
ARABIAN TALES:
Volume 4

Continuation of The History of Habib and Dorathil-Goase; or the Knight.

While the Arabian Knight was employed in confirming the tranquillity of Dorathil-
goase, every preparation was making in the palace, and in the city of Medinaz-il-ballor, in
order to receive in triumph a victorious deliverer and avenger, who was soon to be its
sovereign. The charming Queen amused her tender impatience in hearing Ilzaide repeat the
actions she had witnessed, and even the very minuted conversation which that young lady had
been able to remember of her dear Knight.

As night had come on, it was by means of superb illuminations that Habib arrived in
the apartment where he was expected. One might paint the royal magnificence displayed
around him; but his tender and respectful transports, and those of the delicate Queen, being
beyond all expression, could not be represented.

Never passion, which had been the work of destiny, entered into hearts so well fitted
to be united to each other; never had so many beauties and exterior graces been joined to so
much merit and virtue.

Habib was transported with the excess of his good fortune, and Dorathil-goase cried
out, “I can give you, my dear Habib, only my heart, my crown, and my hand; what trivial
recompense for so many services! what price for so many toils, and virtues so heroic!”

The same evening which witnessed their interview, beheld likewise the ceremony
which was to ratify their union. The same night saw lovers and spouses happy; and the next
morning sun observed the transports of their felicity, and the joy of all the Isle of Medinaz.

But the good fortune of Habib did not make him lose sight of the obligations he had
come under. The Prince Dal-ilsha, the husband of the lady with the beautiful hair, was still
doomed to languish in the prisons of the Black Isle; and that unhappy country, though no
longer infested with the crimes and the presence of Abarikaff, must yet be exposed to a very
great disorder.

He gave his word of honour to the Lady with the beautiful hair, that he would deliver
her husband. He is the peace-maker marked out by the ruling stars of all the states of
Dorathil-goase. He will not employ any other means than those which Fortune has put in his
power, in order to undertake and prosecute his adventures . The three daughters of the sea
are with Dorathil-goase, who begins to crown them with her favours. He addresses the eldest:

“We have here,” says he to her, “some vessels which I could put to sea, in order to
pass to the Black Isle, but I prefer your invention, which has so happily supplied us.

“When an affair is regulated by Fortune, she delights to make the success of the
business depend on the most trifling means, that man may know to whom he ought to ascribe
glory of it.
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“Try, ladies, to find our raft, if it be not easier for you to construct another. I shall take
no rest till I have dried up the tears of the Lady with the beautiful hair, and remedied the
abuses which disturb the repose of such of my subjects as yet remain in the Black Isle.”

The three sisters received with joy that proposal. They found themselves sharers in the
glory which Habib enjoyed. Ilzaide was somewhat grave, since she had seen the marriage. of
the hero; but as the affection she bore him was sincere, she still loved him with all her heart,
although she saw that he belonged to another, against whom she had nothing to charge.

Habib invited his beautiful Queen to the council which he held with the amiable
companions of his adventures, and it was resolved to set out as soon as the raft shall be ready;
but Dorathil-goase, upon her roch, proposes to hover over the vessel, to watch its course, and
to give notice of dangers, in case it should be exposed to any, and to take as a companion Il-
baccaras, one of the genii who was most attached to her, and whom she regarded most,
attended by two other genii.

Next morning the boat was ready, and Habib upon the sea, at sun rise. The harnessed
dolphins seemed to double their strength and swiftness, and the whole coast of the Black Isle
was in view.

Il-baccaras observes with satisfaction, and makes Dorathil-goase likewise observe, that
the coasts are entirely disengaged from that cloud of black vapours, which, during the
preceding days, rendered the view horrible.

Habib landed with the greatest ease, and seeing some inhabitants disfigured with
leanness wandering upon the shore, called them, and begged accounts of their tyrant,
Abarikaff.

“He has been vanquished,” answered they, “we must believe it from the frightful cries
which all his friends have raised. Two days ago we were obliged to flee to the mountains.
Instantly the most horrible sea monsters covered all our coasts. In the fury with which they
were agitated, they tore one another, and the ground is still dyed with their blood, which they
shed upon it.

“The rest of us, for a long time past, the poor slaves of all these monsters, have fought
to escape their fury, and that hateful spectacle. Their roarings and howlings, repeated by the
echoes which surrounded us, were still resounding in our ears, and continuing to terrify us,
when, all on a sudden, we thought we perceived the gleam of some flames of lightning, and the
noise ceased. We spent the night in that state of inquietude and terror into which we had been
thrown; but this morning we perceived nothing but the tainted vapour which the blood of all
the monsters had diffused.—Happily, the heat of the sun has exhaled it; the winds have
dissipated it; otherwise this retreat had been uninhabitable.”

While Habib was talking with the inhabitants, the roch, at a regular height, hovered
above the isle, whose unfortunate inhabitants, terrified by so many prodigies, raised their eyes
towards that object with an air of uneasiness.

The Knight encouraged them; “you see nothing here,” says he, “that is hostile to you.
I am the husband of Dorathil-goase, your queen and your sovereign. The object which is in
the air is a roch, upon the back of which is my wife, who comes with me to give you that
assistance which you have need of, and to establish order and peace among you. But where
is the palace which Abarikaff inhabited?”
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“Sire,” replied the inhabitants, “we are astonished at this matter. It was in that plain,
and we now do not see even its ruins. Every thing respecting it was visionary, as likewise the
forms which it daily assumed. For on the earth it was sometimes a dog of a frightful size, in
the air a huge bird, and in the sea a whale.” “He had taken prisoners, what is become of
them?” “Sire,” said the inhabitants, “if they be here, they must languish very much; the
tyrant prevented them from death, but he did not give them the proper means of life.”

“Did you know the prince Dal-ilsha?” replied Habib. “Yes, Sir, we have heard of him.
He loaded him too with chains, on account of his wife’s hair, which he and his friends wished
to make themselves masters of. He, however, has never consented to give it to them.”

“Go,” said Habib to them, “disperse yourselves every where around. I will reward him
who shall find me that unfortunate prince.”

The inhabitants obeyed, and found Dal-ilsha, stretched upon the grass, near the spot
where the dungeons, built by Abarikaff’s enchantments, were situated, in the neighbourhood
of his palace. They hastily constructed a litter, and brought the emaciated and almost dying
prince to Habib.

The daughters of the sea crowded around the affecting object of compassion. Dorathil-
goase observed the concern which that object occasioned. Solicitous to know the cause, and
encouraged by the presence of her hero, against every species of fear, she let down her roch,
and alighted near the group, whose activity engaged her attention.

Immediately she mingled her anxieties with those of the three sisters. Il-baccaras
likewise joined his sympathies to theirs, and powerful elixirs inspired so much strength into
the husband of the lady with the beautiful hair, that he could rise, act, and speak, and thank
them for the relief he had met with.

He received intelligence of the deliverance of his wife and his subjects; acknowledged
his obligations to the Knight, who was present, and to the husband of his relation, Dorathil-
goase, and discovered to them both, his gratitude and satisfaction that he had the pleasure of
seeing them; insomuch that, from impatience, he had almost thrown himself into the arms of
his wife. Dorathil-goase and Habib must now provide for the government of the Black-Isle.
That charge devolved to Il-baccaras. An opportunity was now afforded of rewarding the
daughters of the sea for their services, and the Arabian Knight availed himself of it, by giving
the eldest as a wife to this new viceroy.

Ilzaide heartily rejoiced at her sister’s good fortune. She could not conceive that one
could desire to marry any other than a hero. She really amused herself with respect to the
nuptials of her sister, without abandoning her own darling project of marrying a hero.

The isle had been ravaged during the reign of the rebel Genii; its sovereigns consulted
with the new Prince, whom they had appointed, in order to restore the people to allegiance
and happiness; and Dorathil-goase, after these precautions, resolved to visit the isles subjected
to her dominion, to bring back the Prince Dal-ilsha, to the Green Isle, to pass by the Blue Isle,
that she might, on rejoining her husband, concert plans to open a communication by sea
between two isles, now under her dominion.

Next morning Habib and the two sisters put to sea with the raft. The roch was in the
air; Dal-ilsha, refreshed a little from the distresses he had long endured, accompanied the
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Queen; and alacrity contributed, with the usual calmness of the season, to render their voyage
successful.

The two Sovereigns, and their tributary Prince, found the inhabitants of the Blue Isle
occupied in rebuilding their houses, and impatient to find a shelter from the troubles which
had lately reigned among them, under the protection of those wise regulations which they had
enjoyed before the rebellion.

A fishing-boat, the only vessel in the Blue Isle, was dispatched by the lady with the
beautiful hair, in order to allure them that she would share with them the treasure found in
the Tyrant’s steel-castle, as soon as she was able to put to sea a vessel which she was
constructing. Dal-ilsha acknowledged the penetrating sagacity of his wife. Habib and Dorathil-
goase applauded it, and they all determined to repair instantly to the Green Isle.

The tears are to be dried up. The lady with the beautiful hair is to see again the
husband who has been so cruelly separated from her. The two charming cousins are to pour
forth, in each others embrace, tears of tenderness, and to communicate the gratitude which
they felt to their valiant deliverer.

They must sail to the White Isle and to the Yellow Isle. The two relations will not
separate, and it is probable that this shall be the end of their voyage.

