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The History of Halaiddin, Prince of Persia.

Birminvansha, my father, at the age of seventeen, mounted the throne of Persia. He had the
misfortune to see my grand-father die too soon. While he was employed in preparations for his
marriage with the daughter of the Sultan of the Curdes, his prime Vizier having secretly fomented
a rebellion, and seduced the guard, beset his palace. My father had only time to disguise himself, and
to gain the desert, alone, mounted on the best horse which he had in his stables.

Being well aware that he would be pursued, he rode his horse too hard; for, exhausted with
the fatigue of running day and night, it sunk down under him near a cave, which was cut out in a
rock. My father raised him, and put him into a neighbouring grotto, to shelter him from the sun.

There was sleeping there, a man dressed like those who accompany the caravans, which
travel to Mecca. He awoke at the noise which the horse occasioned in entering, and rubbing his eyes,
addressed my father as follows:

“Fellow traveller in the desert! whither are you going? You are happy in having found this
grotto to rest in, for I do not know another asylum within twenty leagues round;—and you appear
to be fatigued.

“I am going no farther,” said my father, who was not afraid to discover himself to a single
man. “I am.—Two days ago, I was—a king.—My prime minister has seized my crown, and I wish
to save my life.” “Your life shall be safe here,” replied the pilgrim.—“Yes!” said my father, “if,
starved as I am, I can find food for myself and my horse.”

“We are not so ill provided,” said the pilgrim, “I have some paste of rice and barley, bread,
onions, dates, and a phial of excellent liquor. Don’t be uneasy; I know where your horse will find
pasture. I will carry it thither; and I will bring water in a leather bottle, and we shall fare as travellers
do.”

My father allowed the pilgrim to execute his good intention, who accordingly brought water,
and likewise, from a corner of the cave, in a bag, an unexpected quantity of cheese made of goats’
milk, nuts, and, in short, every thing which could constitute the repast of a hermit.

“Poor king!” said the pilgrim to Birminvansha, “you ought to tell me your history. I may be
able to give you some consolation. I bear a great hatred to usurpers. He whom you speak of must be
a villain; you are too young to have done any harm; you have been sacrificed to ambition, not to the
public good.”

“Pilgrim,” said my father, “you have well guessed; I had reigned fifteen days, when a prime
Vizier, to whom my father had entrusted all the resources of his state, abused that confidence, in
order to usurp my place. He is an ambitious monster, who has veiled his heart under the mask of
hypocrisy.”

“O hypocrisy, hypocrisy! my prince,” said the pilgrim, “a frightful vice! Let me never see the
dome of the holy mosque if I do not teach you how to avenge yourself upon the hypocrite.” “How?”
said my father. “Return instantly to your capital,” said the pilgrim, “let us change clothes, and you
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shall lodge in The caravansary which is at the entrance.” “But, pilgrim, my horse will discover me.”
“ Was it not a black one?” “ This moment I wish it white, with a black main and tail.” “You wish,
but is that sufficient?” “Oh my king! you have not reigned long enough to know what the will of a
king is: it is almost like mine: what I wish, I wish, and your horse is white. As I have left it two black
eyes, it loses nothing by the colour which I have given it. Let us go see it.”

My father followed the pilgrim. He saw a white horse grazing beside a fountain, in a sort of
plain, between two steep rocks. He ventured to call it by the name which he had given it and the
animal came to him immediately.

“Let us sit down here, pilgrim,” said my father to his host. “I perceive you have not
discovered yourself to me. My father always respected such as you and I too intended to befriend
them. In my present condition I need all the assistance of magic.”

“My king,” replied the pilgrim, “can there be any thing prohibited when vengeance is to be
taken upon a hypocrite? A hypocrite is hated in hell. Oh! it is a frightful character. It is very opposite
to mine. “Wherever I find hypocrites I destroy them. You conceive then some idea of my power. See
how I promise to exert it in your favour. Your enemies, humbled, shall entreat you to re-ascend your
throne and you shall crush them under your feet.” “ When shall I hope for the accomplishment of
your promise?” “In three days,” replied the pilgrim, “if I may expect a handsome recompense; for
every one looks for a reward when he works well.” “My treasures are all at your disposal.” “Pho!
Treasures for me!” said the pilgrim, “who see nothing but cheese and dried fruits. I am old, and need
some consolation and help in my old age. I can receive none but in a son, and I cannot even hope for
one. You may marry sixty wives, and expect from them the most numerous posterity. Grant me your
first male child. You shall see that I will not deprive you of him till he shall be able to fast with me
some days in the desert. Then he shall do as you do. He will not die, but be the better for it.”

