
ARABIAN TALES:

Story of HALECHALBE and the Unknown LADY, 

Caliph Haroun Alraschid, one day called his grand vizier Giafar,
and Mesrour the chief of the eunuchs. “I wish to go into Bagdad in
disguise,” said he, “and there visit the hospitals, that I may see whether
the administration of them be wisely and attentively conducted; whether
the sick are treated with due care and tenderness. I will disguise myself
as a dervish. You must accompany me: do you therefore disguise
yourselves, so that you may not be known.”

The Caliph was obeyed, and proceeded immediately with his
favourite servants into the city. He was soon in the middle of the
hospitals. Every thing seemed to be in as good order as he could wish; till
at length he advanced to the gate of a wide court, within which he heard
a noise. Then addressing Giafar, “Whence comes this noise?” said he.
“This is the mad-house,” replied the vizier. “Such of those unhappy.
persons as are harmless, are allowed to walk about in the court; those
who are more furious, are confined in separate cells around it.”

“Let us enter,” said the Caliph; “the scene must be interesting. Let
us first examine, whether all those confined here, have been deprived of
their liberty upon good reasons. There are many who go about loose
through the world, who, if they were treated according to their character,
would be confined among the mad: and here may possibly be some, who
might be enlarged with great safety and advantage both to themselves
and the public. Let each of us enter into conversation with one of those
unhappy persons: let us determine by lot who shall begin, and set
immediately about making the experiment.” The lot fell upon Mesrour.

They all three went within the court; and the chief eunuch went
straight up to the first cell. Within it was a man about forty years of age,
smoking a pipe with a very serious air, while his elbow rested upon a
table, on which lay some papers. He saluted the smoker, and his
salutation was returned. “I suppose, Sir,” said Mesrour, “that you have
the care of those people who are making a noise in the court?”——  “That
charge,” replied the other, “is a burden which does not ly upon my
shoulders. I find enough to do in taking care of myself; and there is
nothing more required of me.”—“ But surely,” said Mesrour, “you are not
confined here for madness.”—“Why should not I? Do you think me wiser
than another? They have done that justice to me, which should be done
for all the inhabitants of Bagdad, if they had their due. I have no reason
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to complain. The judgment of my friends and acquaintance has sent me
hither, and they come daily to see me.”

“I understand you,” said Mesrour; “we have all more or less
madness in our composition; but, when this does not exceed a certain
pitch, it is quite unnecessary to turn the key upon us; it is only extreme
madness—“

”Ah!” interrupted the smoker; “men forgive one another any
common piece of folly, however ridiculous. But whenever any one is able
to exalt his ideas and his sentiments above those of others; they feel the
disgrace of their inferiority, and strive to remove him out of the way. This
is my own case. I know more than the vulgar; and the reward of my
knowledge, is my confinement here.”

“In what branch of knowledge did you excel?” replied Mefrour.—“In
astrology,” returned the other; “a science, which is the key to all other
sciences.”—“ Were you skilled in astrology?”—“I should have been skilled
in it; but my proficiency was interrupted.”—“Did you correspond with the
stars?”—“I did.”—“Whose good graces among them did you enjoy?”—
“The Moon's.”—“Are you no longer in favour with her?”—“Since my
confinement, she has done with me as she pleases. She had great
obligations to me formerly, but now she thinks not of those. She had a
huge wart on her nose, and I removed it. She is obliged to me, therefore,
for that fine face which you sometimes see. Besides, by directing her to
turn a little out of the way, I saved her from an eclipse, which all the
astronomers were expecting. She was at first grateful for these favours;
but, since my confinement, if I address myself to her when she is waxing,
she is still too feeble to do any thing in my favour; when she is full, she
covers herself up with clouds and mists; but when she is waning, all her
malignant influence is very much at my service; she rains defluxions,
rheums, and catarrhs upon me in great plenty. I am seeking at present
to deliver myself from this latter mark of her beneficence. Ah! if ever I can
lay hold on her, she shall learn, that she has not obliged an ungrateful
person.”

“And if you had her, how would you keep her?” replied
Mesrour.—“Nothing easier,” replied the gentleman who was enjoying his
pipe, “if I had the assistance of such a man as you. She will come this
evening, about nine o'clock, to view herself, and to bathe in that well
within the court. I will give you my table; you shall ly in ambush under
it. She will have no fear of you; and while she amuses herself in the
water, you must suddenly shut the mouth of the well upon her, and then
we shall have her. This would be a lucky hit for us both; and we should
then hear what she could say to justify herself.”

“Will she speak?” said Mesrour, “and shall we understand her?”—“I
say not, that you will very distinctly understand her: But as for me, my
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ear is practised in listening to the harmony of the celestial bodies; I shall
not lose a single word; we must know the structure of your ear again.”

So saying, the smoker laid down his pipe, and set to examine
Mesrour's ear. But, seizing it abruptly, he pulled it with all his might,
and cried, “Your ear is too short!”—Mesrour cried aloud for pain. The
keeper ran up, and relieved him from the astrologer's hands; and
Mesrour, holding his ear with both hands, thus returned to give the
Caliph an account of his unpleasant adventure.

“I have been long persuaded,” said Haroun, laughing, “that
madmen, who have an air of wisdom, are those against whom we should
be most upon our guard.” “Come, Giafar,” said he to his grand vizier,
“you are forewarned to take care of your ears. Go, make your trial among
these people. Mesrour and I will keep near the cell you enter, that we
may be ready to come to your assistance.

The grand vizier had already turned his eye towards the door of a
cell, at which sat a man with a venerable beard, and an air of reverence.
He began with giving the old man alms, before he would salute him. The
man seemed to value the civility more than the alms. He returned
Giafar's salutation, and made a signal to him to sit down beside him.
“Young man,” said he, “you no doubt came hither to receive instruction.
You may thank heaven for sending you to me. Of what chapter, in my
book, would you hear the text, or the explanation?”

The book that this man talked of, was neither more nor less than a
small square tablet of cedar, on which there was not a letter to be seen.
“What book is that?” inquired Giafar.

“What! Can you not distinguish, in these characters, the finger of
God, and the dictates of the angel Gabriel? A Musulman! and yet not
know the divine Koran, nor recognize, in him who is before you, the
inspired of God, the great prophet Mahomer?”

The vizier, at this exclamation, arose and retired. He again joined
the Caliph. “Commander of the Faithful,” said he, “I am driven off the
stage. The man to whom I addressed myself, utters the most horrid
blasphemy. He says, that he is our great Prophet.”

“You cannot be absolutely certain that this is blasphemy,”
returned the Caliph. “Any man may call himself a prophet, who can
prove his mission by miracles. Go,—ask him to shew you a miracle.”

Giafar obeyed; and returning to the old man, “If you are Mahomet,”
said he, “who could put you into such a place of confinement as this?” 

“My ungrateful people,” replied the pretended prophet, “would not
believe in me; a circumstance, at which I am more distressed than
surprised: they scarcely believe in God.”

“But,” replied Giafar, “a prophet proves his million by miracles;
why have you performed none of these?”
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“My people,” replied the pretended Mahomet, “should first have
asked for them; but they are afraid of conviction; they desire not to
believe.”