When the voyagers had arrived at the White Isle, Dorathil-goase, who made all the
circumstances of her adventures and travels continually be rehearsed to Habib, descried the
summit of Caucasus, which penetrates the clouds.

“Heh!” says she, “is it yonder our faithful Habib resides? Ah! Habib, you ought not to
have carried me so far, if, after discovering the retreat of our best friend, I must return without
paying him a tribute of gratitude for the many services he has done us. Leave your boat with
the daughters of the sea; mount upon the roch with us, and, in order to vary our pleasures,
let us go taste the sweets of friendship.”

This desire of the beautiful Queen met the most ardent wishes of her husband, and the
voyage was undertaken.

As the King approached the deep shore which borders the sea towards Caucasus,
Habib pointed out to the Queen the spot, where, after issuing from the caverns, he was
assisted by the daughters of the sea. The tender-hearted Dorathil-goase shuddered at the idea
of that horrible abode, which was excited by the situation of her lover.

When they were above Caucasus, he showed, her a part of the deserts they had gone
over.

“I am glad,” said he, “that my lover sees at what price I purchase my happiness. It is
so great that it makes me forget all it has cost me.”

Mean while the aerial vehicle parted over the top of Caucasus. The roch which carried
it lowered its flight, and descended at the entrance of Il-haboul’s cave. That good genius had
been apprised that an object was perceived in the air, which appeared to move towards him.
Indeed, whom else could one visit, in a spot so impracticable and uninhabitable to men?

A prominent rock covered the entrance. According to his custom, he perfumed the air
with enchanted vapour, in order to make it lose the extreme coldness of these frozen climates.
One of his messengers soon informed him, that Habib and Dorathil-goase were the guests
whom he was to receive, and acquainted him with, the re-union of the two lovers.
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He presented himself before the Queen, assisted her in alighting from her roch, pressed
Habib’s hand in a friendly manner, expressed to the prince Dal-ilsha, and to his wife, the
satisfaction he felt on seeing them, and conducted them into the innermost apartment of his
mansion, and set them down to a table, already prepared for them.

The roch, produced upon Mount Caucasus itself, was no stranger there. Il-haboul soon
got intelligence of the most important circumstances of his young pupil’s successful expedition
against the rebel genii. He already knew the most part of them. For some time past, the gates
of his cave looking towards the sea had been continually open, in order to receive prisoners,
sent in the name of Habib. The guilty Abarikaff, and all the rebel chiefs, were of. the number.

When he had learned of his guests what was most important for him-to know, and when he
had enjoyed with them the sweets of friendship and confidence, after conducting Dorathil-
goase and the Laxly with the beautiful hair into a place properly furnished for their reception,
he took Habib and Dal-ilsha aside, and addressed the former as follows:

“My dear pupil, for I shall hereafter honour myself with the name of your governor;
you have hitherto fulfilled your noble and labourious destiny. It remains for you now only to
satisfy the duties and wishes of nature. There is a very distressing part of your history, which
you must now hear.”

Habib expressed astonishment and uneasiness: “Continue,” said the Genie, “to shew
yourself worthy of Dorathil-goase, of the Great Salamis, your father, of the favours of heaven,
of the particular protection of the prophet Solomon. Arm your soul with, fresh courage. Fortify
it against the excess of sensibility. He alone can resist and overcome misfortune who bears it
with unshaken fortitude.”

After this preamble, Il-Haboul informed his pupil of the report which the twenty
Knights had made to Salamis, at their return, of the despair of that tender and virtuous father
upon hearing of the death of his son, the only object which rendered life desirable to him.—
That Prince’s grief had been so violent, that his eyes had been charged into two rivers of tears,
whose acrimony had deprived him of his sight.

Become incapable by this loss, of awing them, as usual, by his skill, his activity, his
resources, and courage, a tribe which had been formerly subdued by his arms, had erected the
standard of rebellion against him, and had engaged others to espouse their quarrel. Those who
remained faithful had already lost several battles, and, if he were not relieved instantly, he
would be in danger of falling into the power of his enemies.

At this recital of Il-Haboul, a change took place in the soul of Habib, which was the seat
of the most vehement as well as the noblest passions, but he had been previously armed
against them.

“Give me advice, my dear tutelary Genii?, and you shall see that I know my duty.”
“My advice, replied Il-Haboul, is this:

“You have the means of sailing. Set sail instantly for Arabia. Your father’s eyesight is
obscured, but his eyes are not destroyed. The remedy which will cure them ought to be
applied by the hand which has been the cause of his malady, that of Dorathil- goase.

“The secret of it lies in the treasures of Solomon, and you ought to go and seek for it
there. Access to them, with respect to you, is attended with neither difficulty nor danger. You
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have the key at hand. It is the word written upon the talisman; besides, the Prophet’s
workman has every privilege with him.”

“But,’‘ said Habib, “if I and my wife depart, what will become of Dal-ilsha and his?
Could they follow us, since they are so necessary in their states; and who will put an end to
the uneasiness which our absence will cause in mine?

“When you were advancing with so much difficulty towards Caucasus, how, my dear
Habib, did I send you assistance?. The same means are in my power to conduct to the Green
Isle the Lady with the beautiful hair, and her husband. The same slave of the Prophet who
shall conduct them on the roch, will communicate intelligence of you to Il-Habous-hatrous,
your grandfather, and to your viziers, and you shall proceed with safety on your way to
Arabia.

“I cannot accompany you thither. My business detains me here, the more as my
employments have been more than doubled since your expeditions commenced. It was
impossible for me likewise to allay the anxieties of your virtuous father, by giving him
intelligence of you.

“Since you wish to regulate your conduct by my advice, you shall not go down to your
father’s territories. You shall carry your wife to our little asylum in the mountain. As there is
nothing there to attract research, it was regarded during the troubles occasioned by the
rebellion. The furniture which Dorathil-goase carries along with her, will serve there for her
accommodation; and give yourself no uneasiness with regard to the manner in which the little
daughter of a Genie can live in a spot where there is fish, game, and fruits.”

“You will be obliged,” added the Genie, “on entering Solomon’s treasury, to hang up
to a trophy, the scimitar with which you were allowed to fight against his enemies. It is not a
common sword of battle; and you do not wish to take any advantage over your antagonists,
except that which cares, experience, strength, acquired by toil and courage, bestow.

But you shall not go to the camp without arms. It appears you shall have a battle, and
I will give you two complete suits of armour, in the Parthian style, like that which I wore when
I presented myself at the entrenchments of your camp. Horse harness and barbs shall be
added, and you may use them as your prudence shall suggest.”

“Dear Il-haboul,” said Habib, “I feel the strongest emotions; my life depends upon the
moment when I shall bring assistance to my father. Open to me for once the gate which leads
me to the talisman, who will let me see the author of all my joys. One moment’s delay is an
enormous burden upon my heart; and I doubt not my dear Dorathil-goase sympathises with
my emotion.

No doubt the charming Queen must have been very much disposed to enter into the
views of a husband, all whose affections she shared. Preparation was made for the voyage.

Habib went down into the cave, where the arms of Solomon were deposited. None
offered to dispute his entering. When he approaches the trophy, in order to fix to it the
scimitar, he observed, upon the vizier of a head piece, two fiat opal stones, resembling in
bigness the eyes of a man, bound together by a thread of gold. They shone with a brilliant
lustre. He considered them to be the talisman mentioned to him, took them up, and retired,
mortified that he could not remain longer in a place where he could derive so much
instruction. But the sentiments of filial affection extinguished in him every other passion, and
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he only waited the departure of Dal-ilsha and his wife to fly where his affection and duty called
him.

Another circumstance affected him. He had left the daughters of the sea in the White
Isle; he made the husband and his wise engage to stop there, and take them along.

Next morning the two rochs mounted into the air, and took contrary routes.
Towards the evening of the third day, the children of Salamis could discover his tents.

The bird which carried them alighted at the fence which barred the entrance of the retreat
frequented by Habib and Il-Haboul.

The happy couple entered. The Genie who conducted the roch relieved the animal of
its burden, and left it to be led by instinct to seek its food. Habib and Dorathil-goase resolve
to wait the break of day and, as soon as it appeared, he prepared to avail himself of it.

Habib must enter into his father’s, tents unknown, and save him and Yamira from the
danger of a too hasty discovery. Immediately he prepares his disguise.

He found, by chance, among his lumber, a pair of old slippers, which served him to
work in. These were his shoes.

He covered his shoulders with a goat skin, and fastened another round his middle.
These served him for clothing.

He rubbed his face and neck over with a deep yellow stuff, which hid his complexion;
frizzled his hair and beard, and, with a dagger at his belt, and a stick in his hand, with a little
basket full of fruit, he passed the barriers, and arrived at the gate of the tent in which his
mother’s slaves lived.

He found there a large and convenient stone, and, with his basket between his legs, he
sat down to rest upon it, and even pretended to sleep.

Several slaves passed, but he saw not the one in whom he was to confide. At length the
appeared. He called her by name, for she had been his governess. “Zooks! do you know me,
young man?” said the old woman; “Yes,” replied Habib, “and if you will come with me behind
this great tree, I will tell you a story which will highly entertain our masters. Put my basket
into your tent, and if you be not satisfied with what I shall tell you, both it and the fruits shall
be yours.”

