously recommended young Hazad to the fidelity of Almokadan,
and had charged that general to keep the youth constantly about him,
and to take all imaginable care of him.

Martial music played, while the company at table indulged in
festivity: A detachment of Zorans, commanded by one of their captains,
went to Coubet-il-Nasser, to add one to the lamps already sparkling upon
that hill,—more beautiful and bright than any of those by which it had
been gratefully illuminated by the former illustrious guests of
Chebib,—except only the lamp set up in the name of the Caliph Haroun
Al-Rashid.

What was passing upon Coubet-il-Nasser, was observed from the
camp on the side of Coubet-Nass-il-Saphir. The soldiers of the king of
Damascus's guard, were informed by the Zorans what it meant. This they
reported to Abdelmelec. His jealousy and hatred against Chebib, were
greatly exasperated. In these horrible dispositions he left Giafar; and
returned to the city, accompanied by all his court. He immediately
dismissed his courtiers, and went to meditate by himself, in the
retirement of the palace, upon means for the ruin of a man who had
attained a height of reputation, from which he derived greater
consequence, than the splendour and power of the throne could confer.

In the camp of Coubit-Nass-il-Saphir, almost the whole night was
spent in preparations for the journey of next day. The fair Negemet, as
her tent was to be taken up very early in the morning, parted the night in
her carriage, guarded by her eunuchs. Among these, Almokadan had
placed Ziziale, who was known to him only in the character of a eunuch
to be presented to Zobeide. Young Hazad was disposed in a place where
he might enjoy reft. But his father Chebib had remained with Giafar, to
assist him in preparing for his departure.

The sun at last entered the gates of the east. The two friends
parted, with every tender expression of affection and regret. Chebib
returned to Damascus; and Giafar proceeded towards Bagdad.

83



The grand vizier urged on his company with all the speed that his
desire to obey the orders, and gratify the impatience of the Caliph, could
inspire; no less than with an eagerness to meet the caresses of his own
family, and to resume his post in the empire. He halted once, to give the
men and the beasts of burden time for refreshment; but they continued
their march all that day, and the next night.

At sunset, on the second day, it became necessary for this small
army to rest, that they might be the better able to support the fatigue of
the remaining journey. He ordered them to stop, and set up their tents in
the middle of an agreeable plain, at the confluence of two rivulets, the
banks of which were clad with trees, and afforded excellent pasture. He
chose out the most delightful spot for the tent of his young wife Negemet.
He had given her, as a companion in the litter, the young supposed
eunuch, who was to be presented to the Caliph's lady. Around Negemet's
tent, stood the tents of the eunuchs appointed to serve her. These were
at a small distance from the camp, and were protected by a particular
guard.

When Giafar had viewed his camp, and found that none had
remained behind,—and had also taken the proper precautions to make
abundance, under wise ceremony, reign through every tent; he sent for
Kalil, the fair Negemet's first eunuch, and directed him to tell his
mistress, that, with her leave, he intended to dine with her. The eunuch
was, at the same time, the bearer of a very beautiful ring, to be presented
to his mistress. Kalil carried the message, and returned with an obliging
answer from Negemet, who had respectfully received the ring. Giafar then
gave Kalil orders to remove the young eunuch, and to carry him to rest in
a tent beside that of Negemet. He then sent him to pay his compliments
again to the lady, and to inform her that he would immediately wait upon
her. The grand vizier next inquired of Almokadan, how young Hazad had
borne the fatigue. Receiving a satisfactory answer, he flew, on the wings
of love, to enjoy the first private interview with the idol of his soul.

Negemet was seated upon a carpet. She rose before the vizier, and
bowed to salute him; but she still wore her veil, as if he had been a
stranger. “Dear Negemet,” said he, accosting her with a degree of
surprise, “I have already had the happiness of seeing your face; and, with
your husband, you cannot but know, that you are dispensed from the
observation of the law, which commands women to conceal their faces
from all other men but their husbands.”

“Prince,” replied Negemet, in a gentle tone of voice, yet with greater
firmness than was to have been expected from her youth and
inexperience, “you are indeed my husband by law; but, when I shall have
told you my reasons for wearing my veil in your presence; the dignity, the
generosity, the delicacy of your sentiments, cannot but induce you to
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approve of my reserve.” Giafar, more and more surprised, desired to
know those reasons; and the fair Negemet proceeded.

“Great prince, judge of Chebib's friendship, by the sacrifice which
he has made. He saw you passionately in love with a young woman,
whom you had seen watering flowers near a window in our palace,
opposite to which you then sat. He was alarmed for your health; and that
anxiety sacrificed a union, which, but three months before, had been
formed under the happiest auspices. To preserve your life, and to
promote your happiness, he yielded up what was dear to himself: For I
was his favourite wife; and you may recollect me to be the young woman
whom you saw watering the flowers.” Giafar continued for some time
silent. Love, at first, struggled in his breast, against the sentiments of
friendship, gratitude, honour. But the contest, although violent, was
soon over. Habituated to virtue, he triumphed over the effects of passion.
The Barmecide prince then spoke thus: “O! Wonder of friendship and
generosity!” cried he, “exceeding whatever my father could conceive,
when he foretold that I was to meet with wonders! The noble, generous
Chebib, to save me from the fatal effects of my passion, yielded up, in my
favour, an inestimable treasure, with the value of which he was fully
acquainted. Can I be capable of abusing his friendly magnanimity? No,
madam: you are no longer my wife, but the wife of my beloved Chebib;
and, if you please, you shall be my dear and respectable sister.”

