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The Story of Shahadildin, Prince of Damas.

O my brothers! said he, my noble and sad companions in misfortune! what sensations have
you awaked in my heart! How much have you enlightened my mind respecting my own adventures!
I now understand many things which I formerly thought inexplicable; I recognize, under the different
characters whose actions I am now going to relate to you, the same agent who has so artfully
contrived our ruin; and I will give him his infamous and true name, whatever form he may have
assumed to accomplish his criminal designs.

To prevent confusion in facts, which appear to me necessarily connected together, I will, like
the prince of Tartary, begin my relation from a pretty high origin.

My grandmother died at the age of thirty-five, and left my mother, who was only fourteen,
under the protection of her grandmother, a woman of a very advanced age, whom I called my great-
grandmother. At that time, she took particular care of me, and I thought I was under great obligations
to her; but when I reflect on the relations which I have now heard, I see, that to her I owe all my
misfortunes. I see likewise, that towards me she was innocent, but that she was greatly abused and
deceived, both with respect to herself and to me.

I intend to give you a faithful picture of the Woman who was called my great-grand mother;
but she must be placed in such a light as you have now enabled me to see her in, namely, as the agent
of Maugraby to promote my misery, and perhaps the real misfortune of my family. I will collect all
the different features which I can remember of her, and lay them before you, that I may not deceive
you with regard either to her or myself.

Her name was Hamene; she had only one daughter, and she was very early left a widow, by
a merchant of Damas. I remember a young page, who was a great favourite of the King my
grandfather, once said to me, “Take care that your great-grandmother do not kill you with devotion,
as she did her husband, and her son in law.” I doubt not but the young page had heard this said
concerning my great-grandmother, for she was called Hamene the faint, or the faint of Dogmas; and
never was the external part of sanctity carried to a greater height. She never went abroad without a
veil larger and thicker than those worn by other women; and her dark coloured attire, together with
her tall stature, which was withered, but still straight, notwithstanding her age, would easily have
discovered her, although she had not been characterised by the book of the Alcoran, which she
always carried under her arm, and a firing of beads as large as eggs .1

She put on her weeds of mourning to accompany every funeral; she mingled with, the
relations of the deceased, and true sorrow was not to be compared to the grief with which she seemed
to be affected. In short, to describe the affliction of a woman who had lost her husband, it was said
that she lamented him as sincerely as the saint would have done.

  The dervishes and the fantons wear, at their neck, a large string of beads, which they call Masphaka.
1
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One day when she was weeping and lamenting at the interment of a Cadi, who was spoken
ill of by every body, I said to her, “but great-grandmother, why are you so sorry for the death of one
who was not a good man?” “It is just because he is not a good man,” answered she; “if I only wept
for good men. I would never shed a tear: know, men are bad, but women are an hundred times worse.
These all die like flies, and polluted like swine; the angel of death comes and carries them away to
places from which Mahomet cannot rescue them; and how is it possible not to weep? The most
wicked are the most to be lamented. How much need have they that we go to pray around their
tombs, to chase away the harpies of hell, which, though invisible to us, gnaw upon their heart and
entrails?”

Thus, penetrated with a sense of the need which the dead had for her prayers, she never went
to bed before she had gone round the sepulchres and entered them, to discharge, as she said, the only
real duty which was incumbent upon those who remained upon the earth.

The people were delighted with the appearance of devotion with which she there repeated
the ordinary prayers; but she gave great offence to the fakirs and dervishes whose profession she
usurped, and who saw that applications for prayers were made more readily to her than to them, and
that she did not despise the rewards which were offered her. Spurred on, therefore, by a double
motive of jealousy and avarice, they brought a complaint against her before the Ilnakib .2

 The chief men of the two professions did not come empty handed, but brought something
wherewith to touch the hand of the judge. When they had convinced him that he must give a decision
in their favour, he gravely ascended his seat, and desired them to bring forward their complaint.

“Sir,” said they, “an old woman, whom your wisdom may utterly confound, is not satisfied
with attending the interments with uttering dreadful howlings which prevent the people from paying
attention to the prayers, in short, with adding horror to the steps of death, but she also goes into all
the church-yards of Damas, enters the tombs, and there has the audacity to repeat the Ilfathea and
the Ilcathme , which our profession requires that we should do. The people deceived by her grimaces3

and gestures, refuse to accept the assistance we could give to the deceased faithful, and place all their
confidence in the extravagancies of this hypocritical creature. Forbid, Sir, the old Hamene who is
called a saint only out of ridicule, to interfere with sacred things; you will do an act very agreeable
to God, and his great prophet, and absolutely necessary to preserve the respect due to religious
ceremonies.”

I am now of opinion that though the Ilnakib had not been paid, he ought not to have rejected
so reasonable a proposal, even had he suspected the real motives from which it proceeded. To
prevail, however, upon the judge to disoblige the people by depriving them of the public prayers of
the saint, a more weighty reason was necessary; and the gold having completely turned the balance
against Hamene, she was formally discharged from disturbing, in future, the prayers which the fakirs
and dervishes offered up in the tombs, under pain of the most rigorous punishment, if she should
have the audacity even to appear there.

