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The Story of Baha-Ildin, Prince of Cinigae.

 “I see, princes,” said he, addressing himself to all who heard him, “that our misfortunes are
very similar, and that our parents have been imposed upon by the same devices. 

My name is Baha-Ildin, and my father is King of Cinigae, a country lying betwixt Egypt and
Ethiopia. At the age of sixteen, my grandfather, who was then very old, married him to my uncle’s
daughter. The lady was four years younger; he loved her to distraction, and had attained the summit
of happiness by enjoying such a wife.

Soon after the marriage, my mother became pregnant, but being very young at the time of her
delivery, after sustaining the pains of labour for ten days, she was reduced to the last extremity.

The assistance of the physicians of the country had been called in vain; even an Arabian, who
had met with uncommon success in the exercise of his profession, could be of no service. Science
could do no more, but allowed nature to sink under the load. Perhaps the villainy and wickedness
which came to her assistance were concerned in the distress which brought her into danger.

From the first moment that my mother’s life was supposed to be in danger, a merchant who
sold besoms made of heron’s feathers, and who had been introduced into the palace, on account of
his beautiful goods, constantly said, while he conversed with my mother’s women, to whom his
profession gained him access; “there is only one man who can give the princess any Assistance; he
is an African physician, by whom I have seen wonders performed in cases of difficult deliveries. He
lived, at that time, at Masser, where I knew him enjoy the greatest reputation: he is possessed of an
elixir which is pretended to be irresistible in its effects; and it is supposed that it is by means of this
secret that he has enjoyed so long life; for he is at least an hundred and fifty years of age.”

The discourse of the besom merchant, made, at first, no great impression; but returning to
the palace, as if he had been led thither by concern and compassion for the young princess, he let fall
these words: “Ah! if the African physician were not so old! if he could but drag himself hither!” The
danger was grown to the greatest height; the princess’s nurse saw that she would infallibly lose her,
and ventured to mention the African physician to her father and mother. By them it was mentioned
to the King, who was as fond of the princess as it is natural for one to be of a niece who is become
his daughter.

The merchant was sent for, and asked where the African physician was. He pointed out his
dwelling; “it is just at hand,” said he, “but he is no longer able to walk.” A Vizier was dispatched
in quest of him; he was the very picture of frailty; he was supported on men’s shoulders, and was
brought on cushions to the sick person’s bed. Having felt her pulse for some time; “She is very
young,” said he; “but if she does not quickly get assistance, she will, in a moment, be as old as me.”
He then drew from his pocket a bottle, in which there were about twelve drops of the boasted elixir.
“I fled from Masser,” said he, with the voice of a dying man, “that I might not be deprived of those
drops of elixir, which have been extracted from the substance of balsams procured from all the
different quarters of the earth. I can no longer traverse the world in order to re-compose it; and it is
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nothing else which keeps me alive. I will share it, however, with the patient, and I can do no more.
Look at my flask, it is made of one single precious stone, and yet it has not half the value of a single
drop of the liquor which it contains.”

While he was thus talking, he opened his flask with a trembling hand, let a drop fall from it
into a spoon, and presented it himself to the mouth of the princess, who swallowed the small dose.
During the intervals, it was observed that the patient visibly recovered her strength; and, as a proof
of it, she took the spoon with great eagerness. When the sixth drop was presented to her, her pains
ceased, and she recovered the use of speech so far as to be able to declare that she was greatly better.

The father, mother, husband, and in short the whole family were quite overjoyed.— “Have
you then restored her to us?” said the King to the physician. “Yes, she will live,” said the old
African; “I will answer for it.” “But, with respect to the child?” replied the king. “I will not answer
for its life,” said the pretended chemist; “you cannot require me to sacrifice the six drops which I
have remaining; would you have me give my life for that of an infant, who has not seen the light, and
whose very sex is unknown.”

“O good old man!” exclaimed my father, “since it is in your power, restore life to my child
whatever it may be, even should I give it to you.”

“Give it to me!” said the African: “but, yes, that may do; it would suit us both. You will have
an heir every nine months; but I shall have none, if, in order to serve you, I am forced to descend into
the tomb before six months have elapsed.”

