
ARABIAN TALES:
Volume 3

The History of the Lady of the Beautiful Tresses.

By the indulgence of his brother, the father of Dorathil-Goase, my father held the
crown of the Green Island and the Blue, on condition of paying him fealty, and an annual
tribute.  I was, like my cousin, the only fruit of a marriage betwixt a Prince and a daughter of
the race of the genies.

Illabousatrou, the father of my aunt Camarilzaman, had formed the design of settling
in this country, all the genies who were subject to Solomon, of whom this Prophet had made
him the chief.  And in order to prevent their inconstancy and revolt, he persuaded them all
to intermarry with the children of Adam.  Several of them refused to do this, and, beside
others, Abarikaf, Mokilracham, with his family, and Misakobhe.  They dissembled their
motives, but the real one was, the rebellion which was already formed in their heart, and the
eager desire of making it burst forth, whenever they could hope to obtain power by its
execution.

My cousin Dorathil-Grose, and I, lost our parents almost at the same time; and I found
myself Queen, under the guardianship of an old Vizier, whom my father had chosen for me.

The insolent Misakobhe, one of the favourites of Abarikaf, became enamoured, not of
me, but of my locks; and being perpetually occupied with enchantments and predictions, he
was at length convinced that if he could obtain me for his wife, he should be able to reduce
under his power as many genies as I had hairs.  He was to employ them as chains to bind the
genies, and every genie would have cost me a hair.

I knew the foundation and extravagance of his project, because he had the audacity to
give me a particular account of it, with a view to seduce me, by the representation of the
power I should one day enjoy. I rejected all his offers, and gave my hand to Prince Dalisha,
who was already possessed of my heart.  Scarcely were we united, when the revolt of Abarikas
broke out.  He had drawn into it all the inhabitants of the Black Isle, which he governed as
Vizier.  Legions of revolted spirits, from the most remote corners of the world flocked to his
standard.  Illabousatrou, far from being able to send any relief to the islands which
Mokilracham and Misakobhe invaded by the orders of Abarikaf, had great difficulty to defend
himself, with his grand-daughter, in the island of Medinaz-il-Ballor.

Dalisha, my husband, was vanquished, and carried to the Black Isle, where the traitor
Abarikaf detains him as an hostage, and the wretch Misakobhe came to make me a new offer
of his detestable hand.  “Queen,” said he to me, “your hand is disengaged; you cannot reserve
it for my slave; you ought to bestow it on the conqueror.”— “Vile rebel!” said I to him, “the
fates must one day give an account, for having fought in thy behalf.”  With this he retired in
fury, and made me a prisoner in my palace.

Every day he renewed his importunities, and I still endeavoured to load him with
contempt.  But, he was absolutely desirous of obtaining my hand, being completely blinded
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by that prediction which made it appear to him so precious.  At length, however, despairing
of success, he thought of employing the greatest severities.  I threatened to tear out my hair
one by one, on which he foamed with anger.  “I will completely prevent that,” said he to me;
“they shall become your only resource.”

It was at that time, that the monster determined to shut me up in the enchanted cage
from which you have delivered me, where the air was all my food, and tears my only drink. 
My locks were the only covering which was left, to shelter me from the rigour of the climate,
from the severities of the weather, and from the shame and confusion of appearing naked
before those to whom he had exposed me.  I could only comb them with my fingers.  Thus did
he force me to preserve my tresses, which were the original cause of my misfortune, and of
his extravagant hopes.

He came every day to the foot of the pillar, to ask me if I was wearied with suffering,
and if I was willing at length to give him my hand.  I earnestly besought him to put me to
death; and throwing water into the air with his hand, he thus replied to me; “Live, suffer, sigh,
weep, and comb yourself.”  Every evening he came and urged me to consent to share his bed,
and with the same ceremony he repeated the same words.

This, Knight, is my distressful history; I cannot tell you how long my sufferings have
lasted.  I was wholly lost in reflection, and, as it were, swallowed up in misery.  To part of my
affliction you have indeed put an end, but, separated as I am from a husband, whom I
tenderly love, and distressed with the thought of the severe torments which he is no doubt
experiencing, I am far from feeling that joy which the sight of my deliverer, and the change
of my fortune, ought to inspire.