The slave, more curious than greedy, took the fruits, and went behind the tree, which
almost touched the back of the tent, and concealed the interview, she was now to have with
him. “Come, speak,” said she, “what have you to say to me?”

“Assure me that, if what I tell you gives you very great pleasure, you will not exclaim,
nor make the least noise.”

“Think on the juggler!” said the old woman. “Thou must be very eloquent! This does
not appear from thy mantle nor thy shoes. Hast thou then made many ladies cry out by only
speaking to them?”

“No, my dear good lady, if you don’t be on your guard, you will be the first.”
“But,” says the old woman, “only look at the vagrant fellow with his basket of plums,

who calls me his good lady, and yet does not provoke me! Have done, will you? and give me
this mighty pleasure which I wait for.”

“You love the poor man Habib very much, don’t you?”—“And you come here to make
me weep?”—“On the contrary, if you love him, comfort yourself. He lives.”
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In saying that, he held her, and prevented her from crying out.
“Hush! hush!” said he, “my good lady, and make not the least noise. I myself am

Habib. I will shew you the sign which is on my neck, and that which was on my breast; and
I will sing you the little song which I made for you.”

“How! does the sound of his voice penetrate me?” said the old woman; and Habib shut
her mouth with his hand.

“Take care, you will make a mother die with surprise; I come to deliver my father from
the hands of his enemies, and you will make me fail in my design, if they know who I am.”

“Hush! hush! command yourself, in the name of God, my good governess; shew me a
tent where I may conceal myself. If I cannot enter by the gate, I shall creep under the wall;
and I will shew you how to behave, that the news of my return, which you will report, may not
occasion any revolution, and may be kept secret among us four, which is requisite for the
safety of us all.”

The good slave had almost been suffocated; however, she could not speak more, for she
wept. There was no person in her tent, and she brought her pupil into it. There, after he had
given her instructions with regard to the manner in which she ought to inform his mother, he
endeavoured to find out a method of remaining concealed, and his good governess went to
watch the moment of opportunity to speak to Yamira, who scarcely ever left Salamis.

Habib remained alone, and indulged the most sorrowful reflections upon comparing the
formidable condition of his father’s camp in former times, with that in which he had now found
it.

Single barriers no longer surrounded it, but entrenched palisades; and if any military
preparations are making at all, in that part which he crossed, they were only for a defensive
war, It is impossible to imagine the hero’s impatience to embrace his father and mother,
comfort them, to restore sight to the respectable author of his life, and to come to blows with
the ungrateful cowards who had taken advantage of the infirmity of their sovereign, to revolt,
and even to endanger his liberty by their extravagance.

Happily, to interrupt these distressing Thoughts, the good governess must soon return.
Sleep had, for some time, shut the eyes of the Emir, and Yamira had retired into her

own tent to enjoy refreshment and repose. The governess followed, and shut herself up with
her. “Madam,” said she, “you have much confidence in my dreams. I have had mournful ones
for a long time past, and unfortunately they were true , but that which I am going to relate to
you has filled me with consolation and hope.

“The twenty Knights who had accompanied our child into the desert were cowards,
and afterwards liars. Our dear Habib is alive. He is well. I have kissed the marks which he has
upon his breast, and upon his arm.”

“And when you dreamed you kissed these marks can that signify the Knights were
liars, and our child alive?”

“Oh! madam,” replied the old woman, “I leaned upon him; he locked me to his heart,
which beat hard. It was not the heart of one dead, Madam, I assure you.”—“But when and
where dreamed you this dream?” “Just now, Madam; but take this draught of fresh water;
I will tell you more of it.”
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Yamira had the complaisance to drink. “Well,” said the old woman, “I do not hesitate
now to speak to you more clearly. Don’t die for joy.

“I did not dream. I saw and tenderly embraced our very Habib. He arrived at this
house, which he calls his little retreat; and see the basket of plumbs he has brought me. He
entered the camp under the appearance of a poor man, and his face was bedaubed with earth.
He does not wish to discover himself to any person but his father and us. That is very essential
to the interest of his father; you know our Habib is wise, and what he says should be done.”

In spite of the glass of water Yamira was much affected. She cast her eyes upon the
basket which contained the fruit, and could only cry, “See plumbs from his garden!”

Then the governess diffused some essences. “Recover yourself, Madam,” said she, “a
great happiness is about to follow, to recompense all our sorrows. My Habib desired me to
look this night at the sky, with the greatest attention, for I should not see a star which was not
in our favour.

“But where is he?” said Yamira, somewhat recovered. “In my tent, behind that large
twig basket, which came full of Chiraz-stuffs. Take courage; recover yourself, Madam. Come,
see where he is. We will shut our selves in with him; we will comb his locks, and wash his face;
and I am much deceived if we do not find him more handsome than ever.”

Yamira made an effort which supported her to the tent of the governess. There, after
precautions against surprise and alarm, the basket was removed, and Habib fell at the  feet
of his mother, who was seated upon the bed of the governess.

Recourse must be had to essences again, in  order to recover both mother and son from
their common swoon.

At length they revived in each other’s arms. “Oh! my dear Habib,” said Yamira, “what
favour of Heaven has restored you to us?”

“She, Madam, who was promised to me by the stars. You see before you the happy
husband of Dorathil-goase, the King of the Seven Seas, the unworthy instrument of the great
Solomon, the conqueror of the enemies of God, and of his prophets; but who would be
miserable amidst all that fortune, if he did not bring with him the physician which can
instantly restore sight to his father.”—“Sight to my dear Salamis!” cried Yamira. “Yes,
Madam,” answered Habib, and that physician—is my spouse. She herself, commissioned by
the decrees of Heaven to effect infallibly, this marvellous cure.”

“Your spouse!” exclaimed Yamira, “where is she?” “In my garden hut; she waits there
for an Arabian dress. Provide two of them, under which she may disguise her sex, and I may
be unknown.

“We propose, Madam, to introduce to my father, in the eye of the whole camp, an
Arabian physician, and his slave. Give orders to one of Emir’s grooms, whose discretion you
can most depend upon, to follow me with three mules to my little retreat, where I am going
immediately, that he may open the gates on our return.

“Announce to the slaves that you have sent to call a physician, and that a tent must
be prepared for his lodging. We will arrive at sun-set, and you need engage only the governess
in our service.

“Thus far, Madam, prepare my father, by some story which may elevate his spirits on
my account. Inspire him with confidence in a skilful man, who needs only to see his eyes, and
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apply his fingers gently to them, in order immediately to restore his sight. I shall not, if
possible, make myself known to him till after the operation.”

Habib’s proposal was executed; and he went off to his retreat, going before his father’s
groom, without speaking to him.

When they approached the pales, he called the groom by name, who was struck with
the sound of his voice.

“Don’t be astonished,” said he, “I have spoken with the voice of Habib, because I am
he. You will see, when you are entering, something which will surprise you still more, the
Queen, my spouse. Prepare yourself for what we shall appoint in favour of your Emir, my
father.”

The groom thought he was dreaming , but the business with which he was charged soon
convinced him of the contrary.

Habib put upon two mules arms and riding furniture, which he got from Il-Haboul. He
and Dorathil-goase put on their disguise. The young physician was mounted upon the best
mule. His slave, on foot, conducted one. of the mules; the groom the other.

The arms were covered with the skins of lions and tigers, which were lying in the hut;
and the little troop arrived at the camp about the twilight, and were admitted.

Mean while, Yamira and the Governess were attending Salamis, who had now awoke.
They accosted him in a tone less melancholy than usual. The good Emir appeared satisfied.

“Heaven,” said he, “has humbled me. I was too much elated by its benefits, and it has
withdrawn them, that I may know my insignificance. I bless it, my dear Yamira! since I see
you are as resigned as I am.

“Though bereaved of my glory and my power, and of my sight, I will brave that slavery
which threatens me, since you will aid me in supporting it. My cowardly enemies fear not my
lance, but they will fear that of the great Prophet, and we shall be revenged. He will unite us
to our Habib; and we be happy.”

“Oh!” said the Governess, “after the dream which Madam and I have dreamed, I am
certain we shall see our Habib.”

“What dream!” said Salamis. “Whoever heard of a dream of two persons?”
“We both dreamed, however, and each of us the same dream. We saw Habib. He was

handsome; he was a King. He had a Queen, beautiful as the Houris. He loved his father and
us with all the native tenderness of his heart; and he intended to come hither and let. us see
him, and—“ ”See him!” cried Salamis, “that will not happen on earth. My eyes are shut for
ever.”

“You shall be, perhaps, agreeably deceived; in this respect,” replied the Governess.
“They speak of an excellent physician. If the apple of the eye be entire he restores sight in a
moment, and that too, without occasioning pain.”

“I have been but too much the dupe of quacks and astrologers.” “This man is neither.
He offers to pledge a thousand pieces of gold, before he undertakes it. If he do not succeed,
and occasions the least pain, he will lose his money.”

“Let him pledge then,” said Salamis. “I with to gain the thousand pieces of gold for
those of my poor subjects who have been robbed of their flocks. It will only cost me a little
patience. The fellow shall suffer for his villainy.”
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That compliance on the part of Salamis was all that Yamira could procure. Habib and
Dorathil-goase arrived. When they were introduced into the Emir’s apartment, the groom
deposited the arms covered with the skins.

