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The History of Ravie, The Resigned.

“Sire,” continued Aladin, “Dabdin, a powerful Monarch, had two Viziers, whose names
were Zorachan and Caradan. Zorachan had a daughter, of exquisite beauty, who was named
Ravie. Her virtues were equal to her other perfections, and rested on a solid basis. She was
a good Mohammedan, particularly devoted to the study of the divine Alcoran, religious, and
regular in her devotions. King Dabdin, having become enamoured of her, from her character
alone, asked her in marriage from her father Zorachan. This minister demanded permission
to mention the affair to his daughter. The King granted it, on condition that it should be
speedily ended.

The Vizier, having communicated to his daughter, the Monarch’s intentions, “Father,”
replied Ravie, “ have no inclination for marriage. Of two unequal alliances, which might be
in my power, I would always prefer that which appeared below my nation, that I might be
certain, at least, of having a husband, who would marry no other woman but myself. Instead
of being the wife of a King, I should only be the sharer of his bed, and see myself reduced to
the condition of my husband’s slave. I feel, that I have not power to support the mortification
of rivals.”

Dabdin smiled at this reply, which Zorachan reported to him. It was agreeable to the
natural sentiments of a woman, who might be supposed to possess delicacy, and a turn for
reflection. The discovery of these virtues did not weaken the Monarch’s passion. “Go tell your
daughter, that I love her,” said he to the Vizier.  “Let my love and my passion dissipate her
fears; but I must have her for my wife.”

Zorachan returned to Ravie, to intimate to her the command of the Monarch,
“Father,” replied she, afflicted and terrified, “I prefer death to the sacrifice you require. 
Rather would I feed with the wild beasts of the desert, to seek an asylum, and there the Great
Prophet will watch over my life.”

Zorachan, considering the firmness of his daughter, and the orders of the King, knew
not what resolution to take. Constrained however, by paternal affection, he determined to fly,
with his daughter, into a strange country, carrying with him his most valuable effects.  They
mounted the best horses in the stable, and followed by some slaves, took together the road to
the desert.

As soon as Dabdin was informed of their flight, he took the field, with a numerous
party. Some officers, mounted upon swift coursers,  went before him in the search. In vain had
the Vizier and his daughter hastened their journey; they were overtaken and stopped. Dabdin
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came up, and with one blow of his Dabour , bruised the head of Zorachan. He seized Ravie,1

carried her to the palace, and forced her to accept of a hand that was stained with blood.
The sorrowful Ravie, submitting to her fate, concealed in her heart the grief which

consumed her, on seeing herself the wife of her father’s murderer. Her attention to duty, her
religion, and her piety, yielded her consolation; and, in spite of an habitual melancholy, the
sweetness of her disposition, joined to the charms of her person, gained her, more and more,
the affection of her husband, who could not live but in her pretence. But it became necessary,
that he should leave her.

The enemy appeared on his frontiers, and threatened an invasion. Dabdin, full of
warlike ardour, put himself at the head of his army, and went to face the danger. But, before
he departed, he entrusted the reins of government to the hands of his Vizier, Caradan, in
whom he had complete confidence. “Take care,” said he to him at the same time, “of Ravie,
my wife. She is, you know, the dearest object to me in the world. Prevent her wishes, and
endeavour to gratify them. Your life shall answer to me, for the slightest complaint she may
make. I give you a commission to command in my absence, and I put every thing under your
authority.”

Caradan was greatly flattered with the confidence, with which he had been honoured,
and, above all, with respect to Ravie. But he was anxious to see this miracle of beauty, of
which the King appeared so jealous. As every thing was under his command during the King’s
absence, he soon found an opportunity of satisfying himself. But no sooner had he seen the
spouse of his matter, than he became desperately enamoured of her. His repose forsook him,
and soon after his reason. “Surely,” said he to himself, “this Queen must be born from above.
Her beauties are divine. She is more dazzling than the stars of heaven. I must enjoy her, at
any hazard. She is a woman, and, like others, susceptible of passion. Let us try to affect her.”
This design being formed, he wrote to her as follows:

    “MADAM,

“The love which I have conceived for you, hath brought me into a dreadful situation.
Consent, I beseech you, to grant me a moment’s conversation. If your compassion refuse me
this, the unhappy Caradan dies.”