As she pronounced these last words, the Lady of the Beautiful Tresses melted into
tears, and, by an involuntary motion, the effect of confirmed habit, she raised her fingers to
her locks, as if to comb them.

Habib had felt misfortunes himself, but was as yet unacquainted with those of others;
and at the relation of those of the lady, he felt his heart penetrated with a new sentiment, of
which she was the object.  His soul was agitated; his eyes were filled with tears; a sigh escaped
the beautiful Ilzaide, and she hastened from the table.  Her elder sister followed: “What is the
matter?” said she to her; “restrain yourself.”  “I cannot” replied Ilzaide; “this lady distresses
the Arabian Knight too much.  Did you feel like me sister, it would be the wish of your heart,
that his soul should be perpetually filled with pleasure.”  While she was making this reply,
Ilzaide was lead back to the table.

The Lady of the Beautiful Tresses, observing the impression she had made, composed
herself; and Habib, now become master of his feelings, thus addressed her. “Madam,” said
he, “I swear by the scimitar with which I am entrusted, that your husband shall be restored
to you, and that I will avenge your sufferings, and those of Dorathil-Goase, till there shall
remain not so much as one of the rebels who have injured you.

“Misakobhe, if I ought to believe him, already suffers in part the punishment of his
abominable outrages, under a heap of rocks, with which he intended to overwhelm me.  I am
more than revenged of the evil he intended me.  But the vengeance of heaven, of Dorathil-
Goase, and of you, Madam, is not yet complete.  We will repair together to the foot of the
sass, under which he had proposed to crush me, and I will employ, in his punishment, that
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very method by which, in conformity to the predictions of the stars, he had proposed to raise
himself above others.  Condescend, Madam, to accompany me; and expect that the protection
of heaven, and of its favourites, will enable me to put a period to you calamities, and to
procure for you the pleasure of revenge.”

Saying this, he, accompanied by the Lady of the Beautiful Tresses, and the three
daughters of the sea, went towards the fallen rocks, which had now shut up the only passage
through the rock, by which it was possible to go from the esplanade of the castle to the shore
of the sea.  As soon as they arrived, Habib drew his scimitar, with which he struck the
overturned rocks three times, and then raised his voice: “Misakobhe!” cried he, “if you groan
under this mass of stones, give some signal of it; the Arabian Knight comes to converse with
you.”

At that instant the heap of rocks seemed to be raised a little, and there issued from
them a most frightful groan.  The Lady of the Beautiful Tresses recognised the voice, and
trembled.  Habib again spoke: “Rebellious genie!  I know not as yet all your crimes; and
before I send you to expiate them in the caverns of Caucasus, you must be humbled in
presence of the Queen, whom you have basely abused.”

After this discourse addressed to the genie, the Knight stopped, and turned towards
the Queen. “Madam, this impious wretch wished to make use of your hair in binding and
subjecting spirits.  His ambition, and foolish desires, must be punished by that very thing
which was their instrument, as well as their object.”

Habib again struck the rock, and raised his voice: “Guilty wretch! thou shalt have three
of the locks which thou hast wished for.  but they shall prove three chains of iron, by which
thy neck, thy hands, and thy feet shall be bound.”  Then throwing the three locks into the air,
he pronounced, in a very grave and strong voice: “Noble creatures of God, preserving spirits
of the elements, servants of the great Mahomet, and friends of Solomon, chain this criminal,
throw him at the feet of her whom he hath offended and carry him to the prisons of
Caucasus!”  Upon this, frightful shrieks were heard, the rocks opened, and Misakobhe, loaded
with chains, and his forehead humbled to the ground, appeared for a moment before the Lady
of the Beautiful Tresses; and immediately the whole vision disappeared.

