
ARABIAN TALES:

The IDIOT; or Story of Xailoun.

Sire, there lived in Bagdad a young man named Xailoun, born of
creditable parents, who when very young, was left an orphan, with some
little fortune. He was of a short, thick figure, which seemed to promise a
robust constitution. His features were agreeable enough, but destitute of
expression. From his very infancy, his silliness of mind rendered him the
constant butt of his companions. He was, at the same time, very good
natured. When he had attained the age of puberty, his friends, believing
that a sensible woman might manage him, so as to make at least an
honest man of him, resolved to settle him in marriage, and gave him to
wife a young woman, who was two years older than himself, and was
sage, discreet, and in an equal condition of life.

Oitbha, Xailoun's wife, soon saw the defects. in her husband's
character. He was extremely slothful, usually sunk asleep whenever his
belly was full, and only awaked to eat anew. The only exercise he ever
took was in sauntering about the city, thrusting himself into crowds, and
looking at all about him, without observing any thing. This foolish
indiscretion of his involved him from time to time in little
embarrassments, and he often returned home with bloody jaws, or a 
black eye. This mortified Oitbha. She was fond of her husband; for,
excepting his gluttony, laziness, and idiot simplicity, he was a good,
harmless creature.

While Xailoun continued to lead this sort of life, his affairs went
wrong. He ate up his little patrimony in sloth and inactivity, and sunk by
degrees into absolute fatuity;

Oitbha had tried caresses, remonstrances, reprimands; but
Xailoun’s conduct was still the same. She wished at least to bring him to
perform some little labour, that he might by degrees be put into a way of
earning a livelihood; but it was impossible to make him do any thing.

At last he was one day prevailed with, by entreaty, to go to spread
out some linen to dry in the sun. Going out some time after, to see
whether he had performed his task, she found him seated on the ground,
and engaged in a serious conversation with a Kardouon  which lay upon1

  A small animal fourteen inches long, in form resembling the crocodile of the
1

Nile. When a person looks upon it, it moves its head up and down, with a motion like

that by which we express consent. It is harmless.
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a pile of stones. Xailoun was speaking, and the little animal seemed to
reply, by making its usual signal with the head. Oitbha, being quick-
tempered, lost patience. She took a branch of the turpentine tree which
she happened to find near, and gave Xailoun three or four blows. He
looked up with an air of stupid good nature, and went to gather up, and
spread out the linens.

Upon this, Oitbha made her reflections. We have a rising family.
The labour of a single woman cannot be sufficient to earn subsistence for
my children, and for this great lazy fellow, at the same time. Since I can
make him fear me, I must correct these sluggish habits of his. He is
strong; I shall oblige him to work for bread to himself.

Oitbha, having thus reasoned with herself, took the rod in her
hand when Xailoun returned into the house, and endeavoured to make
him derange, and place in order again, the few moveables they had. If he
stopped but for a moment, blows rained hard upon his shoulders

Xailoun obeyed. But no sooner was his task finished, than he stole
away to stroll through Bagdad, and did not return till it was very late,
and then in an uncomfortable pickle.

Oitbha saw that the branch of the turpentine tree was too slender
a weapon to establish her authority; she therefore took up a staff.

“Whence comest thou?” said she; “I will teach thee to go out
without my leave; and to get thyself threshed as thou hast been.” So
saying, she gave him twenty blows with the staff, well laid upon his
shoulders; made him sit down, and then dressed the wounds which he
had received on his hands and face. When this was done, she put him to
bed. “Rest there,” said she; “to-morrow we shall see another thing; thou
must absolutely change, thou great idiot that thou art, otherwise we
shall all die of grief and hunger. Thou hast need to work for thy living,
and thou must do it. Thou art great and strong; thou must go seek work
at Bagdad, and if thou dost not bring thy wages home, the staff shall do
its duty.”

Xailoun fell asleep in a very melancholy mood, saying to himself,
“Unless I change, I must feel the weight of the staff; and how shall I
change, and be no longer Xailoun?”

Next day, Oitbha saw that her husband's face still retained too
strong impressions of the blows which he had received on the preceding
evening. She dressed his wounds, and said, “Thou mayest muse, thou
booby thou; but resolve to change thyself entirely.”

When the marks of the ill usage which he had suffered, were
entirely effaced, his wife made him rise. “Get out of the house,” said she
to him; “go, hire thyself by the day to work to some master in Bagdad;
here is no bread for thee; and if thou returnest without bringing food for
us, thou shalt feel the staff. Such shall every day be thy reception, till
thou art entirely changed.”
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Xailoun's head was not formed to retain more than the last words
of this speech. It was requisite that he should bring bread, and should
return turn a changed man; otherwise, the little sensibility that still
remained in his shoulders, reminded him, that he should be received
with blows of the staff. He passed by a baker's door just as the bread was
taken out of the oven, and was set out to cool in the tent. Its colour,
form, and smell moved his appetite. It was now winter; and the day being
cold, the heat from the oven was another inducement to him; for he was
scantily clad

The baker, a fat man, with a ruddy face, sat beside his oven, and
had a very thriving appearance. The boys who wrought at the kneading-
trough, were neatly clad, and seemed to be merry, healthy, and happy.

“Oh!” said Xailoun, “if I might but enter this shop, my business
were done: here is the bread I was bidden to go seek for myself. Might I
only eat, for eight days enough of such excellent bread, I could become
fat and ruddy like these folks, and should be entirely changed.”

After this reflection, he entered the shop. The baker looked upon
him, and, seeing his sturdy appearance, supposed that he might be a
day-labourer wanting work. He accordingly asked him, “What wouldst
thou have, friend? Dost thou want employment? Wilt thou assist me in
my work?”

“Most willingly,” said Xailoun.—“Take up that hedge-bill, then;
untie this faggot; cut the branches, and give me them as I shall need
them, to put in my oven.”

Xailoun began, and did his work. The hour of dinner came; and he
received one of those loaves which had so excited his appetite. The baker,
learning that his new servant had a wife and children, gave him three
other loaves for them; and thus sent him away happy when night came.

Oitbha received him very kindly: and, when she knew what he had
done; “Thou seest,” said she, “that by working thou can'st earn thy
bread. Resolve upon labouring all the days of thy life, and change thyself
entirely.” Next day, Xailoun would have slept rather late in the morning;
but Oitbha awakened him with a rod. “Come,” said she, “go to the shop,
or I must take the staff.” Xailoun put on his clothes, and set quickly
away. “Ah!” said he, “when shall I be so changed, that the rod may no
longer be mentioned to me?”—so saying, he resumed his work. He went
on thus for eight days; and, in this time, the little house was plentifully
stocked with the necessary provisions. Every morning he was roused by
reproaches, and sometimes by blows of the staff, whenever he shewed
any inclination to relapse into laziness.

But Xailoun no longer found the bread so good as it had been the
first day. He could not have been changed, since his wife still scolded
and beat him every morning; and it seemed hard to him, who was so
fond of strolling about through Bagdad, to be confined all day by the
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mouth of an oven, and to be, at the same time, forced to get up so early
in the morning. He concluded with himself, that a change of this sort
signified nothing, and that he must seek a change of another sort.

His wife waked him in the morning by the usual expedient. “Get up
quickly,” said she; “go, work for thy living, and bring something home to
the house; otherwise I shall certainly beat thee. We shall not live together
as husband and wife, till thou art changed.”—“Very good this,” muttered
Xailoun between his teeth: “I am already changed into a prisoner, but
this change does not agree with me; I must look out elsewhere.” He
accordingly strayed through Bagdad, without knowing very well what he
was in search of. Thus strolling about, he happened to pass near the
shop of Seydi-Hassan, a native of Damascus, and the most famous cook
in all Bagdad. It had a handfome appearance, and was situate on the
banks of the Aggiala. In the tent before the house, was a large basin filled
with rice, heaped up in a pyramidal form, seasoned with rich spices, and
having minced meat around it,—the whole prepared with equal neatness
and delicacy. The rich steams which these good things exhaled, excited
Xailoun's appetite. 

In the same shop, he saw six young men busily employed, all of
whom were wonderfully well dressed, ravishingly handsome, apparently
very merry, and in good case. It seemed nowise extraordinary, that folks
who had pilau at discretion, and that so good as what he saw before him,
should be so gay and jolly. He therefore conceived, that, if he were to live
with them, he might soon come to resemble them. But it was necessary
that he should address himself to the cook, in order to obtain
employment in his shop. Hunger, and the desire of change, rendered
Xailoun eloquent. “Have you any work that you can employ me in I” said
he to Seydi-Hassan.”—“There is no lack of work here,” said the cook; “go
to my boys there; they will give you something to do in an instant.” Thus
was Xailoun set to work without delay. He dined upon the remains of
different dishes which were given him, in great plenty. He ate and ate
again, till he had stuffed himself most gluttonously; making no doubt,
that he had at last found the only means of accomplishing the change to
which he aspired. After dinner, he resumed his labour. It was not hard.
His task was to cover the tables for persons who came in to eat, to wait
upon the guests, to bear dishes backwards and forwards, and to clear
the tables when they went away.

In the evening, he returned home with a heap of broken meat upon
a large plate. It was late when he returned, and Oitbha had become
uneasy. When she saw him come in without the bread which he had
used to receive from his master the baker, but with this new cargo of
provisions, she immediately conjectured that he had been running about
the city in his old way, and had stolen the plate with what was on it.
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“Where hast thou been, vagabond? Whence hast thou taken that
plate, thou thief?” Such was the language with which she first accosted
him; and this was accompanied with a few blows of the staff, well laid on.
Xailoun endeavoured to let her know, that finding himself unable to
endure longer confinement by the mouth of an oven, he had desired to
change for something better, and had gone to work with Seydi-Hassan.

“They cannot have given thee all that,” replied Oitbha: “Come with
me; we must not be looked upon as thieves.” So saying, she took her veil,
made Xailoun follow her with the plate in his hands, and hastened to the
cook's house.

Seydi, astonished at such honesty, added several other presents of
the same sort to what Xailoun had before received, and sent the good
folks home very happy. Xailoun, for some time, went contentedly every
day to Seydi's house, ate his fill, and every evening brought home enough
for the support of his family. When he rose in the morning, he received
neither blows nor reprimands; but when he failed to rise, he was sure of
suffering both the one and the other. He had taken it into his head, that
he must undergo such a change, that his wife should no longer know
him. In this hope, he ate as much as he could, in order that he might
become plump and ruddy like his fellow-fervants; and would often go to
view himself in a looking glass which was in the shop, to see whether he
was not growing bigger.

Seydi Hassan, one day, observing his assiduities at the looking-
glass, asked what he meant? “I look to see if I be changed,” replied
Xailoun; he then touched alternately his face and his clothes, and
expressed his dissatisfaction by shrugging his shoulders. “Wouldst thou
change?” said Seydi.—“Yes,” said Xailoun.—“Thou mayest change, if thou
wilt,” replied the cook; “the turnspit is dead; thou mayest have his
place.”—“ Shall I have his clothes too?” said Xailoun.—“To be sure,”
replied Seydi.—“Change, when you please,” said Xailoun: “It has long
been my daily prayer to God, that he would change me.”

It afforded some diversion to the servants in the shop, to dress the
scullion in his new clothes. He himself was overjoyed to think that he
was going to be changed, and would soon referable the other servants of
Seydi Hassan.
       The smell alone might have convinced him that he had made no
advantageous change; but he could not follow out more than one idea at
once. Thus covered over with grease from head to foot, and wearing a
dirty apron, he was sent to scour the plates and kettles. For want of
dexterity and practice, he bedawbed and blackened his face and hands,
almost as soon as he began his work.