Negemeti pleased with this protestation from the vizier, lifted up
her veil. “Prince,” said she, “I will no longer hide the poor charms of this
face, from the eye of him who has shown me all the beauty of his soul:
and I hope you will not impute it to pride, when I presume to say, as the
wife of Chebib, That you are truly worthy of the friendship of that
virtuous man.” “Ah! Madam,” said Giafar, “may I ever merit the same
praise! But, since you are now my sister, let us consult how we may best
disappoint slander and envy. By returning immediately to Damascus,
you might give occasion to some disagreeable reports. In Bagdad, you
shall occupy any apartment in my palace that you choose; and, if you
would do us the greatest honour and pleasure, you shall remain with my
wife Fatme, on the same footing on which I was with Chebib. You shall
see the Caliph's courts and shall enjoy in it every distinction, such as
may silence envy, and may contribute to the glory of your husband, for
whose honour I am no less passionately interested than for my own.”

“Prince,” replied Negemet, “my honour and the honour of my
husband, are in your hands. I am ready to submit implicitly to your
direction.” Giafar then ordered Kalil, the eunuch, to bring the young
traveller from Almokadan's tent.

“Who is that young man?” asked Negemeti. —“Your husband's
son,” replied the vizier.— “What!” cried she, overjoyed, “Is our dear Hazad
here! And shall I have the pleasure of seeing him!”—“He will be here
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immediately, Madam,” replied Giafar; “I am happy to understand that his
presence will be agreeable to you;—it is what you may frequently enjoy. I 
shall order his tent to be brought beside yours.. Almokadan shall know
that you are wife to my friend Chebib, and are desirous of undertaking
the care of his son. Speak to the eunuch Kalil, in my presence;
recommend the young man to him; and assume, in all respects, and
before every one, the character of my friend's wife, that this news may, as
soon as possible, circulate through the camp.”

Hazad entered; and Negemet embraced him with a tenderness, the
emotions of which were so strong, that she almost fainted. Giafar
witnessed, with pleasure and admiration, this effect of his friend's
virtues. These had operated even so, as to change the ordinary manners
of the Harare; in which, it rarely happens that one wife can endure to see
the child of another. The tenderness which Chebib inspired, was of a
nature to express itself towards all who were related to him.

Dinner was now brought in; and Giafar, recovering from his
passion, as if he had awaked from a deep and dangerous sleep, beheld,
with affectionate regard, a wife and her step-son, between whom a
mutual attachment, equally warm and innocent, seemed to subsist. He
soon after retired, leaving them together, and bidding Kalil, the eunuch,
wait at the tent door. He went now to visit Ziziale, and was not a little
concerned to think how he might keep her from the sight of young
Hazad. When the Princess of Persia saw the vizier enter, she advanced
hastily to meet him, and begged him to grant her a favour.

“Prince,” said she, “the heat of the weather, and the fatigue of the
journey, have made a considerable impression on Hazad's countenance;
and the more so, as he is newly risen out of his illness. I have observed
him through the windows of the litter. I can use means to preserve
myself from the heat of the sun, which he has not in his power. Allow me
to attend Almokadan's Amazon wife; I shall like that better, than to be
confined in a carriage, even although it be beside the loveliest woman in
the world, and one who is at the same time your wife.”

“She is not my wife, Princess,” replied Giafar; “but the wife of my
friend Chebib. She comes to Bagdad to stay with my wife Fatme, till
Chebib shall come to share the same hospitality with me, which I have so
happily experienced from him. Since it is your desire, Hazad shall occupy
your place in his mother-in-law's litter. I am happy to agree to an
arrangement which seems to give you pleasure.”

Giafar gave the proper orders, and then retired to rest for a short
time. His heart had felt a violent struggle between contending passions;
but he had gained new strength of mind, from the very effort that he had
made to obtain the mastery over himself. Although he might admire the
amazing generosity of his friend, yet had he no reason to blush for
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himself. He had gained the ascendent over one of the most violent
passions he had ever felt.

When night came, this numerous and brilliant train again
proceeded on their way to Bagdad. Ziziale rode, without inconvenience,
by the side of Almokadan's wife. The obliging Markaff, transforming
himself into a cloud, interposed by day between her and the torrid rays of
the sun, and thus sailed along through the air over her head. Hazad, in
the mean time, sat in Negemet's carriage, and related to her the
surprising story of his passion, without imagining that the dear object
was so near him. As to Giafar, the nearer he approached to the end of his
journey, so much the more was his mind filled with pleasure, at the idea
of his being still in favour with the Caliph. Had the vizier, at his arrival
from Damascus, been the husband of Negemet, the affectionate Fatme
might have been mortified; and perhaps, Barmekir, too, might have
shown some dissatisfaction. It is highly agreeable, when we can flatter
ourselves with the hope of making all about us happy in our presence.
Such was the state of mind among our travellers; when they beheld from
an eminence the steeples of Bagdad, and, at the same time, observed
several companies of men on horseback, coming out from the city to
meet the grand vizier. Some of the Zorans had ridden forward, and given
notice of his approach. The Caliph had so predisposed matters, as to give
an air of triumph to the grand vizier's return into the city. By this means
he re-established the credit of his favourite, whom he meant now to
invert with still higher authority, than that which he had before enjoyed.
Giafar did not alight at his own palace; Almokadan conducted Negemet
and Hazad thither: But the vizier went straightway to pay his homage to
Haroun, carrying with him the young Persian Princess, who was still
disguised as an eunuch. The Caliph, seeing Giafar approach, prevented
the respectful homage which that minister hastened to pay him, by
public expressions of his sincere friendship; and the Sovereign and his
vizier retired together, to complete their common satisfaction, by a
mutual explanation.