The operation on the Emir’s eyes was now to be performed but the curious were
disappointed, and removed. A supper was ordered to be prepared, which the Governess alone
must wait upon; and the groom was appointed to guard the gate of the tent, to prevent any
person from coming in.

Yamira announced the physician to her husband, and, at the same time, put into his
hand a purse full of gold.

“Weigh that, Emir,” said she. “See if the stipulation of the physician be sufficient to
cure you, and prepare to dispose of the gold, in case the operation should fail.

“But as you are Sovereign, he reckons your life should not be endangered on such low
terms; and, to institute a sort of proportion, he begs you will allow him to pledge his head.”

“My dear Yamira,” said Salamis, “do not you make me dream, as you and the
Governess have so often done? Is not this three persons dreaming?”

“I hope, my dear Emir, that there will soon be five persons dreaming, and the most
charming, and the lead deception we can make—but here comes the physician.”

“Come hither?” said Emir. “Are you. certain you can cure me?” “As certain as I am
of my existence.” “You have the voice of an angel, and not of a physician. Have you brought
me a favour from Heaven? I did. not expert any from it, and I expect none but from it.” “You
mistake concerning my essence but you explain my commission.” “ I know not, but your
words enchant me, and inspire me with hope. Look at my eyes.” “I  see them. Allow me to
touch them, and apply my thumbs to them.”—“I feel an agreeable warmth.—Oh! what a fine
sensation I It produces a kind of swimming in my brain, and vibrates through all my nerves.
Methinks my whole body is animated afresh.”

“The operation, it should seem, is finished, Open your eyes, Sir: The rays of the sun
will hurt them less than before.”

“Heavens! I see,” cried the good Emir,  and, before he looked at any thing, he struck
his forehead on the ground, in order to return thanks.

He rose, after he had prayed: “Where is my physician,” said he, in a transport of joy
and gratitude. “Where is the messenger of  God?”—“I am he.”—“Celestial visitant!”— “No
celestial am I. Oh  my virtuous father! I am Dorathil-goase, your daughter, to whom Fortune
has sacrificed you. I am the spouse of your dear Habib.”—“Of Habib? Come hither. Support
me,—Yamira! My son is mar—is alive—is married. Where is my son?” “At your feet,” cried
Habib, throwing himself down. “Oh, Heaven!” cried Habib, “I feel thou hast given me
strength, but I have need of much to support my happiness;” and he remained almost lifeless
in the arms of the young spouses.

But this was only a momentary suspension. It opened the sluices of two torrents of
tears, which were ready to burst from his eyes. These mixed with the tears of his children, and
with those of Yamira, his wife, and the old Governess, transported with affection, hoped to add
her tribute of tears.

Nature maintained her rights; and affection suspended, for a long time, the movements
of curiosity.
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At length Yamira recollected that she must take some nourishment, and the governess,
as she was directed, waited on the table.

The father was at the head, between his two children, and Yamira opposite to him,
enjoying a group, formed by the re-union of the objects of her affection so completely happy.

Her respiration had been long checked by sighs. Her mouth opened only to utter
complaints. Her heart had been plunged in bitter sorrow, and her mind tormented by fear.
The tears which she shed were wafting, and she was dead to every sort of pleasure, while she
lived only to feel the stings of grief. Misfortune seemed to mark all her steps.

All was changed in an instant; and the flood of tears which she shed was turned into
delicate joy. An inward enthusiasm seized her, though her lips did not express it.

“Open thyself to pleasure, O my heart! It is no longer time to shut thyself against
impressions which thou must refill. Open, this instant, and furnish abundance of tears.

“When every tear I shed was accompanied with a cry of grief, did I then think I should,
one day, find so much pleasure in tears?”

“O Laughter! thou art a deceiver, thou knowest not how to paint the happiness of the
soul, thou can’st claim no kindred to its sensibility.

“Go mark the foolish joy upon the countenance of those inanimates who court it; but
get thee gone from those who can taste the sweet luxury of tears.

“Dorathil-goase! Habib! Ah! How beautiful are yours! How they honour the celestial
forms of your countenances!”

Yamira would have continued her verses for the satisfaction she felt recalled the
sentiments of her youth—but the group which was before her was now separated.

The repast was short. The governess had retired. And it was time Salamis should learn
from his son himself, how Heaven had restored him to his father.

The youthful hero related his history from the moment he departed, and set out for
Caucasus He described the conduct of the twenty knights, till they abandoned him in the
desart, exposed to the coldness of the climate, to hunger and thirst, and to the ferocity of wild
beasts. He gave an ingenuous account of his travels, even of his own unpardonable fault, as
he termed it, in the caves which he was obliged to pass, and likewise its consequences.

He proceeded to mention his interview, which doubtless had been predestined, with
the daughters of the sea, whose assistance had alleviated all his toils, and in some sort saved
his life.

In short, he described the unhappiness he had enjoyed, till the moment that fortune
had reunited him to his dear Dorathil-goase.

He told the circumstances, which leading him to Caucasus, had given him an
opportunity of hearing from Il-Haboul, the misfortune and extremity to which his father and
his mother and his tribe were reduced, and his sudden departure to Arabia.

Salamis heard all without interrupting him; but as soon as he had ended, “Do you not
intend,” said he, “to take vengeance upon the, cowardly knights, who had resolved to
complete your destruction.

“Father,” replied Habib, “I believe that would be in vain. I leave them to their
remorse, and the vengeance of Heaven. Such monsters are too much below me, to make me
hazard myself in the attempt.”
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“What you say is magnanimous,” replied Salamis. “You think like a hero, but you
should likewise think like a king.

“Born avenger of guilt, villains deserve no indulgence.
“Must I say it? Since their infamous treason, their cowardice has been the desolation

of our tribe and there is none who dare oppose the enemy.
“They are sullied by a thousand acts of injustice, the crime which they committed

against you and me remains, reigns in their hearts, and you expose the tribe to danger in
suffering them to live.

“Besides, since you are to appear, their felony will be manifest, and you must sacrifice
them to the law.

“I might add, did I not know how much you are above fear, that they will be very
dangerous enemies to us.”

Habib was convinced, and begged his father to instruct him in the particulars of the
revolution which had taken place in Arabia, and which Il-Haboul had only announced to him,
and whose dismal effects he had also perceived.

“O my son,” replied the virtuous Emir, “I wish to punish the monsters, whose
existence is destructive to humanity; and though I force you to do violence to your character,
in order to secure to your subjects, how disagreeable it is to me to lay before you their
shocking picture, to banish from your heart the sentiment of benevolence towards them, which
ought ever to animate the breast of a Mussulman!”

“When my eyes were deprived of sight, and the Arabians could no longer triumph with
me, and by my means, I was only a nuisance upon the earth. The Emirs who were subject to
me forgot that they owed to me their elevation; and they all deserted me. They quarrelled
among themselves, and despised even my counsels.

“They accomplished under me, by my conduct and courage, the subjection of the
numerous and formidable tribe of Kleb, all composed of infidels, worshippers of the sun and
stars. We were obliged to reduce them to slavery, in subjecting them to a tribute, which they
support with reluctance.

“There arose among them a warrior named Zir, a man of a gigantic size, of
extraordinary strength, ambitious, factious, enterprising, and cruel.

“He excited his friends to revolt. They took up arms; and while the Emirs were idly
disputing the honours of command, he vanquished them, dispersed them, and drove away
their flocks. Those whom he has not yet entirely subdued, are wandering in the surrounding
deserts.

“Delivered from enemies, who could disturb him, the formidable Zir has besieged my
camp, in order to accomplish the most important part of his project.

“The tribe of Benihelal, from whom our Holy Prophet derives the most essential
services, is most odious to the infidels. Zir wishes to reduce it to that slavery from which he
has freed his own, and to extirpate every branch of it.

“Hitherto, the favourable situation of our camp, situated between two deep hills, the
discipline which I have maintained, the means which I have used, in order to render attacks
difficult, and surprises impracticable, have all retarded our defeat: but we are now daily
consuming ourselves, and the remains of our flocks can scarcely subsist around us.
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“Unless you had arrived, and Heaven interposed to restore you, we had been either
slain, or been the most miserable slaves.

“Though the enemy, who know our situation, do not endeavour to storm us in our
camp, they every day present themselves at our barriers, and upbraid, by challenges, the
cowardice of our warriors. None of my men dare repel their insults. It should seem, the tribe
of Benihelal is composed of women and children.”

That recital was cutting to the heart of Hanib. His father abandoned; his tribe
degraded, were ideas which he could not support; but the shocking abuse which the chief of
the tribe of Kleb committed, filled him with rage.

“O my father,” said he, “I hope that the first rays of the sun, will see the
commencement of our vengeance.

“Under these tyger-skins which attracted your attention, there are suits of armour of
uncommon form, which were given me by Il-Haboul at my visit to Caucasus. Your groom will
get ready a war-horse, and I will go to the barrier, and accept the defiance of these insolent
men, if they present themselves. If they do not, I will go to the tents of Zir and challenge
himself.”

“What will become of Salamis,” cried the generous old man, if he do not accompany
his son in so noble an enterprise! Here are two suits of arms under the goat-skins!—Is this one
here for my wife or your’s? Is there an Arabian worthy to put it on, or able to wield this
lance?”