“Cursed is the man,” continued he, “who leaves no heir! I have always thought of avoiding
this curse; and my succession is not so despicable as may be supposed. If your child is a male, and
you pledge yourself to give him to me, after this flask is emptied of the six drops it contains, I will
leave it as a plaything to my little heir. It is the least valuable of all the treasures which my science
has procured me; but I will inform him where he will find others. Let us come to the point; shall the
new-born child be mine?”

The princess, on whom the elixir had produced a wonderful effect, was anxious for nothing
but the revival of her child, which had not moved for seven days. “Let us give the old man an heir,”
said she to her husband; “my father will agree to it.” My grandfather and uncle thought they were
perhaps only giving a dead child to a dying man, and consented to the bargain. My mother swallowed
the six remaining drops, and, in half an hour after, without convulsion or pain, I came into the world.
The old African took me in his arms, and, with a ribbon, tied to my neck the little flask, the contents
of which had saved my life.

“Come,” said he to my father, make hands with Maugraby, with whom you have made a very
good bargain; unless I recover, you will probably never see me again; but educate your son well, as
if you expected me every day. I tell you beforehand, that unless he is obedient, wise, and well
informed, he is not fit to be my heir. I am resigned to every thing which can happen, even death
itself; but I am sure I have made a profitable exchange with my elixir.” The odious deceiver then
desired to be again placed on the back of the strong Ethiopian who had brought him, and, as he
returned, amused himself with increasing his weight, that he might crush the poor porter, who sunk
under the burden, and was obliged to let him fall at the door.

From that time the African physician, and the merchant were no more seen at Cinigae. I grew
up very fast; at six years of age I would have been taken for nine; and at eleven, I could engage in
the most violent exercises: my memory and other faculties were cultivated with care.
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My grandfather was now dead, and my father had ascended the throne. The bargain with
Maugraby was no longer remembered, except upon some extraordinary occasions. Every body,
except my nurse, had forgotten his name, when a learned Arabian, travelling towards the sources of
the Nile, stopped at my father’s court. He related many extraordinary things which he had
accidentally seen in the different countries through which he had travelled, and spoke of the useful
discoveries which he had made, particularly in medicine. This conversation naturally brought to my
father’s remembrance the African physician, and the elixir to which my mother and I had been
indebted for the preservation of our lives. My mother, who was present, remarked that the possessor
of this powerful elixir had deprived himself of the six drops which remained to him, in order to save
their son’s life, upon the extraordinary condition of receiving the child, and making him his heir.

“We agreed to it,” said she, to fall in with his fancy, and likewise because his succession
appeared by no means despicable, having left us a flask, made of a single diamond, which indicated
the possession of great treasures. Alas!” continued she, “this inheritance must have been vacant the
very next day, for when the poor man was here, he seemed to be breathing his last, and as he was
carried back to his lodgings, he felt as heavy as a corpse. He certainly died immediately for want of
his elixir.”

I came in as my mother had done speaking. “Baha-Ildin,” said she, to me, “go for the flask
which the old physician left you, and ask his name at your nurse; your father and I have forgot it.”
“Madam,” said I, as I brought the trinket to my mother, “my nurse says that the old physician, to
whom you and I owe the preservation of our lives, is called Maugraby.”

While my father and mother were speaking, the learned Arabian, who had listened with great
attention, discovered some uneasiness in his looks, but when he heard the fatal name pronounced,
he could not help exclaiming, “good God! Maugraby!” This exclamation greatly disconcerted my
father and mother, who eagerly enquired what there was in the name of this unhappy old man, which
could inspire him with such terror.

“You will find,” said he, that the decrepitude, by which he imposed upon you, was only a
mask assumed to make you the victims of his abominable cunning. This villain, who is an object of
execration to heaven and earth, is not dead; and perhaps at the very moment I am speaking, there are,
on earth, ten sovereigns, whose children are in his power. He undoubtedly carries them to the Dom-
daniel at Tunis, of which he is one of the chief ministers, and instructs them in the secrets of that
pernicious art which he practices. Tigers, crocodiles, and venomous reptiles are not the most hurtful
productions of Africa; its magicians, of whom Dom-daniel is the cradle, storehouse, and retreat, are
infinitely more dangerous. Oh! when shall our great Prophet deliver the earth from this den of
monsters? Come,” said the Arabian to me, drawing me near to him, and putting his hand upon my
head, “I commit you to the protection of Mahomet.”

