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The History of Bhazad, The Impatient.

Bhazad was a prince possessed of every external accomplishment. His beauty,
celebrated by the poets, was become proverbial among all nations. He was the delight of every
company, and scarcely any thing was noticed in it but himself. One day, while he was
unperceived, his beauty became the subject of conversation. After it had been much praised,
one who was present, and had till then been silent, added, “Prince Bhazad is doubtless one
of the most beautiful men in the world, but I know a woman, who in this respect, is much
more superior to her own sex, than he is to his.”

This discourse roused the curiosity of Bhazad more than his pride and addressing
himself in private to the man who spoke thus, “Might one know from you,” said he to him,
“the name of this beauty, in whose praise you have just now spoken?” “Prince,” replied this
man, “she is the daughter of one of the most illustrious vassals of the Syrian throne; and if she
enchants every eye by her external charms, the virtues of her heart and of her mind,
contribute still more to make her perfect.” These few words made a lively impression on the
heart of Bhazad. He could think of nothing, but of the object, whose praises he had heard, and
he endeavoured to make a conquest of her. The fire which consumed him, soon injured his
health, rendered him thoughtful, and solitary and the King his father, being surprised at this
change, upon enquiring of him, was informed of its cause.

Bhazad, after having made a confession of his passion to Cyrus, suffered from him some 
reproaches for his reserve. “Why hare you concealed from me the state of your heart?” said
he to him. “Are you ignorant, that I have all power over the Prince, whose daughter you are
desirous to marry? Are you afraid that he will not accept the honour of our alliance?” Upon
this Cyrus sent in quest of the father of the young beauty, and demanded her for his son. The
dowry, which was to be three hundred thousand pieces of gold, was agreed upon at once. But
the future father-in-law required that the celebration of the nuptials should be delayed for nine
months.

“Nine months without seeing her!” said the impatient Bhazad to himself. “Nine
months without possessing her! It is insupportable.” He quickly formed the design of going to
her. He mounted the best courser in his stables, and immediately departed, having provided
himself with some necessary articles, such as a bow, a lance, and a scimitar. He was not far
from the capital of Syria, when he was attacked by a band of robbers. His undaunted
countenance, and his martial air, made an impression upon them; and far from endeavouring,
according to their usual custom, to murder him, after they had robbed him, they proposed to
him a very different plan, and promised him his life, on condition that he would associate with
them. In renouncing life, Bhazad never could have enjoyed his love; yet the profession of a
robber was repugnant to his disposition. He  thought it necessary to discover to these
vagabonds his rank, his projects, and the fatal delay of nine months, which his impatience had
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been unable to endure. Upon this declaration, the chief of the robbers replied to him: “We will
shorten this delay. We know the castle in which the object of your love dwells, and the
strength that defends it. March at our head; we will attack it; and no obstacle shall be able to
refill us. All we ask of you for this important service, is a share in the dowry, your future
protection, and a delay of some days to prepare ourselves for the enterprise.”

Bhazad, in his impatience, thought himself already on the very point of happiness.
Every method seemed just to him, which could serve his passion; and he was by no means
delicate in the choice of them. Thus he deliberated no more, but continued his journey at the
head of the robbers.

They soon met a numerous caravan; and the robbers, constrained by their natural
propensity, attacked it in disorder. They were repulsed, however, with the loss of several men,
and a considerable number of prisoners, among whom, Bhazad was included. He was
conducted to the capital of the country to which the caravan was travelling. The commander
of it, after relating his adventure, presented Bhazad to the King. “Here, Sire, is a young man,
who, in our opinion, deserves to be distinguished from the rest; and we beseech your Majesty
to dispose of him according to your pleasure.”

The countenance of the captive attracted the particular attention of the King, “Who
are you, young man?” enquired the Prince. “You seem not to have been born for the criminal
profession you follow. How did you fall into the hands of the caravan?”

Bhazad, lest he should dishonour his respectable name, was unwilling to make himself
known. “Sire,” replied he, “my appearance ought not to impose upon your Majesty. I am  and
always have been a professed robber.”

“Your answer,” said the King, “is your sentence of death. Yet;” said he to himself, “I
ought to be rash in nothing. Regard must be had to his youth and external qualities, which
seem to distinguish him from people of his profession. If this young man is in reality a robber,
he deserves punishment; but if he is an unfortunate sport of destiny, who hath sought for
death as a deliverance from the sorrows of life, one may become an accomplice in his crime,
by not instantly preventing his death. The prudent Sovereign having made this soliloquy,
ordered Bhazad to be shut up in close confinement, expecting some great discovery respecting
his rank.

In the mean time, the King of Syria, having, in quest of his son, searched his dominions
in vain, addressed circular letters to all the Sovereigns of Asia. One of them came to the King,
in whose dominions Bhazad was in custody. From the description which it gave of him, he had
no doubt, but that the young adventurer, whom he kept in prison, was the well-beloved son
of the powerful Monarch of Syria. What reason had he to applaud himself for not having
hurried his judgment!

