
ARABIAN TALES:
Volume 2

The Lover of the Stars; or the Story of Cabil-Hasen.

Dalhuc, a potter in Bagdad, had been pretty successful in his business: Seventeen
years after his marriage, his wife, whom sorrow had rendered infirm, died, leaving him a son
of sixteen years of age.

From that time, the potter frequented house of Narilha, a widow, much younger than
himself. This woman was by profession a seller of cosmetics, which preserved the freshness
of the complexion and skin, and appeared to perpetuate youth. Her artificial compositions had
procured her admittance into the innermost apartments of the caliph’s palace, and of the
principal harams in the capital. But her fame was not of long duration; after the splendour of
a fleeting charm, some of her customers observed their attractions vanish too soon: Time
imprinted his wrinkles on their artificial countenances and our widow, finding her credit
diminish, determined to appropriate the little fortune of her friend the potter, by becoming his
wife.

Dalhuc was already too much captivated to refuse this proposal and thus in virtue of
former claims, and of the contract which was signed in presence of the Cadi, the feller of
cosmetics was established as the absolute mistress of his house.

Narilha had a son of the same age with that of Dalhuc; he was one of the most dull and
stupid children in Bagdad, but he was not the less, on that account, the beloved idol of his
mother. This foolish and rude creature, whose name was Badur, emboldened by the partiality
of Dalhuc for his mother, fixed a quarrel on his step-father’s son, who, forgetting his natural
gentleness, revenged his injurious treatment by beating him soundly. The enraged mother
banished her husband’s child from the house and this unfortunate wretch, almost naked, was
obliged to take refuge in the house of one of his mother’s brothers. Narilha, delivered from this
troublesome spy and flattering herself that she could bring the little knowledge of business
which was left her to some good account, exerted it in purchasing a garden without the city,
and set up a fruit-shop, of which the caliph afterwards became a customer, by the interest of
the purveyor of the palace.

The poor Dalhuc, driven from his father’s house, had arrived, in the most disconsolate
condition at the house of his uncle Cassanak, who was one of the most honest and industrious
men in Bagdad; but his family was too large for his being himself of all the service to his
nephew that he could have wished. Enraged at the outrage Dalhuc had suffered, he
determined to request one of his friends, a geomancer, to assist him, and persuaded him to
espouse his quarrel very warmly. “What vengeance would you wish to take on your nephew’s
step-mother?” asked the learned man.

“I wish to humble this arrogant woman,” replied Cassanak, “to tear from her the
money of which she has deprived Dalhuc, and to lay it out in establnshing my nephew. This
young man had been promised to the only daughter of a wealthy barber. He was really
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attached to her, and believed the flame was mutual. But Narilha has produced a change in
his father’s intentions, and this young lady is at present designed for Badur. I should wish,”
said Cassanak, “to show her to her husband in her true character.”

“I shall answer for the complete success of your wishes,” replied the geomancer,
“provided you will take upon you the execution of the plan I am to lay down. Go immediately,
and in the neighbourhood of the palace, hire a shop, the most commodious you can find for the
display of fruit and when the bargain shall be made, return hither, and you shall find your
business prepared.

Cassanak, delighted with the opportunity of avenging himself on Narilha, yielded the
most ready obedience. He hired a shop, gave an earnest and returned. “You have been very
expeditious,” said the geomancer; “nor have I been quite idle and I now put it in your power
to succeed in all your designs. Here, in the first place, is an Armenian robe, and a sharp
pointed cap. Take also this paper. It contains a full detail of instructions respecting the
operations you must carry forwards to-morrow morning. Study well the words which you must
pronounce aloud and whatever miracle you may need, command it confidently. I have armed
you well, and will aid your intentions to the very utmost of my power. To-morrow, as soon as
you shall have left your house, let your nephew repair to the shop which you have hired, but
let him take care not to appear surprised at what he shall see there, lest he should attract the
attention of the curious, whom he must carefully shun.”

Cassanak returned home, shut himself up in his closet, and, in the silence of
retirement, studied the part he was to act. He impatiently waited the return of morning and
as soon as it appeared, he equipped himself in the magical-robe, and sharp pointed cap and,
after having sent Dalhuk to his station, went himself to Narilha’s house. He entered her shop,
and found the fruits displayed in it with great skill. Upon his remarking, with some degree of
surprise, that they were extremely beautiful, “Taste them,” said the fruit-woman . “They are
indeed pretty to the eye, but they are much better to the taste.” Cassanak was easily
persuaded and in reality found that she was right. “I was laying my account, madam, with
being obliged to travel to Damas in search of fruit. If we can manage it so, as that I can be
accommodated here, I shall certainly spare myself the fatigue of the journey.”— “Not that I
mean to recommend my fruit, Sir,” replied Narilha, “but in reality the caliph’s gardens
produce nothing half so savoury. Indeed all that you see is partly destined for his table, and
those of his house. But, to oblige such a man as you, I will take away some part of them.”—
“Madam, I am flattered with your politeness, and am certain you will have no cause to repent
of the kindness you have shown me.”— “But, in reality these fruits are fit for angels. Give me
two of these pomegranates, and tell me the price of them.” Narilha was very much surprised,
that after being so lavish in her praises, he wanted only pomegranates, and determined to
revenge herself upon him by asking an exorbitant price for them. The Armenian paid it
immediately, and added, “If your fruit is relished, I hope to conclude a more important
bargain with you.” Saying this, he placed himself in the middle of the shop, and throwing the
pomegranates with all his force into the air, they immediately disappeared, which drew an
exclamation of surprise from Narilha and her son. The pretended Armenian then drew from
his pocket a small silver tube, in which he seemed to articulate a few words in a very low tone.
A moment after, he applied to his car a horn of the same metal, pretending to listen to
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something that was said to him. Then shutting up his instruments, and assuming an air of
satisfaction, “Madam,” said he, “a trial of your fruit has been made, and it has been found
delicious. I have received orders to carry off immediately all that remains. The labour will not
be tedious, for people have been sent to assist me. There is my purse. Take as much money
as you think proper for the payment of your fruit.” The sight of the gold awakened the
covetousness and avarice of Narilha. She could have taken the whole purse very  willingly, but
limited herself to thirty sequins, for the payment of what was really worth five or six.