“But could you perform miracles?” said Giafar.— “Is it a doubt with
you, whether Mahomet can or not?”—“Perform one immediately then.”
—“Most willingly. Climb up to the top of that minaret, by the flight of
steps upon the outside: Throw yourself headlong, without fear; and,
when you fall, although you should be dashed into a thousand pieces,
depend upon it, I shall set you on your feet again, stouter, and
straighter, and handsomer than you are at present.”

“Ah!” said Giafar, retiring, “I had rather believe you a prophet, than
bring you to this proof of your prophetic authority.” The vizier
accordingly proceeded to inform the Caliph of the proposal that had been
made to him.

“You have learned nothing satisfactory,” said Haroun; “for you
would make no trial.”—“If any body else be fond of the trial,” said Giafar,
“the man and the minaret are there; I shall not dispute with him the
credit of the adventure.”

The conversation between the prince and his confidents, was
interrupted by some persons who came up, and accosted them. One was
the Caliph, and proposed to Haroun, to quit the dervish's gown, and
become his vizier. He offered to array him in a superb pellice; but what
he produced under this name, was an old ragged piece of stuff, dirty, and
crawling with vermin. Another came with a basket of nut-shells, offering
sweetmeats for sale.

But these short interviews in public, did not answer the end which
Haroun had in view; nor did they serve to fulfil his part of the compact. It
was now his turn to enter a cell, where he might, like his two
companions, have a particular conversation with the person who
occupied it. He went up to one, which seemed to be larger »nd better
furnished than the others. A young man, of a soft and engaging aspect,.
sat: in it upon a sofa, and seemed to be buried in deep melancholy. He
held the Koran in his hand.

The Caliph accosted him; gave him the usual salutation; and spoke
to him in that kind, familiar tone, which his dervish's dress authorised
him to assume: “Oh! handsome young man” said he, “why do I meet in
this place with a man of so much good sense as you seem to possess?”

At this question, the young man-closed his book, modestly opened
his eyes, looked upon the dervish, and replied, “All the actions of my life
have not been guided by good sense: I have given grounds for the unjust
pretexts upon which I am here detained.”--- And, pray, may not I hear
your history.” Said the dervish, “since you appear to be in so fit a
condition to give it?”
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“Pious dervish,” replied the young man, “if you were the Caliph, I
should desire you to sit down beside me, and would open my heart to
you.  I daily ask God to send hither that just prince, to hear my
complaint; but it were vain for me to make any other person my
confident. You see before you the victim of his grand vizier Giafar, by
whose orders I have been brought hither, upon a pretext which has the
semblance of being well-founded. But I can aver, that I am detained here
without any good reason; and, were I not supported by religion, I should
sink under the distress and horror of my situation.”

The Caliph was in the highest degree astonished to hear so rational
and connected a train of discourse. He called Giafar and Mesrour, and
repeated to them what he had heard. The grand vizier looked attentively
upon the young man; and allured the Caliph, that the prisoner and his
story were to him absolutely unknown.

Haroun's curiosity became more eager, and made him urgent. He
entered the cell with the freedom which all dervishes naturally use, and
seated himself beside the young man who ascribed his sufferings to
Giafar. “Unfortunate young man,” said he, “you know that persons in my
condition of life enjoy many privileges, and, among others, that of access
to the great, and of speaking to them with freedom. The Commander of
the Faithful makes himself accessible to us, above all others; depend
upon my zeal for your interest; it will be in my power to serve you; and
you are going to confide your sorrows to a discreet ear, and a feeling
heart.”

The young man sighed again, mused for a few moments, shed
some tears, and then began his story.

“My name is Halechalbe. My father is provost of the merchants of
Bagdad. He one evening invited the principal merchants in the city to
sup with him. Each was accompanied by his eldest son. After the meal,
which was plenteous and cheerful, the guests began to talk of their
intentions with regard to their children.

“One had sent his son to reside in a foreign factory; another had
intrusted his with a ship laden with goods; a third had been admitted to
a share of his father's trade: in a word, from all that I heard, it appeared
that all those young men were, one way or another, profitably engaged in
business. After various conversation on this and other subjects, the
company retired.

“I immediately took the opportunity of representing to my father
that I, as son to the first merchant in the city, certainly ought not to
remain idle, while so many others of my age were advantageously
employed in business. He acknowledged what I said to be reasonable;
and proposed, that I should open a warehouse in any quarter of the city I
pleased. This proposal fell in with my turn for trade, and my desire of
independence. I accepted it, and was, next day, put in possession of a
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large stock of the finest stuffs of Persia and India. I had slaves, whose
skill in the business of trade relieved me from the more disagreeable
parts of the profession.

“Through the day, I had all the nobility of Bagdad about me, and
was thus led to form an acquaintance with them: in the evening I
returned regularly to my father's' house. I found this life of business
active, and varied, and, in a word, suited to my taste. My father would
often visit me in my warehouse, and was pleased to see it so much
resorted to by such crowds of the richest and most fashionable
customers of both sexes. He took a pleasure in sending me every rare
and valuable commodity that he received from abroad; the servants who
conducted his trade, had orders to do so.

“I was one day in my counting-room, with a number of people
about me, when two ladies of a very engaging appearance came in. The
persons who were about me, having gone away, out of respect to them,
one of those ladies contrived to disorder her veil, so as to reveal to my
eyes, a perfection of beauty that dazzled them.

“My fair visitants sat down on a sofa, asked for my richest stuffs,
and bought to the amount of three thousand crowns. By this bargain my
profits were five hundred crowns. The goods were wrapped up, and
carried away by slaves, by the order of that one of the two ladies who
seemed to be the mistress. I was going to hold out my hand for my
money, when the young lady spoke thus: “Halechalbe, I have brought no
money with me; but you need not be uneasy about what I owe you; I
shall return in a few days to pay you, and may then probably make more
considerable purchases.”

“The other lady now spoke. “Ah, Madam!” said she, “do you talk to
the son of the provost of the merchants, a man of known opulence, and
with whose merit the Caliph himself is not unacquainted, as if you could
doubt that he would hesitate to do himself the honour of favouring such
a lady as you with so paltry a credit?”

“This discourse from the companion, the impression which the fair
eyes of the mistress had made upon me, with a little natural timidity,
occasioned me not only to make no words about the payment, but even
to neglect asking the name of the lady to whom I gave credit. She took
her leave very courteously, and went her way, while I remained fixed like
a post at my door, and did not even take the precaution to make a slave
follow her.

“When I was alone, my imprudence fully appeared to my mind. To
whom had I given my goods? Had I forgotten, notwithstanding so many
lessons on that head from my father, that Bagdad swarmed with
adventurers, who were capable of assuming any tone, and presenting
themselves in any character that would favour deceit! Then, every thing
about her, even those fine eyes which she had let me see, became
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suspected. I thought myself robbed, and returned to my father's house,
trembling, in dread of those reproaches which I believed I had drawn
upon myself.

“My mother soon perceived my uneasiness. She artfully led me to
acknowledge the cause of it, and endeavoured, as much as possible, to
calm my uneasiness.—“The merchant who knows not how to lose,” says
she, “deserves not to gain. If you are uneasy about making up accounts
with your father my purse shall supply what is wanting.”

“I went next day to my warehouse, still chagrined at my loss, and
at finding myself so easily made a dupe of. However, I was not without
hopes of seeing the lady return. But evening came, and no lady had
appeared. This painful day was followed by three others, which brought
no farther news of my fair customer. My mother saw my distress, but
could not remove it.