The Caliph required from Giafar an account of his whole
adventures since his departure from Bagdad, without the omission of the
slightest circumstance; and the vizier ingenuously related every incident
that had befallen him. At the story of his passion for Negemet, the Caliph
could not forbear bursting out into laughter. “Proceed, my friend,
proceed,” said he; “you shall know immediately why the particulars of
this adventure have so merry an effect upon me.” The vizier continuing,
proceeded next to recount what respected Ziziale. “Where is she” inquired
Haroun.—“As I entered the. city,” replied Giafar, “I recommended her to
an eunuch belonging to the Princess Zobeide.”

“And the little lover, where is he?” “In my palace,” replied Giafar;
and proceeded, without farther interruption, to recite the rest of his
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adventures, till his arrival in Bagdad. The vizier perceived, that Haroun
heard, with great satisfaction, the various particulars which he related
concerning the generosity of that Chebib whom he himself so highly
esteemed; and could read, in the eyes of him, who was both his master
and his friend, the fullest approbation of his magnanimity in repressing
his passion.

At length the prince of the Barmecides had finished his relation;
and it became the Caliph's turn to speak.

“My dear vizier,” said he, “if the Giaffer were to give us as much
trouble every year as it has in the present, it would be for our advantage
never to open it. You have been put to great trouble; yet all is not over.
The rest, however, respects you much less than me. I am to set out to
Damascus, at the very first signal that I shall receive. Happily, that
signal is not to be ambiguous. But before I explain myself on this
subject, I must require you to tell me, why I laughed at first, upon that
occasion of reading in the Giaffer.”

“You have had the goodness to put me on the way,” replied the
vizier. “The book informed you that I should fall foolishly in love.”

“I next appeared somewhat sad,” said Haroun; “you must likewise
explain the cause of my sadness.”—“You saw my friend,” answered the
vizier, “sacrificing his own happiness to mine.”—“And do you know why I
wept?” replied the Caliph.—“No,” said the vizier.—“This,” replied Haroun, 
I must explain to you.”

“You have exposed the most virtuous man on earth to the blackest
calumny, and to the greatest indignities. Yet, be not too much alarmed
for him; heaven incessantly watches over his safety: but as soon as the
sun's disk shall appear ruddy, I must set out for Damascus. Let the
swiftest camels in my stables, and in your own, be in readiness, without
suggesting any suspicion that they are for my use. Let Almokadan
likewise have the Zorans ready, as if he were going upon some expedition
in the neighbourhood, of but little consequence. While I pay my tribute to
Destiny, you shall do as I have done in your absence; govern alone. You
will easily forgive me for having left you to set out in the habit of a
dervish, when you confider that you could, have learned or done nothing,
had you not been quite alone, unknown, and perfectly ignorant of what
you were going about.”

It was daybreak before this long conversation ended. Giafar went to
rest in his own palace, where, it had happily been foreseen, that the
Caliph and he would not soon separate, after having been so long
without seeing one another.

Zobeide took the young Princess of Persia under her protection;
and assigned her female attendants, eunuchs, and a commodious
apartment.
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Ziziale dismissed Markaff, and determined no longer to practise the
lessons of her nurse.

Negemet was treated with all possible attention by Giafar's lady,
who insisted upon her occupying her own apartment; she, at the same
time, received the most flattering distinctions at the Caliph's court.

Young Hazad had no meaner a governor than Giafar himself, to
acquaint him with the practice of affairs, and give him an insight into
human characters. All was well at Bagdad. But the scene was now
changed at Damascus; and everything there was on the point of going ill.

Abdelmelec-Ben-Merouan had returned to his capital, with a heart
full of rage. The tyrant (he was indeed secretly such, nor could be
otherwise so, under the imperial authority of Haroun Al-rashid) was
conscious of secret crimes. He had always viewed the incorruptible
probity of Chebib with a malignant eye. He considered him as a spy for
the Caliph; and was convinced, that the purpose of the grand vizier's
coming to Damascus, had been to learn the peoples sentiments
concerning the present government. Giafar had seemed to be satisfied;
but were appearances to be trusted?

He had remarked that Chebib had entertained his illustrious
guest, even with greater splendour and luxury than he had ever before
displayed; and that to conciliate the favour of the second person in the
empire, he had not only given him the only son as an hostage, but had
even surrendered up his own wife to him, whose charms were so
generally celebrated. Chebib was known to love his son with tender
affection, and to be passionately fond of beauty. It was not natural for
any man to make such sacrifices to a stranger; and the friendship of a
fresh date, by which Giafar and Chebib were said to be united, passed in
the eyes of Abdelmelec for a mere chimera.