They brought him plenty to eat, and he then acquitted himself
wonderfully well. They gave him new work to perform; and he hastened
to have done with it, that he might go and survey himself in the looking-
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glass. He was terrified at the figure he now made. He fled out of the shop,
crying, “My God, my God, I desired to be changed, but not into either a
prisoner or a scullion. However,” said he, “this change might hinder my
wife from knowing, and beating me. Let me be gone.”

He ran straight to his own door, empty-handed. Oitbha saw the
hideous figure come in, and took up the staff to defend herself, and drive
him away. By the voice and beard, she soon knew it to be Xailoun; but
she, then, only laid on the better; and with so much the more reason, as
she had nothing for supper, and he had brought no eatables with him.
Oitbha put him to bed, and bore the scullion's dress back to Seydi, She
there learned the circumstances of her husband's metamorphosis. She
returned home in ill humour. If Xailoun did not choose to go back to the
cook, he was to be sent next day to seek out another master, from whom
he might expect still more rigorous treatment; otherwise he should not
have even straw to ly upon.

Xailoun set once more out, and wandered through the streets of
Bagdad, in search of work, and of a change. Nearby one of the principal
mosques, he observed a paltry-shop. Here was still greater neatness than
in the eating-house in which he had lately served. Those who wrought
the paste, having their arms bare up to the elbows, exposed a fine shew
of white, fresh, and plump flesh, such as Xailoun wished to have himself.
The juicy dishes of pastry, to which they owed this hale, yet delicate
appearance, were displayed in the tent before the door. They exhaled an
odour sufficient to prompt the appetite, even of a man who had been
accustomed to fare better than Xailoun. He imagined that if he could fill
his belly here for some time, and employ his hands among that luscious
pastry, his appearance would be entirely changed. He therefore entered
the shop, and very simply offered his services to the pastry cook. He
rather looked at him, than listened to him. The vigour of his constitution,
which appeared from the exterior conformation of his body, gave an idea
of him, as a man who might do a great deal of work. His services were
therefore immediately accepted, to his great satisfaction. The work
required of him was easy. He ate as much as he could hold of that
excellent pastry; and, in the evening, carried home some good morsels to
his wife.

Oitbha was surprised to see him return with his wages in that
specie. “The reason is, that I am changed,” said Xailoun; and then went
on to acquaint her, that he had engaged in a new trade. Oitbha was
content, since he continued to work; and her husband was at the height
of his wishes; for he had not as yet been suffered to put his hands to the
paste; but it being now the month of Ramadan, he was sent out, every
morning, with pastry, to sell in the streets and squares. They had taught
him to distinguish coins. He knew that he was to bring back the same
number of pieces of money, that he gave away of tarts; and he was
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accordingly careful to give a just account. This was the utmost length to
which his abilities could go; and this was all that his master, as yet,
required of him. But the time came, when trial was to be made of him in
a task of a higher nature. The festival gave the pastry-cook and the
servants more to do than usual. They began to want meal, because the
ass that had turned the mill was dead. Xailoun had not yet been nearly
so serviceable as this animal. His master said to him, “We are almost
without meal, and shall consequently want pies. I have lost my labourer,
and cannot, for these some days yet, procure another. Thou must change
thy occupation, Xailoun, and make meal for me; I shall take care of thee
while thou art at work.”—“Let me only change,” said the other; “it was to
change I came here. But shall I change my clothes too?”—“Well thought
on,” replied the master: “When thou dost the work of my dead servant,
thou must assume his dress, to be sure.” Xailoun was happy to hear
this.— “At last,” said he to himself, “I shall be really changed.” He was
led to the mill-house; his eyes were blinded, and harness put upon his
shoulders; and he was then bound by the arms. “Come,” said the pastry-
cook, “march, march; pull the collar, and this will move of course.”
Xailoun made an effort, and the mill was moved. The work became a little
less awkward, but was still very severe. “Is it done?” cried Xailoun, new
to the trade.—“No, no,” replied the pastry-cook; “go on, go on; thou dost
very well; the meal is good, and thou shalt have enough of it to sift.”

“To sift!” said Xailoun; “this must be another change. So much the
better; the present is not good.” By this time, he was blowing, and all in a
sweat. The pastry-cook called to him to move on, and gave him not a
moment's relaxation till dinner time came. He was then loosed, led out,
and had his eyes uncovered. Food was to be given him next. But he was
not now allowed to feed upon the pastry. It was necessary that he should
have more solid eatables, to fit him for his work; and a dish of turkey-
beans and onions, dressed with lintseed-oil, was accordingly set before
him. He did not dislike the change in general, but still hoped to find his
account in it. But the beans had husks, and the oil affected his throat
disagreeably. He was dying of hunger, however; and there was a
necessity for his eating. Hardly had he done, when means to enable him
to digest this unpleasant meal, were again proposed to him.

“Come, Xailoun,” said the pastry-cook, “we must go on with
grinding, otherwise the shop may be shut up to-morrow.” One blinded
poor Xailoun; another put on the harness; and thus was he yoked again
in the mill. Having his belly full, and swelled with wind by the nature of
the food he had taken, and being still fatigued from the effect of the
morning's labour, he was soon puffing, and all in a sweat, and stood still
from time to time.

“Come, then,” cried the cook; “march! if thy courage fail, I must
inspire thee, as I did thy predecessor.” “Courage!” said Xailoun to
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himself: “what can this courage be? I should perhaps be the better for it.”
He stopped upon this, and uncovered his eyes, to see what they were
going to give him. When he looked, he saw his master with a whip in his
hand, which he was cracking in the air. No more was needed, to make
him cover his eyes again, and go on with his work, without requiring any
farther solicitation. He had seen enough to disgust him with courage,
before he tried it. The work was at length at an end. Xailoun was
loosened from the yoke. He eagerly uncovered his eyes, went into the
shop, and, finding the door open, made out, and ran straight home, all
mealy and harnessed as he was, with the swiftness of an arrow;
dreading, every moment, that the mill-post and courage would overtake
him.

It may be easily conceived, that a man with a great beard, and
covered all over with meal, so that the girths with which he was
harnessed seemed to be of one piece with his clothes, could not be other
than a very strange figure. When Oitbha saw the spectre come in, and sit
down with confidence beside her, she was at first affrighted; but she soon
knew by his carriage who he was. “What!” said she, “is it thou, great fool?
Where haft thou been to get thyself harnessed in this manner, instead of
working with thy master to earn our sustenance?” With this she took up
her staff and dusted his jacket. Xailoun strove to calm the storm. “You
bade me pray to God to change me. I have done so. I have been a
prisoner, a scullion, and am now a mill-ass.”

“Oh! thou great beast!” said Oitbha, while pity induced her to cease
from correcting him. She relieved him from his girths, shut the door
upon him, carried the harness back to the pastry-cook, and, reproaching
him for having so abused a poor man's simplicity, made him give up
Xailoun's upper garment, with the wages for his day's labour, and
returned home.

The fatigue which he had undergone, the blows which he had
received, and his indigestion from the ragout with the lintseed-oil, kept
Xailoun a-bed all the next day; nor did his wife press him to rise. But on
the third day, being herself constrained by necessity, she was obliged to
send out her sluggard of a husband to work.

“Come,” said she, “thou must do thy duty. Return to any one of thy
masters who will have thee; but if thou dost not bring home some fruits
of thy labour, thou must go ly in the street. Change thy conduct. As for
me, I will never change.”

“Change my conduct!” said Xailoun to himself; “I would fain know
how that can come about. When I go out into the street, for instance, I
may pass this way, or that way, but I am still conducted to the rivet. Let
me see; if I were to conduct myself in the country, instead of conducting
myself in the town, I might perhaps do better. I daily ask of God to
change me; but they make so much noise on the streets of Bagdad, that
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he cannot hear me; but when I am in the open country, he must hear, if
he be not perfectly deaf.” Xailoun accordingly left the city, to say his
prayers in the country, in full assurance, that he might have enough of
room, open southward  of him, when he was there.2

At some distance from the city, a very wide door standing open,
invited him to enter a large garden. He saw on all sides, pear trees,
plumb trees, pomegranate trees,—in short, fruit trees of all different
sorts, bending under the fruits with which they were loaded. This place
seemed to him the terrestrial paradise. He was very fond of fruits, but
had never eaten them at his will. This threw him into an ecstasy.

“Here,” said he, “is good feeding for a man, I remember, that when
my wife bought our ass, she was lean and mangy. “I must put her to a
good pasture,” said my wife. She did so; and, within fifteen days, the
beast was so changed, that I did not know her again. I am made up of
flesh and bones as well as she; and if I could only stay here, the same
thing must happen to me.

“The man to whom these fruits belong, cannot eat them all, surely.
He will give me what I wish; and I shall then change, as did our ass. I
shall not know myself again; for I am persuaded, that if she had looked
on herself in a glass, she could not have known herself again.”

After these reflections, Xailoun advanced farther into the garden,
and went forward, till he reached the place where the proprietor was
mounted on a pomegranate tree, and throwing down pomegranates to his
wife, which she put into a basket as she received them. Xailoun offered
his services. The gardener, looking upon his wife, made a sign to her,
upon which she accepted them. They made him climb up an apple tree,
of which he gathered the fruit; not without eating, at first, almost as
many as he gathered. The proprietor did not forbid him. He agreed to give
him a small sum, as monthly wages, for doing such work as they might
have occasion to employ him in. As to the sum, he understood nothing.
The work, he supposed to be the gathering of pears, apricots, and other
fruits, which he might eat at his leisure. He agreed, therefore, to all. They
gave him some little things to do within the house, such as he had been
accustomed to when in the service of the cook and the pye-baker. For
dinner and supper, he ate pilau with his master; all the day he stuffed
himself with fruits, and was fully persuaded that he should soon be as
entirely changed as his ass. He was sent from time to time to Bagdad,
with two asses before htm loaded with fruit. The animals knew the way,
so that Xailoun had not even the trouble of driving them.

In the mean time, Oitbha lay in, and of consequence could not take
any trouble in seeking her husband. Xailoun had not forgotten her: But

  The Musulman turn to the south, when they say their prayers.
2
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he expected such happy effects from his present mode of living, that he
was induced to wait till he should be entirely changed, before he would
visit her. Unluckily, however, there was no mirror in his master's house,
in which he might observe the progress of his transformation. But the
present satisfaction and hopes of Xailoun, were to have an end. His
master had two bulls which he employed in the work of his farm. Xailoun
led them out to the water every day. They were familiar with him, and he
called them his companions. It happened one day, by chance, or perhaps
by the fault of the leader, that one of the bulls fell into a ditch, and broke
his neck. The gardener was angry; the work of his farm must be done;
and he could not furnish himself with another, till the next fair. He
therefore addressed Xailoun. “Well! thou hast lost me one of my cattle; I
cannot provide myself with another for some time. That the work may be
done, however, thou must change thy employment with me.”— “Change!”
replied Xailoun; “this is what I daily ask of God; it was for this he
brought me here, I suppose.”—“In this case, since thou art so willing,
thou must assist thy surviving companion to plough the remainder of my
field.” Xailoun had never gone out of the garden, and knew not what
ploughing meant. He disliked his tattered clothes. “Will you give me new
clothes, then?” said he to his master.—“Thou shalt have a full suit,”
replied the gardener, “from head to foot, my friend, in order that thou
mayest be more comfortable.”—“In this case,” said Xailoun, “I shall
instantly lay aside that which I now wear.” “No,” replied his master, “that
which I am going to give thee, may very well be worn above the other.”
Two suits of clothes, one above another, seemed to Xailoun an
undoubted change: he determined, therefore, that he would go shew
himself to his wife in his new garb. The heat was at that time excessive,
and flies and other infects were extremely troublesome to the cattle. The
gardener took up half a dozen of goat-skins to cover Xailoun from head
to foot, leaving him only holes through which he might see and breathe.
All the rest of his body was covered up. The idiot looked foolishly on; and,
in his eagerness for change, quietly suffered the gardener to do. what he
had a mind to. He was, immediately after, yoked to the plough; and the
gardener, bracking his whip, obliged him to move on, and do the duty of
an ox. When Xailoun heard the whip crack; although much less strong
than a bullock, he would have found strength. He drew on his
companion. But, in the course of the work, the flies made cruel work
upon both. Wherever they could make their way to Xailoun's back, they
treated him very harshly.