While the frightful genie was in view, Ilzaide remained concealed behind the Knight;
and in spite of her utmost efforts, the Lady of the Beautiful Tresses felt an emotion of disgust
and terror.  Habib thus addressed her: “Take courage, Madam; you see that your hair is a
precious treasure.  By means of your locks you shall this night be delivered from all your
enemies, who, with their impure breath, infect the prisons of your fortress; and even from
those, who, by flight, have saved themselves from my vengeance, if they have imprudently
chosen an asylum in this island.  We will even do more; I see an infallible method of subduing,
by means of your tresses, all the rebels of the Blue Isle, without taking the trouble of going to
search for them.  Nay, ma I not flatter myself, that I shall be able to employ them against
Abarikaff himself, and, at the expense of all your enemies, and those of Dorathil-Goase,
completely verify the prediction which destined your hair to become chains to legions of
genies?  You must not be sparing of them, Madam; deliver them up to their destined purpose,
and in the end you shall find your tresses still more beautiful.”
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The Lady of the Beautiful Tresses retired to her chamber, and the three daughters of
the sea assisted her also at her evening toilet.  Full of confidence in the wisdom of the Knight,
she tore out a handful of her hair, and rejoiced to see them employed for a purpose so noble. 
Ilzaide laid hold of them, and went to deliver them to Habib.  He caused himself be conducted
to the gate of the prisons, and there repeated the operation he had performed at the rocks,
and instantly all the rebels were carried off, and conducted to the caverns of Mount Caucasus.

He then ascended the terrace, which covered the castle, and scattered the locks in the
air, trusting them to the servants of the Prophets, that their effect might be produced upon
those of the enemy, who remained in the Green Island, and those who were in possession of
the Blue.  A noise of distant groans was heard, and completely assured him, that what he had
done had been attended with full success.  He then paused a moment, to enjoy himself, and
indulge in reflection.

“Where I to appear before you, my dear Il’Haboul, I should be less humble than I once
was, but I would not be vain.

“I spake, and miracles were performed.  I am victorious, but of what can I boast?
“My words are breath, and I have less power than one of these hairs which I hold in

my hand.”
Saying this, he carefully put into his bosom what remained of the lady’s locks which

he had received, and rejoined her in the hall, in which she was with the three daughters of the
sea.  “Be entirely at your ease, Mada,” said he, addressing himself to her; “you are delivered
from your enemies.  Born to a throne, if you have had need of y assistance, my counsels would
henceforth be useless to you.  My destiny and my duty oblige me to leave you tomorrow.  But,
should heaven prosper my arms, e assured I will not lose sight of your dearest interests.  To-
morrow I will carry whatever commands you choose to honour me with to the Blue Isle.  I
must deprive you of my lovely companions; for I have still two seas to cross, and in a country
where tyranny has destroyed every kind of navigation, I shall have need of their obliging
assistance.”

It was with pain that the Lady of the Beautiful Tresses saw the hero, to whom she
owed so much, determined to leave her so suddenly; but she thought it incumbent on her to
yield with a good grace to a resolution, the motive of which she could not bu approve; and they
took leave of each other with expressions of highest esteem.

The rising morn beheld Habib and his companions depart.  They flew over the billows,
and towards the middle of the day had reached the shores of the Blue Isle.  The inhabitants
were assembled, and indulging themselves in the joy of their unexpected deliverance; their
tyrants had been almost visibly humbled, and carried off in their presence.

The general happiness was much increased, when they learned from Habib the joyful
deliverance of their beautiful Queen.  And as they were the nearest inhabitants to the Black
Isle, he endeavoured to learn if, by any means they had got information of what was going on
there, and of the success of Abarikaf, in his attack on the only island that remained faithful to
Dorathil-Goase.

“Sir!” said the inhabitants to him, “ever since the rebels have taken possession of this
Isle, they have not left so much as a fishing boat.  Having the means of communication among
themselves, they have deprived us of every method of holding intercourse with the living
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beings of our own nature.  We cannot leave our own shore, and it is impossible for us to learn
what passes on theirs.  But, although it cannot be the effect either of a near or remote storm,
the arm of the sea which lies betwixt us, has, for some days, been blacker than usual. 
Unagitated by the wind or the tide, the billows are raised very unequally; and, without being
able to assign the real reason, we are of opinion, that the passage from this to the Black Island
is extremely dangerous, even although the fury of the monster who reigns there, did not deter
all such as might wish to make the attempt.”