The king, tormented by remorse and jealousy, began to contrive
how he might best ruin a man whom he looked upon as his enemy. His
passion for fine women seemed likely to afford the best pretext.

In Damascus, and in the same quarter of the city in which Chebib
lived, was a joiner, whose wife was reckoned the handsomest woman in
the city. But the qualities of her mind were not equal to those of her
person. Abdelmelec contrived to spread a report, that Chebib was
passionately in love with her, and intended to replace with this conquest,
the daughter of Scheffander-Hassan, whom he had given up to Giafar; to
make the husband soon after be assassinated by some of his own people;
and to impute the crime to Chebib. But he was, first, cautious to prepare
proofs, which might so establish the certainty of the crime, that the
accused might be legally put to death, without appearing to be in any
degree the victim of personal hatred.

It was necessary to order matters so that Giafar should have no
pretext for taking part with Chebib; but that the latter should, even in
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the yes of that minister, who was his friend, remain convicted of the
crime for which the judge had condemned him.

It was necessary that he should procure some very striking proof.
The sovereign of Damascus, in one of his fits of ostentatious profusion,
had given Chebib a very handsome ring. Chebib being very careful to
discharge every act of attention and respect that he owed to his prince,
although he had other rings of greater value than that, never went to
dine at the palace, without putting it on, in preference to all others,
before he sat down at Abdelmelec's table.

This ring the king wished to have secretly stolen from Chebib. An
eunuch, well known to be expert at such tricks, undertook the task. He
succeeded in it, one night after a supper, that had been prolonged to a
late hour. Chebib, without perceiving it, returned to his own palace,
wanting both his ring and his poniard; for the eunuch had even exceeded
the orders of Abdelmelec, in taking away the weapon.

When the tyrant was in possession of the ring and poniard, he
pushed on the rest of his wicked intrigue. The joiner was assassinated
before Chebib's gate, one evening as he returned home. The murderers
escaped unseen.

A soldier of Abdelmelec's guard, who was as corrupt and as
completely wicked as his master, was in love with the joiner's widow, and
beloved by her. He persuaded her to accuse Chebib of having made her
offers in her husband's lifetime, if she would yield to his desires, and
either divorce her husband, or force him to divorce her; and that, not
long after the assassination, he had sent his ring to her, with assurance
that he would marry her.

Four false witnesses were provided, to depose, that they had seen
Chebib commit the crime of which he was accused. The widow was
promised, that Chebib's property should be confiscated for her use; and
the lifeguard-man was to have his palace; of which Abdelmelec reserved
to himself only the furniture.

The king of Damascus had assembled a divan, in which Chebib sat
at the head of all the nobles and great officers of the state.

Notice was given to Abdelmelec, that a woman, wearing her veil,
was coming in to demand justice on an atrocious crime committed by a
man high in power. The sovereign gave orders that she should be
admitted. The joiner's widow entered, sobbing; and in tears, prostrated
herself before Abdelmelec, and demanded justice upon the murderer of
her husband. It was the unanimous advice of the divan that if she knew
who the guilty person was, and could produce satisfactory evidence
justice ought to be speedily done her.

The widow then renewed her tale, and related the whole story,
which had been put into her mouth by her lover the lifeguard-man,
without naming the person accused. As her first proof, she offered the
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ring which had been sent her by the murderer of her husband, and
begged leave to deposit it; naming, at the same time, four witnesses who
had seen the commission of the murder, and had brought away the
assassin's poniard.

Abdelmelec ordered the secretary to the divan to receive the ring,
and to write down the names of the four witnesses; and the widow was
then conducted out of the divan.

When she had retired, Abdelmelec thus spoke: “This is a crime of a
shocking nature. My counsellors and ministers will inform me what
punishment the law denounces upon such guilt. “Sire,” replied the Mufti, 
the punishment is capital; and is ordained equally in the three books of
Moses, of Jesus the son of Mary, and of our Holy Prophet. A Musulman,
guilty of murder, cannot be an object of pardon.” The whole assembly,
and even Chebib, who spoke last, agreed with the Musti. Chebib however
added, that if it were just that the guilty should die, yet it would be
unjust to punish any man, upon bare preemptions; and that the
complaint and the proofs offered, ought first to be seriously examined.

Nothing can be more reasonable than this, returned Abdelmelec;
and since religion is here injured, by this attempt against the holy union
of marriage, I here charge you, Musti, to assemble the cadis, without
delay, and carry the process before them, that the criminal, by our
slackness, be not suffered to escape, and murder encouraged; but that
judgment may to-morrow be pronounced upon him here in the divan.”

Chebib ran the greatest risk, without suspecting in the least his
danger. But at the very moment of the joiner Houssein's assassination,
the phenomenon, announced by the Giaffer, had been seen at Bagdad.
The sun was covered with blood; and Haroun instantly set out for
Damascus. In the mean time, all was in an uproar through that city.
Chebib's house was beset; and notice was given him, that he must
appear to-morrow in the divan, to answer for the assassination of
Houssein, and for attempting to seduce his wife. The virtuous Chebib
raised his soul in prayer to God, and commended his safety to the great
Prophet. After performing this duty, he supped, and lay down to rest. The
whole city were astonished, at seeing so virtuous and so beneficent a
man suspected of a crime so atrocious, as that which was imputed to
him. The poor, who had lived by his bounty, lamented to see him, who
was their staff, cut off. A few malicious persons however rejoiced; and
Ahdel-Melec's emissaries were every where at pains to insinuate, that an
excessive passion for women might hurry, even the very best men, into
violations of their general principles of conduct. In the following night,
the whole city was one scene of anxiety and tumult.