The Armenian was so far from being dissatisfied with this, that he did not even pay any
attention to it. But immediately took possession of his fruit and threw a melon with the right
and an apple with the left, till, in a short time all the fruit in the shop was in motion, and,
flying off as if it had had wings, entirely disappeared. Badur and Narilha looked very earnestly
at this strange removal of their fruit. “How, whither, and by whom have you dispatched all
this fruit!” said she to the Armenian. “Madam,” replied he, “I am the chief caterer for the
stars, in which it is constantly either too hot, or too cold, too moist, or too dry, so that nothing
comes to perfect maturity. I descended upon the earth, with a view to get provisions for them,
and will frankly confess that in consequence of the great fame of the fruits at Damas, I was on
my way to that city, when I accidentally passed before your shop. The appearance of your
fruits attracted my attention. Their flavour increased my surprise and their taste completed
my delight. I sent two of them for a trial, and immediately received an order to bring away the
whole. If to-morrow, and the day following, you are as well provided, you will be able to sell
every thing in your shop, and you will become the fruit-woman of the skies.”

Narilha rubbed her eyes, uncertain whether she was awake or in a dream, upon
hearing such agreeable information. The foolish Badur, with his mouth half open, stared by
turns at his mother, at the Armenian, and at the ceiling. “There’s a very pretty young man,
madam,” said the mischievous provider, “he must be your brother. He bears a great
resemblance to you.”— “No, Sir, he is my son,” replied the fruit-woman.—  “What! at your
age, have you so big a son as that? That is incredible. You must think of getting him
married.”— “I am thinking of it, Sir. He is already engaged to the daughter of a rich barber,
one of our friends.”—  “A barber! a barber! and a rich barber! There are many wonders in
heaven, but this exceeds them all. Were he not so silent  the miracle would be complete. Do
you know, madam, that the mere sale of your fruit for one year might entitle you to ask the
daughter of a vizier for your son? Yet this should be only your last resource. We have
daughters above to marry, who would look upon a connection with you as a real blessing.”— 
“How, Sir! Do they marry above?”— “Do they marry! Do you think then that heaven was
peopled without marriage? Every thing which you see sparkle there has a father and mother.
How could new stars be discovered every day, unless there were some born? Whence hath
the milky way its name, but because it is the habitation of nurses. Let me alone, madam, I
Lave prospects for your son. I wish to marry him to the youngest, most fresh, and most
brilliant of our beauties.”— “Ah! who is she?”— “She is the Star of the Morning. She is
assuredly brilliant. She is also fresh, for she never travels but in the night, but as to her being
young, Sir, that is impossible, for I have known her ever since I have been in the world, and
the very first time I observed her she was fully round.”— “She whom you knew, madam,
went off some years ago, but you women of the earth suffer the stars to fly off without ever
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asking whether they go. It is also true that there are so many of them that one does not give
themselves any trouble about such as are wanting. But, seriously speaking, would you wish
your son to become the husband of the most beautiful of the stars.”— “Ah! Sir, if that could
possibly be brought about, I should be delighted with it. Would he likewise shine in the
firmament?”— “I shall answer for his not being a dark body there, but regularly every day
his mistress comes near the earth, and, if the affair pleases you, we will see if it is possible to
settle it. Shut the door of your shop, and cause a pail full of water to be brought into the
middle of the store-house.”

The directions of the Armenian were followed, and the pail brought to the place
appointed. “Come near, young man,” said he to Badur, “look at yourself in this water, you
will find yourself very pretty in it. Endeavour to assume a pleased air, that your countenance
may be rendered more agreeable.— Good! This is perfectly charming.—  You may now
withdraw.” As soon as Badur had quitted his position, the Armenian took up the pail, and
threw its contents into the air, without one drop falling back into the room. “What are you
doing, Sir?” said Narilha, uneasy at first at an event which threatened to deluge her
store-house, and then extremely surprised at seeing the whole water in the pail entirely
disappear. “I am sending,” said he, “your son’s picture to the most beautiful of the stars. Let
us sit down, we shall learn in a moment what effect it has upon her.”

During this interval, the Armenian introduced some indifferent conversation; then all
at once he arose, placed himself in the middle of the room, applied his tube to his mouth, and
his horn to his ear, and, assuming a contented air, “Your son, madam, is infinitely agreeable!
He is destined to a very high fortune, but he must yield to my fancy, as I know the taste of our
ladies. Badur has a ruddy and animated complexion, the beauty of which he must not disguise
under that tufted beard, which reaches almost to his eye-brows and the lively and piercing
looks of his eyes would be much more charming were they not concealed by his long
eye-brows. These must be cut away, and the size of his beard diminished. Let him be shaven
to the bottom of the under lip and with this precaution, I promise him infallible success in his
amours. Tomorrow morning, however, I shall be more certain than I am at present. In the
mean time, I wish your son to display a little gallantry with his mistress. He must, therefore,
be provided with a nose-gay, composed of the most beautiful flowers and you, madam, take
care to have your shop as well stored to-morrow as it was today. Here are pledges for the sale
which I promise you. The only thing I exact of you is secrecy concerning the trade we are in
future to carry on together. For the smallest indiscretion might mar your fortune. The stars
have already too much intercourse with men who call upon their interference in all their petty
concerns. This is extremely disagreeable to the heavenly bodies. You see, Madam, that I
speak frankly to you. Farewell. Some business calls me hence. To-morrow I shall be here very
early.” Upon this Cassanak made a bow, and withdrew.

I should think myself in a dream,” said Narilha to her son, “did I not hold in my hand
these thirty sequins, which appear to me to be of sufficient weight, and to be good gold.”—
“Mother,” said Badur, “why must I go immediately to have myself shaved?”— “Why so
suddenly! The stars, I believe, do not see any thing during the day and it will be much better
that you be fresh shaved to-morrow morning. But, in truth,” added Narrilha, “I am not
recovered from our adventure and it must be acknowledged this Armenian must be a very
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honest man for, with the same address with which he carried off our fruits, he might have
dispensed with paying for them so cheerfully, and at so high a price. As for you, friend, instead
of going to have yourself shaven, you ought to go in search of some baskets of good fruit, in
order to deck our shop, that the caliph’s provider may not go away from us empty-handed.
For great profits never ought to make us despise small ones.” Just as she was saying this, the
caterer entered.

“How now!” said he, “I wanted all your fruit to-day, and I see none!”— “Have
patience a moment, Sir, our asses are not yet arrived. Badur is gone to meet them; and, if
you, Sir, have not time to stay, you may return to the palace, whither all that you need shall
be sent. The provider replied, that he did not wish the goods to be sent to him, that he wished
to choose them himself and could by no means depend upon the slow return of her asses.
When he had said this, he turned his back and departed. Narilha, piqued with the sharpness
of this speech, thought her vanity too much humbled and it appeared to her very
extraordinary, and very improper, that the fruit-woman of the stars should be treated with so
little ceremony. “You see,” said she, “how the slaves of great people forget themselves. Ah!
when we shall have made our fortune, I will convince these creatures of their insignificance.”