My father recollected that, at the time when he was obliged to make his escape, it was told
him, the ambassador of the Curdes had already agreed that Laila, his queen, should be married to the
son of the usurper. Birminvansha had the greatest affection for her, and in his present situation, all
the women of the world, and all the children to whom they could give birth, were of no account with
him. What was a child whom he had never seen, and whom he had previously agreed to part with,
compared with a crown, and the pleasure of revenge? He accepted the proposition. “Then,” said the
pilgrim, “I shall risk every thing in your favour, and abandon even my pilgrimage. We will depart
to-morrow morning. And that we may be able to support the fatigue of our journey, let us empty this
flagon of Chiraz wine together.”

The day passed without a moment’s languor. The pilgrim’s conversation, on every subject,
was humorous and agreeable. At night, the grotto was better arranged. The stones, which served for
sofas, were covered with moss, and three lamps diffused through it a gentle light.

The pilgrim took his bag of provisions. My father expected to see onions come out of it, for
dinner; but instead of them, he saw a pheasant, partridges, and other cold victuals of exquisite taste.

“The purveyor, in the evening,” said the pilgrim, “is less economical than in the morning. Let
us do credit to the pains he has taken ,” so saying, he carved with dexterity, served gracefully, and
invited my father to eat, who readily obeyed.

The bottle of Chiraz wine was emptied in a trice; and one succeeded another, till sleep seized
both the host and his guest.
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The rising sun raised them both from the moss upon which they were extended. “Let us
depart, my king,” said the pilgrim, “the horse is saddled; let us proceed towards your capital.” “But
shall you walk?” said Birminvansha to his companion. “No,” said he, “I should retard your progress;
but I will mount behind you.” “You will sit very uneasy.” “No, if you don’t think so.”

“Come Lightning, is not that thy name,” said the pilgrim to the horse, “lengthen thyself two
ribs only to make room for thy master’s footman. It is the Maugraby who commands thee.”

“Who is the Maugraby,” said my father. “Your servant here present; you perhaps have heard
of me, but you will, in time, learn that every person is evil spoken of. But one is known by actions;
and you shall see how I treat hypocrites. I assure you of one thing, they shall be very obstinate indeed
if they refuse to obey me.”

In the mean time the horse was actually lengthened, and carried them, like the wind, towards
the capital, in so much, that having set out at sun-rise, Birminvansha and the pilgrim were at the gate
of the capital at sun-set.

The pilgrim dismounted, clothed in the groom’s habit, under which my father had saved
himself five days before, and led the horse into the nearest caravansary.

Every person admired the beauty of my father’s horse, and concluded his master was a
pilgrim of distinction, who was disguised under a dress so much below mediocrity. The sagacious
Maugraby had already provided and arranged his lodgings, and took hastily a few mouthfuls of
victuals, that he might go out.

“Take your rest,” said he to my father, “I must go learn the news of the city, and the palace,
found the inclinations of the people, fathom their very hearts, and judge from their present actions
what they intend to do.” So saying, he went out, and did not return till the evening.

“What would you think of the infatuated people!” said he to my father. They are amusing
themselves with festivals on occasion of the marriage of the son of the usurper with the princess
Laila. He is satisfied; and what with eating and dancing, he has entirely forgotten you. Did we not
know his weakness we should think of revenge. But it is not necessary to interest ourselves either
for or against him. It is not worth while. At least he is no hypocrite. I hate nothing so much as the
mask of wisdom. This night I will begin to work for you; but I must have surety. What will you give
me as a pledge of the fulfilment of your promise?—You ought now to renew it.”