By day-break, however, the two blind men met at the gate of the
high mosque. They came both to offer up their prayers for Chebib.
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“My wife,” said the eldest, “has had a strange dream last night. She
saw all the lamps in the dome of Coubet-il-Naffer first nearly
extinguished, and then suddenly rekindled by a gentle breeze, and the
light railed to such a blaze, that the eye could not bear it.

“My father,” replied the younger, “has seen Markaff; and was told
by him, at parting, that he was going to transform himself into a fish in
the Abana, and there to suffer himself to be taken by some fisherman’s
line; of purpose,” he said, “to serve Chebib. [What can that great man do
with a dish of fish in his present situation? The genie Karkass, my old
friend, so contracted his bulk when he last left me, that I perfectly lost
fight of him. He told me, that he was going to steal into a certain place,
where only the air and he could penetrate. Tantoura, their queen, had
assigned them these parts to perform, for the safety of Chebib. That
worthy man, brother, has many enemies here below; but God permits
him to have friends, of a different species, who are equally supernatural
and powerful.”

“What say you of Chebib?” said to the blind man, one of the three
dervishes, who now entered the mosque. “If you love him, of whom you
speak, receive these alms in the name of that truly generous man, and
join us in praying to God in the mosque, that he will enlighten his
judges, and do justice on his false accusers.”— “You shall not offer up
your prayers alone,” said three other men, who now came in from three
different quarters: “We came on the same errand.” One of them had a
parrot on his hand; another carried a large fish in a basket; the third had
a purse, almost empty, hanging by his girdle, and was followed by a
young boy.

These new-comers addressed the dervishes; “Since you come to
pray for the generous Chebib,” said they, “permit us to accompany you in
your devotions.”—“Most willingly,” said the dervishes; “but here are a
bird and a fish, that cannot enter with us.”—“I shall take care of them,”
said the young man who came last; “and all the rest of the company went
immediately into the mosque. Their prayers were offered up with the
utmost ardour, and intermixed with sighs and groans. When these were
ended the company thus accidentally assembled, (they were, the
fisherman, the master of the tavern, and the confectioner, of whom
mention has been made in the narrative of Giafar's adventures, with the
three dervishes who were Chebib's guests), before leaving the mosque,
began a conversation concerning the common reason which had brought
them all to prayers at so early an hour, and communicated to one
another their intentions to proceed to the place where the judges were
met.

The divan was to sit in the open air; and Abdelmelec had ordered
proclamation to be made, that all the people might assist at the trial.
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As Chebib's friends were leaving the mosque, they observed a
crowd gathered about the young man who had been left to keep the
parrot and the fish. The bird was incessantly crying, Chebib is innocent. 

The bird was no other than Tantoura, the queen of the genies, who
having transformed herself into a parrot, and taking the place of one that
was in the house of the confectioner, had deafened the whole house from
day-break with the constant repetition of the same cry. The confectioner,
struck with so singular a circumstance, had determined to present the
bird at the divan, as soon as he had offered up his morning prayer. The
fisherman had gone out, early in the morning, to cast his net into the
river; and, observing a large fish floating near the surface of the water,
had cast a line, pronouncing, at the same time, aloud, “In the name of the
generous Chebib, who is persecuted by the malice of men.” No sooner was
the line cast, than the fish advanced its head, and greedily swallowed the
hook.

The fisherman had brought this fish, asserting, that, although
mute, it would give evidence in favour of Chebib; for it was clear, that it
had eagerly suffered itself to be taken, at the mention of Chebib's name.

The keeper of the tavern said, That, two or three days before, four
ill-looking fellows had come to dine in his house; that, in the height of
their festivity, they had quarrelled among themselves about the division
of a large sum of money which they had in a purse; one of them
pretending, that he ought to have a larger share, because he had done
more than the rest. They had thrown the dishes at each others heads,
and had been at last parted by the people in the house. One of them
complained, that he had been rendered unable to go any where without a
guide, having received a blow upon the only eye of which he had the
use;—the other, though apparently sound, being actually paralytic. I
prevailed with one of his companions,” continued the master of the
tavern, “to conduct him home. Those people were in such confusion
when they went out of my house, that they left behind them the purse in
which they had brought the gold, with two sequins still remaining in it. I
thought with myself, that the purse might find an owner among the
crowd that would this day assemble to witness Chebib's trial, and have
hung it by my girdle.”

“We,” said the three dervishes, “are guests and friends of Chebib's.
Having offered up our prayers for him, we mean to proceed to the place
of trial, where we shall see how far the wickedness of men, will be
suffered, by Divine justice, to prevail against this illustrious pattern of
generosity and virtue.”