Other providers made their appearance: “What!” said they, one after another, “one
finds nothing now in your shop? When people give up trade, they generally give intimation
of it.”— “No,” replied she, “I have nothing here  and such rude fellows as you never will find
any thing in my shop. You seem as if you spoke to persons whom you supported by your
charity.”— “Assuredly,” said they as they went out, “you are not in the way of making a
fortune.”

As the fruit which had been carried off from Narilha’s shop had arranged itself in that
of Dalhuc’s son, the providers found in it wherewith  to recompence their unsuccessful
application at the fruit-woman’s house. Cassanak, after having laid aside his Armenian habit,
had come to preside over his nephew’s first attempt in trade. In short, every thing in his shop
was carried off at any price. The multitude of purchasers had decided the value of the goods.

Every body was surprised how Dalhuc could so suddenly furnish a shop with such an
excellent assortment of fruit. “I am indebted for this favour,” said he, “to my uncle’s
kindness.”— “And this, doubtless,” replied one of the providers, “is what hath made your
step-mother mad. Nothing is to be found with her but insolence and pride. Keep your trade
always on as good a footing and we will deal with none but you.”

While Dalhuc carried on his business with considerable success, his stepmother shut
up her sequins very carefully in a corner unknown to all the world. She hoped in time to
accumulate a treasure which would render her independent of her neighbours. “Take great
care,” said she to Badur, “that you don’t mention to my husband the handsome bargain we
have concluded, and those which we have in prospect. He is a man who cannot keep a secret.
He is too much addicted to sloth and drunkenness. He would indulge himself anew in his
vices; and, by gaining much, we should become poorer than ever. Besides, he has a curious
prying turn and, if we were to speak to him of the man who is to return to-morrow, he would
remain at home in order to wait for him, and all would be discovered. We need him to gather
fruits, if we wish to sell them, so that he must be advised to set out somewhat earlier than
usual. As for you, you would do well to go to the suburbs, and lay out this sequin which I give
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you in purchasing two loads more of fruit, for I feel a happy presage that announces a
considerable sale for to-morrow. Besides, you need a nosegay.”

Badur departed, in obedience to his mother. Cassanak had been to wait upon his friend
the geomancer, to give him an account of the operation of the day and they concerted together
the plan of next day’s proceedings.

As soon as day appeared, Badur, furnished with an enormous nosegay, ran to the house
of the barber, who was to have been his father-in-law, in order to have his beard and his
eyebrows cut after the fashion of the stars. He fell into the hands of the apprentices, who, after
hearing the very extraordinary manner in which the simple Badur wished to be shaved, asked
him the reason of it. “What does it signify to you!” said he to them, “do as I bid you. I must
obey my mother, who wishes me to become the mirror of the stars!” The young people could
not suppress their laughter; and their noise attracted the passengers, who were all eager to
become acquainted with the mirror of the stars. When the son of Narilha was satisfied with
the manner in which they had cut his beard and eye-brows, he took up his large nosegay, and
was preparing to depart. “Ah! whither are you carrying that bunch of flowers?” said the young
people; “Did not you bring it for our master’s daughter? Should not you leave it here?”—
“No; I am carrying it to my mother.”— “Has your mother changed her trade? Is she become
a seller of flowers?”— “It is a present we intend to make.”— “And to whom, pray? This is not
the feast of the Haraphat, or you have as much there as would cover the heifers, which, on
that occasion, are offered up in sacrifice.”— “Fine flowers for cows truly!” said the impatient
Badur; “my mother knows better how to bestow her presents.” Saying this, he made his
escape from the shop.

A few moments after, the barber returned home, and they related to him the singular
appearance which Badur had made: “There is,” says he, “a bad report spread respecting his
mother. For my own part, I think these people are bewitched; my daughter is not suited to
him; I will go and give him up his promise, and withdraw mine.”

Badur, believing himself as fine as the star he wished to conquer, returned to his
mother’s shop, where he found her, freed from her husband, proud of the beauty of her fruit,
and admiring the beautiful order in which she had arranged them. Nothing was wanting but
a purchaser; and the Armenian appeared.—  “Let us make haste, madam,” said he to her,
“I have some business; for how much will you sell all that I see?”— “Good fruit is scarce,”
replied Narilha, “and these are most admirably chosen; there is not a single bad one among
them. There are a fourth more than there was yesterday, and, consequently, you must give
me forty sequins for them.”— “That is a large sum,” replied Castanak; “but I must fulfil the
engagements I came under; and to-morrow you will certainly be more reasonable: In the
mean time there are your forty sequins.”

As soon as the money was told, the purchaser, as he had done the day before, took one
of each sort of fruit, threw it into the air, and it disappeared. Invisible hands were waiting the
signal to seize all that was in the shop, and in a moment it was left empty; even the leaves,
with which she decked the fruit, were conveyed to Dalhue’s shop. This miracle being
performed, the Armenian directed his attention to the foolish Badur, who, decked out in a new
dress, freed from three fourths of his eye-brows, and with nothing but a small tuft of beard
upon the point of his chin, was watching the looks of his new patron. “This is very well,
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friend!” said Castanak to him; “you are dressed to a miracle; you are furnished with a nosegay
I hope?”— “I have not failed to supply myself with that,” replied Badur, showing it to him.—
“There are a great deal too many flowers there! You must pick out the most beautiful, the
freshest, and the most odoriferous.”— “What you have just now taken away is quite sufficient
for us; tie them together, and give them to me.” The Armenian took the nosegay, threw it into
the air, and it appeared to follow the same road as the fruit had done. “Ah!” continued he,
“did you know the language of the stars, I could, by means of my tube and horn, procure you
a charming conversation. But the pronunciation of this language is extremely difficult, on
account of its having no vowels, and you will one day have an excellent master, who will teach
you it much, more easily than I can do. Till this shall happen, however, and that you may
carry on your courtship, you must, if you please, send to your mistress a more exact and
agreeable picture of yourself than was taken yesterday. It was overshadowed by a thick beard,
and two bushy eye-brows. To-day the beauty of your features is unclouded; cause another pail
full of water to be brought.”