The Arabian warrior being determined next day to examine, in person, what had been
described to him, accepted the hospitality which was offered him; and without giving the
smallest hint of his project, indulged in the amusements of a feast, which was held in honour
of the deliverance of the island.  Before the rising of the sun, he tore himself from repose,
mounted his raft, coasted along the Blue Isle, till he had entirely passed it, and endeavoured
to advance into the narrow strait, which lay betwixt it and the Black Isle.  But the sea before
him became so boisterous, that the dolphins, which conducted him, took fright, and ran
aground on the shore of the Blue Isle.

In vain did Habib strike the billows with his sabre; in vain did he pronounce that word,
by which he had prevailed over every enchantment; the charm which he was opposing did not
operate in the air, and his raft being driven upon the shore, was really a natural effect,
although the cause was not so.

The fishes, the monstrous inhabitants of the neighbouring deeps, were assembled in
the channel which he had to cross; and its waves were filled with them.  Their enormous
masses, moved by the restlessness which had been communicated to them, would have put
a large vessel in danger of being overset; and the sea in which they were tossed was terrible.

Accustomed, as the daughters of the sea were, to behold its most frightful inhabitants,
and, although emboldened by the presence of a here, formed to encourage inexperience and
timidity itself; yet, struck with this spectacle, uncommon and new to them, they had hastily
gained the land, and came upon the shore to surround the Arabian Knight, who remained for
a moment lost in thought.

“What danger can that be,” said he, “which has frightened dolphins and women?
“What difficulty is that which hath not vanished at the powerful word, which was given

me to pronounce?
“The sword of Solomon remains useless in the hands of the man who possesses not his

wisdom.  Oh! my dear Il’Haboul! where art thou? Inspire me— 
“Danger must be narrowly inspected, before one can judge of it; it is by the trial of

means that the force of hem is known.
“Sword of Solomon, open to me the depths of the sea, if I must penetrate them! 

Enable me to overcome its billows, if it is necessary.”
At that time, the hero was on the brow of a steep rock, from which he threw himself

headlong into the sea, and found himself surrounded on all sides by fishes, who pressed upon
him, but did not injure him.  Wherever he could reach them with his scimitar he slew them,
and in a short time the sea was covered with blood.  But their number, far from being
diminished, was still increased.  he was pressed by them on every side, for they were
restrained by barriers which prevented their escape.
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The warrior covered the sea with floating carcases, and was fatiguing himself, while the
scaly legions, which were around him, appeared to be reinforced.  At last he raised himself for
a moment above the dying wrecks with which he was surrounded.  “In the name of the
illustrious Solomon!” exclaimed he, “by whatever force these fishes are confined here, let
them retire into seas the most remote from this part of the globe!”

This command was followed by the most immediate effect; a prodigious commotion
took place in the waves, and the crowd of watery animals was dispersed.  The Knight swam
in the middle of an unembarrassed sea, on which bodies, deprived of motion, were seen to
float, every thing which had life having fled from it.

The three daughters of the sea observed, from the summit of a rock, what was going
on.  Ilzaide had, at several intervals, seen the ocean tinged with blood, and each time had set
up a shriek of terror.  When she beheld, however, the arm and sabre raised above the water,
she took courage.  “Of that ocean of blood,” said she, “not a drop has fallen from him!”  At
length, she thought the sea grew calmer, and she beheld the hero swimming, but it was
towards the main ocean.

“It is he himself!” said she; “he is attempting to swim across the sea!  he will be
drowned!” and with this she plunged into the deep.  in vain did her sisters call upon her to
return; they threw themselves after her into the sea; nor were they the only beings who
followed her.

Two dolphins, disengaged from the raft, and accustomed to sport with her, were at
their side.  Their instinct attached them to the daughters of the sea, and the assuage billows
offered no resistance to such expert swimmers.

Ilzaide expected, in a short time, to be within reach of assisting the object, about whose
fortune she was distressed.  But all at once he sunk, and disappeared.  She plunged into the
water, and witnessed a most dreadful combat.  Habib had encountered Abarikaf himself, who,
having entered into the body of a whale, made the most wonderful exertions.

When the hero wished to approach it, the huge animal opened its immense jaws, and
discharged a torrent of water, which drove him back.  Habib again appeared above the water,
and sinking again, he sprung upon the back of the monster, and, with his irresistible scimitar,
pierced through the sides, even to the heart of the enormous living sass, which he had
attacked.  The colossus of the water, with its furious struggles, covered the sea with blood and
foam, and sunk into the deep.

