
ARABIAN TALES:
Volume 4

The History of Yam Alladdin, Prince of Great Katay.

My grandfather was a barber in the city of Chiraz. He lived in easy circumstances by
his profession; for he was industrious and clever. He had more genius than the generality of
barbers, and of course his conversation was courted by those who were his superiors in talents
and in fortune.

A skilful astrologer, who lived in the neighbourhood, often visited us. He observed his
wife hastily taking up her veil to go out.

“Whither are you going?” said he. “To give assistance to the wife of our friend the
barber. She is lying in.”

“Tell me when you return,” said her husband; “the names of the child, father, mother,
grandfather, and grandmother. We consult only about the birth of the great, as if they were
the only interesting characters on earth. Our friend the barber sometimes discovers happy
glimpses of genius—a child of his must prove a more than ordinary man.” His wife promised
to bring proper information.

My grandmother was very happily delivered of a son, whom they named Schaskar.
The astrologer was informed of all by his wife.

The astrologer began his observations. He marked the precise hour of the birth. My
father was born under the planet Il-Marlik , which, at the time, viewed by help of the1

astrolabe, appeared very bright. In calculating the sum of the letters of all the names which
he had under his eye, the sage saw that the child was to be a king, and his brilliant star shed
its rays over a great part of the vast empire of China.

But the star displayed a reddish colour, which announced, at least, that he whom it
ruled should meet with great obstacles in his way to fortune.

“I was right,” said the astrologer to his wife, “in remarking that the barber’s son would
one day be very fortunate. We must go and congratulate his father and mother upon the
occasion.”

My grandfather was very much flattered by the horoscope which his friend had drawn.
Both he and his wife took the utmost pains in the education of my father, and the astrologer
assisted them. When he was sixteen years of age, there was not a young man in Chiraz who
had received so much instruction. He was pointed out as a model to children of the best
families.

“Only look,” said they, “at Schaskar the barber’s son. It is true indeed, that to his he
joined a handsome figure, and a fine countenance: apprised of his destiny, he endeavoured to
shew himself worthy of it, both in his conduct and looks. Schaskar one day was going to the

  Saturn.
1
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bath, and happened to be there first. After passing the room where he left his clothes, as he
crossed a second one to go to the stove, though he walked very steadily, his foot slipt upon a
wet flag of polished marble.

He struck his foot hastily against the flag to recover himself. Instantly sprung up, and
from the place, a vapour arose, condensed, and presented to the eyes of Schaskar a genie in
human shape.

“Leave the bath,” said the Genie, “to the indolent.—Depart for China—take the road
by the great wall. You will find a caravan at Astracan, which you shall join. Go resume your
clothes where you left them, you will find with them a sum of money which shall continue to
supply you on every occasion.

When you reach the great wall you shall receive more assistance; but do not instruct
the secret to any person.

My father went to resume his clothes, and found a purse containing two hundred pieces
of gold. He put twenty of them under his mother’s pillow—went out of the city—met a man
driving camels upon the road which was prescribed to him—bought one of them, and hasted
to arrive at Astracan.

The caravan came, he joined it—determined not to separate from it. The day on which
he expected to reach the great wall he slept longer than usual.

His camel separated from the rest, without anyone perceiving it. When he awoke he
found himself in the midst of a desart. He stopped, thinking to rejoin the companions of his
fortune. But night came, when observing the stars, he perceived that he had taken a quite
contrary road to that which he should have pursued, and travelled all night to recover it.

Day appeared; scarcely did he give his camel a moment to rest, or to eat the scanty
remains of its provisions. He hurried it all day, and all next night. At sun-rise he found himself
at the great wall; but at that place there was no passage.

He was exhausted with fatigue, and his camel was not able to carry him farther. Ready
to despair, he observed a dervise coming from behind a thicket of brambles, with a book in his
hand. He, revived at the sight, dismounted, and went straight towards the religious man.

“Holy man,” said he, “I am a Persian, a merchant by profession, separated from my
caravan which is going to China. Tell me if I am near the gate which leads to Great Tartary?”

“You are,” replied the dervise, “five good days journey from it, and more; for you
cannot go by the wall. You must search for the road, otherwise you shall bewilder yourself in
the marshes which are on your right and left hand—besides, have you a passport?”

“No,” replied my father. “In that case,” said the dervise, “you will not be allowed to
pass. No strangers are admitted into China but those who come by the caravans, and have
regular passports.” “I am then very unfortunate,” said Schasker, sighing deeply.

“There is a remedy for every thing except death,” said the dervise. “Come to my hut,
which is not far distant. You will find there a little fountain and pasture for your camel.—I am
doing penance here; you will accompany me; and, if you open your heart to me, some means
perhaps may be found to bring you out of your distress.”

My father, leading his camel, followed the dervise. They arrived at the hut, which was
a deep cave, shaded by a green arbour.
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“you have need of some food,” said the dervise. “I have here the milk of a goat which
I feed, a fresh honey comb which I found in a tree to-day, and some dried fruits. These are my
provisions.” Saying this, he put them upon a stone, which served instead of a table.

Although my father thought now that his star had misled him, he still reckoned upon
the little assistance he was to find. He ate and drank, and looked at the dervise, who was
fastening the camel by the leg, to let it graze.

When the officious dervise had provided for the animal, he returned to his guest with
an eager and important air. “You make,” said he, “a very frugal meal; you have doubtless
been accustomed to better furnished tables.—The nobleness of your appearance announces
you were born above the vulgar.”

“Alas! not,” replied my father, with his usual frankness. “You are so generous; your
condition inspires me with so much confidence, and I have so much need of opening my heart,
that I believe it to be my duty to relate my whole history to you ingenuously.

“You see in me what astrologers call a child of fortune. I am to have a crown according
to them; and if I had not met with you I might perhaps have obtained that one which
Mahomet promises to those good Mussulmans, who, yielding to the excess of misfortune, die
without murmuring. I am the son of a barber of Chiraz, and my name is Schaskar.”

My father, having told his name, made a faithful report of his history, omitting no
circujstance; and when he came to speak of the purse which had been given him, containing
two hundred sequins, he put it on the table. “See there!” said he, “I have spent more than
four hundred in coming hither, and every morning it continues to be full.”