This little party proceeded together to the scene of trial. Wherever
they found difficulty in making their way through the crowd, the pretty
parrot upon the young man's hand, called out, in a loud and distinctly
articulate voice, “Make way! Make way!” and every one obeyed, without
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reflecting upon the singularity of the command, or the character of its
author.

At last, these friends of Chebib advanced to the space where the
criminal was to compeer, face to face, with his accusers; and came so
near, as almost to touch clothes with the latter, who were already in their
place. There was only a railing between them.

The seats set for the judges, according to their different ranks,
were soon filled. They waited only for Abdel-Melec. He soon made his
appearance, and ordered the criminal to be brought forward.

Chebib was now on the fatal scene. The widow, who was plaintiff
against him, in a mourning dress, and wearing a veil so deep as to float
upon the ground, sat without the railing.

At the command of the judges, she was about to rise, and to renew
her accusation of him whom she pretended to be the murderer of her
husband; when the parrot suddenly uttered some mock sounds of a
trumpet, so perfectly imitated, that the attention of all was turned that
way, and hindered the widow of Houssein from opening her mouth.

The surprise occasioned by the note of the parrot, had almost gone
off, when a repetition of the same sound was heard: but it was no longer
a mock sound; it was accompanied with the noise of other military
instruments, and all together bespoke the arrival of the Caliph; who had
just alighted from his dromedary, and was attended; by the principal
officers of his guard.

Abdel-Melec eagerly descended from his throne, and went to meet
his sovereign.

“King of Damascus,” said the Caliph, “let not my arrival here
surprise you. It is my duty to watch over the happiness of the
Musulman, of whom, I am, under heaven, the head here below. I owe to
all the same proofs of my vigilance; and I come to rejoice in the
prosperity which I suppose you make all your subjects enjoy.

“At my arrival, I was informed, that you were engaged in a solemn
act of justice, which you were desirous that your people should witness.
Delicacy forbids all suspicion of the motives and views which are to
determine the judges. I approve your precaution, in placing guards round
the place which you have chosen for such a meeting, as the proper
means to preserve order, and enforce the execution of the law. As you are
employed about the most labourious and painful function of royalty, I am
happy I have arrived in time to assist you in bearing this burden; and I
readily join you in presiding in this trial.”

Abdel-Melec was confounded, as if he had been thunderstruck, by
this declaration of the Caliph. He replied, with a degree of hesitation,
which rendered his meaning unintelligible. The Caliph seated himself on
the throne; and the king of Damascus sat down, trembling, upon his left
hand.
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The Caliph saw before him, the woman who was the complainer;
he spoke to her, and, with a voice of mildness and majesty, ordered her
to repeat her complaint.

Houssein's widow could not support the overawing presence of the
successor of Mahomet. Falsehood died away upon her lips, while she
attempted to utter it; and she was seized with a tremor and faintness,
which made her unable to speak. The clerk was obliged to read the
complaint as it had been written down; after which he shewed the ring,
which was brought as a pretended evidence of the project of seduction;
and the poniard, which served to shew who was the assassin. The ring
was passed through the hands of the judges, and half of them knew it to
have belonged to Chebib. Abdel-Melec affirmed, that he had presented it
to him three years before. The Caliph took the ring in his hand, looked
upon it, and then ordered it to be given to Chebib, and him to say
whether he knew it for his own. “This ring was mine,” replied Chebib; “I
lost it some time since; but never gave, or offered it, to any person
whomsoever.” “Did you ever know the woman who accuses you?” replied
Haroun: “Did you ever send any person to make offers to her in your
name?”—— “Sublime Caliph,” replied Chebib, “I have heard her
mentioned; but I never saw her, and never employed any person to
mention me to her. I have known her husband, and he has wrought for
me; I have done him good, but never harm.”

“Here are four witnesses,” continued the Caliph, “who make oath,
that they saw you assassinate Houssein within a few steps of your own
door; after which, you went into your house.”

“Protector of the Musulman!” replied Chebib, “it belongs to God to
confound falsehood; not to me, against whom its efforts are directed. But
I see here three dervishes, who are my guests; and I was engaged in
company with them, in the very time at which it is pretended that I
committed the murder.” The Caliph gave orders that the four accusers
should be heard. Their several depositions were found to agree perfectly.
They had all four sought refuge from “a sudden blast, under a portico.
While thus concealed behind the pillars, which served to shelter them,
they saw Chebib come behind Houssein, and assassinate him with two
blows of his poniard, and knew it to be he, and no other. They had
picked up the weapon which dropped from the assassin, and carried it
next day to the widow. The Caliph desired to see the weapon, and made
it to be shewn to Chebib. “I lost it at the same time that I lost my ring; for
I know it to be mine, by the handle, and by my cypher engraven on the
blade. I perceive that it has been set with false stones, instead of the
diamonds with which it was before ornamented. It was stolen from me on
the same day with my ring.” The Caliph hearing this declaration, only
said to Abdel-Melec, the poniard seems to me very suspicious. The stones
are undoubtedly false. They must have been set by some jeweller; and we
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shall find him, unless he be an accomplice in the theft: It is not natural,
that Chebib, who was so magnificent in every thing else, should affect to
wear false jewels.” After this short conversation with the king of
Damascus, Haroun asked the first witness; “Did you see Chebib
assassinate Houssein?” “I swear,” replied the witness, “by our great
Prophet, that I saw him with my two eyes.”—“He lies!” instantly
interrupted a firm, though shrill voice: “He saw him not, even with one
eye.” It was the parrot perched upon the young man's finger that thus
gave the lie to the witness. The exclamation occasioned some small
disturbance. While the author was sought out, the Caliph proceeded to
interrogate the second witness in the same manner as the first: “It is as
sure,” replied this man, “that I saw Chebib assassinate Houssein, as it is
true that I am a Musulman.”—“He lies!” pronounced the same voice
which had been heard before, “for he is uncircumcised.” It was now
perceived to be the parrot who spoke. Achmet-Balan, a lifeguard man in
the service of the king of Damascus, attempted to seize the bird; but it
pecked his hand so as to bring the blood, and with a stroke of its bill
beat out the stone from the collet of his ring. The diamond dropping out,
rolled to the feet of Chebib. He picked it and said, “Here is the brilliant
that adorned the pommel of my poniard: The Caliph will know it, for I
received it from his bounty.”