At the same time he brandished his lance in the air, in a manner that inspired terror.
Notwithstanding its enormous weight, it was like a reed in the hand of a boy. “Oh! Mahomet!”
said he, “thou haft restored two chiefs to thy beloved tribe! What accession of power and
valour!”

Yamira and Dorathil-goase, instead of giving themselves up to tears, were delighted to see
their spouses assist each other in putting on their arms, and making trial of their weight and
temper.

When they were clad in the armour, they embraced each other. “Thou wast once my
son,” said Salamis, “and I was thy father;—  Now we are brothers and rivals for honour.

“Why should we have to combat with slaves? Let us, however, reflect that, in serving
our great prophet, we shall have our glory connected with his.”

Salamis called his groom: “Take,” said he, “two of my best horses, harness them, and
bring them to your tent: let them be ready at daybreak; for it is then we shall mount them.

“ God, you see, has given me strength with my sight. My son and I will go to-morrow
morning and accept the defiance of the false knights of the army of Zir.

“When we go out of your tent, follow us at some distance; and, if any one ask you in
the camp, who we are, it is, you may say, two stranger knights, who have come to offer their
services to Salamis.”

The groom retired to execute these commands, which, by means of the darkness and
repose that reigned in the camp, he effected without being observed.

The guards of the Emir’s tent saw two knights go in and come out, conducted by a man
who, they knew, belonged to Salamis, without taking any notice of it.
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At day-break the two warriors, in complete armour, having embraced their wives, went
out unobserved. They arrived at the groom’s tent, on horseback, and waited within the
barriers, that the champions of Zir might repeat their accustomed bravados.

They waited not long. There appeared six, armed at all points, and followed by a small
troop, which were, no doubt, attached to their service. One of them dismounted, and
addressed the guard.

“People of Arabia, are you so foolish as to remain here ignominiously shut up like the
cattle which you are consuming? Do you intend to die here of hunger, with a blind man?

“The chains which we offer you are honourable. We design them for the bravest people
on earth, and, in submitting to them, you shall have only a common lot. Receive them, and
you shall be a pillar of the throne of the most mighty Emir Zir, our glorious sovereign. Leave
an old impotent man, who can share with you only infirmity, want, and shame. We will join
you to our tribe, and you shall there forget the disgrace of your own. What are you doing with
a man so much deserted, to whom there is not left one single knight who is capable of
encountering the weakest of ours?

“Slave thyself, and son of a rebel slave!” said Habib, “thou liest;” and, leaping from
behind the palisade, he launched with all his strength, one of his gauntlets against the visor
of his head-piece.

“See my pledge for battle,” said Habib, “dare to withstand, on foot or on horseback,
a knight of the great Emir Salamis.”

Meanwhile, the gallant husband of Dorathil-goase overleaped the barrier, and closed
with his adversary before he had time to mount or to take his shield.

Habib threw away his, disdaining every advantage, and the combat instantly began;
but it was soon decided. Every stroke of the son of Salamis penetrated the armour of his
antagonist, who was stretched dead at his feet, before the other knights of the tribe of Kleb
could arrive, to bring relief to their champion.

The first who came rushed upon Habib, contrary to the law of arms, in order to push
him down with his horse. The gallant son of Salamis sustained the shock, gave him a mortal
wound, and threw him to the ground.

Salamis issued from the barrier, encountered the third, and unhorsed him. His son, to
whom the groom had brought his horse, joined him, and they both rushed against the three
remaining warriors of the tribe of Kleb.

They would have fled, if they had not been awed by the presence of their tribe. Terror,
however, seized them. They were thrown down; and the terrible blows which they received
killed them.

Salamis and his son went in again to the camp. Every knight in the tribe of Benihelal
pressed around them half armed. Joy, mixed with jealousy and shame, appeared in the
countenances of these dispirited warriors; and they wish to know who these two heroes were,
who had gained over six, a victory in their favour, so prompt, and on such unequal terms.

The two heroes did not lift up the visor of their head-pieces; but bowed respectfully to
those who loaded them with encomiums. Nor did they speak. The groom who spoke for them
said no more, than that they were two gallant stranger knights, who had come to offer their
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services to the Emir, into whose house they begged to be introduced; that they might be
known to him, and acknowledged as his friends.

The two heroes remounted their steeds, and set out for the tent of Salamis. The groom
before them, and entered first, to announce them, and instantly they were mysteriously
introduced.

They threw themselves into the open arms of Yamira and Dorathil-goase. The iron
which covered them seemed to soften, and to yield to the closeness and tenderness of their
embraces.

A victorious knight is a ravishing object to his lady. How many titles did they add to
those sweetest and most endearing of all caresses? The two happy couples then yielded to
love, which, when refined by virtue, never approaches excess.

Their wives now stripped off the armour of our heroes, and served them up a repast,
which they had need of. Sakmis learned that the tent was surrounded with the curious of all
ranks. He bade tell them, that having rested badly in the night, he had need of repose.
Meanwhile he gave orders to proclaim in the camp, that he would hold a council of his knights
before mid-day prayers.

The report of the physician’s arrival was spread abroad; but the physician and his slave
had both disappeared. It was thought that the Emir, not having confidence in the operation
which was proposed to him, had sternly dismissed the man who had offered to attempt it. On
the other hand, every one asked at what time, and by what gate, the two Knights in complete
armour, had entered a closed camp, and penetrated to the Emir, without being observed by
any one, even by the guard.

“While they conjectured on these two circumstances, Salamis, Yamira, Habib, and
Dorathil-goase, enjoyed the sweets of repose, which they had much need of; and all who were
to meet at the council prepared themselves to see the novelty which was there to be exhibited.
None neglected to appear at the hour appointed.

Salamis received his Knights seated on his sopha. He covered his forehead, that he
might conceal the fire which had lately reanimated his looks.

As soon as they had all assembled, and had sat down, he spake to them as follows:
“Emirs and Knights, who constituted the glory of the tribe of Benihelal, before it had incurred
the wrath of the great Prophet, I did not expect ever to be instructed in the cause of this our
great calamity, nor to see the end of its afflicting progress.

“Putting always my hope in God, I am resigned to his will, and he has just now let me
know it.—At the same time, he has revealed to me the dreadful crime which some of that
tribe have committed. They have provoked Heaven, and drawn upon us the scourges with
which we have been chastised.

“O! Emirs, and above ail, ye Knights of Arabia, who listen to me! you harbour amongst
you false and cowardly hearts, souls blackened by the darkest treachery, and the most
criminal of all felonies.

“From the moment they became guilty Mahomet turned away his face from us,
Heaven changed, and the stars became our enemies, and we were abandoned to infidels.

“I, though innocent, yet as being your chief, was struck blind, insomuch that, being
rendered incapable of action, I saw my counsels despised. You are no longer confident of your
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strength, nor dare you face the enemy. You have become an object of ridicule to them. Those
who formerly always depended on their own efforts have felt their courage fail, and skulked
behind the entrenchments.

“The tribes which were subject to us have withdrawn themselves, without being able
to avoid the contagion of the misfortunes, drawn by the crime upon the tents of the Arabians.
Their enemies, as little courageous as we, but more imprudent still, divided among
themselves, have suffered their brothers to fall by the sword of their revolted slaves; and those
who have not had recourse to rebellion, have sought, in the most frightful desarts, the
miserable resource of an ignoble security.

“We, arrived almost at the height of misfortune, have at length attracted the looks of
compassion and Divine Justice expects no more from us than the punishment of guilt, which
it inflicts with reluctance upon the innocent, in order to remit it to the enemy’s camp.

“Do you consent to deliver immediately to the punishment which they deserve, those
who are about to be convicted of having drawn upon the faithful Mussulmans of Arabia the
dreadful misfortunes by which they have been desolated?”

The Emir pronounced that speech with a tone of firmness and authority which they
did not expect, in that slate of abasement in which they supposed him to be. The assembly
were astonished. Some looks were cast upon the ground, but an unanimous wish was visibly
manifested, that the horrible crime which Heaven pursued with vengeance should be instantly
punished, by the death of those who should be convicted of it.

“One wishes for evidence,” said the Emir. Then, rising, he made Habib come out from
behind the curtain which concealed him.—- “Appear, my son, and convict the nineteen
Knights here present of the falseness of the reports which they made of your death to me, and
to all the tribe.”

Then addressing the guilty Knights: “Cowards, and cruel deceivers, dare to deny that,
chosen from esteem, and appointed by me to guard and defend your Prince, adding guilt to
pusilanimity, you resolved to abandon him, in order to shelter yourselves from shame and our
vengeance. You left him, after depriving him of every resource while he slept, and, taking
away even his arms, you exposed him at once to hunger, to thirst, to the fury of the elements,
and to the rage of ferocious beasts!”

Habib presented himself. The Knights were thunderstruck.
“Ye Knights,” continued Salamis, “of the tribe of Benihelal, the judgment and

execution of these criminals belong to you. It is your part to avenge the children of Mahomet
upon those who have dishonoured his favourite tribe, and brought the rod of Heaven upon it
and all the rest.”

The guilty Knights spoke not a word. Indeed, what could they have alleged in their
defence?

They were instantly surrounded, and bound in chains. Their armour was torn off them
piece by piece. The executioners seized them, and led them out of the camp. Their heads
were cut off with a sabre, and their bodies given to the beasts of prey.