“It was in vain that she told me that she would supply what I had
lost out of her own private purse; and that I might regard what had
happened as a profitable misfortune; for experience of this sort taught
men knowledge. This conversation was to no purpose; nothing could
console me for having suffered myself to be duped by a pair of fine eyes,
by pretence, and compliments. My vanity was hurt; and this was a great
mortification to me.

“On the fourth day, however, my unknown lady suddenly appeared
with slaves attending her. —They threw a large purse upon the
counter.— “Handsome young man,” said she, “here is your money; count
it.” At so desirable, and so unexpected a sight, my fears and uneasiness
were removed, and I felt a sudden revolution in my spirits.

“My unknown fair one asked for other stuffs, made her choice, and
carried away from the shop, goods to the value of three hundred pieces of
gold; I should have given her to the amount of two thousand, so much
overjoyed was I. No sooner was she gone, than I returned to my mother,
and expressed to her a degree of joy and satisfaction, equal to my former
distress. I told her of this day's happy adventure, and now acknowledged
the truth of a maxim which she had in vain employed to soothe me
before, that, in trade, where nothing is risked, nothing can be gained.

“At last, my respectable dervish, I continued to carry on the same
intercourse with the young unknown lady, till she, having always carried
away a greater value in stuffs than the money she had brought, found
herself to owe me about ten thousand crowns; a sum equal to all my
profits on the goods I had sold her.

“One day, after opening my warehouse, I had scarcely seated
myself on my sofa, when an old woman came in, and accosted me. I
supposed that she might want some pellices or stuffs, and offered to
show her some goods of that sort, from which she might make her
choice.—“No, my son,” replied she, “I am charged with a different and
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much more important commission to you; I come on the part of the
young lady who owes you ten thousand crowns. I have not brought your
money; but I am ordered to tell you, from her, that her reason for
preferring you to all the other merchants of stuffs in Bagdad, is because
her heart has given you a secret preference of another nature; in a word,
my son, she is handsome, young, and rich, and wishes to marry you.
When you have seen and spoken with her, if you like the offer, all the
dowry that will be required, is the ten thousand crowns she already owes
you; if you cannot agree, your money shall be paid up. But, in order to
determine, you must follow me.”

“While the old woman was speaking, I felt a flame, of which I had
hitherto been insensible, glide through my veins; it was increased by the
hopes of possession; and I became ardently in love.

“The fair eyes of the lady from the very first moment when she had
permitted me to see them, had so dazzled and blinded me, to my own
prejudice, that I had suffered her to carry away my goods without
knowing how I was to be paid. Upon all her subsequent visits, since that
time, her veil had entirely concealed the features of her face; but her
flowing robes did not hide the elegance of her shape, the gracefulness of
her motions, the form of her foot, or the beauty of her hands.

“Besides, in disputing with me about the prices, she spoke with
such sweetness of voice, that she never once left my shop without taking
with her something more than the goods she had bought. Yet I knew not
well what that something was. She had no sooner left me upon any day,
than I found myself uneasy, and I would secretly say, “What a charming
lady this!” After which I immediately fell into a long and deep reverie.

“When the old woman gave me to understand that the unknown
lady had a partiality for me, I found myself the most passionate lover in
the world. I ordered my slaves to shut up my warehouse, and to inform
my father and mother that I should not be immediately home, but was
going to amuse myself with my friends in a garden at some distance from
the city. Having thus dismissed them, I followed the old woman.

“You shall not have reason to repent of your confidence in me,”
said she; “but you must give another proof of it. If you should happen not
to like the lady, or the terms which she offers, it will be desirable to her
to continue still unknown to you. Her delicacy requires so much; and I
have orders to make you wrap a bandage over your eyes, that you may
never know again the house you enter.” I willingly submitted to this
condition. We retired out of the way into a portico; and there concealing
ourselves behind one of the pillars, she covered my eyes with a very thick
silk handkerchief. She made me turn three or four times upon my heels,
took me by the hand, and led me after her for a full quarter of an hour.
We suddenly stopped; she knocked at a door, which was opened, and
shut behind us, when we had entered.
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“My eyes were immediately uncovered, and I was committed to two
beautiful female slaves, who were elegantly dressed. They led me through
seven different doors; and I was then received by fourteen other slaves,
whose beauty and splendid attire absolutely dazzled my sight. I now
found myself in a magnificent hall, where every thing was marble, jasper,
or gilded work. The adventure had so much the air of a dream, that I
strained my eyes, by trying to ascertain whether I were asleep or awake.
The old woman, who had hitherto been my close attendant, now left me
for a few moments, and returned soon after, with a slave bearing
refreshments upon a large vermilion-coloured salver. I sat down to
refresh myself.

“While I was thus engaged, the old woman counted out upon a
table, the ten thousand crowns which were due me. “Here,” said she,” is
your money. Be not uneasy that my mistress has not yet made her
appearance. You cannot see her, till after the contract is executed. This
is what the law enjoins, and decency requires.

“The old woman had hardly done speaking, when the cadi
appeared, followed by ten of his attendants. I arose, and saluted him.
Upon this, the old woman said to the man of the law: “The young lady
who means to marry this merchant, has chosen you for her tutor: do you
consent to fulfil the office?”

“The cadi replied, that he thought himself highly honoured by the
choice. He proceeded to make out the contract in due form, and had it
signed before witnesses. A plentiful collation was served up for him and
his company; and a rich suit of clothes, with three hundred sequins,
presented to him. After this, he retired, charging the old woman, as he
went away, to make his compliments of acknowledgment to his mistress.

“I was so confounded by all this, that, without heeding my money,
I rose up to follow the cadi, when he retired. The old woman made me sit
down again.—“Are you mad?” said she; “Need you be told, that after the
contract follows consummation? Come, shew more discretion; make
yourself easy till night; and then all shall be ready for the completion of
the ceremony.”

“I continued in the hall; a great number of slaves attended,
watchful at every motion that I made, and ready to prevent all my
wishes. There was something singular in such a situation. I no longer felt
the force of that mixed curiosity and desire which had made me lightly
submit my eyes to be covered with a bandage, and hasten impatiently
hither. The pompous luxury before me, and the strange ceremonial of the
marriage, had so confounded me, that I was scarcely in a condition to
think of my love.

“Towards evening, a splendid repast was served up to me,
consisting of sweetmeats of all kinds, and exquisite wines. I refreshed
myself with moderation. No sooner had I made a sign that they might
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take away, than the old woman took me by the hand, and led me to the
bath.

“I was there received by eight pretty female slaves, dressed in
silken stuffs. They put a bathing dress of the same stuff upon me, went
into the water with me, and served me with all the attention and respect,
that could have been shewn to the Caliph himself.

“Imagine to yourself, respectable dervish, how great must have
been my astonishment! I was almost stupefied. I was soon carried out of
the bath by twenty other slaves, still more handsome, and still better
dressed than the former. Of these, some held lights; others, pans full of
the most exquisite perfumes, the fragrance of which, intermingling with
that of the aloeswood, which had been burned to warm the bath,
embalmed the air, and spread upwards to the ceiling of the apartments.

“Other refinements of luxury yet awaited me. Twenty slaves going
before, conducted me into a superb apartment, where they made me sit
down on a sofa, covered with cloth of gold. Melodious music played to
entertain me; so gay, so lively, so melting was it! that it affected my whole
soul. The slaves then proposed to lead me to the nuptial chamber. I
arose. A wide door opened; and I saw the lady advance, who had chosen
me for her husband, with twenty slaves before her, whose beauty only
her own could exceed.