They were at length unyoked for dinner. Had Xailoun durst, he
would have deserted; but he dreaded the whip which the gardener kept
beside him. His master bade him eat. His hunger bade the same thing:
But he was soon again bound in the yoke. When evening came, they left
their work. The gardener led his bull to the stall. Xailoun took advantage
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of the opportunity, gained the door, and fled in all haste to Bagdad, still
wearing the skins, which were either bound down by the harness, or
sewed about him. He durst not look behind; such was his fear of being
pursued, and of feeling the lash of the whip. It was night, and the gates
of the city were shut. The poor fugitive had no other place to retire to, but
the burying-grounds without the walls. He laid himself down in the first
that offered; and there, overcome as he was with the fatigue which he
had suffered through the day, he fell sound asleep. About six o'clock in
the morning, he was suddenly awaked by the grave-diggers coming to dig
a grave in the very place where he was laid. The earth had been lately
removed from that spot, by wild carnivorous animals, which had scraped
it away, and had torn up and devoured a carcase, the bones of which,
with some part of the flesh, still lay strewed about.

While the grave-diggers were talking about the ravages of
carnivorous animals, one of them maintained, that these could not dig
deeper than three feet in the earth; but that such depredations were
rather the doings of evil genies, who came to devour the cold remains of
the dead. In the mean time, one of them perceived poor Xailoun asleep.
The goat-skins which covered him, gave him fo hideous an aspect, that
the grave-digger cried out, “Ah! here is the evil genie.” At this cry,
Xailoun awakened, and sat up on his breech. It was lucky for him that
an emotion of terror had seized the beholders; and he had time to rise.
His enemies would have been less alarmed, if they could have read, in
his looks and countenance, the terrors with which he was seized, at the
sight of three iron shovels ready to knock hin down; it was a sight to
work a proper effect upon him. But his goat-skin mask hid the emotions
which were passing under it; and while the grave-diggers stood with their
arms in the air, fear gave him strength. He sprung forward like an arrow,
passed through the midst of them, and made off.

Xailoun's adversaries soon recovered courage, when they saw him
act so timid a part. They threw away their shovels, and ran after him,
crying out, with all their might, “Here is the evil genie, who eats the dead
in these burying places! Maul him! kill him!” The people gathered, and
ran after the monster, as soon as they saw him, crying out, as vigorously
as fear would allow, “The wicked genie who devours the dead!” The dogs
joined in the pursuit; but the strangeness of the animal kept them back.
They followed, barking, but at some distance. The grave-diggers, finding
themselves impeded by the crowd, which thickened as they advanced,
drove the dogs back, and said, “Throw stones and sticks at him!” But the
idea of the power and wickedness of the genies, took away their courage.
The children were afraid of being swallowed up alive, by the wicked genie
who ate dead carcases.

In the mean time, the report of this appearance was spread
through the whole city of Bagdad. Xailoun, in his frightful disguise,
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proceeded to his own house. He entered, and the crowd pressed in by the
door after him. Here he was saluted by a dreadful and unavoidable
shower of blows. Oitbha, who was the more intrepid, for being at this
time a mother and a nurse, no sooner saw the frightful animal come in,
than she took up the staff which she knew to use with very superior
dexterity; and, while her poor husband, all panting from his race, could
not even articulate his own name, drove him out of the house. He then
fell into the hands of the grave-diggers, who, taking him up with all his
skins about him, carried him to prison amidst the shouts of the
populace; and the news was circulated from mouth to mouth, that they
were carrying to prison the wicked genie who infested the burying-places,
and had entered Oitbha's house to devour her child. The jailor trembled
with terror, at hearing what sort of a prisoner they were bringing him, of
whom he had already heard thirty different descriptions, every one more
frightful than another. This object of terror was at last presented. One of
the grave-diggers had, by this time, taken off some part of Xailoun's
disguise, and had discovered that he whom they pursued with such fury,
was only a man clad in goat-skins. But this made the criminal appear so
much the more guilty, as having disguised himself like a beast, and gone
about devouring dead bodies and little children.

“Infamous wretch!” said one of the jailor's officers to him; “Art thou
possessed by the devil, to prowl about the sepulchre of faithful
Musulman, and to eat their bodies?”—“I!” said Xailoun, who was by this
time entirely stripped of his mask; “I went not there to eat, but to sleep; I
indeed passed among the bones, but not one of them did I take up.”

All that stood by, were disconcerted, and at the same time pacified,
by the simplicity of Xailoun's discourse and carriage. They put only one
question to him: “But, didst not thou go into Oitbha's house to devour
her child?”—“I? I would not eat my own child; I went into my own house.”

Among the curious persons at the door, were three or four
neighbours of Oitbha's. These heard the account which the supposed
wicked genie gave of himself. They asked leave to enter, and knew
Xailoun. They gave, at the same time, so authentic an account of
Xailoun's stupidity and goodness of heart, that the judge, who had by
this time come to inquire into the fact, ordered Xailoun to be carried
back to Oitbha with all his skins about him. The wife was informed of her
husband's return some moments before he made his appearance. She
was greatly concerned to think that she had given him so bad a
reception, and had occasioned his suffering still worse treatment. The
ridicule of the adventure, was unavoidable. It would be known next day
through all Bagdad, that Xailoun was the supposed wicked genie who
devoured the dead. She also regretted that she had given him so many
blows with the staff: for, this once, she had treated him as a real enemy.
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When she saw Xailoun, she was seized with compassion for him.
She thanked the neighbours who had brought him back; and
endeavoured to learn from him where he had been during so long an
absence, and how he had been so ridiculously metamorphosed.

Xailoun, who had only one way of explaining himself, told her the
reasons which had induced him to leave the city, to go in quest of a more
advantageous change; and explained how he had the misfortune to have
been changed into a bullock, and then, without knowing how, into a
wicked genie.

Oitbha knew that he was guiltless of tying; she put him to bed, and
dressed the contusions which he had received, and the inflammation he
had suffered from the stings of the insects, with the greatest tenderness.
She then gave him food, and considered what she should do next day.

Soon as it was light, as she might not leave her child, she put him
in a basket upon the ass, and, in another, upon the opposite side, the
skins and harnessing belonging to the gardener. She then asked the
neighbours, who had brought home her husband on the preceding
evening, to accompany her to the house in the country, where Xailoun
had been employed; and, putting on her veil, went along with them.

Arriving at the house of the gardener, she severely reproached him
for having so abused the simplicity of a Musulman, as to humble him to
the condition of a brute. She related to him what affronts her husband
had been exposed to; returned him his goat-skins and harnessing and
demanded the wages which Xailoun had earned. “Were it not for my
husband's sake,” said she, “I should carry you before the cadi. Think
yourself happy that I am unwilling to make more noise about the affair.”
The gardener was confounded. He drew two sequins out of his pocket,
which was four times as much as the wages he had engaged to pay
Xailoun. Oitbha would have refused what was more than her just due; it
was a great sum to her but she had two of her neighbours with her, and
was not ill pleased that her neighbours should believe her husband able
to gain two sequins in the month. The affair thus ended, she took up
Xailoun's coat, and returned home.

Five days passed without new adventures.. In the interval, Xailoun
recovered of his bruises. Oitbha then renewed her remonstrances, with
respect to the necessity of his changing, not into a scullion, an ox, an
ass, or an evil genie,— but so as to turn himself to a life of labour, for 
the support of his family.

As Xailoun had sold pyes through the town, she imagined that he
might employ himself in selling earth for children . She sent him3

  This is a sort of red friable earth, very dry, and of an agreeable smell, which is
3

used in Arabia. It is put under infants in the cradle, from their loins to their knees. A
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therefore with the ass to bring two baskets full of that earth, and directed
him to sell it through the town, at so much for a certain measure. But, it
was necessary, in order to draw customers about him, he mould cry,
“Earth for children! Earth for children!” This was no long speech to
make: the ass, receiving a blow from the hand of Oitbha, and Xailoun
sitting astride upon the baskets, they proceeded, he crying furiously,
“Earth for children.” For some time, all went well; but the sound of his
voice became soon more faint; the crier fell asleep, and the ass rambled
at her pleasure through the streets. She came at last to the banks of the
Euphrates. She there drank at her list and leisure; after which, as her
colt had been left in the stable, she returned instinctively thither, and
was going in, with her burden upon her back. The door being too low,
Xailoun's head struck violently against the lintel; the noise was heard
within the house; and the rider being thrown down, awaked, and set to
crying, “Earth for children!” while his nose was bleeding, and his
forehead sorely bruised. Oitbha saw her husband come in, and
suspected how matters had gone with him. She washed his nose with
salt and water, and, at the same time, gave him a few blows. “Lazy
wretch!” said she; “thou deservest to be beaten with a whip, like an ass.
Oh! thou shalt change, or I shall give thee so many blows, as to make
thee forget all that thou hast hitherto received. Go to the baker, the
pastry-cook, the eating-house, or even the gardener. Go, ask work from
someone of thine old master. Any of them will take thee again; but come
not back hither, without bringing something to support thee. I have no
room here for a sluggard like thee.” Xailoun was thus again turned out of
the house, to seek his fortune. He began to suppose that last time he had
not gone far enough from the city to make himself heard by God, whom
he continually implored to change him. For this time he strayed a short
way out through the country, till he came to a pile of ruins, which were
the remains of a palace that had been the abode of a very great man. As
he amused himself with looking at the ruins, he perceived a kardouon
upon a heap of stones regularly laid together. The animal seemed to have
its eyes upon him. “Ah! ah! cousin,” said he,”I thought thou hadst lived
in the city, and thou art here.” The little animal seemed to reply by the
usual beckoning of its head. “Thou knowest me well,” continued Xailoun;
“thou understandest me. What hinders thee to speak?” The kardouon
could only answer by its usual sign. “Oh! thou makest me mad,” said
Xailoun; ”speak, or I shall throw a stone at thee.” The kardouon, waving
its head, provoked the poor fool to throw the stone, upon which, the
animal ran to hide itself among the ruins.

linen-cloth is laid upon it, and there is nothing more to separate it from the body of the

child. It imbibes moisture; and prevents bad smells, and galling of the skin.
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Xailoun was piqued; he thought that it was only out of malice the
kardouon held its tongue; and resolved to seize it in the place to which it
had fled, and to force it to enter into conversation with him. In a quarter
of an hour he had removed the stones, and cleared the ground. The
kardouon had in the mean time retreated as fast as he could, still farther
out of the way. But Xailoun was diverted from pursuing him by a new
object of curiosity which now presented itself.