The dervish gave the greatest attention to the recital which my father mace.—“I know
that purse,” said he. “I know from whence it came to you.—It gives me to understand that I
have duties to perform in you behalf, more important than those which I owe to ordinary
guests: you have now made yourself entirely known to me, and I ought to discover myself to
you.”

“You are indeed, my dear Schaskar, a child of destiny; and I am devoted by my
condition, to the service of those whom it favours. If it conducted you hither, it likewise
appointed me to wait for you.

“You have delivered me from great uneasiness. There is always obscurity attending
the orders we receive. Mine obliged me to repair, in the habit of a dervise, to the wall of
China, and to remain there in a place removed from every road, four days, exposed to cold
and hunger.—Such was the rigour of the commands I had received.

“The subject of my commission had begun to render me uneasy; but I knew its
importance. It was the appointing of a monarch to the empire of Great Katay:—and Seignior
Schaskar, the crown is yours!”

Then the false dervise took a small rod of ebony from a bag which was under his arm,
and made it turn upon the ends of his fingers with infinite dexterity.—“Come,” said he,
“Megine, perform thy duty.”

Then a voice of matchless sweetness was heard—“What does the great and mighty
Maugraby wish his servant to do?”

“Did I permit thee to name me, little fawning creature?” answered the false dervise.
“Know that our guest is a man of the greatest importance. He has not had suitable
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entertainment nor accommodation here. Go call my servants. Let us prepare a proper place,
where we may dine in style. My guest is a noble Persian; and let us have a bottle of the wine
of Chiraz.”

The sweet voice said, “Sire, you shall instantly be obeyed.”
My father was a little astonished, but less so that he had been already conducted to the

wall of China by a prodigy.
The false dervise observed it. “My little servant,” said he, “has told you my name; and

I hope, Seignior Schaskar, to give you reason to remember it all your life.
“While dinner is preparing, I must inform you what is reserved for you by destiny, if

you do not refuse the favours which await you; for unfortunately, men can always find
obstacles; and often, as I have seen, give the lie to destiny by the remissness of their conduct.

“Some sacrifices are to be made. I warn you of this. The throne of Great Katay is
vacant by the death of the sovereign, who has left no male issue. A new sovereign must be
elected within the space of five days, with the usual ceremonies of the country. It will be in
your power to be King of Great Katay, and husband to the most beautiful princess in the
world, daughter of the late sovereign. Her charms and her virtues are above all the treasures
which will accompany her hand.—You shall have only to speak one word, and all is yours!”

It is easy to conceive the effect which this discovery had upon my father. He had been
accustomed from his infancy to entertain ideas of ambition; and he now saw himself ready, in
a moment, to fulfil his destiny. It had been pointed out to him indeed by an old man in the
habit of a dervise;—but he had seen the motion of the little wand; and he had heard the voice
of Megine.

“Seignor Maugraby,” said he to his host, “I have not undertaken the laborious journey
to the wall of China in order to refuse any lawful requisition.”

“Far be it from me,” said the Maugraby, “to desire you to commit a crime. It is only,
you shall see, an act of virtue—a small sacrifice—a testimony of gratitude to your devoted
servant.”

When the Maugraby had finished that discourse, a tall black figure presented itself,
holding a silver mace.—“Seignoirs,” it said, speaking to the master of the hut and my father,
“you are served;” they rose, and followed it.

They went into a pavilion, covered with silk stuff, in a magnificent manner. The
interior part was still more elegantly adorned.—The earth, covered with her carpet of green,
was watered by a natural fountain, on the margin of which the pavilion had been erected, and
the banks, enamelled with flowers, appeared through a small opening that had been left on
purpose.

The table was covered with elegance and plenty. The sight and smell were gratified
at once. The two guests sat down upon sofas of exquisite magnificence. Four slaves appeared,
at a sign which the negro with the gold collar made with his mace. Two stood by my father,
and two by the master of the elegant pavilion.

Dinner passed in agreeable conversation, upon the variety of dishes that were on the
table, and upon the excellence of their seasoning. When the last course was removed, the
Maugraby said to his negro. “Ilage-Cadahe, we are in the open air here, let us go repose
ourselves; but my guest and I are travellers, a bath will refresh us, go and prepare a
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convenient one; out supper must be better than the dinner you gave us; and Megine must be
told that I wish to entertain my guest with company agreeable to him.”

The negro retired. Sleep seized my father, and he sunk down upon the sofa, without
reflecting upon what he had seen, done, or heard. Two hours after a noise awaked him.

His host was already up. “Swignior Schaskar,” said he, “the bath is ready, and we shall
not have far to go—it is just at hand.”

The door of the tent which opened to the country was shut, and another presented
itself, by which there was a passage into a place illuminated with wax tapers, where two lion’s
mouths poured into two little trought of marble, cold water on the one side, and hot on the
other.

“Let us put off our clothes here,” said the Maugraby, “and enter.” My father followed
him, and entered his bath. When they had both entered, four young female negroes came with
perfuming pans, and boxes full of rich ointments. The Maugraby and my father came out of
the bath, and the female negroes retired. Four white eunuchs came in their place, bringing
the most elegant and delightful habits.

Under that which the false dervise put on, my father could not recognise him. His looks
assumed great dignity. He appeared to be very old; but his long white beard gave him a
venerable appearance.

He put on an air of satisfaction. “I judge,” said he, to my father, “by the freshness of
your looks, that the bath has done you good. I cannot express my happiness at having had the
good fortune to have done you these trifling services.—I should be glad if you would desire
greater ones.

“We shall not meet with children of destiny every day. It is a satisfaction to concur with
it in rendering them happy. 

“You have need,” continued he, “to take the air. The promenade around here is very
agreeable; but behind this hill there is a little valley, in which your camel feeds. One can reach
it by a very sweet walk along this fountain, which supplies us with water. When one is there,
the view, which is not extensive indeed, presents a very great variety of objects. Those who
can be contented with a seat of turf, may there find means of repose; and, unless the
indiscretion of birds be dreaded, it is a place very proper for communicating secrets.”