My father was lost in chagrin, at knowing that Laila was in the arms of another. Jealousy
preyed upon him. He loved none so much as that princess. She was the first object of his passion.
Besides, he was blinded by the desire of revenge.

“I know what you wish for,” said he, to the Maugraby. “It is the first child which I shall have
of a lawful wife; you shall have it. I promise once more and my horse is the pledge, if you choose
it. It is the only thing I can call my own.”

Your horse! It is a fine creature. I accept it. I shall mount it to-morrow on our business. Let
us sup, let us sleep. Every person here shall not rest so well as we. Next morning the Maugraby went
out on horseback, and did not appear during the whole day. At night he showed himself. “I have
good news to tell you,” said he to my father. “The King, his Viziers, and his emirs have all dreamed
horrid dreams last night. Phantoms have reproached them for their infidelity and
villainy,—threatening them in the most horrible manner.

To-day the great divan was held, and you would have laughed to have seen their
consternation when they communicated to one another their dreams.
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The usurper, being the most profound politician, was most cautious in speaking, but he was most
alarmed. I know not the measures they will take; we shall know to-morrow.—After to-morrow we
shall proceed to action.

The only other piece of news I could learn is, that orders have been given to break off the
festival of the marriage of the son of the usurper with the princess of the Curdes; and it is well
known it ought to have continued eight days longer. This is a small step to a revolution. Some steady
measure must be adopted, to make the people return to their duty.—We shall deliberate together
upon this to-morrow.

To-morrow came; the Maugraby entered at night, apparently in ill humour. “We have to
deal,” said he, “with people who have no steadiness but in mischief. One restless night had brought
them all to a resolution to return to their duty. They have enjoyed another peaceful one—and their
resolutions vanished. I see we must strike firm, in order to bring them to a decision; and if you can
have any pleasure in seeing your enemies in the greatest agony you shall have it here. I will make
them dream in your presence, without seeing either you or me. First, that the spectacle may strike
their eyes, I will cover all this room with black. My slaves have orders to visit them as soon as they
go to bed; and we shall observe all that passes, seated on this sofa, and concealed behind that veil.

Scarcely had the Maugraby finished his preparations when a large black hideous figure
presented itself. “Master,” said the figure to the Maugraby, “the King went to bed in order to pass
the night with a Circassian lady of extraordinary beauty, whom a merchant sold to him this
morning;—your slaves have lulled the lady asleep, and brought off the king, whom we have here,
quite drowsy.”

“Ilage Cadahe,” said the Maugraby, think of acting thy part well; let the king be brought, and
placed upon this wooden seat. Light the fire, to serve you when you need it. The negro brought a pan
full of burning coals, whose flame he increased by blowing upon them.

As soon as the usurper was set down, the negro said to him, with a voice like thunder, “Who
are you, unhappy man?”

The guilty wretch, interrogated by a voice so menacing, endeavoured to recollect himself, and
consult his senses, to know if he was awake; then, in a tone which testified his terror, he answered,
“Am not I the King of Persia.” “Thou the King of Persia!—Slaves,” said the negro, to the four who
had brought the usurper, “let this slave of the father of Birminvansha have a hundred blows upon the
feet with a rod, who deceived his master by a detestable hypocrisy, and employed the forces of the
state, which were intruded to him, against the son of his benefactor.—So Nakaronkir  commands.”1

The unfortunate man, subjected to the bastinado, raised dreadful howls, which would have alarmed
all the caravansary, if the Maugraby not had stopped their ears. He was delivered from that
punishment to be exposed to another.

The negro ordered him to be set down again. “This wicked hypocrite,” said he, “wishes to
be a King. Let him have a sceptre and a crown.”—They were both of red-hot iron.

“He does not wish for the sceptre,” cried the negro; “let the crown be put on his head! It was
brought so near as to burn his hair. He stretched out his hand towards the sceptre, to chose the least

  Nakaronkir, a spirit which Mahomet sends to guilty persons in a dream, in order to goad them to
1

repentance.
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evil.—It burned him. “Ah! mercy! mercy! mercy! cried he—Ah! Nakaronkir! I do not wish to be a
King any longer.”