While pursuing the kardouon, he remarked a square slab of black
marble, having a ring fixed in it. He laid hold of the ring, made an effort,
and raised the stone. He then perceived a flight of steps leading under
ground. “Ah! ah!” said he, “here is my cousin's house; I must go see
whether he be in it:”—so he descended upon the steps.
      The light penetrating into the subterraneous apartment by the
opening which he had made, enabled him to distinguish a number of
urns disposed in a row near the entrance. “These,” said he, “are
undoubtedly the pots in which my cousin keeps his provisions. He
uncovered one of them, and took out of it an handful of pieces of gold. He
then went back to the mouth of the cavern, in order to examine what he
had in his hand by the light. Not considering its hardness or weight, and
having never before seen money of this species, he fancied the gold coins
to be nothing but carrots cut in pieces, and dried in the sun, as he had
seen his wife do with them, and supposed them to belong to his cousin,
whom he believed to have concealed himself in the depth of the cave,
whither the darkness hindered him to advance. “Very well, cousin,” said
he; “either come out and speak to me, or I will take thy carrots, and carry
them home to carry them home to our ass.”

The kardouon not thinking proper either to answer, or to discover
itself, Xailoun began to consider how he should do, in order to carry
away the carrots. He remembered, that when he was at home with his
wife, a woman in their neighbourhood had once given them some prunes,
and that his wife had filled his turban with them, after putting leaves
about them, to keep them fresh. He observed some burdock leaves
growing near the mouth cf the cave. Of these he gathered enow to cover
the inside of his cap, as he had seen his wife do; and then filled it with
what he supposed to be carrots.

After this little adventure, in which he seemed to himself to have
behaved with great wisdom, he bade farewell to his cousin, and returned
to Bagdad. By the way, he tried to eat, if it were only one piece of the
provisions which he was carrying home to his ass. He found it
excessively hard, and supposed that his cousin must have good teeth, if
he could eat such food, without boiling it. At length, he reached his own
house. Oitbha was surprised to see him return so soon. “Where hast
thou been?” said she; “What hast thou got within these leaves?”—“I have
been to see my cousin in his country house,” said he. “He would not
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speak to me: But I opened his door, went into his house, put my hand
into the pots in which he keeps his provisions, and have brought away a
quantity of his carrots, which will make a good meal for our ass; but they
must be boiled, for they are very hard.”

While he was speaking, Oitbha took the turban, and saw that what
he called carrots were pieces of gold. She knew that her husband could
not have designedly stolen them, as he knew not what they were; but it
was of importance for her to know where he had found them. “Good!”
said she, as she went to lock up the contents of the turban, left some one
might surprise them, while she held them openly in her hand. She then
set Xailoun to relate his story, without doing any thing to disturb him,
and thus discovered that he had found out some hidden treasure. The
place mentioned by Xailoun could not be above half a league from
Bagdad. Enough of the day still remained to afford her time to go thither,
and take advantage of what remained: and as the cave was still open,
curious persons might come about it, who had more penetration than
her husband. She determined to set out immediately, saddled the ass,
put two bags upon her, made Xailoun ride behind, bought two loaves for
him to eat by the way, and thus followed him to the house of his cousin.
She found the mouth of the cave open, as Xailoun had told her; and the
urn, from which he had taken what he had brought home, still
uncovered. She made him bring the two bags, and filled them so as to
load the ass. These Xailoun then brought out of the cave, and found
them of considerable weight. While Oitbha was thus employed, Xailoun
was calling with all his might upon his cousin. The noise was
disagreeable to his wife; but she saw that she had no time to lose. At last
she left the cave, and the ass was loaded. Then, with proper attention,
she made Xailoun replace the stone upon the cave's mouth, and lay over
it the ruins which he had formerly removed. She then returned to her
house, making him lead the ass slowly on by the bridle, as she had a
good load.

Oitbha carefully locked up the sacks; for, she being a prudent
woman, what he had brought home in the turban, was sufficient to make
her easy by degrees, yet so as not to draw the particular notice of any
person upon them. Now, however, instead of driving her husband out of
the house, as before, she persuaded and even commanded him to stay at
home. She gave him new clothes, and enough of food but his clothes
were still of the same coarse stuff as formerly; and, although dressed in
fresh clothes, he did not yet think himself changed, which was what he
in his heart aspired to, in order that he might not be any longer either
scolded or beaten.

However, his wife, wishing to make him good cheer, and not having
yet hired a slave, sent him out to buy meat, rice, and pease, with money
for each different article wrapped up separately. He went to the butcher,
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and made his market there. He did the same for the rice; but he had
forgotten the pease, and brought back the money he had received for
them, with the other articles which he had purchased. “I bade thee buy
pease,” said Oitbha; “go back quickly for them.” “Pease?” replied Xailoun,
and willed that he might not forget. But one of his comrades met him,
and seeing him better clad, and in better case than ordinary, sought to
amuse himself at his expense. “So, so,” said he, “thou art better clad
now, than when thou actedst the evil genie, and plumper than when
thou waft used to prowl among the burying-places.” Here was Xailoun
again confounded, when his memory was thus refreshed, with the
cruellest incident in his life. “Did not my wife daily tell me,” said he to
himself, “I should nevertheless still desire to change, that people might
not every day come to tell me that I have been an ass, an ox, an evil
genie!—But what was I going to seek? It was—It was—It is—“ But he
could not recollect the name, pease, with all the pains he could take. He
thought at first that he could not return home, for shame, to ask his
wife, anew, those words which he found it so hard to remember. But he
desired to eat of the meat and rice; and this was an incitement to make
him venture.

When Oitbha saw him return once more empty handed, she almost
lost patience. But although she had blamed his laziness as long as they
had need for his industry, she could never blame him for his silliness of
mind. “I want pease,” said she; “dost thou hear? Pease; repeat pease all
the way to the market; and if thou dost not perform what I bid thee, I
shall correct thee with a vengeance.”

Xailoun, intimidated by this menace, went away, repeating
continually, “Pease, pease.” He passed a corner of a street, where a
merchant was selling pearls, and was announcing what he had to sell, by
crying out stoutly, “In the name of God, Pearls!” Such as were curious,
came up and examined his pearls, which he displayed in open boxes.
Xailoun's curiosity was moved by this new object, and he was at the
same time anxious not to forget his lesson. He put his hand in the box,
and continued to call loudly, “Pease, pease!” The merchant, supposing
that Xailoun was mocking him, and that he meant to represent his
pearls as false, struck him rudely. “Why do you strike me?” said
Xailoun.—“Because you insult me,” replied the merchant: “Do you think
me capable of imposing upon the public?”—“No,” said Xailoun; “but I was
saying—And how should I say then?”—“If thou wouldst say right, cry like
me, “In the name of God, Pearls!”—“Yes,” said Xailoun, “I think that is
what my wife bade me say;” and accordingly went on his way, repeating,
as he passed along, in a soft voice, “In the name of God, Pearls.” He
happened to pass by the shop of a man who had been robbed of some
pearls. This manner of crying them, in a voice unusually faint, appeared
suspicious to the merchant. “My thief,” said he, “seems to know me. He
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lowers his tone at passing my shop.” Upon this bare suspicion, he ran
after Xailoun, and stopped him, saying, “Shew me your pearls.” Xailoun
was confounded; and this confirming the merchant's suspicion, he seized
him roughly by the neck, and called for assistance. A crowd gathered
about the pretended pearl-merchant; and the accuser at length
discovered that he whom he had seized and maltreated, was but a poor
idiot. “Why didst thou cry,” said he, “that thou hadst pearls to
sell?”—“How ought I to cry, then?” replied Xailoun.—“That is not true,”
said the merchant not choosing to attend to him; “That is not true.”

“That is not true!” said Xailoun; “let me cry then, That is not
true;—let me try not to forget it.” As he went on, therefore, he repeated
with all his might, “That is not true.” We went on to where a man was
selling Machs . “In the name of God, Machs,” was his cry. Xailoun, urged4

by his usual curiosity, and full of the last words that had been given him,
came to put his hand in the bag like the rest, saying, “That is not true.”
The stout clown gave Xailoun a blow which made him stagger. “It fits
thee well,” said he, “to undervalue my goods, who have both sown and
gathered them myself.”—“I!” said Xailoun; “I undervalue them not; I only
speak out what I ought.”—“Well,” replied the country man, “you ought to
say as I do: In the name of God, Machs.” Xailoun, that he might get home
without meeting with any other bad adventure, set about repeating this
new cry. He happened to be at this time upon the banks of the
Euphrates. A fisherman had been there, busy casting his net for two
hours, and every minute changing his place, yet without taking any
fishes. Xailoun, whose attention was readily caught by every thing, went
to follow the fisherman, repeating, that he might not forget the cry, “In
the name of God, Machs.”

Of a sudden, before Xailoun had any suspicion of what was the
matter, the fisherman, seeming as if he were spreading out his net,
doubled the cord of it in his hand, seized the idiot, and whipping him
with severity, said, “Abominable Sorcerer! cease in the name of God to
curse my fishing.”

“I a sorcerer!” said he; “here is another change!” And, upon saying
this, he wept. The fisherman looked at him, and said, “If thou art not a
sorcerer, why dost thou make me so unsuccessful in throwing my
net?”—“It is not I that make you unsuccessful: I was bidden speak thus.”
The fisherman then imagined that some of his enemies might have
engaged the poor simpleton to treat him as he did, that he might spoil
his fishing, without exposing himself. “I am sorry, brother, that I beat
you,” said he to Xailoun. “But you were wrong to say what you did; for,

  A sort of small lentil, that acts as a febrifuge, and is carried to market only on
4

certain days of the year.
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by that, you injured me, who had done you no harm.”—“I wish to injure
nobody,” said Xailoun; “I only endeavour to recollect the words which my
wife bade me say.”—“Do you know them?”—“Yes, I do know them.”—“Set
yourself down beside me; and when I throw my net, you shall say, “In the
name of God, instead of one, seven of the largest and finest fishes.”—“I
cannot think it was so long as that.” —“So long! But not a word must be
wanting: I shall give you some of the fishes to carry home with you; but
remember, that not a word be wanting.” Then the fisherman again
repeated, say, “In the name of God, instead of one, seven of the largest
and finest fishes.” 

Xailoun continued to repeat it with all his might, to hinder himself
from forgetting it. But being still afraid of being whipped with the cord,
“He will give me them,” said he to himself, “were I only to do this:” And
no sooner did he see the fisherman employed in drawing his net, than he
cried with all his might, repeating incessantly, “In the name of God,
instead of one, seven of the largest and finest fishes.”

He pronounced those words amidst a crowd of people; for the
crowd, although he knew not how, always attracted him. He was now
beside a bier, in which the body of a cadi conveyed to the grave. The
Mollahs who walked about the body were shocked at the horrible
imprecation which they heard. “Profane wretch,” said they, “darest thou
to disturb such ceremonies as these, and thus openly to devote the
greatest men in Bagdad to death? Is it not enough, that he, whose body
we are conveying to the grave, has felt its force?”

Xailoun was a good Musulman, and had been taught to entertain
great respect for the Mollahs. The air, and the tone of voice with which
this reproach was uttered, affected him more sensibly than the strokes
with the cord. He made off, trembling, and crying aloud, “Ah! my God!
my God! what should I say then?”—An old slave, who followed in the
funeral procession, took him by the sleeve. “Thou shouldst say,” said
she, “God preserve his body, and save his soul.”—“Eh! Why did not they
tell me so?” said Xailoun; and went away, repeating these words, till he
was in a street through which they were carrying a dead ass upon a cart.
He followed the procession, crying cut, “God preserve his body, and save
his foul!” The people about the cart, exclaimed, “Ah! the profane,
blasphemous wretch! Ah! the infidel dog!” and would have beat him with
their hands or staves. He sprung from them, and fled away at full speed.