In giving this description of the promenade, to which he wished to entice my father, the
host was conducting him insensibly towards the valley. It was not very deep, and a range of
rock was the horizon. The fountain burst in cascades, from a shapeless mass of rude marble,
hollowed by time. There were convenient places there for sitting, and a conversation
commenced, which the Maugraby almost entirely engrossed.

He compelled my father to admire the delights of this charming solitude. “Do you
imagine that I envy such as you, who are raised to the government of great empires?—you
renounce,—if one may say so, the enjoyment of the beauties of Nature and the sweets of
repose.

“Consider this retreat, unknown to the world. My wishes have all centered in it, ever
since I came into his territory to wait for you. Believe that I am confirmed in the project of one
day resuming here the habit of a dervise, under which I disguised myself to attract your
confidence. If I have the good fortune one day to resume it, I shall never quit it during my life.
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“See! Where I shall build my little house. It shall be cheered by the rising sun. I will
remove some of these groves, which might cause too much damp, and plant the greatest
variety of the most beautiful shrubs.

“See! Here my little flock of goats shall feed—and there shall be my hives of bees!—I
shall be happy!—Books, and Nature herself, shall be my study!—While you shall be upon a
throne, surrounded with flattery and deceit.

“I do not draw this disagreeable picture of your condition, to inspire you with disgust.
The world has need of sovereigns; and you are born to be one. You are young too, and have
duties to discharge to society.

“But, my dear guest, self-love, this moment, brings me to myself. I have now toiled a
long time, and I am tired by working for another, miracles, whose charm has no longer power
over me; and I wish it were granted me to take repose.”

“Can you not obtain repose,” said my father, “from beings of supernatural power,
whom you seem to command?”

“Oh Schaskar! You will find that one obtains nothing but by sacrifices. I shall be able
to confine myself to a retreat when I have instructed and formed a subject as capable as I am,
of discharging the duties with which I am instructed.

“In order to accomplish an object of that importance, one must have a child prepared,
to say so, from the very breast, brought up and preserved in the greatest innocence,
habituated, by every exercise, to support the toils to which man is exposed, and trained up
in the study of all the arts.

“He must be happily born, even the blood from which he ought to spring is not
indifferent. These are conditions very difficult to fulfil; but to crown all, he must be the son of
a King.”

Saying this, the pretended hermit arose, fetching a sigh, apparently from the bottom
of his soul. We shall resume our conversation, my dear Schaskar, said he to my father, and
proposed to walk round the valley.

My father believed implicitely all the Maugraby had said. He took him for a holy
personage. While they came down, in order to return to the little plain, where the pavilion had
been raised, night came, and my father seeing a place bright with illuminations, testified his
surprise.

“My brother,” said his companion, “I have learned, in this state, to treat every one I
deal with, according to his rank. Begin to accommodate yourself to what you must look for
here. After fifteen days you will not take one step without hearing, “There goes the King.”
You will not enter the house of a stranger, which shall not perfumed and illuminated; and, in
your own palace, you shall have ceremony in abundance.

“I am going,” continued he, “to present you with another scene of astonishment. You
are to sup with ladies, than whom there are none more beautiful in Georgia, from which they
came. There are, indeed, more agreeable objects than beautiful women; but I treat them as
I do a nosegay, which I love and trample upon:—so that they cannot derange my principles.”

Darkness increased during this conversation. The negro with the gold collar appeared,
carrying his mace, and preceded by twenty flambeaus. “My signiors,” said he, “you are
served.”
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“Are the ladies here?” said the host. “They are seated on sofas,” replied Ilage-Cadahe,
and “entertaining themselves with music.”

“I never interfere in such matters,” said the Maugraby to my father; “My little Megine
attends to them. She knows her company—and never fails.”

The two entered a spacious pavilion, whose magnificence struck my father with
astonishment. The table was placed upon an eminence, under a superb canopy. Two large
sofas, of unspeakable elegance, were placed opposite to each other. The ladies took their seats
on the one of these, each apart.

On seeing the master of the pavillon come in, they rose. The Maugraby advanced to
them abruptly. “This,” says he, “ladies, is the prince Schaskar, a friend of mine, in whose
acquaintance you will be very happy. Brilliant stars like you are fit to favour a Persian—a
child of destiny.”

My father, in describing these ladies, said they were as beautiful as angels. He was
prevailed on to sit down by one of them, and his host sat down by the other.

Eighteen slaves of an exquisite beauty waited at the table. Twenty-seven arranged
upon the stairs, into three separate choirs, formed a concert. The air was sweetened with
perfumes; and before the end of the repast, wines and liquors of all sorts covered the table.

The Maugraby shewed infinite attention to his lady. My father endeavoured to imitate
him, and tried to enter into a conversation with his; but he could obtain nothing but
monosyllables. She had, however, engaging looks; and she drank, and invited him to drink.

My father forgot the rest of the entertainment. His head was full of the fumes of the
Greek and Persian wines he had drunk; and he did not open his eyes till next morning, when
he found himself stretched upon the sofa, in the room where he had supped in such splendid
company.

His host appeared sleeping, opposite to him. He went out softly to take the air: but the
Maugraby soon joined him.

“Young man,” said he, “you are philosopher with the ladies; and you shall have an
elegant spouse in the charming princess of Katay. I confess I wished to try you. You must not
take it amiss, for it is my business. Let us take the same walk we took yesterday. And,
consider, in my little solitude, what we shall do.”

My father was still uneasy with the effects of last night’s supper, and walking was quite
agreeable to him. They both went to sit down besides the cascade, in the same spot where
they had sitten the evening before, and the conversation of the Maugraby not assumed a more
decisive tone.

“Schaskar! Will you depart immediately for Katay? You know that within five days the
election will take place.”

“Permit me to answer you Signoir, I know not how I shall pass the great wall, how
many days journey I am from Katay, and how it will be possible for me to be elected. I am
quite unknown; and I ought to have all the grandees of the country to befriend me.”

“The passage of the wall,” said the magician, “by a path which I know, is fifty leagues
hence. From it one may go in a camel, and reach the capital of your kingdom in fifteen
days.—We shall find among your friends even sons of kings.
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“But if you satisfy me in what I am going to ask of you, to-morrow you shall be on the
spot of election—to-morrow you shall be lodged in the adjoining palace. Three days after, you
shall mingle with your rivals;—and if you be not distinguished among them, in the most
singular manner, you shall never call me the Maugraby; and you shall treat me as your
slave:—I swear by the sovereign of spirits, to whom all earthly power is subject.