The Queen, confounded with the insolence of this letter, instantly returned it with the
following answer:

    “VIZIER,

“The King hath placed complete confidence in you, and your heart ought to be the
sacred depository of fidelity and obedience. Send such letters to your own wife; fulfill, with

  Dabour, a fort of Eastern sceptre, or club of gold, with a chamfered head, terminating in points. It
1

is a weapon which the Princes of the East carry with them.
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respect to her, the duties of a faithful husband; and be assured, that any new instance of
imprudence, on your part, will infallibly hazard your life.”

This answer brought Caradan to reflection. The wise conduct of the Queen, far from
giving him confidence, alarmed him exceedingly. “She is devout,” said he; “and a religious
motive, will make her reveal my imprudence to the King. My life is in danger. She hath
returned me my letter; I must get rid of the person who carried it: and since she has no other
evidence against me, I must ruin her, to save myself.”

While he was taking this resolution, the Queen, by a train of attentions and goodness,
sent to get particular information of the Vizier’s health. The answer was, that the Vizier was
confined to his bed. The Princess did not imagine, that this indisposition was occasioned by
the agitation of the crime, which the minister had meditated.

Dabdin, having vanquished his enemies, returned, in triumph, to his court. Caradan
was the first to congratulate him on his victory, and gave him, at the same time, a satisfactory
account of his behaviour. But, on one point alone, the artful Caradan was silent, which he was
urged to disclose. “He should think himself,” he said, “unworthy of the confidence with which
he had been honoured, if, notwithstanding his respect for the Queen, he did not find himself
obliged, to complain of her conduct. Under the disguise of a false devotion, she had failed in
her duty and religion, by polluting the bed, to which a flattering preference had admitted her
alone.”— “Have you witnesses?” said Dabdin, trembling.

“I was unwilling,” replied the minister, “to credit the report which I heard; but
unhappily I have myself been a witness of its truth. A few days after your Majesty’s
departure, I was secretly warned by one of the Queen’s women, who conducted me into the
palace, by a private door, and placed me near the window of Ravie’s closet. I observed her
attentively without jealousy, and was a witness of her infidelity, in preferring to you the vile
Aboilkar, the slave of her father Zorachan.

On this recital, the fury of the King was greatly increased, by the constraint he was
obliged to impose upon himself. “Vizier,” said he to Caradan, “I wish the circumstances of this
infamous treachery to remain unknown, if possible. Let Aboilkar be thrown into prison and
send for the chief of my eunuchs.” The Vizier obeyed the commands of the Sovereign, and
brought the eunuch. “Slave,” said the King to him, “obey my will; let the Queen’s head be
instantly brought to me.” The situation of the eunuch, entirely passive, did not permit him to
reply; but feeling himself instantly inspired with an emotion that quite overcame him, he said
to the King, “Sire, it becomes not me, to penetrate into the motives of so severe an order; I
must suppose it to be just. Yet Ravie is your favourite spouse, and she is Queen. This kind of
death would sully your glory; her blood would return upon you, and dishonourable suspicions
would arise. Rather let your Majesty send her into the desert, whither I shall conduct her.
There she cannot exist without a miracle and heaven never performs one in behalf of the
guilty.”

The king yielded to these arguments, and intimated this resolution to the chief of his
eunuchs. This officer set the Queen upon a camel, which he led with his own hand, and took
the road for the desert, not forgetting, however, to furnish himself with some provisions.
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This eunuch, a pious Mussulman, knew that the Queen was devoted to her duty and religion,
and regular in her prayers. He could not persuade himself, that she could be guilty of the
smallest fault; and, convinced of her innocence, he treated her with that respect and attention
her virtues inspired.