“At sight of her, I stood for a moment almost without thought or
feeling. But, instantaneously, the previous impressions which I had
received, gave place to love; and my passion assumed that absolute
power over my mind, which, by its influence, still sustains me in life,
under torments far more cruel than death.

“She, attended by her twenty slaves, and I by mine; my fair
unknown, and I, now proceeded to the nuptial chamber, and then sat
down upon the same sofa.

“The old woman then entered with four other slaves, bearing
different refreshments upon golden salvers. Those consisted of excellent
sweetmeats, and of fruits of all sorts. We took, and mutually presented
one another, with some of these: the salvers were then removed, and we
left alone.

“I was timid and trembling. My charming fair one encouraged me;
and, taking my hand, “Halechalbé,” said she, “I have been in love with
you since the day that curiosity first carried me to your shop. The same
sentiments carried me several times back, under the pretence of pricing
or purchasing stuffs. The little traffic which we have carried on, has
afforded me opportunities of seeing better into your character, but has
only heightened my passion, and that to such a pitch, as to make me
desirous of connecting myself with you for life. Can you give up your
liberty for my sake ?”
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“Madam,” replied I, “your charms failed not of producing their
effect upon me, the very first moment my eyes beheld you. I never
afterwards saw you, without feeling an inconceivable mixture of pleasing
and anxious sensations in my breast. Your departure never failed to give
me the most heartfelt pain; every day I expected you, your idea occupied
my whole thoughts. I durst not avow my passion to myself. But since you
prevent me, by the expression of your. love, I swear, that nothing can
equal the ardour of my passion; and that the sacrifice of liberty is a very
trifle to him, who would lay down his life for you.”

“Well, Halechalbe,” said she, “what you say has the air of truth.
You shall not be required to yield your life; it is necessary to my
happiness: but, since we are to enter into a lasting union, listen to the
only conditions upon which my heart and my person can be your's.

“You shall remain ignorant of my name and condition, till I can so
order circumstances, that I may publicly acknowledge you for my
husband. You shall make no inquiries here, after what I wish to conceal
from you. The door of this house will be opened only once a year.”

“Content, Madam!” exclaimed I; “I am willing to be silent, to
continue ignorant, to remain in so blissful a confinement!”—“Stay,” said
she, “I have still a more rigorous condition to impose upon you. As I give
myself entirely up to you, it is but just that you be mine alone. My slaves
will become your's, and will pay you a ready obedience; but, unless to
command their service, you must not speak to them. If you descend, with
one of them, to the slightest familiarity, more than the bare expression of
good will; if—— I must make you acquainted with my character. I am
naturally inclined to jealousy: and if, through any fault of your's, I
should become the victim of that fatal passion, I know not to what excess
of severity I might be carried by my resentment against you.”

“As to that,” said I, “make yourself easy, my lovely bride! The
ardour of my love secures me against any, even the least, indiscretions of
that nature. I may die of sorrow, if I shall cease to be agreeable to you;
but I can never become the victim of misfortune, for offending you.”

“At the warmth, and the air of sincerity with which these
protestations were uttered, the eyes of my fair bride were filled with
tears.– “Halechalbe,” said she, “put your hand on my heart; feel how it
beats, for fear lest you should have refused my conditions. I am your's
for ever. But had you only hesitated, I should have sacrificed my
happiness to my delicacy; and we had parted, never to meet again.”

“While she spoke thus, I held my hand upon her heart, and its
agitation was soon communicated to mine. I pressed my charming wife
tenderly in my arms. She fainted away. I called a slave. The least
assistance was sufficient to recover her from an accident proceeding from
such a cause. The idol of my soul opened her lovely eyes. They were
turned with a languishing fondness upon me—“
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“But I will not, respectable dervish, detain you with a more minute
detail of the incidents of my marriage. They cannot interest you; and the
remembrance which I still retain of them, is at present the torment of my
life.

“I passed fifteen days in all the felicity of love, forgetful of the rest
of the world; forgetful, even, I must to my shame confess, of my most
essential duties, and never thinking of the anxiety which my father and
mother could not but suffer upon my account.

“At last, nature by degrees reclaimed her rights. I began to think,
with concern, of the distress which my parents, who were so tenderly
attached to me, would unavoidably have felt. Some heavy sighs escaped
from me, and my uneasiness expressed itself on my countenances. My
wife, watchful over my happiness, soon remarked the change. She drew
my secret from me; and, entering into my anxiety, she condescended
herself to point out a way for my relief.

“Dear Halechalbe,” said she, “I approve of your attachment to your
father and mother; their relation to you endears them to me. We have
subjected ourselves to laws; but it remains with ourselves to judge, how
far these are to be observed; they must not be suffered to injure the ties
of nature: you shall goto your parents, spend seven days with them, and
even resume your trade. I have good reasons myself for recommending
this to you.

“In the first place, it will serve as a cloak to conceal our
connections. It puts it in your power to appear or disappear, at pleasure,
without creating any suspicions of your being engaged in an intrigue of
this nature. Besides, it will farther enable you to acquire, by honourable,
open, and generous dealings, the public esteem, on which we may one
day have occasion to throw ourselves; for Caliph Alraschid reigns here,
and has the ears of spies busy to gather information from every quarter;
not to speak of his own, which he employs with great industry. Go, then;
my heart shall attend you wherever you are; could it make itself visible,
you would see it fluttering about you: besides, you will still be in a
manner with me. We have one good old confident, you know; through her
means, I can give you the satisfaction of hearing me spoken of. I shall
receive news from you, and acquaint you with my wishes. Above all,”
continued she, “as you cannot hide our marriage from your parents,
recommend to them the most sacred silence upon this subject.”
      “It was now twilight; and my wife, as she ended speaking, bade the
old woman cover my eyes, and conduct me to the portico where I had
formerly submitted to the same ceremony. No sooner had my
conductress unveiled my eyes, than I flew to my father's house. One of
our neighbours was entering the door; she knew me by the light from an
adjoining shop. “Halechalbe!” cried she; “What! is it you! In the name of
heaven, do not shew yourself to your mother, till she have received
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previous notice of your return. Come in for a moment with me; my
husband will go and prepare her to receive you; your sudden
disappearance has reduced her to a state of despair; and, were you to
appear abruptly before her, the shock might prove fatal to her feelings.

“Where have you been, you bad young man?” said she, when we
were seated. “How could you go off, without acquainting such tender
parents with your intentions ?”

“I was taken unawares, being to conceal my marriage from the
world, and not having a story ready to stop the mouth of curiosity. I had
presence of mind, however, to invent a tale, which served my purpose.”

“You surprise me, Madam,” replied I, “by speaking of uneasiness
which I have occasioned to my parents. A happy opportunity having
occasioned for setting out to Bassora, where I had business of great
urgency and importance with one of my most considerable debtors, I had
not a moment to lose, and was therefore obliged to set out without giving
my father notice of my departure. But I sent back an express as soon as I
had reached Bassora; which must undoubtedly have met with some
accident, since no news of me have been received. Our neighbour was
satisfied with the excuse.”—“In the mean time, you were not only
considered as dead here, but even magnificently interred. Yesterday was
the day of your burial. I shall tell you the whole story as soon as my
husband is gone to inform our neighbours, that their dead son is alive
and in good health.” The husband took the task upon him with pleasure;
and the good woman resumed her story.