Habib was obliged to come above the liquid element in order to breathe, always
following with his eye the bloody tract which arose from the body he had pierced; but his
strength was beginning to fail, when he beheld Ilzaide approach.  “Mount upon a dolphin,
Knight,” said she to him; “you are too bold.  How!  You who are but a man, can you hazard
yourself in the main ocean, and there perform such astonishing exploits?”

In the relief which was thus sent him, the Arabian Knight acknowledged the protection
of heaven.  he followed the advice of Ilzaide, and with her assistance, and mounted upon a
dolphin, he was soon able to remark more at his ease the consequences of the dreadful
encounter, in which he had come off victorious.

When Abarikaf had attacked him, the rebel was surrounded with monsters like himself,
and others still more horrible.  All of them were subject to the genies his vassals, and the
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accomplices of his crimes.  But in the hour of his danger they had all forsaken him.  Blinded
by terror, they thought to have secured their own safety by flight.  They wished even to
abandon the bodies of sword fishes, blowers, and sea-lions, into which they had entered by the
power of enchantment: but they were all detained in them by virtue of an enchantment still
more powerful.

That was the tresses of the Queen of the Green and Blue Isles, a part of which, Habib
had, in a moment of impatience, thrown into the sea, saying, “In the name of Solomon, let
these hairs make as many slaves of God, as the accursed Misakobhe intended to bring into
subjection to himself, in order to establish his power.”

The enchantment affixed to the hair had its proper effect, and, from that very moment,
the genies became prisoners in the bodies of the inhabitants of the sea, which they had
subjected by an enchantment.

The whale, in which Abarikaf was embodied, being exhausted by the loss of blood,
appeared again above the water, like an inanimate body, and floated on the surface like an
island.  The Arabian Knight leaped from the back of the dolphin, mounted that of his
vanquished enemy, and there returned thanks to that being by whose power he was
victorious.

“I put my trust in god,” said he, “and was not afraid to descend into the depths of the
ocean.  There he gave light to my eyes, and liberty to my hands.  I attached a huge monster;
and, by the favour of the Most High, the steel reached the heart of my enemy.

“When my vigour was exhausted, he sent Ilzaide to my relief.  A child sent from
heaven to the assistance of man, is alone worth a whole legion.”

Encouraged by the example of the valiant Knight, Ilzaide instantly sprung upon the
back of the enormous fish.  Her sisters observing her, pressed eagerly to the place, followed
by six other dolphins, and boldly followed her example.

Meanwhile, the lifeless mass which carried them, drifted by the tide, had gone out of
the channel which leads to the Black Isle, and had passed it.  Habib, after receiving with
gratitude and modesty, the congratulations of the companions of his adventures, enquired at
them what land it was which appeared at a great distance in the horizon.  “It is,” replied the
eldest, “the island of Medinaz-il-ballor, in the capital of which our Queen has her habitation. 
At this information, Habib could scarcely restrain his joy.  “What!” said he, “hive I the
happiness of beholding that so much wished for land!  Could I reach it, with the monster that
is under our feet, what an agreeable sight would it be to your Queen!  For I have no doubt,
that the rebel Abarikaf is confined in chains in the bowels of the whale.”

“This is perfectly possible,” said the three sisters, “but it would prove a very slow raft. 
We will therefore go and bring from the bottom of the sea some plants, with which we will
make harness for our dolphins.”  Upon this they instantly plunged into the waves and
disappeared.

Their address and eagerness fulfilled their intentions in a moment; the dolphins were
yoked, and the body of the whale, being no longer guided by the current, directed its course
to the spacious harbour of Medinaz-il-ballor.  They then heard from the belly of the whale,
groanings, like the noise of waves, when they rush into some deep cavity of the rocks upon the
shore.

509



Abarikaf perceived that he was about to be delivered to the vengeance of Illabousatrou
and Dorathil-Goase, and expected their vengeance to be severe.

Meanwhile, the arrival of an enormous floating mass, which was approaching the island
of Medinaz-il-ballor, had attracted the attention of Ilbacaras, who was entrusted with the
perpetual guard of the interests of Dorathil-Goase, through the whole extent both of the land
and seas of the Black Isle.