The unlucky wight, Xailoun said to himself, all in tears, and
besprinkled with dirt, “Thou haft suffered a worse change now, than
when thou wast an ass, a scullion, an ox, and a wicked genie: Thou art a
sorcerer, and, what is worse than all that, an infidel!” So saying, he wept,
and durst not return home, for fear of being beaten; for he had entirely
forgotten the words which his wife had directed him to say, and could
carry nothing home. He knew not what to do.
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In this state of perplexity, chance led him near the door of the
house in which Oitbha's mother lived. There were a number of people
standing about one of his wife's sisters, who was sick. He being timorous
of entering any where out of the streets, was discouraged by the sight of
so large a company. He stood behind the door, and only thrust forward
his visage. “It is Xailoun,” said his mother-in-law; and then addressed
him, “What wantest thou, Xailoun? A bit of goat's flesh?”—“No.”—“Some
rice?”—“No.”—“Something to drink?”—“No.” All the folks about asked,
one after another, what he would have, naming over every eatable and
drinkable they knew, but the idiot's answer was still, No. “Ah!” said the
sick woman, “I know what he wants; it is pease.” At hearing this word,
Xailoun, transported with joy, ran into the apartment, rushed towards a
sofa on which his sister-in-law reclined, and expressed his gratitude with
such violence that, partly through surprise, and partly through pain, she
fainted away.

While all were eagerly employed in giving assistance to the sick
woman, the mother-in-law thus addressed Xailoun, “Thou lubbard! thou
horse thou! What brings thee hither to kill my daughter? Pease, Pease,
dost thou say?”—— “Yes, pease,” although rather confounded at hearing
the word, horse. “What meanest thou with thy pease ?”—“Pease! my wife
said pease;” and he had at the same time in his hand, the money which
had been given him to pay for them, which he had carefully kept, amidst
all the unlucky adventures in which he had been engaged.

Oitbha's mother now conceived that her daughter had sent out the
idiot to buy pease. There was a person who sold pease near the door; she
pointed out the shop to Xailoun. “Go there,” said she, “and ask for
pease.” The dealer took the money, and gave the pease. Xailoun ran
home rejoicing, and set his purchase down upon the table. So much had
it cost him for forgetting the name, that he determined to keep it all his
life upon his tongue's end.

Oitbha no longer thought of boiling the pease for that day. She
endeavoured to learn from Xailoun, what had become of him for so long a
time. He gave her a confused account of his adventures, complaining
bitterly that he had been taken for a sorcerer and an infidel, while he was
only seeking pease. The only thing that was clear, in all his narrative,
was, that his wife had a sister who was sick, and that Xailoun had been
at her mother's house. Oitbha was grieved, to think that she could not
hinder her husband from running into so many ridiculous adventures.
But, till she might prudently employ some part of her riches this way,
she resolved to wait yet some time with patience, and to keep him as
much as possible out of the way of new accidents.

Next day, Oitbha prepared to go to see her sister who was sick. She
suckled her child, and left Xailoun to rock him, if he should awake and
cry : if the ass were thirsty, he was to give her water; and he was
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carefully to feed a hen which they had clucking. “Be careful to keep the
door shut,” said she; “thou mayest fall asleep, and thieves may come in
to rob us.” After giving him all the instructions she could, she went her
way, leaving him a plentiful breakfast. Xailoun did the first part of what
he had been bidden, with sufficient diligence, and after that took a nap.
The child awaked, and cried; he rocked him in the cradle; and thus far
everything went wonderfully well. As he had nothing better to do, he
employed his attention upon the objects about him. The hen seemed 
very uneasy, and was every now and then lifting up her foot, and
scratching her head with it. “This poor creature is troubled with lice,”
said Xailoun, “and so am I; my wife combs me; I shall do well to comb
the hen.”

He arose, seized the comb and the hen, and endeavoured to catch
the little insects that he saw; but the hen struggled, and her head slipped
from under the comb. He then conceived that it might be easier to kill the
poor beast's enemies with a great pin, with which, as he did not go softly
to work, he pierced her skull, and the hen instantly died. Xailoun was
struck with consternation when he saw that he had killed her, but was
still more grievously mortified when he found her eggs cold. To complete
his perplexity the ass began to bray. “Oh!” said he, “at present I have not
time to draw water for thee. Thou canst carry me safe to the river when I
am on thy back; go thy way thither without me.” So saying, he opened
the door let out the ass, shut it again; and the ass, with her colt, trotted
away through the streets of Bagdad.

The good man then went up to the cradle. with a great earthen
plate, in which were the hen's eggs, and sat down upon the eggs. It was
possible for him to sit upon them without breaking them, but not unless
he very cautiously kept his balance. The child awaked; he rocked it,
without changing his posture. He rocked it again; but rocking was now to
no purpose. It was hunger made it cry; and only food could pacify it.
Xailoun was at bottom, a good-hearted man, and knew no greater
distress than hunger. “Poor little creature!” said he, “thou wilt die if milk
is not given thee; thy mother has not yet come back but I should surely
have milk; I have as large a throat as she.” He then opened his vest, took
the child, and, without rising from the eggs, laid it to his breast as a
nurse would have done; and his beard hung almost entirely over it. The
infant, being at first deceived, ceased crying; and applied its lips to the
dry breast presented to it. Xailoun was delighted, and rocked it in his
arms, as he had seen his wife do. He tried also to sing and then said, “My
wife wishes me to change: she must be surprised indeed, to see me
changed into a nurse and a clucking hen.” In the meantime, the child,
not finding what instinct prompted him to seek, became impatient, began
anew to cry, and would not be stilled.
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Xailoun was still more and more perplexed; but his embarrassment
was soon at its highest pitch. His wife knocked at the door; and was
already in no good humour. She had found the ass and her colt; and
supposed that Xailoun had been more than negligent in acquitting
himself of his commissions. “Open!” said she.—“I cannot,” replied
Xailoun: “I am clucking; I am nursing.” The sturdy Oitbha took up a
stone, threw it against the door, and forced the lock. She then saw the
ridiculous posture Xailoun was in. But, however angry she might be her
duty as a mother commanded her first emotions. She took the child from
him, and held it to her own breast. Then casting an angry look on
Xailoun, and on all about him, she saw the hen dead beside him. “Who
killed that hen?”—“I was combing her.”—“Where are the eggs?”—“I am
clucking them.”

At these two new proofs of fatuity, Oitbha lost all patience. She
gave him a blow with her hand that remained free. “Rise, idiot!” said she;
“had any of our neighbours come in with me, what think you would have
been said? Are not you already sufficiently a subject of ridicule to the
whole city?”

The blow, although none of the heaviest made Xailoun lose his
balance, and crush the eggs. He perceived what had happened; and,
fearing that the mischief might recoil upon himself, fell to one side with
his arm under him upon the ground, and began to cry like a child. “Get
up, beast!” said his wife, threatening him. Xailoun then arose, and
turned about so that Oitbha could not avoid observing the effects of his
new exploit.

Oitbha regretted not the loss of either the hen or the eggs. But she
was anxious to find some means by which her husband's fatuity might
either be removed or concealed. The first great point was to keep him
within doors. He was her husband, the father of her children: by his
means had she become mistress of a fortune, which, without his
assistance, she could not turn to sufficient advantage: she did not want
reasons, therefore, to induce her to take care of him, and to keep him out
of the way of those disgraceful adventures which his curiosity and
imbecility of mind continually exposed him to.

She did what she could, therefore, to keep him about her, fed him
well, and had recourse to kindness and threatenings alternately, to
prevent him from renewing his habits of idle strolling. But the propensity
she fought to overcome, was invincible. Xailoun, still occupied with the
desire of change, the only idea which his vacant mind could entertain,
watched his opportunity, and stole out, whenever he saw himself
unobserved, in pursuit of means to accomplish his metamorphosis. “I
have asked God to change me; but he has not heard my prayer, neither
in, nor out of Bagdad. It is perhaps my fault, and not his. Was I not
always told, that a Musulman ought to turn to the south when he says
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his prayers? I must then go southward, in search of God: then, he must
surely hear me.”

Making these reflections, he went out of the city; and, having
travelled a good way, came within sight of a distant forest, “Let me go see
that great garden; I may eat my bellyful of fruit in it at leisure; it is larger
than that in which I formerly was, and must contain much more fruit: by
eating a great quantity more, I may perhaps be changed; for, though not
a jackass, I am however flesh and blood as well as our ass.” Xailoun had
exerted the whole force of his understanding in this reasoning. When he
entered the forest, he was astonished at the height of the trees, but could
see no fruit. Advancing farther through the wood, he heard a noise; he
ran towards the place from which it seemed to come, with his usual
eagerness. He was soon in the midst of a troop of robbers, who were
employed in the division of some plunder which they had lately taken.
The robbers seized him, and deliberated among themselves, whether they
should cut off his head and feet. “Ah! my God! my God! do you intend to
change me into a dead man?” They had not come to a determination,
before one of the robbers came up at full gallop, and informed his
comrades, that he had seen a company of armed cavaliers enter the
wood. The robbers, in a fright, left Xailoun and their booty; mounted
their horses, and rode off with all speed.

The idiot's fear being thus removed, his curiosity returned. He had
begun to amuse himself with opening the parcels they had left, in order
to see what was within, when a part of the company who were in pursuit
of the robbers, surrounded and seized him, in the supposition that he
was one of the band. They bound his hands, gave him abusive language,
and carried him to a prison in Bagdad. He was put into the jailor's
hands, as one of a party of robbers who had done considerable mischief;
and those who brought him in, declared- that they would soon find his
comrades. “Run to the south!” said Xailoun to himself, “and there be
changed into a robber! Assuredly, whatever may have been told me, God
is not there. But I was not long an ass, an ox, or an evil genie; and I shall
not remain long a robber.”

While he was making this reflection in the dungeon in which he
was confined, he happened to draw the curiosity of one, whom guilt,
rather than misfortune, had brought into the same state of confinement.
This man's name was Fetah, a notorious robber, who had been generally
dreaded. He had been surprised, on the preceding evening, in the
commission of a robbery of considerable magnitude. Fetah had long been
known to the officers of justice. He had been repeatedly taken, but had
always found means to escape; and when Xailoun was brought into his
company, he was anxiously contriving some new expedient to extricate
himself. Fetah viewed his comrade, by the light of a lamp which faintly
illuminated the prison. He immediately addressed him, and inquired into
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the circumstances of his imprisonment. Xailoun, who wanted only
opportunity to talk, told him, that having gone to the forth to ask God to
change him, in order that his wife might no longer beat or confine him to
the house, he had been all of a sudden changed into a robber.

Fetah was pleased with this opening of their acquaintance; it
promised well for his views. He saw his companion to be an idiot, for
whom he might, with great ease, lay some successful snare. In an hour's
time, he saw perfectly into Xailoun's character; and, from the
consideration of what he had done, and how he had reasoned through
the whole course of his life, as well as from his fantasy of wishing to be
changed, conceived the project of transforming himself in such a
manner, as he might make his escape.

Fetah, to disguise himself in case he should be taken in the
commission of his last act of robbery, had blackened his beard and hair,
and communicated a dusky hue to his eye-brows, which were naturally
of a very fair colour, as were also Xailoun's hair and eye-brows. The
robber, while he thus discoloured his hair, had equally disguised the
natural complexion of his skin; so that he now resembled, rather a negro
than an Arab. His countenance was naturally ruddy, and so was
Xailoun's. Fetah, therefore, contrived to wash himself, to besmear
Xailoun with lamp-black, and by persuading him to change clothes, to
effect a complete metamorphosis.