Rabir had escaped the infamy of this punishment by death, soon after his return. The
thought of the crime to which he had consented did not permit him to rest, and occasioned his
death, which, in any other view, one would confider as premature.
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After rendering to their Sovereigns the justice which they could, the Knights were
eager to testify their joy upon the return of Habib.

While Salamis spoke, the importance of his speech had arrested their attention, and
prevented them from remarking the fire which beamed in his locks.

At their return, Salamis addressed them all one by one; and they observed, with
surprise, that he had recovered his sight.

“You must have heard,” said the Emir, “of a physician who was introduced to me, by
the grace of God and his Prophet. His means were successful. But that is not the only favour
we have received.

The victory which my son and I gained this morning is the pledge of all those we are
to expect. Valiant Arabians! no stain of guilt is any longer upon you. Resume, with your
former confidence in your forces, all your accustomed bravery, and ardour and prepare to
march against the tents of Zir. I wish to have with me only my Knights; my other warriors will
remain, and take care of the flocks, in the distant pastures to which I wish them to be
conducted. The camp too, must be well guarded.

“Let those of our tribes who are wandering in the desert be informed, that fear shall
dwell to-morrow in the tents of our enemies, and is about to be banished from the hearts of
all those who shall repair again to the standard of Salamis.

“In the mean time, since we have been able to re-unite formidable forces, which can
strike terror into our enemies, and spare us the distress of a too bloody victory, let all the
Arabians who continue to worship the true God rejoice, and make all the Arabians who
worship the true God rejoice with me, if they can, on account of the favours which I have now
.received.

“The return of Habib, and the happiness of recovering my sight, are not the only
favours done me. It is the  Queen of the Seven Seas which are at the extremity of the east.—
It is Dorathil-goase, the wife whom the stars have promised to my son, whom Heaven has
commissioned to come, and restore me the strength of my best years, and the power of raising
towards the firmament of heaven my eyes, which were once darkened.

“Let this be resounded in all the countries subject to the laws of the Alcoran, that
thanks may be rendered to God and his Prophet.

“Let religious festivals be every where appointed. It is not the body but the soul which
ought to rejoice at the return of our bliss, announced by such singular favours and astonishing
miracles.

“Let the transports of our gratitude break forth and re-echo through all the tents of Zir,
and shake every heart that remains attached to him.”

Thanksgivings were unanimously and publicly rendered in all the camp of Salamis,
with that solemnity and splendour which they could derive from his situation.

Dorathil-Goase received the homage of all the tribe of Benihelal, and the camp
resounded with the acclamations which usually attend festivals and public rejoicings.

The camp of Salamis had the appearance of the greatest prosperity, and the happy
news were spread abroad, and drew thither, in succession, the Knights of the other tribes,
whom misfortune had dispersed.
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Salamis rejoiced, and engaged Habib and his wife to receive them favourably. He
himself prevented their apologies and confusion, in attributing to the chastisement of Heaven
the conduct which was pursued with respect to him. In five days, the Emir saw himself
surrounded by a numerous body of Knights, impatient to wipe off, by fates of valour, the
shame with which defection on the one hand, and inactivity on the other, had covered them.

Zir could not be ignorant of that revolution. The defeat of his six warriors had prepared
him for it. Three of them remained dead on the field of battle. Three were prisoners in the
camp of Salamis, who communicated to their tribe the news which had reached their prison,
and Zir was struck with one astonishment after another, when he heard of the sudden cure
of Salamis, and the return of Habib with a Queen whom he had married. He saw who were
the two warriors who had fought with his Knights, and reproached himself with not being at
the barriers of the enemy, to sustain a shock by which his friends had received such a
calamity.

The opinion which he entertained of himself led him to think he would have come off
victorious and he resolved to repair the honour of his arms, by giving a defiance to Salamis,
at the head of his camp.

His sister Yemana, a wise and beautiful Princess, though she knew the uncommon
strength and courage of her brother, was not of his  opinion.

“My brother,” said she to him, “you view my opinion, perhaps, as the effect of my
attachment to principles different from yours.—Whatever be the strength of him whom we
have so long called the great Salamis, though I allowed something to Fortune, I should believe
that you are able to make her balance in your favour; but I ascribe much to the stars.

“Their malignant influences have crushed the tribe of Benihelal, which, with all those
under his power, have been abandoned to you and you have conquered them.

“But, my brother, Heaven changes, and the influence of the stars changes along with
it.

“One misfortune, and one happy event, are always followed by others, and we never
seek for the true cause.

“Consider the happy events which, almost to a prodigy, have been accumulated in
favour of our enemies, and think on the means of repairing your fortune, and that of the tribe
of Kleb, of which you alone are the true resources, without hazarding your glory.”

“I shall think on these, my dear sister, when I have gained the victory over Salamis.
His glory troubles me more than his power. I saw him laid low; he has risen from his ashes.

“He has raised up a son, to put another obstacle, If it be possible, to the extent of my
fame. All Arabia is too narrow for me; judge if I can support the idea of two rivals. My sister,
your stars may take what direction they please, but, if they be contrary to me, I will make
them turn pale with fear for the champions which they shall prefer to me.”

While Yemana and her brother held this conversation, Emir Salamis, at the head of
his vassals, advanced towards the tents of the tribe of Kleb, which were only three leagues
distant from his.

They could soon go over that space. Zir, who was warned of their approach, brought
out near an equal number of warriors; and the two armies were almost within the reach of
arrows.
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Zir, distinguishable by his size, proudly provoked his prancing steed, in the front of his
squadrons. Salamis wished to give the defiance, and combat him. “No, my father, no!” cried
the young warrior. “Heaven, by preserving and restoring me, has committed to me the charge
of avenging you.”

“You are too young, Habib,” said that tender father. “Your limbs have not yet acquired
sufficient strength to cope with a giant.”

“Ah! gallant father!” said Dorathil-goase, “can you doubt that the hero whom you.
have produced is not worthy of you! Remain satisfied with the glory which you have gained.
Charge my Habib with your quarrel, and you shall see that no giant is a match for him.”

Habib then quitted his Parthian lance, and, took up an Arabian one, in order to
conform to the manner in which his enemy was armed. He advanced at the ordinary step of
his horse, and, lifting his visor, he raised the shout of defiance.

Zir advanced and, assuming a tone of irony, “You have,” said he, “a very fine
voice.—Are you a lady?”—“You shall know,” answered Habib boldly.

“Ah, I know thee, my child. I have seen thee upon the knees of Yamira. Thou hadst
very much gracefulness. Thy father has not sent thee to fight with me; he must know I love
youth. Go tell him I wait for him, and that I never measure my strength but with men.”

“My father,” replied Habib, “is not to fight with a revolted slave. I learned, upon the
knees of my mother, to despise insolent persons.”

“But, young man, I am about to make your mother go into mourning a second time and
you ought to consider she will never quit it. Go, I say, seek your father.”

“However vain he may be on account of his ancient triumphs, will not the trophy of my
arms, if he can gain them, magnificently enough adorn his tent?”

“I have told thee, slave, that my father cannot do thee the honour to accept thy
defiance. Thou hast a thousand times been led forth to battle, singing the victories which he
has gained over people more valiant than thou art. Thy defeat can add nothing to his glory.
Pray take not the trouble to send my mother a  suit of mourning. I cannot send such a present
to thine. It is well known thou never couldst know who she was. But I promise an ample one
to thy sister, Yemana.”

“Presumptuous!” said Zir, pushing forward on horseback, “I have been a thousand
times led forth to battle, singing the victories of thy father! The tribe of Kleb was under
slavery, and slaves are compelled to sing. Thy mother, thy adventurer, thy Queen found in
the desarts shall to-morrow sing mine. They shall bear my chains, and bend at my will. I will
drench with their blood the same earth which shall have drunk thine and thy father’s.” Saying
this, he drove his lance against Habib.

The young Prince perceived his aim. He made his horse step quickly aside, and
covered himself immediately. The lance passed him, and dropt at the distance of thirty paces.
Habib attacked Zir, and, elevating his lance: “Thou hast dared,” said he, “to pronounce the
name of my mother and of my wife. Thou hast insulted them, as a coward, insults the ladies.
Thy sister is very weak, and she will be still more so after thy death, which will give her every
right to my compassion. Then, tapping him thrice upon the shoulder with his lance: “Go,” said
he, “seek thy weapon where thy awkwardness has made thee throw it. Couldst thou not have
fastened it to thy wrist, since thou launchest so much at random! With arms I despise thee,
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and without them thou art only an object of derision to me.” Zir, transported with rage, ran
to his weapon, snatched it up, and, returning upon Habib, launched it against him with all the
force which fury could give to his natural strength, which was uncommon.

Habib, by an artful motion, saved his body, putting his leg under that of his horse. The
lance passed at a foot and a half distance from his saddle, and the point pierced a tree some
yards off.

Then Habib threw down his lance; and Zir became more furious, by a piece of
ceremony which he reckoned a proof of distain, drew his scimitar, and poured upon his
adversary a shower of strokes, countless as the hail.

The strength of the two champions was, perhaps, equal. Not so their self-command,
nor their dexterity. All the strokes were watched and shunned, whereas his adversary did not
aim one which did not break off some part of the strong armour of Zir. He was vulnerable now
in all parts, and the moment he raised his arm to strike the son of Salamis, a back stroke from
the hand of that hero prevented him, and wounded his arm. Zir now wished to seek his safety
in flight, but, by a second back stroke, his head fell at the feet of the conqueror.