Badur obeyed this order without a moment’s hesitation; and, as soon as the pail was
in the middle of the store-house, he stooped down as near the water as he possibly could, in
order that the features of his countenance might make a more lively impression; but two
invisible hands, laying hold of his beard, drew down his head to the bottom of the water. His
whole body would have been dragged in, had not his hands, which were firmly supported on
the brim of the pail, resisted the effort. The mother set up a terrible shriek, and Badur started
up; the Armenian laughed with all his might. “Delightful toying!” exclaimed he, “you know
not the art of our ladies! Your son was drawn to the bottom of the pail that they might match
a kiss from him. Does not his countenance, madam, appear covered with pearls? Do not his
lips seem perfumed with amber? Come, child,” said he to Badur, “stoop down again towards
the place where you can meet with nothing but Caresses; present a smiling countenance, and
amorous looks. As one would wish at present to preserve your likeness, one must take care
to do nothing which might disturb its expression.”

“Yes, my son,” added Narilha, passing her hand before his countenance, “this
gentleman is in the right; they have bestowed caresses on you which you have not perceived;
and have left upon your lips the perfume of the rose, and of the violet. Come, friend, you must
yield to this pleasantry of these celestial ladies, and appear desirous to please them; go, and
admire yourself in the water, and laugh most heartily, that you may show you are pleased.”
The weak fool, in obedience to his mother, placed himself on his knees before the pail,
presented his face to the mirror in which it was to be represented, and, laughing, in exact
imitation of the cry of a goat.— “Very well! excellently!” exclaimed Castanak; “go on; you see
they want no longer to draw you to the water. Laugh still much louder. Independent of all the
particular graces you display, you give a most favourable idea of the cheerfulness of your
temper.” Badur, by new bursts of laughter, quite undid all he had set up before; the noise was
heard in the street, and attracted the Caliph’s provider, who knocked very smartly at the
door. Narilha opened it, and the provider entered, while her son raised himself very briskly.
“What, madam,” said he, “do you not sell fruit now? Have you made a stable of your house?
There is the watering pail already in the middle. I have heard, however, that you have got
home a great deal of fruit. Could I have some of it?”— “You do not rise early enough in the

305



morning,” replied Narilha, with some tartness, “one who gives a better price hath got before
you; and my house can only have the appearance of a stable when you are in it.”— “These
are very insolent speeches!” replied the provider; “Are you ignorant that I belong to the
Caliph?”— “Are you ignorant that my shop is an open market, that I am bound to serve the
public, and that he who comes too late has himself to blame?”— “Farewel, madam fruit-feller!
They were in the right in calling you a fool;j never shall I enter your shop again.”— “Farewel
master provider! If you keep your word, they will have been in the right to call you wise.”—
“I am going, madam fruit-seller; they shall hear of you in the palace.”— “Go, master provider,
I will take care they shall here of you also.”

The provider went out in a rage. Narilha was in a passion likewise and the Armenian
endeavoured to calm her. “ Forget this insolent fellow, madam; I promise you you shall no
more need to transact business with him; let us finish what we have begun; persuade your son
to present his figure once more to the pail, and he will do well to make less noise, that he may
not attract other troublesome people. Badur put himself in the posture required; and as soon
as the Armenian thought the portrait complete, he sent it to the star of the morning, by the
same conveyance which he had made use of for the former one. Having afterwards applied
his tube and his horn, he thus spoke to Narilha: “Your son is very happy madam; his fortune
is to be envied; but, if he ascends on high, he must be very wise, and must not abuse his
advantages. To-morrow, perhaps, I shall tell you more agreeable things; and remember
always to provide me as good fruit as I have got to-day, and in abundance.” Saying this, he
departed. “Do you understand Badur?” said Narilha to her son; “you must go and purchase
fruit, for our garden, large as it is, would not supply us; bring at the same time a nosegay for
your mistress, to whom I wish to send it to-morrow, as a present from myself.”

Castanak had gone to his nephew’s house to put off his robe and his cap, and found him
delivering fruit to the caliph’s provider, to those of the vizier, and of the principal emirs. But,
as he did not find himself any longer necessary there, he hastened to his friend the geomancer.
“This is all that remains for you to perform,” said the learned man to him; “your nephew’s
shop is at present well frequented; but we cannot afford to purchase any more fruit from
Narilha, who sells them greatly above their value. There is one of the finest gardens in all the
environs of Bagdad at present exposed to sale; you must go immediately, with the money in
your hand, and conclude a bargain for it. It will only cost you five hundred sequins, with an
old black slave, and four beasts of burden, which will perform great exploits for you. You will
find there an excellent gardener, whom it will be proper to keep; and, as your nephew will no
longer be assisted by the invisible hands who both brought and arranged the fruit, you must
provide yourself with a slave. And all this must be done immediately.— But where shall I get
these sequins? replied Cassanak, since I am unable to return you those which you have
already lent me.— You owe me nothing, replied the geomancer; the treasure which is to
furnish you with six hundred sequins hath already reimbursed me, I mean that of the
step-mother. She is possessed of more than twelve hundred pieces of gold, the half of which
she has stolen from Dalhuc since he had the misfortune to marry her; all that belongs to your
nephew; and we must teach his father the method of getting the remainder into his possession.
The sequins, which you have given this woman by my hands were first stolen by her, but have
since made their escape; for, no sooner had she shut them up in her repository, than they left
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it, in company with many others, and placed themselves in my coffer. If I chose, not one of
them would remain in her concealment; but I only wish to take from it what Dalhuc ought to
have given his son to settle him in life. There is the gold, my dear Cassanak; go and conclude
your bargain. To morrow, for the last time, you must return to the fruit-woman: It is necessary
to keep up the illusion with her and her son till you have concluded your nephew’s marriage
with the barber’s daughter; and all that may be done to morrow, in the manner I shall point
out.

While these two friends were taking their measures together, the barber was taking a
step extremely favourable to their views. He had come to an explanation with Narilha. “What
sort of behaviour is this of Badur?” said he to her; “he has got himself shaved and combed in
the most ridiculous manner. Have you made him mad, or have you caused him to be
circumcised? He always displays a large nosegay of flowers, but never leaves a single one of
them to my daughter. I see him at your feet. Are you become his idol? For he is so that you
may turn him whatever way you please. I will not have a madman for my son-in-law; and
should mine, for the want of good sense, stand in need of direction, I expect no woman will
interfere with him except his own wife.” The barber, uttering these words with that volubility
which is peculiar to people of his profession, perceived that Narilha reddened, and was
become furious with anger; he therefore thought it a good opportunity for bringing the matter
to a conclusion. Do you understand me, Madam? said he, advancing two steps.— Do I
understand you? Devil’s barber! insolent Jew! if you wish for fools to govern, choose them on
your own model. Keep your bastard of a daughter to yourself; my son is not for her. You are
people with whom we would blush to have any connection whatever.— You will return me my
word of promise, replied the barber, endeavouring to restrain himself. I will be much obliged
to you, and shall engage it no more. But it will soon be two years since your husband and son
frequented my shop without ever having left a single penny. I must at least have handsome
presents for my apprentices.— Ah! Who has refused you your wages and your handsome
presents? replied the fruit seller; not a single workman in Bagdad can complain of us. Hold,
added she, throwing six sequins with great disdain upon the table, there is for the master
barber and his boys; for one could  scarcely pay too dear to get rid of them; get out
immediately. At the sight of the gold, the barber opened his eyes very wide. “This woman is
evidently mad,” said he to himself; “she throws her gold at my head; and, should I think of
contradicting her again, she might throw something more deadly at me: Let us be going with
it.” Saying this, he turned himself very briskly, and hastened out of the shop.