“As many hours as you are to reign,” said the negro, “so many burning coals shall you kindle
on your head.” “I will reign no longer,—Nakaronkir. Oh! I will reign no longer. Where is
Birminvansha, that he may reign in my stead?”

“It is your part to seek him,” replied the negro. “Make all your court, your capital, and your
kingdom, go into mourning till that great prince be sought for everywhere; and, as soon as he shall
be announced to you go, with all your dastardly courtiers—Go fall at his knees—with your heads
and feet uncovered.”

“Ah!” said the usurper, “let this hot iron be removed, which is more tormenting by the fear
than by the pain which it occasions and I shall do every thing that Nakaronkir wishes.”

“Let him be sent back for to-day,” said the negro Ilage Cadahe. “The four slaves seized him,
lulled him asleep, and put him beside his Circassian beauty, who, awaking, could not conceive why
she had been allowed to sleep so long, nor to what cause she ought to attribute such a disagreeable
smell of burning.

When the Maugraby was alone with my father, he began to put his room in order again. “I
wished,” said he, “to shew you how I know to serve my friends. If our king has been roughly treated,
his Viziers, the commanders of his troops, have not had more indulgence given them. There is only
one whom I have spared—the son of the usurper. Because the beautiful Laila has chastised him well,
and he has behaved very respectfully to her.”

Here my father’s curiosity was much excited. “What then has Laila done, whom you
applauded so much?”

“The story is already old; but prudence has not permitted it to be repeated without the
palace—I myself heard it but to-day.

“On the night of the nuptials, the new married lady presented herself to receive the embraces
of her husband—she allowed him to approach her, and spit in his face.”

“Presumptuous slave!” said she to him, “who hast dared to accept the hand of the spouse of
thy sovereign. I waited to give thee thy recompense.”

The son of the tyrant, unlike his father, retired in confusion. He continued modest; and,
without any explanations, “Permit me, Madam,” he said, “to sleep at your feet. I respect your
resentment and the mark of it which, I bear, in humbling me, does not dishonour me. I can support
the affront without murmuring; but I am afraid of my father—and I would rather die than make of
you so dangerous an enemy.”

“You have a noble soul,” answered Laila. “ I pardon you.—Pardon me, and sleep.” All the
succeeding nights have passed like that one, and your spouse is still worthy of you. This, I think, is
the best piece of news I could have given you,—till the events of to-morrow.

“These must be very curious. I have not yet subjected all the guilty to the bastinado. I wish
they may be to-morrow at the divan which is to meet. I shall be a spectator there under some form,
and you shall hear the news, but night approaches, and you ought to avail yourself of it.”

My father followed this counsel the more readily, that, what he had just learned with regard
to the manner in which the princess of the Curdes treated the son of the usurper had given him the
subject of very agreeable dreams.—As to the Maugraby, he slept, I think, with only one eye. Though
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he went late to bed he rose before day-break, and went out of the caravansary before the gate was
opened.

He returned that day sooner than usual, “Oh! Birminvansha!” said he, “how would you have
been amused had you assisted, like me, at the divan, and heard their conversations!

“I heard the four Viziers, whom fear rendered trusty and sincere, communicate their
respective dreams before they took their places. Terror was painted in their looks, and also
astonishment at the similarity of their dreams.

“They called the principal lawyers who were among them, and made them take their seats
privately.

“Their surprise too was no less. The disconsolate, and astonished air of those who made the
alarming recital attested the truth of it; and it was still farther confirmed by the arrival of the emirs,
at the head of the troops.”

“Then you would have seen that assembly, composed of a hundred persons, including ushers
and inferior officers, dispersing themselves in small troops; and everywhere they spoke of dreams
of Nakaronkir. If that spirit delights in being dreaded, never was he better served than by me.

“At length,” continued the Maugraby, “the heads of the assembly, along with the aged, after
a tumultuous deliberation, resolved that the gates of the divan should be kept shut, in order that
measures might be adopted conformably to the will of Nakaronkir, who was so able to direct them.

“They were informed that the King was indisposed. They had no doubt but that he was
abandoned by Heaven to the caprices of Nakaronkir; and every terror was lost in that which this
formidable spirit inspired. Three persons were deputed to announce to the prince that he must send
to search every where for Birminvansha, and make him re-ascend the throne.