The two camps, and even the ladies, were spectators of the combat of Habib and
Zir.—The Knights on both sides heard the words, and remarked the actions and demeanour
of the gallant son of Safamis with sentiments of admiration: “What frankness” said they,
“what self-command, what dignity, what skill! what strength and graces united:—Nothing can
withstand that hero.”

But if their sentiments were undivided in judging of the combat, different, indeed, were
the emotions which the issue of it occasioned. The tribe of Kleb were confounded. They
considered themselves conquered by the loss of one man, and the valour of a single hero. All
the Knights returned to the camp, as if by concert, in order to take measures to withdraw
their best effects from pillage, a necessary consequence of the entire defeat to which they saw
themselves exposed. The common people dispersed themselves in small companies through
the country, and endeavoured thus to escape a slavery more insupportable than that from
which they wished to free themselves. That part of the army of Salamis which he himself
commanded moved regularly on, to avail themselves of the advantage which the son of their
Emir had gained, and of the disorder which they observed.

As for Habib, full of confidence in his fortune, his forces, and courage, he entered into
the camp of the tribe of Kleb, in the train of his warriors. None offered to oppose him, and he
proceeded to the tent of Yemana.

The Princess, accompanied by fifty of her guards, had seen the combat from a distance,
mounted upon a convenient and elevated hodage ,  which had been made upon her hetnacka.1

The moment she had seen her brother stretched upon the ground, she went to the camp, and
approached his tent, to take away effects which she considered as valuable to her.

She received them from the hands of his friends. Then Habib came to her. The guard
with which she was surrounded put themselves in condition to defend her.

  The ladies are mounted upon female camels, which are named hetnacka. A carpet rolled into a round
1

form is put upon their back, in the middle of which there is a commodious place for a lady and her slave This is

called hodage.
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“Who are you,” said she to him, “who resist a conqueror, my brother, the favourite of
Heaven! Preserve your life, which you would vainly hazard. I would rather be a voluntary
slave than a Princess subdued by force of arms.”

Then turning from Habib, “Gallant Emir,” said she to him, “he who has overturned
the cedar will disdain to lavish his blows upon the feeblest branch of that majestic tree now
fallen.”

Meanwhile she alighted from her hetnaka, supported by her footmen, and seized the
hand of Habib, saying to him: “Prince, you see a destitute lady, who trusts in your virtues, and
delivers herself up to your discretion.”

The hero received her with testimonies of respect: “Never, Madam,” said he to her,
“did the son of Salamis learn of his father to take advantage of a lady’s misfortunes. I restore
your estate to you in his name, and I flatter myself I shall be applauded for this. You are free,
Madam! and Princess of all your tribe. Made sovereign of this people, cure them of their
inquietude , shew them their duties. My father, good Mussulman, has no higher ambition than
to make his subjects happy; even those who have blindly revolted from him.

“Assist me, Madam, in checking the disorder which I see here. It would increase the
pillage, which I wish to stop. Appoint a guard, while I go to recall your warriors, and even the
women, whom fear has dispersed. Command like a sovereign, and let your tents assume their
former lustre, their dignity, and all the ornaments of which they were stripped.”

Yemana, confounded with a conduct so heroic, being less surprised than any of the rest,
because her soul was more elevated, assumed the tone of a sovereign, as Habib had directed
her, and gave all necessary orders to establish order and tranquillity in her camp.

The warrior of the troop commanded by Salamis, and which marched before the body
of the army, came to their young Sultan. He stationed them near Yemana, and sent others
to put a stop to the pillage, and take the spoil from those of his men who were already loaded
with it. Salamis saw the scattered companies of the tribe of Kleb arranging themselves quietly
under their tents, at the moment in which orders were given to pursue them.

He learned that this was the effect of the good order established by his son. He entered
into the conquered camp, with Yamira and Dorathil-goase, and was conducted to the tents of
Yemana. When the Princess of Kleb saw them arrive, she rose to meet them and the Emir
with the air of a suppliant. Habib prevented her humiliation. “O! my glorious Sovereign,” said
he to his father, “I have promised your favour to the Princess of Kieb. She possesses all the
great qualities necessary for government. If her brother deserted his duty, and offended us,
she had not the smallest share in this matter; and, I assure you, she begged your favour with
so much grace, that I promised it to her in the name of my mother, and of my dear Dorathil-
goase.”

Prepossessed so happily in favour of Yemana, Salamis approved all that his son had
done in her behalf. He knew that she had none of the faults of her brother; and that she was
even disposed to submit to the precepts of the Alcoran.

“I ratify,” said he, with joy, “Madam, all that my son has done in your favour, and I
think this indulgence so inadequate to your merit, that I shall embrace every opportunity of
increasing it. Meanwhile Yamira and Dorathil-goase embraced each other with every
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expression of the sincerest affection. They wished to bring her to the tents of Benihelal, in
order to make her forget by caresses, the loss of a brother to whom she was attached.

She must, however, give orders for his obsequies, observe the ceremonies of mourning,
according to the custom of his tribe, and use means to establish order among his men. For she
had been appointed to maintain it.

Habib, in order to co-operate with her in these measures, left with her a hundred
knights at her command. The venerable Emir, after having taken leave of her, returned with
his family to the tents of Benichelal, where he was received with songs of triumph.

The name of Habib was heard re-echoed on every side in songs that celebrated his
victory over Zir.

“What has my husband done,” said Dorathil-goase, “which one ought not to expect
from the son of the great Salamis?” “People! you mistake, when you eat excellent fruit, if you
do not, in tasting it, refer its excellence to the tree which has produced it.” Nothing was seen
during ten days, in the tents of Benichelal but festivals and rejoicings. The Arabians, dispersed
by the fear of falling under the tyranny of Zir, were assembled around their ancient Emir.
Their camps were brought near his, and he was again at the head of sixty-six tribes. Heaven
had restored him his former vigour, and rendered him capable of commanding them with
more authority than ever.

When a festival of ten days was ended, Yamana, at the head of the chiefs of her tribe,
came to render homage to her sovereign. She was still in mourning, and the more handsome
for it. She was received by the Emir and Habib with all the respect due to her sex and quality,
and by Yamira and Dorathil-goase, with all the graces of the most animated affection, and
frankness.

Salamis had a brother’s son, named Saphe, a young warrior of the most promising
hopes. The Emir conceived a plan of giving him as a husband to Yemana, in making him the
Emir of Kleb. Yemana accepted on her part with gratitude, this new favour and the payment
of the tribute was the nuptial present.

New rejoicings celebrated that union which had put the tribe of Kleb beyond every
appearance of slavery. The knights who attended their princess were astonished at a favour
so little expected.

It is thus, said their new sovereign, that a true Mussalman avenges himself. From that
day her subjects shewed less dissatisfaction with a law which promised to establish such
virtuous regulations.

Henceforward the tribe of Kleb will renounce their ignorance and ferocity. Heroes, like
Zir, will no longer be admired, whose only merit is their strength and violence, and who think
one cannot be both great and beloved. When Yemana and her new husband had retired to
their camp Dorathil-goase and Habib felt some impatience to return to their states, and to
give assistance to their subjects, who had scarcely recovered their tranquillity since the defeat
of Abarikaff.

Salamis knew too well the duty of a sovereign, not to enter into their views, or to
require them to sacrifice the happiness of their subjects to their own private gratification.

The departure of Habib and his wife was retarded. He must return to the solitary
abode, and leave it secretly by the same means which had conducted him thither.
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Salamis and Yamira would have accompanied them, that they might all have been
longer together; but they would have a attracted too much notice. There are many things of
which the people ought to be ignorant; but they love uncommon things, and loss sight of their
duty.

The young spouses spare the virtuous husband and his wife their tears, and, having
agreed with regard to the means they should use to maintain a correspondence, which
rendered separation supportable to all the four, they mounted a camel, and conducted by the
confidential usher, they went to the little solitary habitation; from which next morning, before
day-break, the Roch resumed its flight towards the heights of Caucasus.

They will see again the faithful Il-Haboul, and crown him with joy, by the recital of
their adventures. Habib will bring back the talisman which he has got in the treasures of
Solomon.

At his entrance into that mysterious spot, a hieroglyphic, which he had not remarked,
caught his eye, and threw him into a profound meditation. Here were emblematical figures.
Upon a very clear and shining sky an eagle was in the attitude of darting to the disk of the sun;
while upon the earth a snake seemed to creep up to the nest of a bird and devour its eggs.

Habib returned pensive to his instructor, and gave him the image which had just now
attracted his attention.

“You give me the picture,” said Il-Haboul, “but the meaning must be found.”
“Methinks I have found it,” said Habib. “It represents me. In rising too high, we are in danger
of becoming blind by prosperity, and of losing sight of our true interests.”

“I know that my old pupil,” said Il-Haboul, “will never open the gate of the treasures
of Solomon, without reaping some advantage.— What pity that one should learn truths one
by one, and not be able to grasp them all at once “

After the two spouses had devoted two days to friendship with the respectable
chamberlain of the prophet, the Roch resumed the way towards the White, then towards the
Yellow Isle, where, by the attention of the old Genie Il-balhis, some marks of prosperity began
to appear.