As the barber was returning home, he met Cassanak, who had just taken possession
of the garden, and arranged every thing for securing the success of his nephew’s business ,
and, his head being still filled with his adventure, he stops Cassanak; “Have you,” says he,
“any connection with Dalhue, your ancient brother-in-law?”—  “None, since, at the instigation
of his wicked wife, he banished from his house my dear nephew, who really deserves the
tender affection I feel for him.”— “Do you know,” added the barber, “that the woman you are
speaking of is completely mad.”— “I have known that for a considerable time; indeed she
never was wise; but it is true that she has had a violent fit, which has banished from her shop
all the customers whom she had had the address to draw to it: I have availed myself of this
for the establishment of my nephew, who will soon, I hope, be in a more flourshing condition
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than his father. At present, he possesses that shop which is in the corner of the square, to
which all the customers of Narilha now repair. They appear delighted with my nephew, who
is by far the finest young man in Bagdad.”— “But, if your nephew is obliged to purchase fruits
in order to sell them again, he will not make much of the business.”— “My nephew sells only
fruit of his own growth. He is the proprietor of one of the best gardens in our neighbourhood;
here is the contract of the bargain, and his discharge. This poor young man is very engaging,
and has found friends; every person is eager to contribute to his little profits; he wants nothing
now but a wife to assist him; for, alone as he is at present, and his business increasing every
day, he needs some person to attend to his affairs.— “I once observed,” said the barber, “that
he had a liking for my daughter; to whom he was by no means disagreeable, and, for my own
part, I loved him sincerely. Dalhuc would have been very well pleased with this match, but
his wife would not part with a sequin .You are a father, and you know, as well as I, that our
first care is to provide for our children: I am under no engagement; your nephew is established
in life; and, if he wishes my daughter’s hand, he shall have it.”— “I accept it for him,” replied!
Cassanak, holding out his hand to the barber. “To morrow, before noon, I will go to Dalhuc,
and communicate our intentions to him; and I have such information to give him as  will bring
him to agree to all our wishes: I will then bring him with me to the city;  we will call on the
cadi, as we pass, the ceremony shall be instantly performed, and the nuptials celebrated in the
evening. Narilha shall not hear of it till all is over, and her opposition useless.”

The barber returned home so full of joy that he could with difficulty restrain himself.
The powerful principle of gold had alone determined him to marry his daughter to the stupid
Badur; but the husband now proposed appeared to possess superior advantages. He informed
his daughter of it, and she felt no difficulty in deciding in favour of her former lover

While they were settling this marriage, the strangest chimeras were floating in the
heads of Narilha and of her son. Both of them were delighted at having entirely broke off the
treaty with the barber. “Common people! Mere mob!” said the mother.— “Oh! I am no more
of this sort,” said Badur, “and I really expect they will not now laugh in my face as they
formerly did.” Then each of them aside indulged their own dreams, according to their
capacity.

“Ah!” said Narilha to herself, “though I did nothing but sell every day my own fruit,
and that of others, at such a price, I should soon fill my little coffer! I should be obliged to get
a strong-box.— but where would I conceal it? We will not stay always in this house and,
besides, we shall have more room. When it shall be perceived in Bagdad that my fruit
disappears, without any person in the town having bought it, people must necessarily expect
some mystery. I would do well to be silent respecting my good fortune; but, in spite of me, it
will be known that I am fruit-seller general to the skies.— It is a most honourable office! I shall
lodge in a fine palace; and, in place of displaying my fruit under a tent, and before my door,
I will range them in pyramids betwixt the pillars of the peristyle of my palace. Already I see
all these fine fruits raised to the roofs. Oh! The beautiful view! The proud pyramids! Never
were more magnificent ones formed, of sapphires, of emeralds, of topazes, or of rubies!
Certainly the caliph will wish to enjoy this spectacle; he will bring his favourites hither; and
they will consider themselves as extremely happy in receiving from my hand the fruits which
were intended for the stars.— No body will be mentioned any where but the fruit-seller of
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heaven. All those of Damas will become jealous of her; and then it will be known that my son
has married the morning-star. And, as the stars have an influence on the lot of every
individual, all the grandees of the kingdom will pay their court to me; perhaps, there may even
be kings in the crowd; for, powerful as they are, they are seldom content with their
condition.— I will make my own terms with them; and, as it would be humiliating for me to
remain the wife of a potter, I will procure for him an honourable office.— He has hardly any
knowledge; but, with a little pride, he will make as good a figure as another.— Ah! in a short
time, I must become the wife of an emir.— In my way to the palace, I shall meet this provider
who forgot the respect due to me: I will draw up the curtains of my litter, and, with a
disdainful look, will punish him for his insolence. He shall know the distance there is betwixt
the provider of a caliph and the fruit-seller general of the firmament; for, even when I shall
be the wife of an emir, I will still preserve the custom of heaven, it is so pleasant to take the
money which falls from it.— As to my son, his wife will assuredly make him a prince; perhaps
she may make him king of some place! He has not much understanding; but his ministers will
have it for him.”— Such was the strain of Narilha’s fancy. “To morrow,” said Badur, on his
part, “I shall have myself shaved again, for I am greatly the better. Here am I, the lover of a
star! But love is certainly something very extraordinary; for I am in love, yet I don’t feel it;
that must necessarily come, however.— But how shall I get near the object of my affection?
Will she descend, or must I ascend to her? I have seen melons go up into the air; and, had
they been large gourds, it would have been all one! I will disappear like a gourd. But, my
mother told me that I ought to say sweet things to the barber’s daughter if I married her.
Now, what shall I say to my star!— You are very round, very white, and very brilliant!— I
believe this will do pretty well.— In every case, I can consult the Armenian gentleman, who
hath spoken to me of a language without vowels; I will beg of him to teach me what I ought
to say, and to direct my conduct, for he is better acquainted than I with the customs of the
stars.” Night descended, while Badur was indulging these extravagant ideas; and the heaven
was bespangled with stars, every one more brilliant than another.— “Where, then, is mine?”
said the ridiculous lover. “The more I search, I am the less able to distinguish.— But, since
they are said to be fond of good humour, I am going to laugh to them all; and mine will know
that, when I laugh, I do it to please her.” With this, he set up forced laughs, and was answered
by a full chorus of the beasts of burden which Dalhuc had put into the stable. “Vastly well,
Badur!” said his step-father to him; “you are cheering my poor beasts, who are extremely
fatigued; it will do them good.”