“Brother,” said he to Xailoun, “you were in the wrong to go to the
south in search of God. His palace is every where. For my part, if I chose
to pray with you, and you were willing to change with me, we need only
to pray here, and the, thing would be instantly done, without trouble;
you should no longer be yourself, but me. Could you then be taken for a
robber? or would your wife, after that, dare to beat you?” “You are very
black,” said Xailoun; “such nearly was my aspect, when I was changed
into a scullion; but my wife beat me nevertheless.”

“You dislike this colour, then?”—“No,” said Xailoun.—“You shall
see,” said Fetah, “that it is very easy to obtain one different. You need
only to pray well. Let us turn our backs upon one another. Seek you God
upon the south, I shall turn to the north, and we shall both find Him. Let
us both ask, in a low voice, to be changed; I shall tell you when the
change has taken place.” Xailoun eagerly obeyed. Fetah slipped a
handkerchief in his pitcher of water, and dexterously wiped off all the
blackening from his hair, beard, and features. He then applied lamp-
black to a tin vessel in which his food had been brought to him, and at
the same time stained his hands; after which, turning suddenly, he said
to Xailoun, “Am I changed or not? Do you find me the same I was
before?” Xailoun was confounded; for Fetah's figure was naturally
handsome enough. “What!” said the idiot, “shall I change as you have
done?”—“Yes,” said Fetah, “if you allow me to mark my features upon
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your face.” Xailoun consented; and, in a moment, Fetah made him
blacker than he himself was. “This is not all,” said he; “we must also
change clothes; and mine, you see, are perfectly new.” Thus was Xailoun
transformed. Fetah wished to convince him, that the change was entirely
for his advantage. “You shall see now,” said he, “how you are to be served
here. I hear the doors open; the turnkey is coming in: give him this piece
of money; and, in a firm tone of voice, bid him get you some pilau, and a
shoulder of mutton to your dinner.”

Xailoun, being accustomed to repeat whatever was said to him,
delivered the piece of money without looking on it, and, at the same time,
the order that had been put in his mouth to the turn-key. The latter
perceiving, by the light of the lamp, that it was gold he had received,
saluted Xailoun in respect to his money, and went to acquit himself of
his commission.

While Xailoun enjoyed the satisfaction of being changed so as to
command respect, and Fetah the hope of escaping by means of his
artifice; opposite measures had been resolved upon with respect to the
fate of these two prisoners. The Caliph, learning that the famous Fetah
was taken, ordered him to be led out of the city, and there to undergo, in
all its rigour, the punishment to which he had already been sentenced.
      On the other hand, some of the robbers with whom Xailoun had
confounded himself, had by this time been taken, and interrogated with
respect to him. They were asked, who he was? They unanimously
deposed, that he was a silly idiot, whom they had frightened for their
diversion. It was therefore determined, that he should be forthwith set at
liberty. A judge went to the prison, and ordered the idiot to be brought
before him. The jailor came, and striking Fetah on the shoulder, said,
“Come, thou idiot, thou art going to be discharged.” Fetah followed.—
“Go,” said the judge to him, “go home, poor man; and, if you possibly
can, be less foolish in future.”

“Bring Fetah,” said the judge. The jailor went then to Xailoun. “You
have not time to finish your shoulder of mutton, friend. The judge asks
for you. The remains must be mine. But this signifies little to you. If you
have any other pieces of gold about you, you may give them to me; your
business will soon be done; and in a little, you shall need nothing in this
world.”

Xailoun heard the jailor with an air of insensibility. He had seen
his comrade treated as an idiot, and now heard himself addressed in a
quite different tone. He was besides allured of what he was perfectly
willing to believe, that he should soon want for nothing. However, he did
not offer to move.

“March!” said the jailor: “Let not me have the trouble of dragging
you out by force; but come away with good will.”—“I?” replied Xailoun; “I
should be sorry to give you trouble; I come.” The jailor looked at him, and
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said, “follow me.”—Xailoun obeyed like a child, and was conducted to the
judgment-hall. The judge then spoke: “Fetah, hear your sentence read.”
The clerk instantly began to read a list of crimes which were fully proven,
and for which the criminal was condemned to the extraordinary
punishment of being hanged on a gibbet without the city. “Who is he has
done all this?” said Xailoun. “Does that paper not mention that I am
changed? I am changed however, you see.” The judge not knowing
Fetah's personal appearance, supposed that he was acting the idiot, of
purpose to escape punishment; and ordered him nevertheless to be gone
towards the place of execution. Oitbha had not remained easy in her
husband's absence. She had thought of all the various accidents which
were liable to befall a man of his character. She never suspected him to
have gone out of Bagdad. He might be drowned in the Euphrates; he
might have involved himself in some quarrel; and, in consequence of
getting himself wounded, might have been carried to the hospital. She
had already been through the whole city in search of information about
him.

She went at last to the prison, where she was told that an idiot had
just been dismissed from confinement. She returned home; but not
finding Xailoun, was still more alarmed, and went back to the prison.

Here she was told, that a notorious robber, named Fetah, was just
led out to punishment. He went bareheaded; but she could not, for this,
know him the more readily. The deception was rendered complete, by the
blackening of his hair, face, beard, and whole person and by the change
of his dress. In the gait and attitude of the figure, however, and in his
gawky practice of stopping, as he went along, to gaze about him, there
was something that reminded her every moment of Xailoun; and she
could not help following the train. A new incident soon convinced her,
that it was undoubtedly he. As he was going out of Bagdad, Xailoun
observing a kardouon upon a pile of stones near-by, stopped short, and
addressed it. “Ah! good-day, cousin!” They bade him go on; but he
replied, “that he wished to speak to his cousin, and to know whether he
thought him changed.” The judge and the guard were astonished at this
act of stupidity, whether real or feigned. But Oitbha, that moment lifting
her veil, fell at the judge's feet. “My Lord, this is not Fetah, but an
innocent creature who never did ill to any person. It is my poor husband,
the silly Xailoun, who, out of his excessive simplicity, has suffered some
one or other to disguise him in this manner. Permit me to make him
clean, and we shall find people here who know him.”

“Come, wretch!” said Oitbha then to Xailoun, in that tone of
authority which she knew so well how to assume with him: “Where hast
thou been, to get thyself disguised in this manner?” “The other who was
with me changed me thus.”—“Art thou not ashamed to have suffered
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thyself, after so many ridiculous changes, to be at last changed into a
robber, to expose thyself to death?”

Xailoun made no reply; but suffered his wife to wipe away, with a
handkerchief, the blackening that was upon his face and hair. The
children who lived near the prison, began to cry, “Ah! this is the genie
who devoured dead carcases!” And, in the mean time, one of the cavaliers
who had taken him, came up to the judge, and assured him, that this
was not Fetah the robber. “I took him myself, my Lord; I had him three
days in my custody, and should surely know him. This man is no other
than the idiot whom we found in the wood some days since, and whom
you ordered to be set at liberty. Fetah must have had the address to
change places with him.”

The judge was now satisfied, but could only suspend the
execution, till he should have given the Caliph and his superiors an
account of what had happened. He therefore sent Xailoun back to prison.
Oitbha followed. Her first care was to send for new and suitable clothes,
and to make him put off those by which he had been exposed to death
and ignominy. She then paid the jailor nobly, before hand, for the care
which she recommended to him to take of Xailoun, till the order for his
deliverance should arrive. The people about the prison said, “Happy
idiot!”—As to Xailoun, a change of dress would have been agreeable to
him upon any other occasion; but since his wife knew him, and he was
now again in danger of being scolded and beaten, the metamorphosis
that produced this effect, could not give him pleasure.

The order came to set Xailoun at liberty, and Oitbha carried him
away with her. It cannot be supposed that she would treat him very
gently, either by the way, or in the house. It was necessary to impress
him with fear that he might be hindered from strolling abroad in search
of new adventures. It was impossible, however, to divest him of his relish
for these, or to make him reason otherwise than he had been
accustomed to do.

In order to see an end of the scolding, beating, and confinement
which he had suffered, it was necessary that he should be changed; but
the change could only be effected by the operation of God, whom he had
hitherto sought, without finding him. “God,” said Xailoun to himself, “is
not inferior to a vizier; now here is a vizier's palace near-by us; people go
to him, and speak to him: I, in the same manner, will go to the palace of
God, and speak to him.”

He one day found means to make his escape, and went about
asking every body where the palace of God was. He was directed to a
mosque. “It is not here,” said he: “Here prayers are put up to Mahomet
for the Musulman.” He went on repeating his question, till he came
within the vicinity of the Caliph's palace. One of the guards observed
him. He found means to make Xailoun explain what favours he desired
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to obtain; and it occurred to him, that the Caliph might perhaps receive
some amusement from the character and wishes of the poor simpleton.

“Come.” said he to Xailoun, “I will take you to the place you ask
for.”—“And shall I speak to God?”—“Yes, you shall speak to him, and
shall see him face to face.” So saying he led him into the palace, made
him sit down, and bade him wait till he should return.

Although Xailoun was only in the outer court and in the apartment
of an interior officer, everything already appeared to him very fine. But
when the lifeguard-man carried him through the courts and apartments
opening to the divan, he dried out incessantly, “The palace of God, ah
how fine!” When he saw the Caliph on his throne he was absolutely
dazzled and confounded. His conductor took him by the arm, and made
him advance. “Here he is,” said he, “prostrate yourself before him, and 
speak to his Highness.”

“What shall I say?” said Xailoun.—“Ask him to change you, and tell
your reasons.” We shall not here put down Xailoun's speech. He was so
overpowered with confusion and astonishment, that it wanted even its
ordinary portion of good sense. His wife, his house, the street in which
he lived, the blows he had borne, his having been successively changed
into an ass, an ox, a sorcerer, a nurse, a hen, and a robber within an
inch of being hanged, all these particulars, were confusedly intermixed
through his narrative with the help of his introducer, who led him on
from one part of the detail to another. He ended, at length with saying,
once for all, “My God, since you understand me, change me; but in such
a shape that my wife may not know me again. Change me better than
you changed our ass, for she is still forced to bear some blows.” Haroun 
Alraschid could hardly help laughing. However, the Caliph restrained
himself, and commanded the lifeguard-man to conduct Xailoun into an
apartment, where he might be immediately changed. Had he not been at
a distance from the Caliph, he would have thrown himself at his feet, and
in his awkwardness might have bruised him. But he was without the
balustrade which surrounded the throne.