“Your slave came home, and told your mother, that you were to
pass the reft of the day and night in a garden with your friends. All was
easy, therefore, during that night, and the next day. On the subsequent
days, all the merchants in Bagdad were in a stir, seeking you. Persons
were sent in quest of you through all the gardens about the city, through
the woods, and to a great distance through the country. When you were
no where to be found, and no person could learn any thing of you, it was
concluded that you had been insnared, as too often happens in Bagdad
to dissipated or inexperienced young men, who often meet death when in
pursuit of pleasure.

“Your father and mother tore their hair; your whole family and
friends put on mourning; and they fought to find some sort of
consolation in a false funeral, at which all the mourners in Bagdad
played their part, but where many real tears were at the same time shed;
for every body was afflicted with the distress of your parents.

“During this narrative, O virtuous dervish! I felt myself very
uneasy. I saw the frightful consequences that had followed, from my
forgetfulness of myself, and of my most sacred duties: and I have always
regarded my subsequent disgrace, and the momentary alienation of mind
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that followed, as a chastisement inflicted by heaven to punish me for
forgetting, in the arms of love, the most sacred duties of nature.

“The good lady having told me so much of my story as it was
necessary that I should know, rose up. “It is time,” said she, “for you to
go and shew yourself: my husband has now surely announced your
arrival. Go, confirm. his report.

“I went therefore into my father's house. I cannot describe to you
the joy of my father, and still less that of my mother, who fainted away in
my arms.

“What! thou returned from Bassora!” said my father; “poor child,
the loss which thou mightest have suffered, could not in my eyes equal
the risk which thou hast run, and the fatigue which thou hast
undergone.

“Father,” said I, continuing, before our neighbour, to maintain the
story which I had thought proper to invent; “I know not whether our
correspondent will absolutely fail; but here is enough to make you easy
with respect to his debt to us; here is a diamond which you may put
upon your turban, another for the handle of your poniard, a third for the
hilt of your scymitar, and a bracelet for my mother. These, I think, are
nearly equivalent to the amount of what we have given him credit for.

“They again embraced me, without requiring any more particular
explanation. In an instant the mourning dress, which had cast a gloom
through our house, was laid aside; every one put on his best and gayest
clothes. Musicians. filled the house; it was illuminated by a thousand
lamps; and all my father's friends and mine were assembled to a
splendid banquet. The evening, and great part of the night, were spent by
the whole company in merriment and good cheer.

“Next morning, I thought it became me to undeceive my parents,
and to acquaint them with all the circumstances of my adventure as they
truly stood. I related the particulars of my marriage, begging them to
keep the whole a secret; for, upon that, my happiness greatly depended.
Their surprise rose still higher and higher, as I proceeded with my
narrative. The valuable jewels which I had brought them from my wife,.
were speaking proofs.

“My son must have married a genie's daughter! The cadi is not
called to celebrate such marriages,” said my father:—so they knew not
what to think; but they saw me happy, and that was enough to satisfy
them.

“I mentioned to my parents, that I would again enter upon the
business of my shop. They were happy to find that the possession of
fortune had not turned my spirit from my industry or economy, and I
accordingly appeared next day in my warehouse.

“Every one in that quarter of the city, expressed great satisfaction
at seeing me again. As I was no longer actuated by a desire of gain, I 
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shewed myself easy and disinterested in buying and selling; and I soon
had all Bagdad about me. In the evening, I returned, as formerly to my
father's house.

“On the evening of the sixth day, I gave my father notice that I
should disappear a second time. He took measures to place an intelligent
shopkeeper to supply my room, who took care to use my customers in
the same manner as I had done myself. As to my absence at this time, it
was easy to form a plausible pretext to account for it.

“On the evening of the seventh day, my old woman appeared. “Your
wife,” said she, “impatiently expects you.” As I was no less impatient to
see her, I eagerly followed my guide. The same mystery as before, was
still observed. My wife was waiting for me at the first door. Her fair hands
untied the bandage of my eyes.

“I spent other fifteen days still happier than the former, in the
enjoyments of mutual love, and in all the delights, the pleasures and the
amusements, which the tender care and the wealth of my wife could
procure for our entertainment;

“At the end of those short fifteen days, I returned to my father's
house, and renewed my attention to business. My parents received me
with the greatest marks of tenderness. But I had hardly received the first
expressions of their kindness, when I began to long for the seventh day,
and to see the good old woman who was to bind a bandage upon my
eyes, and to carry me to a recess, which to me was paradise.

“My wife, for her part, appeared to feel our separation no less
sensibly than I. When I was absent from the palace, her only means of
diverting herself, was by taking a musical instrument, and singing, with
her slaves accompanying her, such verses as her passion dictated. She
shewed me these at my return. I remember some of them, which I shall
recite, if it were only to show you that my love was returned with equal
ardour.

How cruel is absence, O my love! 
Return; my heart pants for thy return, 
As does he, whose eyes are closed in endless night, 
To behold again the cheering rays of day. 
Why dost thou leave me, O my love!
When thou hast ravished my heart?
Return, dear light of my life;
How can I live without thee?
Every thing contributes to oppress my heart with despair.
Nothing here has charms for me,
Except when thou art present;
In thy absence, I am drowned in tears.
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“Hitherto, I have spoken only of my happiness; but there now
remains only a cruel reverse of fortune for me to describe. It took its rise
from an unhappy passion, which Zaliza, my wife's favourite slave,
conceived for me. She carefully disguised her sentiments from her
mistress and her companions; but declared them to me without reserve.
To put an end to her importunities, I was obliged to threaten a discovery
to my wife. Rage, and a desire of vengeance, filled the maiden's heart.

“One day while I was absent, her mistress sang my praises, and
our love. Zaliza accompanied her with her voice, as well as the other
slaves; but at hearing a couplet in praise of my fidelity, she affected to
drop her lute with a seeming emotion of impatience, and did not take it
up again.

“Why,” said my wife to her, “have you dropped your
lute?”—“Because,” replied Zaliza, “I cannot endure to hear of the fidelity
of man, for I do not believe that it exists. Halechalbe,” continued she, “is
very amiable, and no doubt loves you: But, who would not love you? His
tenderness, however, is not equal to yours: I do not believe him more
faithful than others; and I can give you proofs.”

“These perfidious words excited jealous suspicions in my wife's
heart. However, she would not suffer me to perceive so much. I returned,
as had been agreed between us, to my father, and my business; and
when I came back to my wife, I met with the same tender and obliging
reception as formerly.

“As I was one day in my shop, two hours before the time at which I
expected my old woman to appear, a public crier in the street,
announced a golden censer, ornamented with diamonds, to be sold for
two thousand sequins. I sent a slave to call the crier. “To whom belongs
this censer?” said I.—“To a young lady,” replied he, “who is there;”
pointing to a woman who was well-shaped and elegantly dressed. “Ask
her to speak to me,” returned I.

“The woman took the censer out of the hands of the crier, paid him
for his trouble, and came up to me. “Madam,” said I, “since this censer is
yours, I know where to place it; will you favour me with it?”—“Since you
like it, Halechalbe,” said the lady, “it is yours; and I will have no money
for it.”—“I am not,” replied I, use to make such bargains.”—“Nor I,” said
the lady, “to receive a price for a present, which I wish to make to the
most amiable, and the most beloved of men.”