But next day was to unravel all these adventures. The fruit-seller, better provided than
usual, expected with great impatience the provider of the skies. At length he arrived; and she
sold him the fruit at a higher price, and was more genteelly paid for it than on the former days.
She seemed to triumph before hand in the riches she promised herself, and endeavoured to
imitate the airs and graces of high life: The Armenian perceived this, and appeared to be
highly amused with it; but, at the same time, was busy in dispatching the fruit. The foolish
Badur attempted to throw some pomegranates into the air, and, observing that they did not
fall back again, began to think he had intercourse with heaven, and continued the work till he
was all over in a sweat: “Courage! Courage my friend!” said the Armenian to him; “so far as
I see, your services are becoming more and more agreeable.”— “Do you think so?”— “Do I
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think so! You are, without suspecting it, the happiest of mortals; and in a short time you will
have a proof of it.”— “I should be glad to know,” said Badur, “how that happiness can be
procured; for it appears to me that I could hold my mistress in the hollow of my hand!”—
“You are deceived by the distance,” replied the Armenian, “she is as large as you.”— “But,
taking that for granted, she must be all face like the moon.”— “No, no. She has arms, hands,
legs, and feet, as well as you. It is just as if you saw a young beautiful person during the night
with a large glow-worm on the top of her nosegay.”— “Ah! I understand; my wife has only to
take off her cap to be exactly like another woman; and I have only to put a glow-worm on
mine, to become, in my turn, a star.”— “Your conjectures respecting the heavens are as just
as if yon had been there.”— “A thought strikes me, how ever,” added Badur; “when I shall
be in the air, how shall I walk there?”— “With much greater ease than on the earth,” replied
the Armenian; “the roads there are far more beaten.” Then, turning towards Narilha, “Well,
Madam! You see the progress of your son. He has learned more in one moment than the most
renowned astrologers who have lost their sight in observing the stars.”

Although Narilha was not destitute of understanding, she was nevertheless very
ignorant, and endeavoured to render herself still more so respecting her son. Deceived by the
conversation of the Armenian, she allowed herself to be persuaded that Badur had talked very
rationally; and flattered herself with the hopes of seeing his understanding unfold very rapidly.
In her turn, she wished to express some curiosity reflecting the inhabitants of heaven. “Are
they well dressed, Sir?” said she to Cassanak.— “Their garments,” replied he, “resemble the
most agreeable vapours. One would think they were sprinkled with the powder of Thamarena,
which, added to the delicious and natural odour of their bodies, gives a sensation, when you
approach them, which I cannot better compare than to that of a nosegay composed of roses,
jonquils, and blossoms of the orange.”— “Oh! how fine for me,” said Badur; “I am fond of
flowers to distraction, and would always have my nose at a nosegay. Ah! when shall I enjoy
these delicious perfumes?”— “This very night if you please,” replied the Armenian; “go
without the city of Bagdad, and lie down in your father’s garden, and towards eleven o’clock
your mistress is to bathe in the beautiful canal which is formed by the river along your terrace;
undress yourself, swim after your charming star, and caress (but very gently, and with great
discretion) the water in which you see her; for, if you go rudely to work, you may make the
glow-worm drop, and the lady will make her escape. Pursue her to the very end of the canal;
and, as soon as you shall have reached this, put your foot upon the ground, and you will find
her spring upon the sand as nimbly as yourself. As to the rest, my dear Badur, I have no
farther instructions to give you. It is sufficient for you to know, that, in order to marry her
immediately, you have no need either of a cadi or of witnesses, for the ladies of heaven are
void of ceremony.”— “So much money saved!” said Badur; “this will be as much as I shall
spend in getting my beard shaved to-morrow. But who will shew me my star amidst all the
rest?”— “Your gardener: Tell him to shew you the morning-star in the Euphrates, and he will
show you it immediately; for it is not in heaven that he must seek for it.” After this, Caflanak
took his leave of the mother and son, promising to return next day.

When he had gone out, Narilha, reflecting on what she had just heard, appeared
greatly astonished at it; but she was comforted by the gold which she held in her hand, and
she went to lock it up in her coffer. In proportion as this was filled, her head grew empty, and
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her reason vanished; and she agreed that her son should prosecute his intrigue in the
Euphrates.

While, in this manner, they were occupied with the ridiculous means of advancing their
fortune, Cassanak had gone to his brother-in-law, whom he found in the garden employed in
gathering fruit. He found him prejudiced against his son Il-Dalhuc. But, when he was informed
of the excellent establishment which his good behaviour had procured him, when he saw the
contract for the garden he had purchased, and his discharge, he was obliged to confess that
he had been deceived respecting his son by Narilha. At the same time, he learned that the
barber, his old friend, had broken his engagements with his wife, that he was inclined to give
his daughter to Il-Dalhuc, and that they only waited for him to draw up the contract. He was
delighted with this information; and, entrusting to his gardener the care of gathering the fruit,
he departed immediately with Cassanak to the cadi’s house.

As they walked along, he learned many other circumstances. He was informed that his
wife had a treasure which she concealed from him, that it was the product of what she had
stolen from him, and that she still defrauded him every day, that she had, in the space of three
days, sold fruit to an Armenian for more than one hundred and fifty sequins; and that she had
fallen out with all the providers in Bagdad, who had fortunately found every thing which they
wanted in the shop of Il-Dalhuc, who had drawn all her customers to him, and that therefore
there was nothing lost to the family. “Consider, my dear Dalhuc,” added his brother-in-law,
“how this woman abuses you? Confidence! She conceals every thing from you, and oppresses
you with labour, in order to accumulate a treasure which she wishes to enjoy alone. I know
the place where it is concealed, and we might easily make ourselves masters of it. After that,
you must separate from this guilty woman, and divorce her before the cadi. You will find in
her concealment four times as much money as will suffice to pay her back the dowry you have
received; and, as she pretended to come to you when it was dark, you must also send her
away in darkness.

Dalhuc was at first rendered furious against Narilha by these explanations; but it
required them all to undeceive him. They arrived at the cadi’s house and from thence they
went to the barber’s, where the marriage was celebrated with emotions of the purest joy and
unalterable happiness.