The eunuchs conducted him into an apartment where a plentiful
repast was immediately served up before him. The dishes were such as
he had never before seen or tasted. This circumstance gratified his turn
for novelty and rendered them so much the more agreeable to him. He
found every thing excellent, and freely indulged his appetite, thus
convinced as he was that man can be changed by nothing but good
cheer, since God himself, in his own palace, employed no other means.
Exquisite wines were added to assist the effects of this good cheer. He
knew not what those were, but he gladly indulged in the pleasure of
drinking them. A liquor, powerfully narcotic, had been previously
intermixed; it soon began to operate; and, before he could rise from the
table, he fell found asleep.
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The slaves, who had been waiting for this, immediately took him
up, bathed him, shaved him, and cleared away every hair that was on his
body. They next brought from the seraglio an old female slave, who was
skilled in the preparation of pomatomus, paints, and the whole
apparatus of the toilet. With her balsams she could communicate
freshness and fragrance even to a dead skull. Xailoun passed through
her hands, and came from under them all bright and fresh as a rose, and
having a soft down upon his skin. A single tress of beautiful fine hair,
bound up in graceful negligence, now adorned his head instead of the
brown stunted scratch with which it had been before covered. So much
of his eyebrows had been left, as formed two fine arches; and these were
soon tinged with the same colour as the hair. A sky-blue jacket was put
upon his body and left open before, so as to discover his neck and
breast, the veins of which were painted blue, so as to shed a soft lustre
over the whiteness of the rest of the skin; he wore, at the same time, a
stomacher richly set with precious stones in the form of a sun; a string of
pearls adorned his neck, which was naturally a very fine one; his feet
were shod with rich buskins; a splendid scarf was bound about him as a
girdle; a robe of gauze, bespangled with silver stars, and gracefully
buckled on one side with a clasp, bestudded with rubies, floated over his
shoulders: wings would have been added, to complete his
transformation, had it not been, that they would have too much
embarrassed his motions. When the old female slave had thus
metamorphosed the great lumpish Xailoun into an angel, he was carried
into a magnificent hall, and seated upon a sofa, and under a canopy,
both in the highest degree sumptuous and splendid. Four mirrours stood
opposite, to salute his eyes with as many reflections of his own altered
figure. Here he was left to finish his nap.

On this fame evening, the Feast of Flowers  was to be celebrated5

within the palace; and the Caliph had fancied that Xailoun's
transfiguration might contribute to improve the gaiety of the feast. The
eunuchs were to wait till it should appear, from the ordinary symptoms,
that the operation of the drugs, by which he had been laid asleep, was at
an end; and then to give a signal to musicians, who were placed in an
elevated situation in the hall, in a gallery concealed by gauze curtains;
where the Caliph himself impatiently waited, to enjoy the figure which
Xailoun was likely to make, when he should be fairly awaked and roused
by the sounds of the music.

Night came on, and still Xailoun was asleep. The artificial means
that had been used to prolong his slumbers were seconded by his happy

  At this feast, two lamps and a mirror are set before every flower in the garden.
5

It is a very splendid festival, and is celebrated every Spring.
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natural tendency that way. At last he was seen to move and stretch
himself. The music began very softly at first, but was soon quickened by
an intermixture of martial sounds; and then Xailoun awoke.

Two hundred lamps illuminated the place. He looked before him,
and saw an angel in the looking-glass: he turned himself, and the glass
behind the sofa presented another angel to his eye there. He looked first
to the one side, then to the other; but still he saw angels. He then cast
his eyes upon his hands, his feet and his body, and still was dazzled by
all he saw. He did not speak, but cried out ridiculously. He ran about
through the hall, and went close up to all the mirrors one after another;
and still angels seemed to come up to him, and kiss him. “Oh! oh!” cried
he, and could say no more, so great was his astonishment. At last he
seemed to recover his wits. “I see all this very well,” said he; “but where
am I, and what have I been changed into? Oh, Xailoun! Xailoun! come
and see all this, that thou mayest tell thy wife.” Then running to the
mirror, “Tell me then,” said he, “you who are so handsome, where is poor
Xailoun?—Hold, handsome as I am, I must weep, if I cannot see poor
Xailoun.” A soft, a mild, a sonorous voice now spoke from the gallery.
“Seek no longer for that Xailoun, whom thou once knewest, and whom
his wife used to beat; thou art he; thou didst desire to be changed, and
changed thou art.”—“And who are those handsome youths about the
hall, who come up to me when I go towards them; who kiss me, but have
such cold noses; who speak, and I cannot hear them?”—“These are thy
pictures, who present themselves to thee in the looking-glass. Hast thou
never seen thyself in a mirror before?”—“Oh! yes; but I never saw more
than one picture of myself at a time; but I see them every where now,
and some of them even turn their backs upon me.”—“They are all thy
own portraits, however.”—“Well, you who speak, tell God, who is so rich,
to give me all these portraits, that I may give them to my wife.”
—“Wouldest thou return to thy wife who beats thee?”—“Yes; she will no
longer beat me, now that I am changed.”—“Wouldest thou not remain
with God then?”—“I will remain with God, and with my wife: we have a
child who is now big. I shall come and say my prayers here five times a
day.”

The Caliph was much amused with this conversation; but it was
time to admit the ladies of his court to share the pleasure it afforded.
Some officers came in, to give Xailoun notice, that he was expected in the
palace-gardens. He bade adieu to all his portraits, and they all returned
the compliment; after which, being habituated to obedience, he followed
those who called him. The festival, at which Xailoun was invited to
assist, was of a nature to transport him. By every flower stood a mirror;
and the portraits of himself, which he had taken farewell of in the hall,
seemed to follow him hither, and to pursue him wherever he went. Four
thousand lamps stood on the ground to illuminate this brilliant scene,
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and ten thousand coloured lanterns decorated the palace upon all sides.
Xailoun's first idea led him to think that he was in paradise. “Not to
deceive you,” said one of the eunuchs, “you are only in the terrestrial
paradise here, which belongs to God's viceregent. “We shall carry you to
him.” The expression, God's viceregent, was what Xailoun's brain could
not comprehend, as by his creed there was only one God. However, he
had not time for heretical reflections, but immediately perceived the
Caliph in a magnificent pavilion, shining in all the lustre of majesty, and
surrounded by all the beauties of his Haram.

At this sight, Xailoun exclaimed, “O what a multitude of portraits!”
He was introduced within the circle, and all the ladies vied with one
another in ogling him, and toying with him. He was disposed to approach
very near them”. “Come, kiss me,” said he, “and let me feel whether you
have your noses as cold as the others?—Ah! you speak! Do you know
me? Am not I finely changed? Oh! our ass and I shall surprise all the
neighbours. There will be nothing in the whole quarter more completely
changed.”

The Caliph's ladies were like to die with laughing. In their
frolicsome humour, they tried to tempt Xailoun from his fidelity to his
wife, and to prevail with him to remain with them. “Stay,” said he; “I see
that you are houries; but I am married, and am not yet dead.”—“Do you
really love that wife, who gives you so many drubbings?” said one of the
Sultanas.”—“What mean you by love?” said Xailoun.—“Oitbha is my wife,
and I must live with her. Is it love that makes man and wife live
together?”

The Caliph, perceiving that they had obtained almost all the
diversion that could be expected from Xailoun, ordered that he should
have an excellent supper, and should be again put asleep; intending to
send notice to Oitbha next day, that she might come for her husband.
Xailoun supped with an hearty appetite; for all the fine objects he had
seen had not turned his head with love. He was charmed with his
change, yet was still disposed to return home.

However, the eunuchs and other slaves belonging to the ladies of
the seraglio, prepared to amuse themselves at the expense of this poor
simpleton, and without the Caliph's knowledge. No sooner was he asleep,
than they stripped him of his clothes, and all his ornaments; dressed
him in goat-skins; covered his hands with gloves, the fingers of which
terminated in vultures claws, and his head with a huge borachio mask,
which was fitted with two large glass eyes, of a fiery colour.

When the slaves had thus disguised poor Xailoun so as to render
him horrible in his own eyes, they laid him down upon a mattress, in a
dark apartment in the ground storey of the palace, where such slaves as
were guilty of slight faults used to receive punishment: and, to give him
light, by which he might fee what a situation he was in, they hung up
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two lamps to illuminate the dungeon, and fixed some mirrors around the
walls. After arranging every thing, so as to give this new transformation
its full effect, the women and eunuchs went to continued their festive
amusements in the garden, till Xailoun should awake; and the various
entertainments that had been provided for the Caliph and his ladies,
continued to enliven the rest of the night. When day returned, the chief
eunuch perceived, that none of the servants were in their places. He went
in search of them, and found them enjoying the terror, tortures, and
cries of poor Xailoun. The chief eunuch would have inflicted exemplary
punishment upon the authors of this piece of barbarity, but the favourite
of the Caliph's favourite presided over the party.

If we reflect that Xailoun had, in the space of fourteen hours, taken
two narcotic drinks; that he had passed from a visionary view of paradise
to another of hell,—the crystal before his eyes, in his latter situation,
having represented all around him as in flames; that he had been
tempted to riot in all the luxuries of the table, and had been exposed to
all the petulance of a troublesome crowd; we cannot but allow that even
a wise man, in such circumstances, might have become a fool.

Alas! Xailoun here, as in the mill and at the plough, was consoled
by one consideration. From his own experience, he knew that changes,
whether good or bad, could not be lasting. But while he saw himself thus
metamorphosed from an angel to a devil, he had a confused recollection
of its having been told him in the garden that he was in the palace of
God's viceregent. From this he concluded that he had not found the true
God, and that this was the reason of his last horrible change. “Ah! my
God! my God!” cried he, “do you yourself change poor Xailoun, since this
your viceregent has produced so miserable a change upon him!”

His prayer was heard that same instant. The chief eunuch sent all
the slaves to their different tasks, and made the poor man be disengaged
from his frightful accoutrements. He then made them dress him anew,
from head to foot, in a manner suitable to his real condition in life, and
ordered a fine turban to be put upon his shaven head. The idiot was then
conducted into an outer apartment of the palace, and served with a good
breakfast, which he eagerly devoured, making reflections in his own way
upon the occasion. He perceived himself in a mirror to be again changed;
and, although he wanted his beard, and had his head covered by a large
turban, he thought that he knew himself again. “Ah!” said he, “now am I
changed into a young Musulman. My wife has already told me, that I am
worse than a child; however, I am not ill as I am; and if I had but a
beard, I should be very well pleased to remain so.” Xailoun, while he
talked thus with himself, and fat opposite to the mirror, was careful not
to lose his time, but, with great appetite, ate and drank all that had been
set before him.
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However, the Caliph being now awake, the chief eunuch had
already informed him of the indiscretion of the slaves, in which they had
been headed by the favourite's maid. The sovereign, instead of expressing
himself angry with them, blamed himself. “I set the example,” said he,
“and it is not surprising that the slaves should improve upon my frolics..
I have observed the man; he has no brain, but is not destitute of a soul. I
am curious to see this Oitbha, who, while she has so far subdued him by
fear and blows, has at the same time so thoroughly tamed him, that he is
still desirous of returning to her. I shall try her character, as I have tried
her husband's; and if I find no reason to be displeased with her, I shall
repair the fault which I have committed with respect to them.” He
immediately ordered one of the eunuchs to bid the lifeguard-man who
had brought in Xailoun, to go in search of Oitbha his wife, and to inform
her of all that had passed in the course of the night. “If she is a woman of
a good character,” continued the Caliph, “as I have reason to suppose, I
shall speedily repair any wrongs I may have committed with respect to
her.”