This Vizier, transformed into a bird, had taken his station aloft in the middle region of
the air: for the lower one, all around Medinaz-il-ballor, was infested by the guards of the
rebels.  He perceived some motion on the sea, but from the height to which he was elevated,
he was unable to determine the cause of it; when he observed a point suddenly detached from
it, and float upon the water.

He ventured, with great precaution, to descend from his station, and the air appeared
to him quite free of every enemy.  Still using the utmost caution to prevent his falling into any
snare, he approached nearer the earth.  The fogs which covered the sea, and the shores of
Medinaz-il-ballor, were all gathered upon the Black Isle; they as it were sunk down upon it,
and the island seemed to be crushed with them.

The point which he followed with his eye, grew larger by degrees, and appeared at
length like a small floating island, capable of filling the harbour of Medinaz-il-ballor, towards
which he thought it was driven by the current.  This island did not appear to be entirely
destitute of inhabitants, although, in every other respect, it seemed absolutely naked. 
Ilbacaras flew with great rapidity, to inform Dorathil-Goase of what he had discovered. 
“Great Queen,” said he, “I have acquainted you, that I perceived some unusual motions on
the Black Isle, and on the sea which separates us from it.  And, to-day, at the rising of the sun,
I beheld an agitation among the billows, which was not occasioned by the wind; indeed, they
seemed to move in a quite contrary direction.  All at once an island arose from the deep, on
the surface of which I could distinguish some human figures, and which is carried, but by what
means I know not, towards your shore and harbour.

“Besides, Abarikaf hath deserted all his stations; and his whole force seems to be
collected upon the Black Isle, from which they must intercept the rays of the sun.  The island
which advances, may perhaps be some new and unforseen method of attack, which hath
nothing very threatening in its appearance.  But as it must be the effect of enchantment, your
prudence ought to neglect nothing in order to prevent and overcome its operation.”

Dorathil-Goase informed her two ministers, and her grandfather Illabousatrou; and in
a moment the coast was lined with all the warriors of the country.  Illabousatrou assembled
around him all the genies, who remained subject to his authority, that he might be able to
repel any attack that Abarikaf, at the head of those whom he had involved in his rebellion,
might attempt.  Medinaz-il-ballor was all in motion, to prepare for the most vigorous defence,
least the enormous mass which approached should conceal in its sides numerous battalions,
and suddenly cast them forth upon the land.

Habib, keeping his eyes perpetually fixed on the shores he so eagerly wished to
approach, soon perceived, by the movements which he saw, the sort of uneasiness he
occasioned.  As he entered the road of Medinaz, he accidentally passed very near an island
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covered with trees; he laid hold of a branch, which he lopped off with his scimitar, and gave
to Ilzaide.

“Go to the shore,” said he, “beautiful young lady, and present yourself with this
branch, in token of peace.  Cause yourself to be conducted to the Queen, and tell her, that an
Arabian Knight, who is devoted to her for life, requests her permission to throw himself at her
feet.”

Ilzaide took the branch, and came out betwixt two waves, under a rock which lay at
the mouth of the harbour.  There, after she had prepared herself, she appeared, with the
branch in her hand, to those who guarded that quarter, and requested them to conduct her
to the Queen.  One may easily imagine the transports of joy which arose in the heart of
Dorathil-Goase, at the sight and message of this charming messenger.  nevertheless, her chief
minister stopped her, as she was about to fly to the shore.

“Madam,” said he, “your enemy has been informed, that the stars had promised you
the assistance of an Arabian Knight; and may have assumed an ingenuous and plausible story,
in order to ensnare you.  There is something very extraordinary, in the vessel which carries
your Knight.  Permit me to propose some questions to his messenger.

“Young daughter of the sea, for I plainly perceive that you are one of these, can you
inform us, by what means the Knight who has been announced proposes to arrive here?  He
cannot land on that earth which at present bears him up, without running the danger of filling
the harbour.”— “Do you then take for earth,” replied Ilzaide, “a large abominable whale,
which I saw him kill, and on which my sisters and I were mounted together with him? He says
that this enormous monster was the greatest enemy of the Queen, and that he intended to
present it to her.”