The noise occasioned by these several incidents, subsiding, the
Caliph proceeded to interrogate the third witness. He happening to stand
beside the fisherman, laid his hand upon the large fish, the jaw of which
had been half torn away when the hook which it had swallowed was
drawn out of its mouth: “I swear,” said he, “that my deposition is as true
as it is that I now lay my hand upon a dead fish.” No sooner had he
uttered this oath, than the fish, springing from the basket, struck the
perjured witness so violently with its tail upon the face, that blood
gushed from his nose; and then, leaping over the heads of the
bystanders, plunged into a canal formed by the waters of the river, and
at a small distance from the scene of the trial.

The Caliph was not so much surprised as pleased, by these
wonders; and proceeded to near the last witness. This man, thinking that
he saw by the girdle of the master of the tavern, a purse belonging to
himself, and which he did not recollect that he had left in his house: “I
swear” replied he, “that my accusation is as true, as it is that I now see
my own purse hanging by that man's girdle.” “Thou liest” answered the
bird again; “it is the purse of Achmet-Balan, the king’s lifeguard-man; his
mark is on the bottom.”

After many proofs of the parrot's sagacity, the Caliph turned to
Abdel-melec; “Brother,” said he, “you see here, proofs, of what has been
so often told us, that Chebib has interested all the animals of nature in
his favour. You see what efforts this bird and that fish have made, to

96



vindicate him from the blackest and most atrocious calumny that can be
uttered against any man. If I have any skill or practice in the discussion
of criminal affairs, I think I already know part of those who are
concerned in this horrid conspiracy against virtue. I know not who their
chief may be; but I have means in my hand to detect even him.”

The Caliph then turning to the parrot, said, “Pretty little friend of
Chebib, tell us the name of the murderer of Houssein, who is no doubt
the same that has sought the life of Chebib.”— “You will find it inscribed 
within the ring that was stolen from Chebib” replied the parrot; and
instantly flew away. The Caliph asked the ring to be delivered to him. No
jeweller was needed; the stone fell from the collet of the ring. Karkass,
who had taken his place within it, made it drop out, as if voluntarily. The
name of Abdelmelec was then found within it. It is impossible to describe
what the king of Damascus had suffered, while the Caliph was employed
in the preceding investigation. But, when that prince saw a series of
prodigies start forward to detect his guilt, he sat fixed in inexpressible
astonishment and confusion.

“Abdel-melec,” said the Caliph, with that awe-commanding air
which he so well knew how to assume, “descend from that throne which
you have disgraced. Strip yourself of the insignia of a dignity, of which I
here divest you. Go, take the place of that virtuous man, whom your base
machinations have been on the point of robbing at once of his honour
and his life. You have assembled the people to witness a memorable act
of justice; and Heaven has sent me hither, to turn the mischief which
you intended, upon your own head, and the heads of your accomplices.”

Abdel-melec remained still motionless, and silent. Haroun again
raised his voice, and spoke in so dreadful a tone, that terror, rather than
a. disposition to obey, brought the unhappy prince to the foot of his
throne.

“Seize him,” said Haroun to the officers of justice: “He shall live
only to witness the punishment of those whom he has seduced to
become the instruments of his wickedness. You, nobler and citizens of
Damascus, here present; and you, strangers, whatever have been the
motive that brought you hither; if any sort of fear have hitherto
prevented you from bearing witness in favour of innocence, and detecting
guilt; speak out now, without constraint, and assist me to discover all
the accomplices in these horrid machinations.”

“Sire,” said then one of the dervishes, “my two brothers, who are
here, and myself, saw the four men who have given their depositions
against Chebib, coming out from the house of Achmet-Balan, next day
after the murder of Houssein the joiner. They went to dine together in the
house of the tavern-keeper beside us, and quarrelled about the division
of a large sum in gold. One of them forgot his purse, and the cypher of
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Achmet-Balan, is inscribed upon the bottom of it, at the bird has
signified.”

“Let Achmet-Balan put off the robe which he wears, and lay down
the rod which he carries as one of the royal lifeguard-men,” said the
Caliph: “Let him and his four accomplices be instantly put to death, after
a confession of their crime, and of the names of their associates shall
have been obtained from them: let the widow of Houssein be cast into a
dungeon, there to await her fate.”