“If I set you upon the throne of Persia, and procure for you a spouse, the most
charming princess upon earth, I demand the first male child which shall spring from your
marriage. I have revealed to you all my motives; and you shall swear on the faith of a King,
and by Mahomet, to give me the child.”

My father, still stupefied by the effects of the supper of last night, when he had suffered
himself to be duped by the artful conversation of the Maugraby, confounded astrology with
magic. He had been born in devout respect for the former; and he did not sufficiently distrust
the influence of the latter. His almost innate desire of reigning too, doubtless, mixed itself with
other motives.—However it were—the oath escaped him.

The eyes of the Maugraby sparkled with joy. “Embrace me,” said he to my father,
“sovereign of Katay!” then turning towards the valley which he had left, he addressed it as
follows: “I shall see thee again sweet solitude,—never to leave thee.”

When he had finished that exclamation, the negro presented himself, and gave notice
that breakfast was ready. “Very well, Ilage-Cadahe; but Megine will wait upon us. Depart for
Nantka; provide for us a palace in the neighbourhood of the place. It were better to buy it
than hire it. Expect us there this evening.” Ilage-Cadahe immediately disappeared.

The two travellers sat down to table. “How like you the sofa you sit on?”—“Excellently
well,” replied my father.—“I intend,” said the magician, “to employ it as a vehicle. We shall
sit very conveniently on it.” Then seating himself by my father, he took out his little wand,
and made it turn on the ends of his fingers.—“Come, Megine,” said he, “let us make haste.”

In a moment the sofa, carried out of the pavilion, mounted in the air, above the wall.
My father slept, and did not awake till his guide awaked him by a burst of laughter.

“Where are you?” said he. My father opened his eyes, and saw himself in a beautiful
apartment entirely unknown to him.—“Look out at the window,” said the magician, “if you
wish to know where you are.” My father obeyed, and by the clear light of the moon (for it was
then night) he saw a spacious square, and a great number of people walking under trees.

“You are at home, Schaskar,” said the magician, his guide, “for the palace in which you
are is paid. See the large court of you capital! If any one think of opposing your election let his
chastisement be my care. Let us have supper. To-morrow morning I shall see what is doing
here.”

Next morning my father contemplated, from a window of the palace, a people and
customs quite new to him. Being alone, and having his mind much engaged, he ate little, and
waited with some impatience the return of his guide, who at length appeared.

The Maugraby pretended to be fatigued. “Nothing is learned,” said he, “without much
trouble. How many springs are set a going by intrigue, avarice, and hypocrisy! The
combination is well formed. To-morrow sacrifices are to be performed to Dagon, and to his son
Bil-il-sanam. Next day the bird will be consulted. It is to perch upon the head of the Grand
Vizier, who is then to be elected King!”
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“What is that bird!” said my father. “It is a Ter-il-bas ,” replied the Maugraby, “which2

the priests of Dagon have been instructing since the death of the late King. They have secretly killed
its mate, which the country people brought the other day in ceremony, because it was not tractable.

“It is the duty of these good men to watch the creature day and night. The people depend
upon their fidelity, and justly, for they are as vigilant as they can be; but they overlook one thing,
their own infatuation.—Oh, I shall avenge Dagon and Dil!—I shall disconcert that plan, or I shall
not be Maugraby!

“To-morrow, my prince,” continued he, “you shall go to the temple. This is particularly
necessary. Dagon must not be accused of having chosen a man unknown to him.—You shall see
there the princes of Coree, of Tunquin, and of Cochinchina; but you appearance shall particularly
distinguish you.—Ilage-Cadahe shall take care that your dress and attendants are suitable. For my
own part, I shall not be at the ceremony;—my efforts will be necessary elsewhere.”

Next day my father visited the temple of Dagon, that he might not neglect any of the counsels
of his guide. He saw, accordingly, that many eyes were drawn upon him. The priests omitted nothing
to render the deity propitious. Bulls, goats, sheep, doves, and sparrows, were sacrificed according
to the different classes of the people.

On seeing the crowd of sacrifices, and hearing the prayers which the chorus addressed to
Dagon and Bil-il-sanam, one would have thought that it actually depended upon these deities what
monarch should next day be elected. The populace indeed did think so. My father retired full of
hatred and chagrin, at so much hypocrisy.

His assiduous monitor came to him. “You have seen,” said he, “what is doing. To-morrow
all the sacrificers will be disappointed when they shall see that their bird has forgotten what they
have taught it. Be firm, and do not be uneasy at anything which shall happen to you. I shall be near
you, to guard you against every danger. At any rate you may depend upon the little Megine.”

The time of election at length arrived. A very high altar was erected in the middle of the great
court of Nantka. Several ranges of stairs, capable of containing about a thousand people, were placed
around.

The Grand Vizier, his inferior officers, princes, emirs, and most respectable persons of the
state, filled the places which were nearest the altar. The priests, who served, were employed in the
duties of their office.

The Ter-il-bas, still under the eye of the country people who had brought it to town, was kept
in a gilt cage, covered with garlands of flowers. The air was almost darkened with perfumes.

All on a sudden the sound of sacred trumpets announced that Dagon and Dil were now to
reveal their choice. The high priest advanced towards the cage, to open the door to the inspired Ter-
il-bas.

The bird no sooner saw its prison half opened than it burst through, and darting against the
face of the principal sacrificer, struck him with his bill and its wings, and then mounted into the air.

It descended again, and flying around, almost touched those who were seated on the foremost
galleries. It seemed, all the while, to be deliberating, and fixing its choice. After shooting to a
distance, it came back and performed the same round over the farthest galleries, appearing to
examine and search, without finding what it wanted.

  A species of peacock.
2

589



The people were amazed at the motions of the Ter-il-bas. The priests were confounded. The
high priest, and the Grand Vizier, were unable to remain upon their seats for anxiety. They often
rose, and testified to each other their astonishment, by signs.