“Do you not recognize Habib, by his exploit?” said the Queen to her minister, with
great eagerness.  “Not yet, Madam,” replied the minister.  “Abarikaf, in the shape of a whale,
may come to get possession of your harbour, and then he will impose conditions on you, in his
own shape.”

“Abarikaf!” resumed Ilzaide eagerly, “much evil has he and his followers done us, but
I imagine he will not be able to do us any more.  I believe it is he who is heard to complain,
in the belly of the whale; at least the hero says so.”

“And who is this hero? beautiful daughter,” replied the Vizier.  “It is the same,” said
Ilzaide, with still more eagerness, “who slew that abominable shark, Ilrachim-Cham, his son
the tiger, and enormous giant, completely covered with iron; the same who hath delivered the
lady whose tresses are so beautiful, and who hath destroyed all the monsters, which were the
cause of our misery.  He does every thing in the name of Dorathil-Goase our Queen.  My
sisters call him a hero.  For my part, I know not what this means; but were your affection for
him as strong as mine, you would run in haste to behold him.”

Notwithstanding her impatience, Dorathil-Goase took great delight in hearing these
artless praises bestowed on the idol of her heart.  She addressed Ilbacaras: “Fly!” said she to
him, “you know Habib.  Go and find him, present yourself to him in your natural form, and
cause him to be brought here, by two of your genies.  You may drive the whale on shore upon
the sand.”
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“And my sisters, Madam” said Ilzaide; “you must make them come also; they have
always been with the hero, and would be unwilling to leave him.”— “Yes, my charming girl!”
said the Queen, “both your sisters and you shall have a welcome reception here, and shall be
loaded with proofs of our kindness.”

Ilbacaras departed; and the old minister, when he saw the pretty messenger remain
as an hostage, became perfectly easy; and the veracity of the recital she had made seemed no
longer suspicious.

Illabousatrou arrived.  “It is your Arabian Knight, whom we are about to receive, my
daughter!  I have been just now assured of this, and am informed that he has established on
your head, all the crowns which have been torn from it.”

The beautiful Queen felt such transports of joy, as carried her even to distraction.  She
commanded her Vizier, and besought her father, to give all the necessary orders for the
triumphant reception of her Knight, her avenger, her hero, her lover, and her spouse; and
made the ingenious Ilzaide repeat many circumstances, which gradually changed her
transports of joy into those of tenderness and love.

Ilbacaras had now joined the hero, and proposed to transport him immediately to the
palace of the Queen.  Habib replied, “I owe this moment still to her interests.  You must draw
the whale ashore, and I must be present.  Once my prudence forsook me, and this hath ever
since been a lesson to me.  I suspect, that the cruel enemy of your Queen still lives in the belly
of the monster, which he excited against me.  I must ascertain this fact, that I may conduct
myself towards him, as the instrument of Solomon, against whom he hath rebelled, and secure
the tranquillity of you Sovereign.”  Ilbacaras made the whale be dragged to a place on the
shore, where it was easy, by repeated efforts, to draw it upon the land, after which Habib
approached it, and raising his voice, “Vile enemy of God!” said he, appearing to address the
monster; “guilty towards him and his Prophets, apostate from the religion which thou didst
once acknowledge, art thou confined in this body?”

Upon this, a gnashing of teeth was heard, which appeared to come from the belly of the
animal.  “Speak!” said Habib, still insisting, “or I will devote you to the most cruel
punishments.”  The word yes was then heard to issue from the mouth of the whale, in a
mournful and plaintive tone.

The Knight then drew from his bosom the parcel of hair he had kept.  “Let the projects
of the foolish,” said he, “have their full accomplishment upon themselves.  Let these hairs
become chains of iron, to deprive thee completely of action; and be thou, with all thy followers,
delivered to the ministering servants of Solomon, and thrown into the deep caverns of
Caucasus.”

As he pronounced this command, Habib tied the fins of the whale with the hairs, and
the enormous mass appeared to make an effort as if to raise itself; but this was not repeated,
and the spoils of the Lady of the Beautiful Tresses, employed, without doubt, on some other
purpose, immediately disappeared.

“My Queen is in safety!” said Habib to Ilbacaras; “and I can now indulge myself in the
happiness of seeing her.  Conduct me, I beseech you, to the palace.”
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