“Halechalbe,” continued she, “I have for a long time frequented
your shop. Alas! you have never noticed me; but your figure and your
manners have enchanted me, and continue to enchant me still more and
more. I think myself but too happy, that I can present you with this
censer, since you have a fancy for it.”—“I receive it,” said I, “Madam; but
you must accept from me its value in return.”
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“Silver or gold,” answered she, “cannot represent its value to me.
My love for you, breaks my rest. Treat me not with severity; it would be
no disgrace to you to return my passion. Thank heaven, I have some
reason to be proud of my birth, slighted as I am by you. If I may not
aspire to the last expressions of tenderness, give me but one kiss, and
the censer is yours.”

“I cannot, Madam,” replied I, “ consent that you should make so
bad a bargain. Take your money, or keep your censer; a kiss is no fair
price.”

“A kiss,” replied the lady, “is inestimable to one dying for love. I did
not bring this censer hither, to sell it, but to give it to you; take it at that
price, and save my life.”

“O! venerable dervish, I must acknowledge my weakness; I was
enticed by this fond language, and those praises. Having no suspicion;
not discerning the lady's features through her veil; overcome by my own
self-love, no less than by her solicitations; I retired with her to a dark
corner in my shop, and presented my cheek. Instead of a kiss, she bit me
violently, so that I cried aloud. She then ran off, leaving me alone with
the censer in my hand, my cheek bloody, end my countenance
disfigured.

“I at last stopped the bleeding, but I could not allay the swelling, or
remove the marks of the bite. Just then, the old woman came to find me,
and seemed surprised at the condition in which she saw me. I contrived
to tell her, that I had fallen upon cut glass, and prepared to amuse my
wife with the same story; but the treacherous Zaliza had been before me.
It was she who had played me that wicked trick, of which she had no
doubt given my wife such an account, as to make me appear much more
guilty than I really was. When I arrived at the palace, instead of being
received with tender fondness as formerly, I found myself in the hands of
an angry and implacable judge.

“What has hurt your cheek?” asked my wife, as soon as she saw
me.—I began to mention the broken glass.—“Whence is that censer you
have in your hands?”—“It cost me two thousand sequins,” answered I,
stammering.—“Liar that thou art, it cost thee much more,” replied my
wife, while her eyes sparkled with rage: “Thou paidst for it with thy
cheek. How, base man! thou hast made a sale of thy favours; but thine
infamous conduct shall cost thee dear. Morigen,” said she, addressing
her first eunuch, “cut off his head.”

“Morigen had already taken hold of me, when the old woman, our
confident, came and threw herself at my wife's feet. “Ah! Madam,” said
she, “be not guilty of such a crime! Do not expose yourself to suffer a
degree of remorse which you could not bear.”

“The earnestness of the old woman brought my wife to reason; she
seemed to muse for a moment, and then ordered me to be bastinadoed.
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While Morigen was executing this rigid order, the painful effects of which
I endeavoured to bear without complaint, she took a theorbo, and,
striking an air in which the rage of jealously and the malignant
satisfaction of revenge were jointly expressed, immediately composed and
sung the following couplet:

Since my swain unfaithful proves,
Let him go to her he loves; 
Let her charm his fickle heart;
Scorned from me he shall depart. 
Yes, let the treacherous rover fly,
But let him rue his perfidy. 

“The pain I felt, hindered me from hearing more. I had absolutely
lost all sense; and, when I recovered, found myself in my father's house,
upon a bed, with my relations standing round me, and the sons of art
assiduously endeavouring to give me ease. I had been carried, after my
punishment was inflicted, to my father's threshold; and those who
brought me, had knocked at the door as they went away. I remained forty
days, before recovering from the effects of the treatment I had suffered.
At the end of that time, when I was able to rise, my father asked an
explanation. I related the whole of my late adventure, without concealing
a single circumstance. “Ah! heavens!” said he, “you are married to a
monster of injustice and barbarity.”

“Softly, father,” cried I; “my wife was cruel, I allow; but she believed
that she had reason. I had failed of my duty to her, even while she was
lavishing her tenderness and favours upon me. Still, however, I adore
her. My love is increased by the consciousness of my fault, and my
despair of ever seeing her again. Ah! would heaven that I were but the
meanest of her slaves!”

“Your sentiments,” replied my father, “are unbecoming a man.
Shew a better sense of the dignity of your sex. I cannot conceive to what
sort of a being you have been united by the ceremony of a contract. I
should suppose her to be altogether some imaginary existence, had she 
not given us such substantial proofs of her reality, especially in the last
instance. It is a shame for a man of your birth, who may aspire to the
alliance of the first families of Bagdad, to have been so transported by an
idle passion, as to enter into so whimsical and unequal a connection.
Forget your Fury.”

“Every word my father said, while he thus inveighed against my
marriage, and my wife, was a dagger to my heart.

“I shall one day discover the odious creature,” said he: “I shall
accuse her to the Caliph, who will not fail to put it out of her power to
ensnare new victims.”
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“Instead of taking it kindly in my father, that he espoused my
cause so warmly, my heart was shocked at his ideas of vengeance; and
was divided between him, and my cruel, but still charming wife.

“Notwithstanding all that medicine could do, my health declined,
and even my understanding was deranged, by the painful feelings in my
breast. I became melancholy, peevish, impatient. I refuted all
consolation. I scorned my too tender mother, and became a plague upon
the servants; they could prepare nothing to my liking; nothing so well,
but that I still cursed the awkwardness of the cooks.

“One of these came one day before me to justify himself. “Hold,”
said I, “turning over the table, and trampling all the dishes under foot,
“see how I value thy zeal and thy address.” He offered to reply; but I
threw myself upon him, and beat him. His cries and howlings brought in
my mother. She endeavoured to rescue the object of my resentment out
of my hands. She went fo far, as to add a few blows to her reproofs. In
my extravagance and infatuation, I had the unhappiness to strike her.
My father came in, and received no better treatment. At last I was
brought under, and put in chains. I remember that I put my hand on my
mouth, and found it covered with foam; in a word, I lost all sense; and,
when I revived, found myself in this sad confinement where you now see
me. I then learned, that I was detained here by order of the grand vizier
Giafar.

“Many months have now passed, since I was sent to this
disgraceful confinement. The solitude of the place, and, more than any
thing else, my being here at liberty to give up my heart to my passion,
unhappy as it is, without being disturbed by any bitter exclamations
against her whom I shall love through life, have restored my peace of
mind.

“Here! O respectable dervish, I am oppressed by a gloom of spirit,
but never by any waywardness of humour. I find, however, nothing in
myself to justify my detention here. Alas! it should seem that my
relations have forgotten me. But the grand vizier ought to have inquired
into circumstances, since it is by his orders I am confined; and to have
endeavoured to reconcile my parents to me; since it was only in a
momentary transport of foolish passion, that I offended them; and since I
have recovered my reason, so far, as to be able to go about the ordinary
business of life.

“Such, O venerable dervish! is my story. All my consolation is the
Koran, which you see in my hands; and my hope, that the Commander of
the Faithful, who is at pains to inspect every thing with his own eyes,
may one. day visit this sad abode. This is what I ask of God, a hundred
times a day. But, alas! my prayers have not yet been heard.”