After travelling some days, he found a small plain at the bottom of a rock, from which
trickled a small rivulet, filling a cavity of the rock with its water. Thinking this the least
exceptionable of all the places he had been able to discover for abandoning to Providence, a
woman, whom, by the most positive command, he was obliged to deliver up to so many
dangers, he made her alight from the camel, prepared her a small habitation in the hollow of
the rock, where he left the little provision he had the foresight to bring with him; and, with
eyes bathed in tears, took leave of this unfortunate woman. “Stop,” said Ravie to him, who
had remained silent since her departure: “will you abandon me without informing me what
has brought me into these savage places, into this retreat of the monsters of the earth?” The
eunuch informed her of the orders he had received, not concealing from her that the first were
still more severe, and that he had been so fortunate as to get them recalled. “Do you know,”
said she, “the cause of my disgrace?” He replied, he did not.

The Queen thanked him for his attention and respect, and for the care he had taken
of her life. “I will employ it,” added she, “in prayers for you. Without doubt calumny has
misrepresented me. But if ever the veil should fall from the King, tell him, that he ought to
humble himself in the dust, for having murdered my father; and that unless he disarms the
justice of God, it will, sooner or latter, overwhelm him. In banishing me into this frightful
abode, he only snatches a victim from the arms of a parricide. I pity him, and all those who
have been drawn into the barbarous design, and that which he meant at first to execute on
me. But in my misfortune, I can still be grateful to him. I thank him at least for having put me
in a situation where I can contemplate, at leisure, the wonders of God, which are seen with
so much difficulty, in the palaces of Kings.” At these words she ceased to speak; and the slave
departed, melted into sorrow, at the fate of the Queen.

Ravie was now in the middle of a desert, if indeed it can be called one to a soul like
hers, accompanied with patience and resignation, and holding continual intercourse with its
God, by prayer and meditation. This pious beauty inhabited by turns the different caves of
the rock; mixing the small provisions that had been left her with some roots, and wild fruits,
and appearing to want nothing, though deprived of all. If any wild beast appeared, she easily
escaped from it, by taking refuge in the bottom of caves, whose passage she had rendered
narrow and difficult, and whose entrance was inaccessible to the monsters of the forest. Thus,
while they growled without, at being unable to seize their prey, this unfortunate lady blessed
heaven, for having given to man in adversity, courage, strength, and industry.

One day, as she offered up her homage and adoration to her Creator, at the entrance
of one of her caves that looked towards the south, she was perceived at a distance by the
keeper of King Kassera’s camels, who was seeking in that part of the desert, some of these
animals, that had strayed there.

This man, astonished to see so exquisite a beauty, in a situation so singular, had the
curiosity to enquire at her who she was, and what had brought her into that desert.
“Mussulman” said she to him, “you see here the servant of God, and his holy Prophet. It was

391



their will that I should be banished to a desert;  I obeyed, and will serve them all my life.” The
leader of the camels soon felt his heart enamoured with this pious beauty, and, together with
his hand, offered her a share of his little fortune, and all the comforts in his power.

“Generous man,” said Ravie, “I wish to serve God, and not man. I shall, however, be
glad to owe something to your kindness. The rocks which surround me afford safe and
commodious retreats; but I am in danger here of wanting water in a few days. The rivulet will
soon be dry. Conduct me to a place, where I shall find the same conveniences for my
habitation, and at the same time a clear and perpetual spring, for my daily ablutions, and for
quenching my thirst.” “I know a place suited to your wishes,” replied the keeper, “but it is at
a great distance from this; and unless you mount my camel, you will not be able to endure the
fatigue.” Ravie accepted his proposal; they travelled together to the new lodging, where they
arrived, after a journey of some hours.

The keeper made the camel stoop down upon its knees, and Ravie alighted. He showed
her a beautiful fountain, near which were subterraneous caves in the rock, still more
commodious than those she had left. And after delivering to her all the provisions which he
carried, he spoke to her thus.

“Madam, I am the keeper of the camels of King Kassera, the most powerful Monarch
of the East. He is so fond of his camels, that he allows no body to feed them but himself. I
have had the misfortune to lose three of his greatest favourites, and I dare not return to him
without having found them, least I should be punished with death. Do you, Madam, I beseech
you, whose fervent prayers must be heard on high, supplicate heaven, that I may find what
I have lost.”