Meanwhile, however, Narilha was the victim of uneasiness. Night had come on; Badur
had gone to the place of meeting; and Dalhuc was not arrived with his fruit. What could have
happened to him? If fruits were wanting to-morrow, how could she provide for the necessities
of the stars? At length, at the very moment when the gates of the city were to be shut,
Dalhuc’s gardener arrived with half a load of fruit, and reported that his master had departed
at ten in the morning with a man who came for him. What must Narilha do, who had not even
her son with her, whom she might send through Bagdad, to collect at least what fruit remained
since the day before? In her own opinion, she was exposed to the total ruin of her fortune.
Alas! What a storm is about to burst on poor Dalhuc! “Yes,” said she, “at whatever hour he
shall return, he must go instantly and procure fruit; if there are none in Bagdad, the gates of
which are now shut, I will make him leap over the walls, rather than want a single day’s
provision for the stars.” Night had already completed half her course, when, in the middle of
this extravagant woman’s agitation, Dalhuc knocked at his door, not like a man who dreaded
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reproaches for his delay, but, for the first time in his life, as master of his own house. “He is
drunk, without any doubt!” said Narilha; “but dear shall he pay for his debauch!” At the same
time she opened the door, pouring out a torrent of abuse. “Drunken wretch!” said she to him,
“you would reduce us to misery? What have you been about? Whence come you? Do you thus
abandon your wife and your child to indulge in your vices? I will complain to the cadi; he shall
do me justice on you, you infamous debauchee! Think you then that I will allow you leisure
to sleep yourself sober till once the shop be furnished with fruits for to-morrow? I know not
what keeps me from breaking your arms and legs.” Dalhuc was somewhat sharpened by wine;
but he had been taught his lesson so perfectly by Cassanak and the barber, that, armed with
a large stick, and determined to repel violence by force, he had nevertheless the presence of
mind not to commit any. “Mad woman!” said he, “sit down, and recover your senses. We owe
to one another an exact account of our conduct. And here is mine.”

“Yesterday I was in my garden, when my good brother Cassanak came there in search
of me, and to inform me that my friend the barber was giving his daughter in marriage to Il-
Dalhuc my son; and that I behoved to come immediately for the contract and the nuptials. All
this is now done, and I have just left them.”— “And haft thou the effrontery to tell me,”
replied Narilha, that thou hast left my business to marry thy idiot of a son to the daughter of
an impertinent fellow, who yesterday came here, and insulted both my son and myself?”—
“Softly; the barber is a friend of mine, and not more impertinent than another and, if there
be an idiot here, your son is the only person I should suspect of being such.”— The coolness
and steadiness of Dalhuc so much astonished Narilha, that, tempted to revenge herself for the
insult she thought she had received, she felt a desire to use the most violent means; but she
had neither weapons nor resolution; her feeble rage was soon converted into despair; she
rolled along the ground, wringing her hands, set up dreadful shrieks, and, at last, melted into
tears, and swooned away.

Dalhuc had been prepared for this; every thing was indifferent to him, provided the
sequins did not escape from his hands, and that they enabled him to rid himself of a woman
whom he had found to be false. He did not go to bed, but waited quietly the end of the crisis.
The hours passed away, and day appeared. Narilha, somewhat recovered from her swoon,
watched the moment of her husband’s companion and weakness, in order to take advantage
of it; but she waited for it in vain. Dalhuc, seated opposite to her, and his chin, leaning upon
his stick, maintained his tranquillity. “That man,” said she within herself, “is very suddenly
changed. Cassanak, and the cursed barber, have rendered him inflexible! How shall I avenge
myself? How shall I bring back my husband? But, rather, how shall I receive the provider of
the stars here, with whom I must speak privately. He only could oblige me; he has such
powerful friends, that he could easily rid me of some people who wish to get rid of me! Let me
put on the appearance of sweetness, and endeavour to remove my husband from this place.”
“You must be fatigued, my good friend,” said she, with the most honeyed accents, “and I am
afraid of your falling ill, go to bed, if you please. As for me, I must put the little fruit we have
in as good order as I can.”— “And for whom?” said Dalhuc: “I know that you have not a
single purchaser in Bagdad; for you have disgusted all your customers.”— “There is no great
loss,” replied she; “I have fallen into the way of selling them to strangers, who pay
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handsomely;” shewing him, at the same time, five or six sequins, and same small coins.
“There is money for you,” added she; “the house hath wanted nothing, and my fruits have
been sold,”

Dalhuc was not a little surprised to see his wife show this money, as it was the first time
she had ever thought of doing so, all which she had received being constantly supposed to have
been spent before hand. But he was warned of this, and perceived at once the snare and the
fraud. He did not take the sequins, but calmly remained in his seat, looking at Narilha, who,
forcing herself to weep, arranged as well as she could the fruits which the gardener had
brought. “Are not you going to bed, my dear, you will do yourself ill.”— “No,” replied he “I
have no need of rest.”— “But, in that case,” said she, “instead of remaining here, you would
do better to go and search for an assortment of fruit for us in some garden. I expect a customer
whom it is our interest to furnish with the best that can be got; I am not at liberty to tell who
this is, but, if you do as I bid you, I will let you know at your return,”— “I would rather learn
it from the customer’s own mouth, and leave you your secret.”— “Shocking fellow!” muttered
Narilha; “he will spoil the whole affair. Why had I no more than six sequins left in my pocket?
He would have been less obstinate if he had seen thirty or forty. Since you wont’,”  continued
she, “I must take the basket myself, and go in quest of fruit.”— “No; I don’t wish you to go
out, you will be necessary in assisting me to receive the company who will be here
immediately.”— “It is the Armenian whom he expects,” continued she, speaking to herself;
“and I will not have time to inform him privately of all that has happened.— But I have a
notion that those invisible hands, which serve him so well, are able, if he chooses, to free us
from this troublesome fellow who wishes to ruin our fortune.— I am all impatience.— Little
prevents me from scratching out his eyes!— Let me.”— The fury of Narilha, for a long time
suppressed, was about to become dangerous; but the sun being already considerably above
the horizon, the hour of business was near, when all on a sudden a violent knocking was heard
at the door. “Heavens!” said she, “there is the Armenian!” and ran hastily to meet him; but
Dalhuc had got the start of her, and opened the door himself.

The man who knocked was dressed in a faragi, and was the cadi who had drawn up the
contract of marriage betwixt Cassanak’s nephew and the barber’s daughter. He was not alone;
the uncle Cassanak accompanied him, together with some officers of justice. “You wish
Dalhuc,” said the cadi, as he entered, “to divorce your wife? I am come to learn the reasons
of it, and, should I judge them sufficiently strong, to give a formal divorce to this purpose.”