The Caliph's orders were no sooner given, than obeyed; and all the
criminals were dragged to the place of execution. Abdel-melec had only
the cruel distinction of dying last.

When those disagreeable objects were removed, the Caliph,
resuming his ordinary serenity, thus spoke to Chebib. “Come, my old
host; my friend, my brother; take your seat here beside me. I will not
insult you, by placing on your head the same diadem which has been
disgraced by your predecessor; but I make you king of Damascus. You
are disposed, I see, to refuse my wishes: Nevertheless, reflect that when I
request you to accept the government of this kingdom, it is in the name
of God, who is all-powerful over you and me, and of our great Prophet; by
whose authority, I command you to ascend the royal seat, and all the
princes and grandees here met, to acknowledge you their king.” Chebib,
notwithstanding his modest repugnance, was forced to obey the Caliph's
orders; and was encouraged to it, by a shout of approbation, which
resounded through all Damascus. After this ceremony, the Caliph
Haroun became again the guest of Chebib. They conversed together
about the interests of the state; and the Caliph gave Chebib news of
Giafar, of the amiable Negemet, and of young Hazad. A messenger from
the grand vizier, had, before this, informed him of the resolution which
that minister had taken with respect to Negemet; and the new king of
Damascus was less pleased with the restoration of his beloved wife, than
with the idea that he owed her to the magnanimous self-denial of his
friend.

When the conversation on this head was ended, Haroun next
informed him of his intention to marry Hazad with the daughter of the
Sultan: of Herak, and related the whole story of the two rings, which had
been concealed by Giafar. The Caliph, at the same time, engaged to ask
Ziziale for Hazad, from the Sultan her father, when he should give him
notice, that she was at Bagdad: with Zobeide. The Caliph's ambassadors
departed, without delay, for the Sultan of Herak's court.

Haroun Alraschid, after establishing Chebib upon the throne,
returned, without delay, to Bagdad. His friend the vizier shuddered to
hear what dangers Chebib had been exposed to; and the whole prediction
of the Giaffer was explained.
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While the Caliph was on his return to Bagdad, Chebib, having
been raised, almost against his will, to royal honours, began to make a
nobler use of the knowledge which he had acquired, even than that to
which he had originally designed it: for, what good was it not in his
power to do, now that he was king, and possessed all the virtues and the
knowledge that can adorn the royal station?

The first proof of his greatness of soul, which he gave in his new
station, was in comforting and I relieving the family of Abdel-melec. He
restored them all the private property of that prince, and acted rather as
a father, than as a king, toward them. But his generosity appeared less
extraordinary since his advancement to the throne, because it was now
more widely diffused. He now viewed himself merely as the steward of the
public treasure, to which he had added his own.

After the sudden disappearance of the Princess Ziziale, the sultan
of Herak and his wife had remained in the deepest distress. The envoys
from the Caliph, and the king of Damascus, gave them the greatest joy,
by informing them that she was with Zobeide; and the letters which they
at the same time received, signifying that the proposed marriage with
Hazad, was an arrangement, to which fate had contributed, they agreed
to it so much the more readily, because the generosity of Chebib, Hazad's
father, had gained him the esteem of all Persia; and the lustre of his
virtues was now augmented in the eyes of all, by his advancement to the
throne. The sultan of Herak instantly set out for Bagdad.

The interests of the state obliged the new king of Damascus to
repair thither at the same time. The Caliph's court was therefore soon
adorned with the presence of those two sovereigns. Haroun received the
sultan in his own palace, with every mark of respect. But the new king;
of Damascus was the guest of his friend Giafar. The marriage of Hazad
with the Princess Ziziale, followed soon after those persons were met
whose consent to it was necessary. The charming Negemet resumed her
former matrimonial engagement, with new rights upon the affections of 
her husband. The marriages were celebrated with the most sumptuous
and festive entertainments. The generous Chebib, thus happy in the
favours of fortune, and in the delights of love and friendship, soon after
returned to his own dominions; and the sultan of Herak carried with him
his daughter's new-married husband, who by the marriage became his
heir-apparent.

The Caliph and Giafar, Zobekle and Fatme, could not but feel the
pain of separation from persons who were so dear to them: for the
princesses had conceived no less an attachment for Ziziale and Negemet,
than their husbands entertained for Chebib and his son. But fate had
ordained that those two happy and respectable pairs should go to
promote the happiness of those dominions over which they were to reign.
The Caliph, the vizier, and their two wives, were obliged to consent to
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this sacrifice, in order that the work, of which they had been the
instruments, might not remain imperfect.

Scheherazade having thus finished the story of the adventures of
Giafar and Chebib, addressed herself to Schahriar. “Sire, your majesty
must agree, that Caliph Haroun Alraschid displayed, in those several
adventures, all the activity, prudence and penetration, which can be
expected from a great man. As the eminent qualities of that illustrious
prince, are themes of praise, which cannot soon be exhausted; if my
narratives are not tiresome to your majesty, I shall next enter upon the
story of the adventures of Halechalbe and the young unknown lady, in
which the penetration and justice of the Caliph appear in a light highly
worthy of his character.” The sultan, who was never weary of hearing
Scheherazade, begged her to proceed with her story, which she; did in
the following words.
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