“I followed them,” added the Maugraby. If the mind of the monarch had not been prepared
by the violent shock of last night, they would have had an unwelcome reception; but admire
hypocrisy and dissimulation! His hair was singed, his forehead and the points of his fingers were
burned. He smarted still with the pain. The will of Nakaronkir had never been manifested with more
vengeance than to him. Well! he related the adventures of others with incredible patience; and
dissembling his distress and fears, spoke to them as follows:

“I took,” said he, “the reins of government, judging that the tender age of Birminvansha,
rendered him unfit to hold them. I intended to resign them to him, when age and my example had
formed him. In taking flight, he disappointed my good intentions. But since Heaven, who knows him
better than I, judges him capable of reigning, I am willing to lay aside a burden with which I loaded
myself on his account. He shall know that, if some violence was necessary to take the public affairs
out of hands too young to manage them, I will use still greater violence to recall him to the throne
from which he is removed.

“I will make all my court go into mourning, and appoint a fast, which shall continue till I
have found the King, of whom I wish to be here only the viceregent. Let this edict be proclaimed
through all city—all the kingdom; and let a reward be announced to him who shall declare into what
part of the world Birminvansha has retired.

“This was my design before I heard the reports you have just made me. These increase the
load of my affliction. Inform the divan that I will go into mourning as well as my subjects, but that
mine shall be more austere. I will never appear but with my head and beard shaved, until I have the
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satisfaction of seeing your legitimate sovereign replaced upon the throne. I will abstain from all
public affairs; and the administration shall devolve to the Viziers.”

“See! my dear sovereign,” said the Maugraby to my father, “the last stroke of the usurper’s
hypocrisy which remains to be chastised by you. See with what art he endeavours to conceal from
the public the marks of the fire upon his hair and his beard. Oh! he is a profound villain! However,
do not be uneasy. Let the people be moved of their own accord. Let them wish for you, long for you,
and wait for you at all the gates. When the revolution is ready to commence, and when there is a
universal cry in your favour, I will send you the horse which you gave me as a pledge. You shall
make your appearance mounted upon it, and suitably dressed. Ilage Cadahe, my black page, shall be
your chief eunuch, and I will be your slave. It is only a matter of patience for four days. I am still
ready to serve you; you are exposed to danger; and your spouse still continues to be respected.”

My father conferred. On the fifth day the magician made him go out by a gate of the city,
dressed like a pilgrim, and mounted upon a white horse with a black mane, and made him enter by
another upon a black horse like that upon which he made his escape.

A robe and turban, embroidered without magnificence, had now taken the place of the
pilgrim’s habit. Ilage Cadahe walked on the one side and the magician on the other; each holding,
with one of his hands, the crupper of my father’s saddle.

Those who first saw my father ran to throw themselves at his feet; the guards of the gates
were struck dumb with astonishment; a crowd was instantly collected; my father was obliged to,
retire into the house of an emir; and a general shout resounded, God save our King Birminvansha!!!

This shout was heard without the gates, where the divan was held. The King, whose burning
was now abated, in a transport of joy, and with his head and beard shaved, threw aside his slippers,
and came at the head of his Viziers and emirs to entreat my father to resume his seat on the throne.

I purposely avoid the detail of uninteresting transactions; the marriage of my father with the
faithful Laila; the vengeance which he took upon the usurper and his adherents; and the pardoning
of the son of that infamous ruffian on account of his respecting the princess of the Curdes,
notwithstanding her offending him.—I pass to the departure of the Maugraby.

When that monster, constantly declaiming against hypocrisy, had seen the blood of all the
guilty already shed, he appeared quite happy at my father’s condition. “See! you are now,” said he,
“secure upon your throne; you have no score need of my assistance. I depart. As soon as you shall
have a son, remember me. Confider he is mine;—and justly. I have worked much. I have worn
myself out, and have need of such a staff in my old age.

“Pray bring him up carefully, that he may support both mine and yours.” So saying, he called
for his horse, and disappeared.