My father was standing behind the stairs.—The Ter-il-bas, at a certain height, hovered for
some time around his head. The young ministers of the altar, who were sent to follow the bird, and
observe its movements, made many efforts to drive it off, and force it to alight nearer the altar; but
it did not obey their signs. All on a sudden, coming to a determination, it perched upon my father’s
head, and spread its wings and tail.

The exclamations of the people were exceeded only by those of the priests and Viziers.—The
officers still endeavoured to make it quit its hold; but it kept close upon him.

My father’s turban was thrown off, and the bird forced to remove; but it soared aloft, and
returned to alight on his bare head. Then twenty arms were raised to fright it away. The people
exclaimed—“This is the King whom Dagon has given us!” “It is false! It is false!” cried the priests
and the ministers of the altar, dispersing themselves among the crowd.

One of them approached my father. “You are not know,” said he. “To what country of China
do you belong?”

“I do not belong,” answered my father, to any country of China; I am a Persian.”
“A Persian! A Persian!” replied ten or twelve voices at once: “let the report be spread among

the people; Dagon could not choose a stranger for our King; there must be some imposture here.”
The bird had disappeared; my father had taken up his cap, and a crowd was gathered around him,
when Maugraby appeared.

“Let us retire into your palace,” said he to him; “there are some people here who grow warm.
You are evidently elected by Dagon and his son Bil; and by Dagon and his son you shall be King,
or I shall no longer be Maugraby.

“I will let these people know what danger they run b employing the name of the gods to give
credit to their frauds, and by opposing the evident intention of those whom they have professed to
invoke. They are false, deceitful, avaricious, hypocritical, and disobedient; they have sold themselves
to an ambitious man. I will disturb their trade a little. Be not, my dear King, (for such you are)
astonished at anything which may happen to you; but be assured that every thing will turn out to the
utter confusion of your enemies.”

My father remained in his palace; but he observed, during the day, many people who had the
appearance of rambling about with an inquisitive air. Next day, before he was two hours out of bed,
he saw a troop of armed men come and surround his abode. A minister of justice entered, and spoke
to him in a threatening tone. “Vile stranger! Criminal magician! Execrable author of sacrilege! You
are to be dragged to a dungeon; and torture shall make you confess your crimes.” He was instantly
carried away.

The reason of this violence was, that the priests having gone to the temple, at the usual hour,
had found the statues of Dagon and of Bil-il-sanam overturned, and broken in pieces. They ran in
great terror, and gave an account of it to the Grand Vizier, who had assembled the Divan at his
house.

The chief priest having there related what had happened, the crime was unanimously imputed
to the Persian, whose sorceries had disturbed the flight of the Ter-il-bas, and who had, by the
assistance of magic, got into the temple, that he might add a glaring sacrilege to his other impieties.
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A consultation was immediately held; it was resolved that the stranger should be thrown into a
dungeon, and the Vizier returned to his apartment, to get ready a sealed order for committing him
to the flames on the following day.

He sat down on his sofa of state, and ordered his pipe, which resembled a small adder in
enamel, to be brought him, bathing at the same time in snow water, contained in a magnificent vase
of rock crystal. When he was about to smoke, an usher presented to him the pen and ink, that he
might sign the sentence which condemned the strange magician to be burnt. He plunged the pen very
deep, that it might be the better filled with ink, and having drawn it out, signed the sentence; but the
characters instead of being black were of a bright red. He was seized with terror, and involuntary
emptied the inkholder, which was full of chicken’s blood, upon the writing and his own sleeve. “O
heavens!” cried he, “this is another trick of the pretended Persian; shall we never have an end of
them?” so saying, he went away to change his robe.

The usher, full of astonishment, remained behind with the paper and inkholder in his hand,
and with his face turned towards the door of the chamber where the Vizier had entered. The latter
returned in a little, to smoke his pipe, being impelled by the force of a powerful habit, which got the
better of his distress. The table of sandal wood, inlaid with sapphire and emeralds, the vessel of rock
crystal, and the little adder had disappeared.

The usher was still in the same attitude, holding the bloody inkholder and paper in his hand:
“What are you doing with that?” said the Vizier; “throw the stuff into the fire.”

The usher turned about to go out:—“Stop,” said the minister, “where are my table and pipe?”
“I know nothing about them,” answered the usher. “Where then,” replied he, “are the canopy, the
sofa, and the footstool?” “There is some person here who takes away your furniture, Sir; for my part,
I tremble for fear.”

“O Dagon! O Bill!” cried the Vizier, “what situation are we in! I am going to lay myself on
my bed. Inform the members of the divan to assemble here early to-morrow; let the high priest, and
the four chiefs of the colleges of priests be present; we are in a very extraordinary, perhaps dangerous
situation.”

While the minister was thus distressed, my father was enjoying his ease at this expense. He
had been thrown upon some half rotten straw in a dungeon, apart from all the rest, and situated in
a corner of the prison court. A slave belonging to the jailer had there left him an earthen vessel full
of water, and a bit of mouldy bread, upon a block of wood half consumed, which served him for a
table. This sorry apparatus could not offend the eyes of the prisoner, for he was drowsy when he
entered the dungeon, and scarcely was he laid on the straw when he fell asleep.

When he awaked, he was conveniently seated on the Grand Vizier’s sofa of state; his arms
were supported by cushions of down; over his head was a canopy embroidered in the most splendid
manner; and his feet rested upon a footstool, covered with the richest tapestry. Before him lay the
pipe, upon the table inlaid with sapphire, a golden pot, smoking with sweet odours, was by his side;
a Chinese pagoda, eight inches high, constituted the pendant of this jewel.

“Prince,” said the little pagoda to him, with a voice that seemed to resemble the sound of a
bell, “do you not recollect me under this appearance? I am Megine, the little servant of you
benefactor Maugraby. You have been put in prison, and he has sent me to console you, and to furnish
your apartment at the expense of the Vizier, your greatest enemy. Smoke his pipe, there it is, it is full
of the most delicious opium which the Bramins on the banks of the Ganges can prepare; he uses it
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for procuring agreeable dreams. But at present, my saster reserves to himself the care of his dreams.
You are upon his sofa of state; and to divert you, I here offer you the choice of whatever he
possesses, including even his women.”