“Sir!” replied Dalhuc, “I married this woman that she might take care of my family,
and assist me in my trade. But, by coming to my house, she has spread confusion and
disturbance in it, by raising a noise against my son, whom she has forced, in a state of absolute
nakedness, to seek shelter under another roof. I began to sell fruit, which promised to be a
lucrative trade: Not contented, however, with keeping back the profits of it, she has, by the
most distinguished acts of madness, banished from my shop all those for whom I furnished it,
preferring to them a man dropt from the clouds.”— “Yes, indeed, fallen from the clouds! He
is well able to mount up to them again, and to treat you as a wicked and insolent fellow; and,
since I am forced to tell every thing, I will beseech him to avenge my cause; he will not refuse
it, and will discover to all the world who he is, and who I am:”— “Do you hear her, Sir?” said
Dalhuc.— “Yes,” replied the Cadi, “her head is absolutely deranged. In this point of view, I
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shall consider what she has just said to screen her from the rigour of the laws;” and he was
beginning to dictate the sentence. “Ah! at the instance of a filly fellow, do you thus treat the
fruit-feller general of the stars claimed Narilha, her eyes inflamed with anger: “Ah! would the
celestial provider were here, or even my son? With the protection of the powerful star of the
morning, which he married this last night, I should convince of their insignificance all those
who have dared this day to treat me with disrespect.”— “You hear, her, Sir,” repeated
Dalhuc.— “Alas! I do hear her,” replied the Cadi, “do whatever you have resolved upon; you
are but too well authorised,” and he dictated the sentence. “Narilha! protected by the
provider of the stars!” said Dalhuc, “mother-in-law to the morning star, Be gone, I divorce
thee, once, twice, thrice” During this time, the bill of divorcement was preparing: Dalhuc
signed it, and gave it to the divorced lady, after causing a duplicate of it to be written out. This
was a very prudent precaution, for she tore the paper into a thousand pieces. “Now,” said she,
“Where is my dowry? I must have it. You have two hundred sequins to find for me, otherwise
I insist upon having the garden, watered with the sweat of my brow, adjudged to me.”—
“Now,” said Dalhuc, “give me an account of my fruit, which, for these three days, you have
sold to a stranger.”— “There it is,” said she, “throwing six sequins and some small coins in
his face.” Cassanak then spoke. “You have not given an eighth part of the money you
received. I myself furnished the money, and it amounts to an hundred and forty sequins: The
Armenian of Bagdad, to whom I lent them, hath given me his robe and cap in security; and
here they are.” At this declaration Narilha became speechless; but the arrival of Badur
completed her confusion. He came, disfigured by torrents of blood running down, and
concealing more than half his face, his throat swelled, and such a suppression of the voice, that
it was with difficulty he could be heard; while he cursed the stars with all his heart. “Ah!” said
he, “If ever I am in love with them again, may I receive three times as many strokes of the
rod, as they have applied to me this night.”— “What has happened you, friend?” asked the
Cadi. “If any person has beat you, I am ready to do you justice.”— “Sir!” said Badur, “punish
the stars with the bastinado. There is one of them who should have been my wife; I sent her
a nosegay, and my picture in a pail of water, and she made me go to the Euphrates, where it
was extremely cold. I lost my footing more than twenty times, marching after her, and was
obliged to swim half a league; and, when I thought she was going to land together with me, I
had scarcely set my foot upon the sand, when I received some blows with a rod from behind.
I turned round, but saw nobody. The strokes were repeated. I turned round again, but to no
purpose. The persons who inflicted the strokes were always directly at my back; I therefore
fled, and was pursued by them, striking me all the way to the door of the garden. Ah! I love
the gold which comes down from them very well; but, he may court their favours who will; I
have been in a fever the whole night.”

The pride of Narilha was completely mortified by this relation. She perceived that she
had been played upon, and now saw herself completely detected. The Cadi had ordered
seventy sequins to be told down upon the table, and she found that was all she was to be
allowed to take back for her dowry. “At least,” said she, “I shall be permitted to carry off my
effects?”— “Yes,” replied the Cadi; “one of my officers will accompany you, together with
Dalhuc and Cassanak.” When Narilha perceived that it was impossible for her to carry away
her little concealment, she thought of depriving Dalhue of it and collected all her effects,
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without once looking towards the place where her gold was concealed. “Sir,” said she, after
this, to the cadi, “when I was Dalhuc’s wife, it was my duty to obey him; but, now that I am
divorced, I am reinstated in my rights. He had forbid me to mention his having found a
treasure in an old iron-pot, which is still to be found in the place where it had been buried.
This deposit belongs to the commander of the faithful, and my religious principles do not allow
me to dissemble the theft which was intended. Be so good as to follow me, Sir, and you may
cause it be carried off.”— “The caliph already knows of this treasure,” replied the cadi, “and
thinks it right that Dalhuc should take possession of it, as what was in reality stolen from
him.” Narilha was rendered entirely frantic by this reply. In this situation, she might become
extremely dangerous and, as she was preparing to go out, “Where are you going?” said the
cadi; “you have need of medicines, and shall be conducted with your son to a place where
every thing that is necessary will be administered to you.” Upon this, the retinue of the cadi
dragged her out of the house, together with her son; and Dalhue was left alone with Cassanak,
on whom he bestowed new expressions of his gratitude.

“This,” said Cabil-Hasen, as he here ended his story, “is all that I have learned of the
history of this family.”

The beautiful Vasumé had never ceased to smile during the whole, of this recital; the
good Nané had, at different times, burst out into violent fits of laughter; the Schebandad and
Vesumé’s father had appeared pleased; and the rivals of him who related the tale had given
signs of uneasiness; all waited, in silence, the approbation of Vasumé, when the Schebandad
thus addressed her: “My dear daughter!” said he, “this story appeared to amuse you.”—
“Yes, father, every body seemed to be pleased with it, and especially my nurse laughed
heartily.”— “Much less would have made me laugh,” replied Nané. “I have listened
attentively, I have retained a great many circumstances, and am in good hopes that this story
will increase my little collection. But I doubt I shall not be able to deliver it from my memory
in as agreeable a manner as it has entered it.”—  “Nay, my dear Nané, on the contrary, I am
persuaded that you will do it great justice in the telling; but another is preparing for us, which
will perhaps make you forget it.”— “It must possess a great many excellencies then,” said
Nané: “Let us listen, for I am impatient to hear it begun.” The nurse was silent; and the
second of the three cousins, availing himself of the attention which was paid to him, began his
story.
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