“Worthy man,” replied this solitary woman, “you have just now, in my behalf, fulfilled
a work of charity, and you will be rewarded for it; search for your camels, and you will
assuredly find them.”

The keeper, full of confidence, departed in quest of his camels. He was not
disappointed in his expectation. He found them at a little distance from thence, and, full of joy,
he returned with them, to the city, reflecting on his good fortune in having met with the
beautiful stranger.

Kassera came, as usual, to visit his camels. Their keeper communicated to him his
adventure, so happily terminated by means of the young devotee. The Monarch, anxious
himself to know the truth of a fact so extraordinary, mounted his horse, with a considerable
retinue, and was directed by the keeper to the place in the desert which he had described to
him.

It was noon; Ravie was offering up her prayers, on the verdant banks which
surrounded the fountain, with her hands and eyes raised towards heaven, and her hair flowing
on her shoulders. The brightness of her complexion, and the beauty of her features, made her
shine like the lily in the middle of the gardens. She was so absorbed in meditation, that the
King approached, and considered her attentively, without being observed. He thought her far
superior to the praises of the clownish camel driver, and thus respectfully addressed her.
“Beautiful Lady,” said he to her, “would it be indiscreet in me to request you to tell me who
you are, and what you are doing here?” “You see a sequestered devotee, a servant of God;
and I am here for the purpose of worshipping him.” “You are unwilling, I see,” added the
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Monarch, “o make yourself known. I will not be so reserved with respect to you. But after this
instance of confidence on my part, I hope you will agree to the proposal I am to make you. I
am Kassera, King of the Kings of the East; and in offering you my heart and my hand, I think
I render you that homage which is worthy of us both.”

“Sire,” replied Ravie, “I did not think that the most powerful Monarch in the world,
would have stooped so low as to marry a woman wandering in the desert, where every thing
bears witness of her indigence, and low birth. I have too much respect for human greatness,
to raise my expectations to the throne.” “ Do not refuse me, Madam; you are safe from any
violence from me; but I am not so from the lively impression which your virtues and beauty
have made upon my heart. You disdain my grandeur, and from this moment I myself make
a voluntary sacrifice of it, to pass my life with you in this desert, and to serve here the Eternal
God and his holy Prophet.”

The first orders which Kassera gave were proofs that he spake with sincerity. He made
two tents be prepared, one for himself, and another for Ravie, and stored them with the
provisions which he brought with him. Ravie felt the value of the sacrifices Kassera had made,
and the delicate manner in which he had acted. She reflected on the loss that his subjects
would sustain, if he renounced the government, and on the distress of his family, and
endeavoured to divert the Monarch from this unlucky design; and with this view spoke as
follows to the slave who brought her food. “His Majesty does me too much honour,” said  she
to him; “yet I cannot accept his offers. My ambition is fully gratified in serving the Eternal
God. But Kassera has duties to fulfill. He is the representative on earth of him whom I adore,
the dispenser of his justice and clemency: he ought to make himself be loved and feared by
his subjects, whose happiness depends on the wisdom of his government. Besides, this
Monarch has wives, and a family, which have claims upon him still more sacred; and he is not
permitted, without violating the laws both of nature and equity, to bury himself in this desert.
Do you, who appear to possess his confidence, inform him of my uneasiness, and represent to
him the obstacles which religion forces me to lay in his way.”

The slave discharged the commission with which he was entrusted, and brought back
as the King’s answer, that being conscious of many faults, he would endeavour to obtain the
pardon of them, by embracing the life of a penitent.

On learning the final resolution of Kassera, Ravie was at a loss what step she ought to
take. At length, after mature deliberation, she thought she ought to sacrifice herself to the
glory of a nation, whose ruin was unavoidable, if deprived of a leader so wise and respectable.
She demanded an interview with the King, in the tent that was allotted to her. He repaired
thither; “I wait your orders with submission,” said Kassera to her.