My father thanked the pagoda; “your master,” said he, “destines for me a charming spouse,
to whom I have given my heart, and I wish for no other woman. But tell me, what am I accused of,
that I am thus put in prison?”

“My master,” replied the pagoda, “in order to terrify your enemies, has overturned the idols
of the country, and it is supposed that this is the effect of you sorcery. See how good they are here!
You would be burnt to-morrow, if my master did not prevent it; remember this when you are
King.—All the evil which they can do you is to put you in prison; but you shall want nothing there,
for I am obedient to your commands. You shall not long be detained; we will go from hence this
night, to return to your palace.”

My father, on hearing the discourse of the little pagoda, was greatly encouraged, and wished
to propose some questions to it, with respect to Maugraby.

“I am ordered, Sir,” answered it, “to gratify your wishes in every thing; but I am so young that
you must be better acquainted with my master than I am, and I can say nothing about him. Can any
one put serious questions to a puppet like me? I was given to my master, and I serve him with
fidelity; he treats me with kindness, and this is all I know.”

My father could not help suspecting that there was more malice in the pagoda than it wished
to discover; but only one step more was wanting to ascend the throne, and possess the most beautiful
princess upon earth; what a temptation for a barber’s son, who was only eighteen years of age!

I have heart him relate, to my grandfather, the little struggles which he then felt within
himself. He gave over talking with the pagoda, and, in order to divert his attention, asked for
something to eat. When night was come, the pagoda said to him, “set me upon your hand; wish to
be transported to your palace, and we shall instantly be there.”

My father was carried to his bed, where he fell into a profound sleep, from which he had not
awaked when Maugraby approached his pillow.

“I am come,” said he, “to give you an account of what has passed in the divan, and of the
resolutions which have been entered into. When the Grand Vizier came there, every thing was in
confusion. The jailer of the prison gave an account of two very extraordinary facts, for the truth of
which he produced many witnesses.

In the morning, when he intended to bring you a loaf, and supply your vessel with water, the
dungeon was not to be found; there was only an old stable perfectly open.—Thirty men were there
tied, like so many asses, by halters to the manger, which was all around; and they were sleeping upon
some bad litter, with their chief at their head.

The jailer was under the necessity of employing extraordinary means to awake them.—Being
unable either to untie or break the halters, he was obliged to cut them; and when the asses stood up,
they were found to be the guard who had been sent to take possession of your house, and who had
left it with empty hands and belly, not knowing how, and very much against their inclination.”

“These people are mad,” said some; “they lie,” said others: “what probability is there,” said
the chief priest to the Grand Vizier, “that a dungeon should be robbed? Was such a thing ever heart
of? A dungeon too, whose walls are ten feet thick.”
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“My pipe,” said the Grand Vizier, “was stolen from before my very eyes, together with my
inlaid table, my sofa of state, the foot-stool thereof, the canopy, and two of the finest down pillows
in all China.”

“And why don’t you crucify your slaves who have robbed you?” said the priest.
“It would be a very proper step, forsooth, to chastise my slaves for tricks which are played

us by a persidious magician! You do not believe the power of magic, but impute every extraordinary
event to secrets of the same nature with your own. For my part I tell you that the same Persian who
seduced your Ter-il-bas, tumbled down your gods, transported a whole troop from one end of the city
to the other, from a palace to a prison, has robbed the dungeon, as well as stolen my pipe. You boast
of not being credulous; but I consider incredulity to be sometimes a misfortune, especially in such
a situation as the present, when we are persecuted by a villain of abilities, who, after having tied our
soldiers like asses, is perhaps contriving to muzzle us like bears.”

“But what remedy can we have for that?” said the priest, staggered by this reasoning. “We
will find it,” said the Vizier, “by searching the archives. Formerly this country was afflicted by an
enchanter, and recourse was had to ceremonies, the rites of which will be found either in our
repositories or yours.”

“What persuades me that there is nothing divine in what has happened, is that a divinity
would not amuse himself with stealing a pipe, and it is much more the action of an impious magician
to attack the divinities in the temple where they are worshipped. This is my opinion.”

The high priest was obliged to agree to the reasons of the Vizier, and promised to persuade
the college of priests instantly to set about making a search in the archives. Both of them
communicated their intention to the three other Viziers, and then to the assembly; after which the
divan broke up.

“Such, my dear sovereign, is the plan of defence mediated by our enemies. I do not think it
dangerous, and it will be defeated before they have collected the means of putting it in execution.
Be not surprised that I leave you in the evening; I will be fighting for you the whole night.”

Maugraby ceased to speak. As soon as the four Viziers were in bed, he caused them to be
transported, by spirits subject to the power of his little ring, to the highest summit of Mount
Caucasus. They were naked, placed opposite to one another, and fixed to stakes. They had no light,
except a faint glimmering, which made them appear to one another of a livid colour; and the pains
to which they were subjected soon made them so in reality. They were awaked by a violent wind,
charged with the bitter frosts of the north. An enchantment defended them from the stroke of death,
and at the same time made them feel its agonies.

Suddenly Maugraby appeared in the midst of them, in a dazzling form. “Do you know me?
Wretched criminals! I am Bil-il-sanam, son of your god Dagon. You wished to be King then?” said
he to the first Vizier: “your avaricious colleagues would have shared wth you the authority as well
as the riches of your predecessor. You have refused the King whom we chose; and I have broken my
image and that of my father: we will withdraw from among a people whom you have corrupted: stay
here, flagitious wretches, till your ambition and avarice are cooled.” He then disappeared, and left
them a prey to fear and remorse. The magician soon after carried away the high priest and the chiefs
of the colleges of priests, and transported them to the burning sands of Lybia.

They were likewise naked, bound, and exposed to the scorching rays of the sun, which would
soon have killed them, if they had been supported by the force of nature alone; but he preserved their
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life, that they might endure greater torments, and appeared to them in like manner as he had appeared
to the Viziers. “Wicked minister of our alters, you offer sacrifices to me and my father, only that you
may make yourselves fat with the flesh of the victims. You call yourselves the organ of our will, and
yet you dare to oppose it: you sell the suffrage of an animal, whose instinct you have corrupted.
Hypocrites! Sluggards! Notorious cheats! I will rase our temples to the foundation, that ye may no
longer find a retreat in them: seek not henceforth to gain respect in our name; know that the man who
is worthy of us is no where a stranger.”