My father, borne along on the current of affairs, and absorbed in the business as well as the
pleasures of his rank, did not reflect sufficiently on the terms of his restoration; and my birth first
awakened his regret.

By his own confession he could not refrain from tears when he saw that the first pledge of
his love to his beautiful Laila was devoted to the Maugraby, whom he still suspected to be very
wicked, notwithstanding his declamations against hypocrisy.

Every time he took the child in his arms his tears flowed afresh. My mother considered them
as the effect of tenderness; but they were the marks of deep distress.
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“Why weep you,” said she, “for that child? He is beautiful as the day; the son of a king; and
destined to reign.”

“Let us not speak of destiny, my dear Laila,” replied my father, “the very idea of it awakens
all my fears; I possess you; and we reign.—This is fortunate—but it shall cost us dear.” Then he
rehearsed all our adventures. My mother Laila was not so much, terrified as he thought.—People are
surely under the power of magic at the Curdes.

“Well!” said she, “what did the Maugraby mean by demanding your son as the staff of his
old age? He will doubtless make him a magician like himself. Is that so great a misfortune for a
prince? Has he need of us for that?”

“I shall be happy to find our child possessed of understanding; he will not have occasion to
seek it elsewhere; but the dignity of a sovereign is degraded when he is obliged to have recourse to
the help of astrologers.”

My father allowed himself to be blinded by that reflection and I was brought up with all
imaginable care. Great pains were taken to instruct me in the particulars of my history, as soon as
I was able to keep the secret.

Although I did not shew it, I never heard the name of the Maugraby but with horror. I
reached, however, my fifteenth year. The distress of my parents, and my own fears were beginning
to vanish, when one day my father’s first groom entering the palace, announced the most stately and
finest horse he had ever seen and proposed to make the purchase of it.

My father had an uncommon passion for these animals. “Where is the horse?” said he to his
groom. “Sire,” replied he, “When I was passing near the great pond, there was a man there
conducting a white horse which had a black mane and tail, and black circlets round his eyes.

“I alighted from my own horse, to observe more closely the noble animal; I signified my
desire to mount it; the owner appeared to lend it with pleasure. Never, Sire, have I found any thing
so obedient, vigorous, intelligent, teachable. I spoke to it, it obeyed; one would have thought the
Persian was its natural language.

“I proposed to buy it. The owner said it was not to sell. It is for the king said I.”— “In that
case,” said he, you shall have it.” “I took the man at his word, and he is in the court of the palace
with the horse.” I was with my father when the groom made this report. I was eager to see the animal
, but Birminvansha, struck with the recital, and not doubting but that the Maugraby was come to
demand his reward, took me by the hand, and brought me to my mother.

“My dear Laila,” said he, “now is the moment of trial. The Maugraby has not forgotten us
as we dreamed. He comes to demand our child, and the refusal would expose us to infinite dangers.”

“Bid him come in,” said Laila: “I am not afraid of a magician. My nurse was supposed to be
one. She never did me any harm, though my mother’s slaves said they saw her throw locks of hair
into a pail, and turn them into frogs. When he comes in I shall speak to him.”

The Maugraby was introduced. He presented himself with a very respectful air. My father
returned his salutation as well as he could; but constraint was apparent in his action.

“Astrologer, or magician,” said Laila, “for you are doubtless the one or the other, you have
taken our child under your protection. You have promised to be a second father to him. You have
neglected him a long time. He is of that age which needs instruction.—You will find him, however,
well prepared; and we hope that, in teaching him here, you will, every day, approve the pains which
we have taken in his education. Besides, you shall be well used by every person, and particularly by
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myself, who have always loved the learned. We will make you Vizier, not to raise you in our
estimation, but in that of others.

The Maugraby rejected these compliments. He came not, he said, to labour in educating me,
nor to ask the child of another, but his own, in terms of an express agreement, of which he had the
pledge. “There is nothing in the world,” said he, “but ingratitude and broken faith; empty titles, and
fine compliments are reckoned a sufficient recompense to a benefactor for the greatest favours.”
Saying this, he took me by the hand, which I made an effort to withdraw. My mother, bathed in tears,
seized my robe: but it was left in her hands.