“Sire,” replied the beautiful stranger, “it is not from distrust that I have concealed my
name, from your Majesty. But, because I was sincerely desirous to end my days in this
solitude. The  resolution which you have taken disconcerts my designs. A Monarch so great
and renowned, a King so dear to his subjects and a father so affectionate and kind to his
family, cannot with innocence give up his duty and his obligations; and I would have to
reproach myself with ruining your dominions by my obstinacy. I must restore a Monarch to
his people. Therefore, in return for the sincere, and advantageous offers, with which you have
condescended to honour me, I accept your hand, as soon as this union can confirm the
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happiness of your subjects. But it is now time to make myself known.” She then gave a faithful
relation of her misfortunes, and a detail of her life since her first escape with her father
Zorachan, down to the unjust prejudice which had devoted her to this savage desert. “I felt
but little uneasiness,” continued she, “in my solitude, concerning the reputation I had left
behind me; but having now become the wife of an illustrious King, it is of consequence to his
glory, to justify his choice; it is of consequence to us both, that the world be convinced of my
innocence. King Dabdin is a vassal and tributary of your crown; order him to repair to your
court, with Caradan his Vizier, and the chief of his eunuchs. I must. not be seated on your
throne, before I am clearly justified respecting the odious imputations which have drawn upon
me so much misery.”

Kassera felt the justice of her demand, and was pleased with her delicacy. He ordered
a most magnificent litter to be brought from his capital, and they soon returned to the palace.
An apartment was allotted to her, which was rich, commodious, and more spacious, than any
of those which his other favourites occupied. A number of officers, and slaves of both sexes,
were eager to serve her.

Immediately after his return, Kassera dispatched an order to King Dabdin, to his
Vizier Caradan, and to the chief of the eunuchs, to repair to him instantly. The officer,
entrusted with this message, commanded a considerable detachment, and was to enforce
obedience without delay.

While Ravie enjoyed, in a frightful desert, the repose and peace inseparable from her
soul, the unhappy Dabdin, could find no rest even in the lap of pleasure. Life had no sweets
for him, since the cruel banishment of his spouse. Caradan never fell asleep, without being
troubled with the most dismal dreams. No time could soothe their uneasiness.

Dabdin was in this situation, when the orders of Kassera were intimated to him.
Caradan was alarmed at the manner in which they were to be executed, and was torn with
remorse. He was, however, obliged to take the road, along with the King his master, whose
uneasiness was equal to his own, ignorant of the cause which could have drawn upon them so
severe an order. The chief of the eunuchs was the only one who made this journey without
fear. At length they arrived at the court of Kassera.

This Monarch impatiently waited for them, in his apartment, together with Ravie, who
thus addressed Caradan.

“Vizier, you must recollect me! I am Ravie, formerly the spouse of thy master, whom
thou hast unjustly calumniated by thy reports. Thou hast betrayed thy duty to God, to thy
Sovereign, whose confidence thou didst possess, and to me, who ought to have become the
object of thy respect;, after having forgotten the audacity of thy proposals. Thou alone hast
committed all these crimes. Respect: truth, if thou hast yet strength and courage to do so; and
seek not, by vain shifts, to draw dawn upon thy head, the anger of heaven.

The confounded Caradan exclaimed in the bitterness of his foul, “Your innocence,
Madam, is written in your countenance, as guilt is written on mine. After I had urged you, in.
vain, to yield to my passion, an evil spirit took possession of me, and—” “Ah! Wretch!”
interrupted Dabdin, “no punishment is too great for thy crime! The vengeance of heaven
cannot spare thee.”
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Kassera enjoyed the triumph of the innocent Ravie. But addressing himself to Dabdin,
who was enraged against Caradan, “Prince,” said he, “your Vizier is not the only guilty person
here; you yourself are to blame. Those who are entrusted with the government of others,
should know how to govern themselves. They ought not to be rash in judgment, and much less
in private revenge. They should treat the accused with respect, and never condemn them
without being heard. They ought minutely to examine the accusers, and the witnesses, and
to weigh the evidence with equity. They ought to distrust every thing, that they may bring
every thing to light. Your behaviour has been rash, and your conduct is a disgrace to royalty.
But, although I am your master, I must not be your judge. There is one here, better informed
and wiser, to whom I leave the trial of your cause, and that of your Vizier, and who will
pronounce sentence upon it.”