The two spoufes came at length to the little court of the lady with the beautiful hair and
Dalilsha. Every thing there breathed abundance. The two daughters of the sea had been
conducted thither, and were waiting, with much impatience, the return of the hero to whom
they had so kindly promised their service, and particularly Ilzaide, who hitherto had never
experienced langour. She was astonished to find every where him whom she so eagerly wished
to shun.

Habib and Dorathil-goase spent some days with their relations; and went from them
to Medinazil-ballor, taking Ilzaide along with them, by a route in which the dolphins could not
follow them.

Every thing wore the appearance of happiness in the principal isle of the estates of
Dorathil-goase; and the return of its sovereigns completed it. The two spouses, always lovers,
added to their present satisfaction that of endeavouring to open new sources of felicity to their
subjects.

Il-Hatrous-abous, on his part, rejoicing at the good fortune of his family, remarked with
pleasure, the progress of his grand project towards its accomplishment.
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Every day witnessed the legitimate union of some one of the Genies with a child of
Adam, and passing under a law the most advantageous, for them.—In appearance, however,
to the limiting of their power.

Soon will one of the daughters of the sea espouse a relation of Dorathil-goase. They
speak even to Ilzaide of marrying her.

“To whom?” replied she! “there is not a knight here. I must be conducted to Arabia.
It is there I shall find one.

“My dear child,” answered Dorathil-goase, “we wish much to carry you thither, where
we shall see our good relations. But you were born in the sea. Accustomed to that element,
how shall you be able to traverse a country where nothing is found but plains of sand?”

“Love is contented with every thing,” replied Ilzaide with spirit, “it commands the
elements themselves. If the knight, your charming husband, had believed he could brave
them, you would not have possessed him to-day. I challenge, in point of courage and
generosity, all the cavaliers in the world to find his equal.2

  Epilogue of the Editor upon the Story of Habib and Darathil-Goase; or the Knight.
2

It is impossible to refrain from making some reflections upon the story which the Arabian compilers

of “The thousand and one Nights,” have put into the mouth of the beautiful and lively Scheherazade. The

editor is about to make his remarks, while the Sultan of the Indies reposes.

This work is executed upon a very moral plan, partly in verse, and partly in prose that possesses all

the animation and colouring of poetry. It would be rather a poem than a simple tale, were it not decidedly a

romance of chivalry, uniting amusement and instruction, which ought to be the object of this, as well as

every other sort of romance.

Its plan is to exhibit a knight adorned with every qualification and endowment of body and mind

which can render him accomplished. And the hero thus adorned is a knight-errant in reality.

The same means are employed for the instruction of this hero which are employed in Telemachus,

where a being of the order of spirits personates the character of Minerva under the name of Mentor.

His body is inured to fatigue, as Rousseau advises in his Emilius; but as a true knight ought to be

devoted to both God and his lady, the Alcoran is the first object of attention to our young Arabian. It ought to

be remembered, that Rousseau proposes very gravely to make his pupil study the adventures of Robinson

Crusoe.

This is realised; and our pupil is made in every respect a Robinson Crusoe, as far as the country

which is the scene of his adventures will permit.

Rousseau wishes to inflame the hearts of his pupils by pictures of imaginary beauty. The lady who is

the object of our young Arabian’s affections is not an imaginary one: but he is enamoured with her by a

simple recital.

This gives us no reason to infer that M. de Fenelon, or the author of the Emilius were acquainted

with the Arabian manuscript, where the stories are found, but confirms us in the persuasion that, in every

age and country, men have nearly the same ideas on the same subject.

The Arabian author, eager to arrive at the conclusion, sooner than our moderns, put his hero upon

the stage sooner than they do. His poet makes verses instantly, and his pupil receives no instruction of which

he does immediately perceive the advantage.

This little romance must have been composed some time after the victories of Saladin, and perhaps

by a poet of his court. We find in it a greater mixture of European and Arabian ideas on chivalry than could

have entered the mind of a man who knew the opinions of only one of these two parts of the world.

The matter is not here of an object purely natural, whose effect is to excite analogous sentiments.

When the Arabian employs all his care to accomplish his pupil, he exhibits him almost perfect; for
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he does not conduct him so young to that height.

He places on the one hand his father near him as his model; on the other, with sufficient artfulness,

he sends him to make a tour to study the hieroglyphics of Solomon, in order to shew that perfection is only

the fruit of maturity and application.

The character of Zir, being opposite, serves as a foil to set off the brilliancy of his.

But as it is necessary to give scope to all the virtues of chivalry, when fidelity in love is to be

displayed, it is not an impassioned fool who is put upon the stage, as in Grandison, to cover it with gloom.

There is exhibited a young lady quite lively, whose character forms an agreeable contrail to

whatever is too serious in the others.

She is amorous without knowing it, and her passion is of a mild tone, which does not render her

troublesome to any body, not even to herself. It is a shade of sentiments which displays the merit of the hero,

and every person is lost in it.

The Clementina in Grandison forms a very interesting picture, and its effect is truly penetrating.

The author has not been aware that in exposing the virtue of his hero to a danger, which he was

certain he would overcome, he was to put the sensibility of his readers to too severe a trial, and that it would

unavoidably happen, that many would be interested for Clementina, and condemn even the virtuous

principles which had rendered her unfortunate.

During the episodic amour of Richardson’s romance, every other concern is extinguished. The

character of Miss Biron takes entirely the lead, and that of his hero becomes uninteresting, and even

disagreeable. We find the means of destroying where we seek for those of heightening it; and the principal

fable is less suspended than annihilated.

There are some who pretend that, if Grandison had travelled six weeks in close company with

Ilzaide, even without having any obligations to her, he would not have been able sometimes to preserve

himself from smiling at her little remarks.

With regard to the two other principal characters in these romances, Grandison and Habil, there is

no comparison*. The former is a hero quite accomplished, and the latter is one to be formed.

Hence the one cannot commit even the smallest fault. The other is guilty of one, for which youth

and love excuse him.

Happily for him it is always in his eye, and makes him naturally modest, as he is enterprising,

valiant, and cautious.

We do not pretend to compare this little romance to works of the highest merit and reputation, with

any other view than to mark the relation that subsists between them. This is only a faint sketch, which

points out the happy strokes of the pencil, where it resembles the large pictures, and has some affinity to

their design.

The Arabian author of the story of Habib was rather a poet than a teller of stories; and we see him

stop, at times, in order to indulge his talent. He had more learning than any of the rest, and without

intending it, he has swelled “the Thousand and one Nights.” His invention has another cast, and he

evidently aspires to be distinguished among his companions, for the novelty of his ideas, and the grandeur of

his images.

His demon-machinery, which spreads a langour over his work, is different from theirs. We

can catch his general idea on spirits and genius. It is necessary that demons should approach diety, in order

that they may, in the end, become men. He has a manner peculiar to himself, like a magic rod, Besides, it is

not the part of an editor to decide the merits of this fable, though he thinks it cannot disgrace any collection

intended to amuse the public.

---------------------------

*  Grandison is the English Emilius;—but an Emilius completely instructed. His discourses are continual precepts,

and his actions are examples. Miss Biron is the mistress of his affections; but one would prefer Dulcinea of Tolbosa

to her, as soon as he became acquainted with the amiable, delicate, virtuous, unfortunate Clementina.
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* * * * *

The Sultan of the Indies showed some discontent upon finding that the story of Habib
was finished. While it lasted, Dinarzade seemed to be all attention. “Ah! my sister,” said she,
“the verses which you rehearsed to me pleased me much by themselves; but they have
another charm when you connect them.

“I confess that I, who laugh at random, could not conceive why the laughers displeased
Yamira, the mother of your knight.—I can account for it now:—Since you have made me taste
the pleasure of tears, I can say with her, that I have not shed one tear which was not so sweet
that I would have wiped it off with regret.

“There is another thing which I could not comprehend in your story. It is, why Zir, the
enemy of Salamis, who had a sister so amiable, could brook the injurious reproach of not
knowing who was his mother.

“The explanation of this,” replied Scherazade, “would have led me into a story too
long, of which I shall have occasion, at my leisure, to recollect the circumstances.

“Be quite easy with regard to that, my sister,” said Dinarzade. “It is not that which
excites my curiosity, but I recollect one which I beg you would not forget.”

“What is that?” said Scherazade. “You remember, my sister,” said Dinarzade, “a
certain Maugraby, by whom we both have been frighted when we were children.

“Did not they say to us every day, that, if we were naughty, the Maugraby would take
us? It is this Maugraby of whom I wish to hear you speak at present. It is reasonable that the
pleasure of hearing his history should now indemnify me for the many frights he formerly
occasioned me. I run the risk of only a few troublesome dreams.”

The beautiful Sultaness, who observed that the curiosity of her sister did not displease
the Sultan, undertook instantly the recital of the following story:

Previous»
Home

ºNext

Prepared for www.wollamshram.ca/1001/Arabian_Tales/at_main.htm
© 2013 (131228)

541

http://www.wollamshram.ca/1001/Arabian_Tales/at10b.pdf
http://www.wollamshram.ca/1001/
http://www.wollamshram.ca/1001/Arabian_Tales/at10c.pdf
http://www.wollamshram.ca/1001/Arabian_Tales/at_Main.htm


542