My father and mother opposed not this motion of the learned Arabian, but they did not enter
into his enthusiasm. When he departed, the fears which his discourse had excited vanished from their
minds. In their opinion, if Maugraby had intended ever to claim me, he would have done so long
before. Besides, they did not confider magic in so bad a light as the Arabian, and they thought him
too much prejudiced against Africa. It might be a prejudice founded on the principles of the religion
which he professed; and that of Mahornet is still unknown at Cinigae. But I swear that it shall not
be so, if we have the good fortune to escape from our present danger. I have been committed to the
protection of Mahomet, and with my whole heart do I here invoke it.
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I quietly reached,, in, the bosom of paternal affection, the age of fourteen years, at which
period I see our tyrant finds us fit for his purposes. One day, while I was conversing with my father,
Maugraby appeared without being announced, and bore in his countenance the same wrinkles which
had served as a mask on the former occasion. He crawled along, fitting squat in a bowl made of
rushes, which, by the help of two wooden pins which he held in his hands, was pushed forward with
amazing rapidity. “Here I am,” said he; “contrary to all expectation. I return, and am still alive.”

At the sight of this odious object my father and mother’s firmness of mind instantly vanished,
and was succeeded by that terror which the Arabian wished to inspire. They wanted to compromise
the matter with Maugraby, and prevail upon him to stay at the palace. “You shall be taken care of
in your old age,” said they, “and you shall enjoy the pleasure of seeing your heir every day; but we
cannot part with our child.”

Lightning, darted from the eyes of the magician; he discharged the wooden pins at the heads
of my father and mother; and I thought he had killed them. In the mean time I felt myself sink away
to nothing; and in a moment I perceived myself flying through the room in the shape of a butterfly.
Maugraby, who was transformed into an animal of the same kind, but of a smaller size, was upon
my back.

I flew out at the window, and according as I rose higher, I felt my body extend, and at last
become an enormous cock, larger by one half than a bird of the same species which was in my
father’s poultry yard, and with which I used to divert myself by getting upon its back. But I likewise
had our merciless enemy to support, and I soon perceived the misery of my situation. He beat me
with his legs, pricked me with a long sharp needle, which drew blood from me at every stroke,
loaded me with abuse and reproaches; and when I began to fail through weariness and the violent
pains which I endured, his cruelties and the enchantment which dragged me on, obliged me to renew
and accelerate my flight. We arrived at the same fountain in which you were washed; and it was
stained likewise with my blood. I was subjected also to the artful companion and other villainous
tricks of our ravisher and seducer.

I wished to make my escape, as you have told us you also attempted, and the transformation
into a bird appeared to me the most favourable method. I wished to be able to rise above the thick
vapours which cover the hills with which we are encompassed, and to return speedily to my father’s
dominions; I assumed the form of a Lois-il-Teraz , which I knew came every year so easily from1

Arabia to Ethiopia, and in this shape ascended with remarkable facility. I was now high in the air,
the vapours above which I wished to soar in my flight were now under my feet, and I was
endeavouring to direct my course eastward, that I might proceed on my journey, when an eagle
appeared in pursuit of me. I wished to conceal myself in the clouds, but he soon rose above me; I
descended towards the earth that I might creep into some thicket, but my cruel enemy darted down
upon me, and I felt his talons pierce almost to my heart. The terrible bird of prey carried me away
to the other victims of his rage, and made me a companion in misfortune to those whom the
goodness of Heaven permits to breathe a little in this place. Thus ended the history of the Prince of
Cinigae.

* * *

  The Lois il-Teraz is a species of wild goose.
1
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“I hope,” said the fourth person who had been delivered by the Syrian prince, “that we shall all
breathe out of this place, and obtain from Heaven the vengeance which is due. My grandfather by
the mother’s side, who rocked my cradle for two years, taught me, though in adversity, never to give
way to despair.

When the magician threw me into his well, before entirely losing my senses, though my head
was where my feet should have been, the last words I spoke were a defiance to the villain who was
about to hurl me into the sink. “Put me, if you choose, twenty feet under ground, my heart assures
me that I will get out.” The following is my history: 
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