I escaped by a window, transformed into a greyhound. The Maugraby followed me by the
same window, and we both went to the country.

He had a whip in his hand, with which he lashed me unmercifully, and which seemed to
lengthen in proportion to the efforts which I made to elude the strokes.

I cannot tell whether the moon shone clear while I fled;—but dying with hunger and thirst,
every part of my body smarting with pain—running—fainting with fatigue, I fell into the well at the
bottom of the mountain—red with the blood which streamed from the wounds which the whip had
made upon my body.

Then, after having forced me to remain in in it for some time, as soon as the cold water froze
my veins, he drew me out, and restored me to my former shape.

I will not repeat the invectives he then poured out against me and my father, nor the flattering
tales he told me, after bringing me hither, in order to make me forget the world and deliver myself
to him. You have represented his stratagems. He no doubt varies them according to
circumstances—to the principles he wishes to destroy, and the ideas he means to pervert and
mislead.

However, I began to take patience. Then, being advised to study the books you took notice
of, and being left alone, I saw myself employed in matters that might prove useful to me.

I triumphed that I was able to shew him, when he should return, I had learned all that was
contained in the first twelve books, and that there was not an operation proposed in them which I
could not perform with ease.—All on a sudden he appeared.

I advanced towards him with an air of confidence, and made a display of my science to him.
He gave me a blow.

“Ignorant! slothful creature!” said he to me, “who canst do nothing when left to thyself.
Thinkest thou that I can attend upon thee as a school-boy?”

I did not think myself in the wrong, and wished to convince him of his mistake. He gave me
another blow, which almost knocked me down.

“I receive no replies,” said he, “I come only for a little, and retire. When I come again, if I
be not better satisfied, I will have recourse to correction still more severe.”

In saying this, he returned into his palace, as if seeking for something, and making a sign, in
appearance, to take leave of me, he actually disappeared.

I threw myself upon my bed, and bathed it with my tears. I devoted my persecutor to
Nakaronkir, whom I had heard my father and mother speak of so often. I burned with desire to throw
myself into arms from which I had received so many caresses.
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My studies now came afresh into my mind. I could, by means of them, metamorphose myself
into a bird; but it must be a bird of prey, that I might be able to soar aloft, and not become the prey
of others.

I resolved to change myself into an eagle.—I will keep at a distance, said I, from the Fowlers;
I will alight only to seek food; I will visit the capital of Persia, and enter, by night, into my father’s
castle; I shall be found, in the morning, on the terrace of his apartment, having, in my bill, a piece
of bark, inscribed with my name.

I passed the night in adjusting my plan. I rose with the sun, and wrote upon the piece of bark,
which I intended to carry, The poor Halaiddin,  prince of Persia.

Then I thought of transforming myself; willing to remain a bird all my life, rather than to
endure the misery of being subjected to the brutality of the magician.

My charm operated. I already felt my nose transformed into a bill, my arms into wings, and
I saw myself covered with feathers. Full of joy and hope, I picked up my billet, grasped it in one of
my talons, and took my flight.

But I felt myself firmly held by the tail, and my back almost crushed with strokes. It was the
magician. He took up my billet coldly, which had dropt from my talons, and read it. The poor
Halaiddin. “Poor indeed,” said he, “of sentiment—of gratitude—and every kind of virtue, like his
father and mother.—Thou haft made thyself a bird ungrateful creature! but birds of prey are not
admitted into my aviary—I shall find thee a place.”

I was more dead than alive, and I recovered my senses only to see myself suspended by the
feet among dying and dead persons, in that place where you found me. I was plunged into a dreadful
condition: unable to give an account of my sufferings, and thinking that the Maugraby, more like a
demon than a man, was pursuing me with a whip tipped with iron points incessantly reaching me,
I ran after the spectre of death, which still escaped me. I awaked only when you drew me out of the
pit.

* * *
One may judge what impression this recital made upon the mind and heart of the prince of

Persia; but he did not discover it in his countenance.
He then addressed another companion of this unfortunate, in order to learn the particulars of

his adventures.
The young man, who was about nineteen. years of age, began as follows:
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