“It, is you Madam,” added he, speaking to Ravie, “who shall be entrusted with this
office. The law which you study continually, will speak through your mouth.”

“Sire,” replied she, “the duty which you impose upon me is difficult to fulfill. But if, in
this case, the law must speak, hear its voice in the divine Alcoran: Every wilful murderer must
die, in the same manner, in which he has committed the crime. King Dabdin, who  is now in
your Majesty’s presence, murdered my father, his ancient and faithful servant; and presuming
that I was guilty, he devoted me to death, without giving himself time for reflection: in this
manner, he is liable to the application of the law. The Vizier, Caradan, sought my death, that
he might get rid of the evidence of his criminal audacity. On his slanderous imputation, I was
conduced to the desert, and abandoned there: He must go thither and take my place. The
protecting arm of the Preserver of men guarded me from every danger. The favour of
Mahomet, and your goodness, Sire, have made innocence triumph. He who does good, sooner
or later receives his reward; but the guilty never can escape punishment. The chief of King
Dabdin’s eunuchs, was only the instrument of his master’s will; but he hath rights to claim by
the law. He was generous, and feeling. He procured a change of my sentence from death to
banishment; in which, at the hazard of his own safety, he furnished me with assistance, and
food, and treated me with humanity and compassion. His heart was conscious of my
innocence, while it was persecuted by others, who were more enlightened. Thus have I
explained the facts, and the law but it becomes not me to pronounce the sentence.”

Kassera, upon this relation, made Dabdin be knocked down by the blow of a dabour.
Caradan was abandoned in the desert; and the chief of the eunuchs received the title of
Prince. He was dignified, by an order created on his account, on which this inscription was
written: To the beneficent man. Kindly treated by the King and Queen, he remained always
in the palace, and enjoyed there universal confidence. Kassera was soon blessed in his
marriage with the amiable Ravie. The people celebrated the nuptials, the taxes were
diminished, and many charities were distributed throughout all Persia. Some time after this,
it was told, that the unhappy Caradan had been devoured by wild beasts.

* * *

After the recital of this history, Aladin paused a moment. Then, still addressing
Bohetzad, “Sire,” said he to him, “your Majesty hath just now seen, in the history of Ravie,
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the resigned, the just retribution of rewards and punishments; the need a King has to suspend
his judgment, before pronouncing the sentence of death; and the impossibility even of
transgressing, in this case, by an excess of prudence. Now, Sire, Aladin waits your orders in
silence, and submits his head, with respect, to the stroke which threatens it.”

The Monarch, always more shaken in his resolution, and unwilling to hazard any thing,
without the most mature deliberation, once more deferred, till to-morrow, the punishment of
the supposed criminal, who was led back to prison.

The ten Viziers, afraid least their victim should escape, assembled again next day, and
sent three of their number in a deputation to the King, to strike the last blow against the
young Aladin. They assured Bohetzad, that the dangerous consequences of his clemency were
already felt. “Every day,” said they, “ordinary justice is engaged in checking the audacious
crimes of your subjects, against the sanctity of marriage. Prevaricating criminals have the
boldness to defend themselves, by the example that is before their eyes; and the delays which
arise from your Majesty in this affair, are as many pretences which they allege in their
justification. We conjure you, Sire, to put an end to this licentiousness, which your ministers
will soon be unable to restrain.” Bohetzad, ashamed of his too great indulgence, made the
superintendent be brought before him. “Thou appeared at length,” said he to him, “for the
last time, on the scaffold, which thou art about to stain with thy blood. The crime which thou
haft committed allows me no rest. The too long suspension of the sword of the law, draws
along with it, an example fatal to my subjects. Every voice is united against thee, and not one
justifies thee.” “Men pursue me,” interrupted the undaunted Aladin; “I am the object of
hatred and slander. But if the Eternal and his Prophet are for me, I have nothing in this world
to fear. Heaven protects my innocence, and the sword cannot deprive me of it. It will always
shine upon my forehead, even when it shall be separated from my body. My confidence is in
God. I expect every thing from him, as King Bazmant at length did, after the reverses he
experienced.
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