The priests sent forth dreadful howlings; but their tongue being dried up, and cleaving to the
roof of their mouth, they could not articulate a single word.

When Maugraby had chastised as he had a mind those whose wills it was of importance to
him to bring under subjection, he concluded the horrible vision (for with them the whole seemed a
vision) which he had procured to them. Their bodies had not been out of their beds, and yet they bore
the impression of the sufferings which they had endured. The skin of the first was cracked with the
severity of the cold, and that of the second appeared to have passed over burning coals.

After these sufferings, they were again plunged into deep sleep. Sufficient strength must be
restored to them, that they might go and communicate to one another the effect which their frightful
catastrophe had produced upon their minds. When they had consulted together, they were
unanimously of opinion that the priest should address the assembly in these words:

“Potentates, princes, Emirs, and lawyers who compose this assembly, we did wrong in
rejecting the marked choice which our gods had made of a stranger to reign over us. They have
testified their anger against us, by overturning their own statues; they have threatened us in
particular, and have predicted dreadful calamities to you and to us, if we delay one moment to submit
to their will. Those whonders which frightened you proceeded from them. Let us guard against
calling forth their terrible vengeance; let us seek for the stranger whom they have given us for a
King, and the husband they have destined for the daughter of our ancient monarch.”

At the very moment when the high priest had done speaking, word was brought to the divan
that the Ter-il-bas had appeared over my father’s house, and was sheeling round it. The people, who
were assembled, wondered at this prodigy, and were beginning to murmur, when they saw the whole
divan coming in a body, bringing the sceptre and the crown to the person whom they desired for a
King. I pass over the account of this unexpected coronation, and the ceremonies of my father’s
marriage, because I am less acquainted with them than with some other particulars which have been
a hundred times related to me. When they were finished, Maugraby disappeared, having previously
put my father in mind of their mutual engagements.

My mother became pregnant, and I know that my father wept over me at my birth, when he
called to mind the fatal engagement into which he had entered.

My father, though a barber’s son, was early prepared for his great fortune, and allowed not
himself to be dazzled with its splendour. He engaged in war, and conducted it with glory: his
government was equitable; in short, he was beloved by his subjects.

When he saw himself well established in their opinion, dreaded by his enemies, and respected
throughout his dominions, he deferred not the consolation of sending for my grandfather, and
dispatched an ambassador into Persia to claim him from the sovereign.

The embassy was well received; my grandfather and grandmother were not too old to be
afraid of the long journey; their friend the astrologer assured them that they would be very fortunate,
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and engaged to accompany them himself. He was farther advanced in age than they were; but he had
continued a widower, and had no family. They all therefore set out for Nantaka.

Nothing would now have been wanting to complete my father and mother’s happiness, if the
engagement entered into with Maugraby, concerning me, had not disturbed their repose. They had
no other children, and were powerful and respected and surrounded by every thing which was dearest
to them upon earth.

I was eight years old when my family were thus assembled. So much was I beloved by my
father and mother, that they took pleasure in instructing me themselves. I was along with them when
the former gave the old astrologer a particular account of what Maugraby had required of him, as the
condition of establishing him on the throne. This afflicting circumstance he had concealed from my
grandfather, that it might not trouble his repose.

“I perceive,” said my father to his old friend, how rash my conduct has been: but the purse
which I received, and which during our journey appeared inexhaustible, I then perceived to be almost
empty, and I was at the foot of the wall which it was necessary for me to leap over in order to be
King. If I wished to enjoy the fortune to which I was called by the fates, it seemed to me impossible
to draw back. You yourself, my friend, would not have advised me to do so.”

“It was then too late to ask my advice,” said the astrologer. “You should have come to me
when the spirit, whom you saw when bathing, and who gave you the purse, bid you undertake the
journey. I would have taken the purse, examined it by my hour glass, and discovered from whom it
came. My prediction concerning you was certain: evil spirits have been informed of it, and it is
probable that you have fallen into the snares which they have spread to lead you astray.

“But give me that purse; I consider it as suspicious, since it was always full while you
advanced to the wall, and would have been empty if you had determined to go back. I will examine
it according to the rules of my science, and we will consult concerning the means of delivering your
son, if the extraordinary wickedness, of which I have discovered a little, has not already rendered
them fruitless.

“O Schaskar! Schaskar!” said the good astrologer, “should you have set out without bidding
farewell to your parents, and to me, who loved you so sincerely? Should you have run like a madman
inquest of a throne which was to cost you so dear?”

This discourse made my father burst into tears. I threw myself into his arms, to comfort him
by my caresses; but they only tended to increase his grief. My mother joined us, and mingled her
tears with those of her husband.

The astrologer said every thing he cou8ld to calm their minds, and, having received the purse,
went to his laboratory, to wait the favourable hour for his labour. But, alas! he got no information
but what was truly mournful, and might well alarm my affectionate parents.

“Maugraby,” said he to them, “is the most powerful and dangerous magician upon the earth.
The child has been delivered to him in the name of Mahomet; it is impossible to prevent the effect
of the agreement; and the greatest danger is run by irritating the formidable person with whom it is
made. You see how he has treated your enemies. But you are not forbidden to circumcise your son,
which you have not yet done, and to recommend him with your whole heart to the care of Mahomet,
when his dangerous master comes to demand him. The great prophet will not forsake him: his own
friends he will rescue from the bottom of the deep.”
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As my father reigned over idolaters, I was privately circumcised by my grandfather, and my
family were somewhat more at ease regarding me.

In the mean time, I advanced in years, surrounded by a family whose whole attention was
employed on my instruction. As I endeavoured to profit by their care, I may venture to say, that I
gave them very good hopes of my progress. But death deprived me of my instructors, one after
another; at twelve years of age, I lost my grandfather and the astrologer, and at thirteen, my
grandmother. At length, at the age of fourteen, we saw Maugraby arrive.

I could not conceal from the monster the throbbing which I felt at my heart in his presence.
My father, who had been accustomed to restrain his feelings, gave him as gracious a reception as
possible. Could it be believed, that the barbarous villain pretended to be deceived by this kindness,
and that my father and I met with nothing but caresses from him?