“Continue your prayers, my dear son,” resumed the Caliph: “you
shall soon know their efficacy; your request will be heard.” Haroun
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having thus cheered the youth, returned with Giafar and Mesrour to his
palace.

“What think you,” said the prince to his comrades, “of the story we
have heard? for you were near enough to hear every syllable as well as I.”

“I think,” said Giafar, “that this young man, whom I never before
heard mentioned, although he blames me for his present distress is a
mere story-teller, and has amused you with a parcel of dreams or lies.”

“The whole of his story cannot be false,” rejoined the Caliph: “I
command you to take measures to ascertain or disprove the truth of
what he has told: you will speak of it to me tomorrow.”

Next day, the grand vizier came to inform the Caliph, what he had
thought of, in order to discover how far Halechalbe's story and
complaints deserved credit.

“Persons who are wrong in their minds,” replied the vizier, “always
vary in their tales. If your Highness will cause the young man to be
brought hither; and if he shall repeat before you his long narrative, with
the same train of circumstances as yesterday; it may then be proper to
take farther measures for ascertaining the truth of what he tells.” The
vizier's advice seemed very much to the purpose, and orders were
instantly given to bring Halechalbe.

When the young man appeared at the foot of the throne, the Caliph
thus spoke to him:—“Halechalbe, I have been told that you were confined
in the public mad-house, in consequence of a very extraordinary train of
adventures. Recollect yourself fully; you may assure yourself I have the
strongest desire to do justice to all my subjects; let me hear your story,
without omitting a single circumstance; only, think what respect you owe
to truth, and to my presence.” Halechalbe, seeing the prediction of the
dervish thus about to be fulfilled, and being full of the subject, began his
story with proper assurance, and related the whole in the very same
words as before.

Giafar was forced to agree, that what he had now again heard, bore
an air of truth, the evidence of which could not be refuted. The next
concern was to discover who this too dear, and too cruel enemy of
Halechalbe might be, in order to do him justice. The vizier soon contrived
means for making this discovery.

If he had sent for all the cadi's in Bagdad, and inquired which of
them had drawn out the contract; this might have made the affair too
public, without answering the end he had in view: For if any one among
them had abused the law, by executing so extraordinary a contract, it
was not probable that he would readily confess what he had done:
besides, some man might have been hired to act the part. But if
Halechalbe were reconciled to his father, and the old man were
persuaded to employ his son again in the management of his trade; it
was likely that the old woman would soon come to pry about him, were it
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only out of curiosity. Spies might be so disposed, as to seize her, and she
might be forced to name her mistress.—— The Caliph approved the
thought; and the provost of the merchants was immediately sent for.
That good man, who was still unhappy for the alienation of mind under
which he supposed his son to labour, was therefore greatly surprised to
find him at the foot of the Caliph's throne when he himself arrived in the
royal presence; and, still more, to see him honoured with the favour of
Haroun. The grand vizier no sooner began to recommend a reconciliation,
than the father eagerly opened his arms, and Halechalbe as fondly
hastened to embrace him. Measures were then concerted for unravelling
the mysterious part of the affair; and the old man readily agreed to
execute the part assigned to him.

Both the father and the son were, by the Caliph's munificence,
honoured with rich robes. They returned home; and Halechalbe next day
opened his shop, which was now as splendidly furnished as ever.

The young man, no doubt, endeavoured, by every act of
submission and tender attention, to make his parents forget the causes
of the dissatisfaction which he had formerly given them. His passion still
retained all its influence in his heart; but he fought to dissemble its
effects, and to dissipate his melancholy. He yielded to it, only at some
moments, when he happened to be disengaged and alone.

Halechalbe's wife had not long enjoyed the gratification of her
revenge. Her resentment gradually subsided, and she began to reproach
herself for her rage and cruelty. She even became uneasy about the fate
of the lover whom she had so harshly treated, although she still
supposed him guilty of ingratitude and inconstancy.

Love soon resumed his empire in her heart. She strove, for some
time, to repress sentiments which she durst not avow, even to herself.
But silence soon became too painful; and she gave orders to the old
slave, seemingly from pure motives of compassion, to inquire what was
become of her unhappy husband.

“Alas! Madam,” replied she, “my compassion for him long since
induced me to take a secret opportunity of going to his father's house;
and I learned from the inhabitants of the neighbourhood, that the poor
young man's life is in danger.”—“His life in danger!” replied the lady;
“what an unhappy woman am I! I have occasioned the death of the only
man I ever loved; the only man in the world whom I ever can love! Why
can I not let him know that my life is bound up in his? But this, every
thing forbids.—Go, however, and get information of his situation and
sentiments, as far as you can, without exposing my honour.” The good
old woman received this information with pleasure. For some time she
continued to give her mistress hopes of the restoration of her husband's
health; but her inquiries soon became absolutely vain. From the time at
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which Halechalbe was secretly removed to the mad house, the
neighbours could give her no farther information.

Her mistress then gave herself up to despair. That she might
indulge in her grief without restraint, she excluded all but her confident
from her presence. The theorbo, with which she had formerly insulted
Halechalbe's distress, was now strung to her own complaints. She was
no longer in a condition to compose verses, as she had done when gentle
love or stern revenge inspired her heart. She could only utter a few
unconnected words, interrupted by sighs and tears. “Alas! he flees me,”
says she. “He has gone into banishment on my account!——Go, my love!
Thou wilt find the tygers of the desert less inhuman than the wife of thy
bosom!——Hast thou forgotten me? Thou haft indeed reason: but, to
forget thee, is a consolation which I shall never feel.”

The good old woman, her confident, went one day to continue her
inquiries in the city, although she had little hope of hearing any news
that might prove agreeable to her mistress. Happening, however, to pass
through that quarter in which Halechalbe's shop stood, she observed it
open. She looked in, and perceived himself seated on a sofa, and
seemingly absorbed in a melancholy reverie. She resolved to enter. No
sooner did she see the young man, and know him to be certainly
Halechalbe, than she ran to throw herself into his arms. He, for his part,
was equally eager to meet her. But, the grand vizier's spies who had
already fixed their eyes upon her, here interposed, seized her, and
carried her before Giafar.

Great was the vizier's surprise, to find in this woman thus brought
before him, Nemana, the old governess of his own favourite daughter
Zeraida. “What!” said he, “are you, whom my daughter honours with her
favour, concerned in the affair of Halechalbe's marriage? Who is the
woman you have married him to?”—“Oh! my prince and master,” replied
Nemana in great confusion, “in whose service could I be employed,
unless in that of your daughter the princess Zeraida?”

Giafar was struck silent, upon learning that his daughter had
married without his knowledge, and without his consent. But, knowing
how greatly the Caliph had interested himself in this affair, he, instead of
returning to his own palace to seek an explanation from Zeraida, went
straight to the Commander of the Faithful, carrying with him Nemana,
and the spies who had seized her. “O! most sage Caliph,” said he, “we
have found the old woman who was concerned in Halechalbe's marriage;
she is at the door; and I have already questioned her. Halechalbe's wife,”
continued the vizier, “has only availed herself of a law enacted in the
koran, in chastising her husband upon detecting him in a fault that
deserved chastisement. The rights of the husband and wife are
reciprocal. Halechalbe had been seduced into the embrace of a strange
woman.”
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“You seem,” said Haroun to Giafar, “rather to strain the meaning of
the law; you would make it very sanguinary indeed: many a head in
Bagdad would be in danger, if all were indiscriminately suffered to
avenge themselves whenever they happen to fancy that they have
suffered injuries of this nature.”