The lifeguard-man received his orders; and Oitbha, who was by
this time uneasy about her husband, thus received notice that he was in
the Caliph's palace. The events of the preceding day and night, were at
the same time related to her; and she was last of all informed, that the
Caliph was expecting her. Oitbha was sufficiently quick-witted, and saw,
in a moment, what part it behoved her to take, in order to turn to
advantage the abuse which had been made of her husband's simplicity.
Hitherto, she had made herself comfortable within doors, but had
cautiously concealed the fortune which she had acquired. She might
shew some part of it to the Caliph, without exposing herself to any
danger: but it must have been a matter of great inconvenience, if any of
the cadis had been the first to suspect that she possessed wealth. She
therefore dressed herself decently, took two purses, each containing two
thousand pieces of gold, fixed them to her girdle, put on a large new veil,
and repaired with the lifeguard-man to the palace. The Caliph sat on his
throne. Oitbha appeared, and prostrated herself before him. He bade her
rise. She then uncovered her face, and said, “I am ready to obey the
orders of the sovereign Prince of the Faithful: what is his pleasure in
respect to Oitbha, the humblest of his slaves?” “Oitbha,” said the Caliph,
”Xailoun your husband was brought to my palace yesterday, and you
have been informed that his extreme simplicity has contributed to the
amusement of my court. From his own confession, and from what has
been told me by others, I understand that by his natural restlessness,
and want of judgment he has been even in danger of death. It is not just
that a young woman like you should remain indissolubly united to a man
so entirely destitute of sense. I offer to annul your marriage. I am to take
charge of your husband myself, by sending him into one of those houses
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which are appropriated to the reception and confinement of persons
whom it is necessary to secure, by this means, from the consequences of
their own misconduct, as well as to free society from the inconveniences
which it might suffer by them.”

“O, wise Caliph!” said Oitbha; “poor Xailoun is my husband in the
sight of God, and consequently cannot cease to be so by law. I should be
in despair, if he were shut up in any place where I could not continue my
attentions to him.. He is the father of my children. He is my crown in the
sight of heaven; and the lustre of my conduct must give it brilliancy. He
does harm to nobody. His understanding is indeed weak; but it is my
business to exert mine, in order to guard him from any inconveniencies
he might suffer from the deficiencies of his own. The indolence to which
he was naturally inclined, reduced him gradually to his present state of
absolute fatuity, and threatened to involve him in some unhappy
accident. I had recourse to severity, threats, and even blows, when I
could not otherwise succeed. After bringing him under subjection, I
determined to alter my conduct towards him, and to try whether I could
not make him assume a new character in the world. I had kept him for
some time with me, free from labour, when unluckily he escaped, and
came hither. How comes it, that he has not found a place of safety even
in this August abode, which invites all the Musulman on the earth to
seek security in your sacred presence? It happens, from the strange
singularity of his fortune and mine, against which I presume to appeal to
your majesty's justice. Restore me Xailoun, O sage Caliph! duty renders
him dear to me. He is indeed destitute of judgment, but a faithful,
harmless Musulman, and even innocence itself. If he has unfortunately
injured any person in Bagdad, here are four thousand pieces of gold, the
whole of our fortune, to make compensation. I bring them for his
ransom; and am even ready to sacrifice my own liberty in order to make
up for what may be wanting to procure his.”

Oitbha was not handsome, but there was a degree of dignity in her
carriage; her countenance was marked with expression, and with the 
fresh glow of health and youth. The Caliph was ashamed of having given
her reason of complaint against him by diverting himself, even for so
short a time at the expense of her husband's weakness, but he had
always some expedient to extricate himself from any embarrassment in
which he happened to fall. He whispered his chief eunuch, who went out
and in a few moments returned with a casket under his arm, and leading
in Xailoun arrayed in a pellice.

“Oitbha,” said Haroun, “here is your husband. He owes the pellice
with which I have honoured him, to the sentiments with which, such as
he is, he has inspired me in his favour. I perceive that I had formed no
wrong judgment of you, from the extraordinary attachment expressed for
you by this man, whom one would think incapable of feelings of
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attachment to any person. I take you both under my protection; and so
far am I from exacting a ransom for Xailoun's liberty, that, there are
other four thousand sequins, which I give you in addition to those you
seem willing to sacrifice.”

The first object Xailoun saw when he came in was his wife. He
excused himself for his last elopement, shewed her his pellice, and said,
“Changed! changed! much better changed!” He then saw the Caliph: “Ah! 
claws! horns! Lord God Vicegerent!” and then tried to hide himself behind
his wife. Oitbha bowed respectfully and received the casket containing
the Caliph's present, from the hands of the eunuch: she put likewise into
it the four purses which she had brought with her; gave the whole to
Xailoun, saluted him, and retired.

The four thousand pieces which she had thus received, were but a
trifling addition to the immense fortune which she before possessed; but
they afforded a good pretext upon which she might openly enjoy what
she had. The Caliph had given her four thousand sequins; and; within an
hour after, it was circulated through Bagdad, that he had given her a
coffer full of money.

Oitbha, as she went to the palace, had observed that there was a
good looking house to be sold near the great square. She went in, on her
way back, struck a bargain for it before she came out, and brought with
her the keys.

She then returned home, and began with putting the two sacks
which contained her fortune upon the back of the ass. She then led her
herself to the new house, being, for secrecy's sake, accompanied by none
but Xailoun. For other matters, such as the conveyance of her furniture,
she employed the ordinary porters; and, by the evening, she was in full
possession of the house which she had bought. A rich merchant had
lived in it before, and had not yet disfurnished it. It was already known
in the quarter of the town which she had left, that the Caliph had given
her a casket full of gold.

Oitbha made no bad use of her riches, but bought next day a very
good mule with a couple of bags. On the day after, she proposed to
Xailoun to mount the mule, and go with her to his cousin's house. It will
readily be supposed that Xailoun had no objection to the making of this
visit. Oitbha mounted the ass, and Xailoun followed her on the mule.
They arrived at the ruins. The kardouon, Xailoun's adopted cousin,
happened to be precisely upon the heap of stones which covered the
entrance into the cave. When he saw the cattle and the riders approach,
he hid himself; but Xailoun saw him, and cried, “Ah!: yonder is our
cousin.”—“Let us go into his house,” said Oitbha: “We must have some
food for these poor beasts: Come, Xailoun, let us remove the stones, and
enter.” Xailoun wrought with courage, till all was cleared away to the
trap-door and the ring. These were immediately removed, and the
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entrance into the cavern laid open. Oitbha had brought with her
materials for striking a light. She entered the cave, and found in it a
quantity of precious vessels, which were useless to her.

“What dost thou seek?” said Xailoun.—“I am seeking our cousin.
But he is not here. Let us take some of his carrots.” So saying, she
advanced to the urns which contained the gold, filled the four sacks, and
made Xailoun bear them out, and lay them upon their cattle which stood
at the entrance of the cavern.—“Come,” said she, “let us shut the gate,
and be gone; in the afternoon, we shall return to see whether your cousin
may then receive us with more discretion.” Then, after throwing some
stones upon the trap-door, she returned towards her own house.

After dinner, she visited it again; and emptied all the urns of the
money. She then made Xailoun put the trap door in its place, covered it
with as many stones as possible, and then set out again to Bagdad. She
had still left in the cavern great riches, in precious vessels; of this she
might one day reveal the secret to her children; but she thought them
superfluous for the present.

When Oitbha saw herself fairly settled in her own house, and
found the public opinion of her fortune grounded upon the protection
and largesse of the Caliph, she then set herself to give Xailoun as much
enjoyment of it as possible. The number of her children was increasing;
they might one day have to blush for their idiot father. It was therefore
requisite to prevent him from committing any acts in public, which might
betray his weakness of mind, and even to give a colouring to those of his
follies which could not be concealed. She first bought slaves, to serve
herself and her children; but she was particularly attentive in examining
the qualities of those who were to be placed about Xailoun. She could
hardly find such as she wanted. At last, she found two, of mature age,
possessing good sense, and, in a word, such as she could trust. They
were to carry out Xailoun to walk wherever he pleased. He was fond of
visiting the ruins, and of conversing with the kardouon which he had
formerly met there. His attendants had orders not to contradict him. But
whenever he attempted to remove the pile of stones, in order to enter his
cousin's house, as he called it, he was then forbidden, and told, that
Oitbha would be angry. In the very first days of Xailoun's enjoying this
liberty, he rode out to the ruins upon his mule. When there, he wanted to
visit his cousin, and to take some of his carrots; but upon being barely
told, that Oitbha would be angry, he was satisfied, and withdrew. His
attendants also hindered him from strolling idly about. If he conceived a
curiosity for any particular object, they went and brought it to him,
described its use; and, if he had a fancy for it, bought it to gratify him. If
there was any thing very extravagant in the case, all was put an end to,
by telling him, that Oitbha would be angry. 
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There was no more talk in Bagdad concerning his rambles. Oitbha
had persuaded him, that he was absolutely changed, and had no farther
need of being so, but behoved only to be obedient,

In the mean time, one of the most considerable merchants in
Bagdad, who was Oitbha's neighbour, suffered great losses in trade, and
particularly one at sea, which gave his credit a shock. He had no money;
Oitbha understood so much, and went to wait upon him. “You behave,”
said she, “with kindness and humanity to good Xailoun, my husband,
every time you have occasion to see him. I think myself much obliged to
you. You are a worthy man; and as I understand that you have met with
misfortunes, I beg leave to offer you the use of ten thousand sequins, for
which you may send immediately to my house. I require no other interest
for the loan, unless the pleasure which I have in obliging so worthy a
man as you are.”

The merchant gratefully accepted fo kind an offer, paid his bills,
reestablished and enlarged his credit and fortune. He told his best
friends of Oitbha's generosity; and this good action soon became public.
No sooner was it known, that a resource of this kind might be obtained
upon occasion, by treating Xailoun kindly, than all the world strove who
should treat him best. The slaves who led him about, could hardly
withdraw him from the constant demonstrations of friendship with which
he was loaded, whenever he walked abroad; but they would never suffer
him to accept any thing from whoever offered it.

Oitbha having been repaid by the first merchant whom she had
assisted, had occasion to deal in the same manner with three others.
One of these failed in his engagements; but his failure gave not the least
uneasiness to Oitbha. She received marks of respect in all the streets of
Bagdad, and was thought to be very extensively concerned in trade. From
this time, she could safely make an open display of her wealth, and risk
losses.

Xailoun's table was excellent. The Caliph's officers came sometimes
to eat with him, and he now uttered scarcely any more of his former
absurdities; for the two slaves who attended, either suggested to him a
reply, or made one for him. At last, he improved so far (a thing not so
hard as may be imagined, when one does not impertinently intrude one's
self into conversation) that he could bear his own share, in talking with
his company, as well as another.

Oitbha lived happily with Xailoun, gave a good education to her
children, settled them advantageously in Bagdad, and continued to draw
the admiration and good will of the public, by her beneficence, till the
time of her death, which followed soon after her husband's, and was a
subject of grief to all who knew her.
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“Well, sister,” said Dinarzade, when she had ended the story of
Xailoun, “we have not interrupted you in your tale; and yet it contains a
great deal of low stuff. But you have suggested one idea to us, which
cannot be absolutely as you represent it. Your story seems to hint that if
Oitbha's husband had been a man of better sense, he could never have
made his fortune, and still less could his wife have made him enjoy the
wealth which chance threw into their hands. This reflection would lead
one to think, that there is in all things, even in stupidity, a certain
desirable point of perfection. You have, besides, carried us about through
Bagdad; so that we are somewhat fatigued, and have been sometimes in
danger of being suffocated among the crowd. You surely, therefore, owe
some sort of compensation to us,—as well as to your hero and mine,
Caliph Haroun Alraschid. You have shewn him in a light not the most
advantageous. Till you can recollect some other of the incidents of his
youth or middle life; relate, if you please, the adventures of the Princess
Ilsetilsone his daughter, and Simoustapha. “We shall in these see the
setting radiance of that sun of justice, still distinguished by all those
illustrious qualities which adorned his earliest days, and shone with full
splendour through his middle life.”—“Sister,” replied Scheherazade, “the
story is long; and I will not put your patience, and my Lord the Sultan's,
to such a trial, without receiving his orders.” Schahriar with pleasure
commanded; and the fair Sultana proceeded as follows.
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