He sent immediately for the prisoner, and asked him his name. “My name is Bhazad,”
replied the young man. “You are the son then of King Cyrus: but what motives determined
you to conceal your birth? Had I not been slow in the execution of punishment, it would have
cost you your life, and me the remorse of having treated you as a vile assassin.” “Sire,” replied
Bhazad, after having revealed to him the secret of his escape, “finding myself seized among
robbers, in whose crimes I had involuntarily shared, I preferred death to shame, and was
unwilling to dishonour a name so illustrious.”
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“Son,” replied the sage Monarch, “there has been a great deal of imprudence in your
behaviour. You were in love, and assured of enjoying, in a few months, the object of your
affection. See to what rashness and impatience hath brought you. Instead of waiting patiently
till you should become the son-in-law of one of your father’s noble vassals; after having quitted
the court of Syria without permission; and after having incautiously exposed yourself to be
murdered by the robbers who infest these deserts, you joined yourself to these vagabonds, to
carry off, by force, the woman, who was voluntarily to be given you in marriage. See into what
a train of crimes you. have drawn yourself. Check this passion, and calm your impatience. I
will procure you the means of uniting yourself soon to the Princess, whose hand you are
anxious to obtain. But as every thing ought to be done, in a manner suitable to her condition,
and your rank, we will hurry nothing.”

After this, the King, having made Bhazad be magnificently dressed, appointed him
lodgings in his palace, and admitted him to his table. He wrote to Cyrus, to set him at ease
respecting the fate of his son, whose equipage was getting ready, that he might appear with
more splendour, at the court of the Prince, whose daughter he was about to espouse.

The impatient Bhazad saw these preparations with uneasiness. The attention which
was paid to them retarded his happiness. At length, however, the order for his departure was
given, and he might begin his journey. A small army escorted him; but every halt which it
made, appeared an age to this enamoured Prince.

Messengers had been dispatched to the father of the Princess, to inform him of the
arrival of his son-in-law. He came, with his daughter, covered with a veil, to receive him, at
the gate of his castle, and allotted him a magnificent apartment, next to that of his future
spouse. All the arrangements had been previously fixed by the two fathers. The term of nine
months would be elapsed in three days; and all the preparations, suitable to this so much
wished for union, were finished.

Bhazad was only separated from the object of his affection, by the breadth of a thin
wall. In three days he might see, and possess her. But this wall was like Mount Arafat to him;
and those three days seemed an eternity. As he constantly enquired what she was doing, he
learned, that she was at her toilet, assisted by her female slaves, and without her veil. This
was the time for him to surprise her, and behold her at his pleasure. He presently examined
all the openings of his apartment, to find some way of gratifying his impatience and curiosity.
He discovered, to his misfortune, a small grated window, to which he applied his eye. But an
eunuch, placed there on guard, perceived the inquisitive man, and without knowing him,
struck him with the point of his scimitar, which at once run through both his eyes, and drew
from him a piercing cry, which soon collected around him all those engaged in his service.

They stood around the wounded, enquiring the cause which could have reduced him
to the unhappy situation he was in. His misfortune discovered to him his crime. “It was my
impatience,” replied he with sorrow. “I have too soon forgotten the sage advices of the King,
my benefactor. In three days, I would have seen and enjoyed her, who was to crown my
happiness; but I was unable to bear this delay with patience. I wished to enjoy beforehand the
pleasure of seeing her, and for this I am punished with the loss of my sight.”

* * *
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“In this manner,” added Aladin, “did the impatient Bhazad, on the very point of
becoming happy, lose that hope for ever: And was condemned to the most cruel loss, in
being deprived of the sense of seeing. He ought to have recollected the dangers to which
his former imprudence had exposed him; with what maturity of deliberation, with what
wise delay, the Monarch , to whom he was indebted for his fortune and life, had conducted
himself with respect: to him, and he ought to have yielded entirely to his advice. But it is
not from acting without reflection, that experience is acquired, and the wise alone can
profit by that of others.”

The young superintendent, having made an end of speaking, Bohetzad, drowned in
thought, dismissed the assembly, and remanded the criminal to prison.

The next day was the fifth Vizier’s turn, and accordingly he went to the palace,
determined to hasten the crisis of the bloody scene, which had been so often delayed.
“Sire,” said he to the King, “ before speaking to your Majesty of any other business, it is
my duty, to represent to you the imminent danger you run, in delaying the punishment,
which you ought to inflict on this son of the chief of the robbers. The law which condemns
him is clear. Every subject who looks upon a woman is liable to death; and I cannot reflect,
without horror, that he hath dared to look even upon the Queen. Respect for the throne
hath had no weight with this rash seducer! What law will not hereafter be violated, if the
transgression of that, whose authority I now urge, should remain unpunished? The people,
justly alarmed at the consequences, expect from your Majesty a signal instance of severity.
The voice of the people is the voice of God. This wise precept, known in all ages, acquires,
particularly at present, the force of a command.

Bohetzad felt his resentment, at the affront which he thought he had received,
rekindle within him, and blamed himself for having hesitated too long in avenging it. He
ordered the criminal to be brought before him, with the instruments of punishment. “I
have listened to thee too long,” said he to him, “as soon as he appeared. Thy words are
artful and false; thy crime is proved, and thou art about to lose thy life.”

“I have committed no crime,” replied Aladin; “and my innocence secures me the
protection of heaven. It belongs to the guilty to tremble; as for me I am calm. It is
impossible for them to escape punishment; and with whatever success their malice may
flatter them, yet I forewarn them, that sooner or later, they shall experience the lot of King
Dabdin, and his Vizier.

“Here are new characters still upon the scene,” replied Bohetzad. “What lessons
can they give us, that relate to thee?”
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