“The law,” replied Giafar, “is not to be so rigidly interpreted, in
respect to every married pair: But when a young woman, who, by
marrying, subjects herself to all its rigour, is at the same time in a
condition to require a strict compliance with it, of him to whom she
surrenders her liberty, and he freely agrees to her request; surely, then,
when she afterwards finds occasion to revenge herself,—in so doing she
only uses a fair and lawful right.”

“Hitherto,” said Haroun, “notwithstanding your specious reasons, I
find myself inclined to favour the unfortunate Halechalbe. All that I
farther want is to know who the woman may be, whose cause you plead
with so much zeal.”

“She is my own daughter,” replied the vizier, with some degree of
embarrassment.—“You have cleared up all now,” replied the Caliph. “I
perceive that the train of my affairs obliges you to neglect your own. You
know not what goes on in your own house. Marriages are contracted
there, and matters of life and death disposed of, without your having any
idea that such things are passing under your roof. You cannot but be
sensible, what a serious evil it would be, to leave the execution of a harsh
law, to a hand thus guided by passion. I know that women who contract
unequal, marriages, arrogate high privileges to themselves. When
political arrangements oblige a lady to give her hand to an inferior, she
may indeed avail herself of those to a certain length; they afford some
compensation for the sacrifice she makes: but your daughter, Zeraida,
has only gratified her own inclination; and the provost of the merchants'
son has thus become in all respects her equal. He loves her even to
adoration, notwithstanding all her cruelty: will she not be too happy to
receive him again for her husband? You are not ignorant, that, by one
glance of my eye, I can exalt the meanest of my subjects to the rank of a
prince. In justice to the father of Halechalbe, I shall raise him to higher
honours; and I shall take care of the son's fortune, in respect to his
relation, both to him, and to you. Inquire the name of the cadi who
executed the contract, and question him why he did so without your
consent; and, insomuch as, without it, the marriage act would be void,
do you take care that nothing be wanting to its completion in due form.”

The Caliph having thus spoken to his grand vizier, made
Halechalbe draw near. “Young man,” said he, “your wife shall be
restored, and you may either punish, or pardon her, as you please. She
is daughter to my grand vizier: but let not this, nor any other
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consideration, restrain you from following the emotions of your own
heart, and the dictates of your mind with respect to her.”

“Oh! Commander of the Faithful,” cried young Halechalbe, “can I
retain resentment against her whom I love more than my own existence?
Only to see her again, is all the happiness to which I aspire; if I can
regain her heart with her father's consent, I vow to both, the fondest love,
and the most respectful duty for life.”

“Giafar,” resumed the Caliph, “I recommend to you the interests of
your daughter and son-in-law. From this day forward, you are to look
upon him as a person engaged in my service, concerning whom I have
particular views.”

The grand vizier returned to his palace, leading Halechalbe by the
hand, while the old woman followed, who, when she found herself at
liberty, stole away to give her mistress previous notice of the visit which
she was about to receive. The vizier was not far behind her. Zeraida rose,
as he entered, to receive him with the usual expressions of attachment
and respect. He stayed her by a stern look, and a motion with his hand:
“Give me none of these empty expressions,” said Giafar; “there can be no
love where there is no confidence; no respect, joined with disobedience.
You have married without my consent, and, in a transport of passion,
you have abused that authority over the servants of your household, with
which I had intrusted you, and have gone into the most blameable excess
of severity against your husband, the criminality of which has exposed
you to the resentment of the Caliph.

“When you gave your hand,” continued the vizier, “to the son of the
Provost of the merchants of Bagdad, a respectable man, esteemed by all
the world, and favoured by the Caliph, did you suppose that you might
act as if you had united yourself to a low slave? And, if respect be due,
even to the life of a slave, how could you think yourself at liberty to
dispose capriciously of your husband's life? I restore you to him; he is
your master, and may, in his turn, dispose of your life. Kneel at his feet;
and think, that you can regain my esteem, only by making him forget,
through your submission, the unworthy and cruel treatment he has
received from you.”

While the vizier spoke, Zeraida trembled, and would have fallen
dead at his feet, had she not perceived, in the eyes of Halechalbe, much
more than compassion for the state of confusion to which he saw her
reduced. She made no difficulty of falling at his feet, and kissed them
with transport. The young husband, who now saw his happiness
complete, raised Zeraida, embraced her, and, for a few moments, they
mingled their tears together. This melting scene affected Giafar, who was
passionately fond of his daughter; the sternness of the father and the
minister gave place to the relenting softness of gentle affection. It was,
however, necessary to call the cadi, in order to redress the irregularity of
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the marriage. He learned that his name was Yalleddin, and sent for him
immediately.

Yalleddin came; and without giving Giafar time to ask why he had
consented to marry Zeraida secretly, and without her father's consent,
instantly addressed him as follows: “Your daughter sent for me, and
acquainted me with the ardour of her passion. I therefore thought it my
duty to agree to her request, in order to preserve her, although, by an act
of irregularity on my part, from conduct still more irregular. She
proposed that I should act as her guardian. In this character, which I
accepted, and not disapproving of her choice, I considered myself as
doing an essential service to this engaging couple, and foresaw that you
would one day approve of what I did.”

Giafar, far from expressing dissatisfaction with the cadi, politely
testified his gratitude for so kind a service. But he ordered the slave
Zaliza to be delivered into his hands, that he might inflict just
punishment upon her, after she should first be drawn into a confession
of the base stratagem which she had contrived, to divide the married
pair. This he left to themselves, after assuring Halechalbe, that he should
be no less dear to him, than if he had been his own son. He then gave
sumptuous entertainments, in order to confer all possible eclat upon a 
marriage which was authorised and relished by the Caliph, and was
matter of joy to all the inhabitants of Bagdad.

Thus Halechalbe passed, in an unexpected manner, from the mad-
house, to the high honours to which he was elevated by Haroun
Alraschid; from a situation of horror, to the highest pitch of happiness.

Schahriar, perceiving that the story of Halechalbe was ended, testified
the pleasure which it had given him, and praised the conduct of the 
Caliph. He expressed himself, with some vehemence, against the abuse
which women ever made of any small degree of authority that might be
intrusted in their hands. Scheherazade was too prudent, to offer direct
opposition to what he said; but contrived an artifice to weaken its force,
and to shew that his observations were rather too general. “Sire,” said
she, “I might still continue to entertain your Majesty with the memorable
adventures of the great Caliph Haroun, and his family. I know other
incidents which happened to him when he was advanced in life, and
which exhibit a beautiful prospect of this sun of justice and prudence,
diffusing with softened lustre his setting rays. But these are long; and I
must first recollect them with leisure; for they are equally extraordinary
and interesting. In the mean time, if your Majesty will condescend, as the
great Haroun himself used to do, to amuse yourself with a short popular
story, which was once very much a favourite with the common people, I
shall relate that of Xailoun, surnamed the Idiot. It is still proverbial at
Bagdad, where it is daily repeated among the common people.”
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The Sultan, believing that such a story, related by his fair spouse,
could not be otherwise than amusing, however humble the subject asked
her to begin it immediately; and Scheherazade thus proceeded.
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