He came on horseback, leading another more beautiful steed for me, carried me away, and
served me as groom. These attentions somewhat encouraged my father and mother; they embraced
me, and we parted. My guide advanced before me, and we went from the city without exchanging
a word. When we were got to a solitary place, I perceived my horse suddenly disappear under me,
and I fell to the earth, upon my feet. Maugraby stood before me, and stared at me with those eyes
which you know he has when he is enraged.

I was seized with terror, and cried out: he gave me a very terrible blow.
“What!” said he, “dost thou cry? Art not thou circumcised? What hast thou to fear with me?”

At the same time he took me by the neck, and put me under his arm, like a bundle of cotton. I
perceived myself carried away with an amazing rapidity, and at last thrown at the foot of the
mountain, into the same water into which he had plunged you.

Under his arm I was a light as a feather; but, in my descent, I was heavier than lead, and I felt
my whole body much bruised by the fall.

He took me up half dead, stretched me upon the grass, and having made his usual
fumigations, at last brought me to this place. As it must be disagreeable both to you and me, I will
give a very short account of the pains the monster used for eight days, to restore me to life, of which
his cruelty had almost totally deprived me.

He slept upon a mat by my side, watched me, and supplied all my wants. He could, I know,
have cured me in a moment of all the wounds which he had designedly given me: but he let my
sufferings continue, that he might appear concerned to relieve them, and that, being deceived by
attentions in appearance so affectionate, I might believe whatever he was about to say of his
attachment to me.

I have heard his tricks so exactly described, that I can add nothing to the picture of them
which has been already given. By means of them he brought me to suspect that he was not altogether
wrong in the treatment which I received from him, and that I would have met with nothing but
kindness from him, if my father, assisted by a geomancer, had not performed some works upon my
body which were necessary to be renewed.

“The barber’s son whom I made King,” said he, speaking of my father, “has been very
ungrateful, inhuman, and audacious to presume to labour against me his benefactor. He wished to
deprive me of a son whom it cost me so much labour to acquire: for you are indeed Yamalladdin the
son of the Princess of Katay, but you are not the grandson of a vile mechanic. You are my son,
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thanks to the stars! And those who wished to deprive you of your right to a station far superior to that
of kings shall answer to me for their conduct.”

Thus did he endeavour to extinguish the feelings of nature in my breast, expecting that he
would find opportunities of eradicating the principles which had been implanted in me, and of
reducing me to complete subjection to himself.

When I had recovered, he led me into all the enchantments which he has made known to you,
and admitted me to the enjoyment of the pretended privileges of a child of the family. When he
thought I was grown perfectly familiar with him, he put into my hands those books, the study of
which he has recommended to you. I read them with eagerness, and was the more anxious to
understand them, that they instructed me in secrets whicyh I was greatly delighted to know. But the
thirteenth volume appearing to me perfectly inexplicable, I ceased to give application, and was
chastised at my master’s return, by a blow which struck me to ghe ground. “Disobedient trifler!” said
he, “you ought still to have remained the grandson of a barber.” To such proofs were my patience
and submission exposed. I arose in the greatest confusion, and desperately enraged. Maugraby
resumed an air of indifference, led me back to his study, and delivered to me the obscure book of
which I was to comprehend the meaning. “I am not master,” said he, “of anything, when the person
whom I am to form and educate is wanting in his duty to himself and to me. I am,” continued he,
“under the necessity of being a month absent; I allow you to study this book alone, and your hopes
or fears must be in proportion to your application.” So saying, he left me.

“O monster of brutality and injustice!” exclaimed I, when I thought myself alone, “you shall
not find me here when you return, or there is not a word of truth in what I have learned from your
books. As I have only to trace three characters, and pronounce three words which I have got by heart,
to be transported wherever I wish, I will leave this horrid place, and go back to my father’s
dominions.”

Having formed this resolution, I went to the stable, and chose a horse of the finest
appearance. I traced a circle around him, and, having written within it the characters which were
engraved on my memory, I mounted the horse, and pronounced the words. I thought I was instantly
without the fatal enclosure, from which I wished to escape, upon a road which I had nothing to do
but to follow; and my horse seemed to proceed with the utmost expedition. Night was fast
approaching; I thought I perceived a house at a distance, and I pressed forward to it, that I might ask
admission. When I came up to the object, I discovered that it was an old house wholly in ruins; but
a little fountain ran close by, and my horse could feed securely, in an enclosure which was only
partly demolished.

I prepared to pass the night in a small corner, under shelter of the wall, and there fell into a
deep sleep. When I awaked what was my surprise to find that the shelter I had chosen was a low
vaulted dungeon, without a door, into which the light which showed the prodigious thickness of the
walls, was admitted by a small window with a triple grate. I could discover no object which I had
perceived in the evening, except a large stone overgrown with moss, on which I had laid my head
when I went to sleep, and my horse whom I saw through the window feeding at his ease in the
enclosure where I had put him.

At first I fell a-weeping, and soon after gave way to despair, when I felt myself pressed by
hunger and thirst. Rather than perish in such distress, I thought it better, whatever should happen,
to go back and put myself in the power of the magician. I traced a circle around me with my finger,
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formed the characters within it, pronounced the words with which I was acquainted, and begged to
be carried back to this place.

Scarcely had I pronounced the works, when I found myself upon the same horse, and within
the same circle from which I had set out. I was going to efface it with my feet when the magician
appeared: had the thunder burst upon my head I would have been less astonished and confounded.

“Worthy grandson of a wretched barber at Chiraz,” said he to me ironically, “destroy not you
work; it is solid, and has shewn you a great extent of country, though you have not stirred a foot from
your circle. It would be doing you too great a favour to send you to you grandfather’s shop. Revenge
of another kind is due to me, and some sacrifice must be made to him whom I have offended, by
choosing so vile a creature as you for his service.

The monster then seized me by the hair, which he twisted three or four times round his wrist,
and carried me away, without leaving me the power of crying. The rest of my history, prince, you
are acquainted with. I cannot tell you how long I have been subjected to the tyranny of the most
dreadful of all enchantments.

* * *
No sooner had Yamalladdin concluded his history, than the person who was by his side thus began: 
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