She was greatly discouraged by this order, and wished to mingle with the people in order to
excite them to exclaim so loud as to be heard by the King of Damas, against the Ilnakib and the

  The Ilnakib is the chief of the cadis.
2

  The Ilfathea is an introduction to the prayers; and the Ilcathme is the prayer offered up for the dead.
3
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people he protected; but she was diverted from her intention by a very obliging message she
received. “Are not you, the good saint Hamene?” said a slave of a very good appearance, and very
well dressed; “Yes,” answered she? “In that case,” replied the messenger, “you will greatly oblige
my master, who is a rich Armenian merchant, and who is settled hard by in the Kan, if you will be
so good as to go his lodgings: he has great need of your prayers, and will be very grateful for the
favour you are to do him.”

“Let me run to this customer,” said my great-grandmother, “lest the fakirs deprive me of him,
The shops and storehouses of the Kan are well worth the tombs in the environs of Damas. I expect
I will have it in my power to take revenge at another time and place, if the merchants listen to me
as they ought; in the mean time I will go and inform them concerning my enemies. I could have them
for friends, if I would share my profits with them and receive them into my house: but I have a
daughter to bring up and to settle in marriage, they would give my house a bad character, and I gain
more reputation by distributing in my quarter some properly-bestowed alms, than I would do by
feeding every day thirty idle fellows like them.”

While the old Hamene thus reasoned concerning her interests, she arrived at the Kan. She
there found a man fitting on a sofa, apparently of a very advanced age, of a tall stature, with a white,
thick, long, and venerable beard, a turban of a very large size, and a robe with large folds, in the
Armenian fashion. As soon as this man perceived my great-grandmother he came to the door of the
magazine to meet her, with an eager and respectful air.

“I acknowledge, Madam,” said he, presenting her his hand, that he might lead her to a sofa,
“the kindness of my star in bringing me to Damas, there to find a remedy for my troubles, in the
assistance of that holy person who has been pleased to favour me with a visit.” “Every body, Sir,”
answered Hamene, “does not think as you do: the fakirs and fantons”—-“Let us not think, Madam,
of the manner in which these people judge of things: their intrigues against you are well known in
the Kan; they have supported their known character, without hurting yours, and, as a proof of this,
I will now entrust you with my confidence.

“I have lately had the misfortune of losing my brother, who has left me, though I have no heir
myself, his succession. His tomb is at a great distance from hence, in the mountains of Armenia; but
prayers can be offered up every where, and I have prevailed upon you, Madam, to come and grant
me, even in this place, your good prayers in his behalf.”

“Sir,” answered my great-grandmother, “I have already performed my ablutions, and said my
two morning prayers, and am willing to do what you require. I should wish to know the profession
of the deceased, and the failing to which he was most inclined.”

“He was a merchant, Madam, as I am; there are his books, which have been delivered to me.
He was, moreover, a little too fond of women, which I believe hastened his end; but I hope Mahomet
will forgive him.” “I hope so too,” said undoubtedly the devout Hamene within herself.—Bring
down these account books from their place and I will surround them with my string of beads.—Every
man has, in the profession which he exercises, continual temptations to the transgression of his duty.
If the deceased has yielded to any of these, we will pray for his pardon; with respect to death, it
always comes at the hour appointed by the fates, and the sword of the enemy, or the love of women
cannot, for a single moment, shorten the period of our existence.”

“Admirable!” exclaimed the Armenian merchant; “there are the books.” Hamene went
through her little ceremonies, fell upon her knees, opened the Alcoran, and repeated the prayers
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aloud. While she was thus employed, the Armenian seemed filled with respect, and deeply absorbed
in meditation; and when the prayers were finished, he drew from his purse two pieces of gold, and
gave them to Hamene:” “holy lady,” said he, “in the present situation of my mind, your company
would be a great consolation to me; will you do me the honour of dining with me?”

My great-grandmother could not refuse so kind an invitation, and soon had reason to
congratulate herself on accepting it; for the entertainment was excellent. “Thus do I live every day,”
said the Armenian; “but I do not always enjoy so edifying company. When I engage any person
belonging to the Kan to dine with me, we can talk of nothing but trade; and I declare that I am very
happy when I have it in my power to forget my ordinary employments. I know nobody at Damas, nor
am I known to any one, and I would be afraid of forming any connections there.”

“You are right, Sir,” said my great-grandmother; “it would be difficult, perhaps impossible,
to find in it any one suitable to you. There is a curse upon this city, and unless the prayers of a certain
good soul who shall be nameless, were raised to heaven day and night, Damas would long ago have
been struck with thunderbolts from heaven. There is nothing but gold worshipped in this place; and
there is no justice but that of interest: trade is almost an avowed cheating. When the people of Damas
come to your warehouse, look well about you; for they have as many light fingers to steal your jewels
as there are claws belonging to a spider. If they make a bargain with you, they will give you a piece
of painted glass for a carbuncle. When you go into their warehouses to purchase any stuff, they will
lead you, with salutations and attention, round the apartment, till they have, by a blow with their
shoulder, shut the window which threw too much light on the defects of what they were to shew.
Such are the men of this place; they ought to be avoided; and if you trust to the women, you will
have addressed yourself to a much worse quarter.”

“I have heard it reported,” said the Armenian, “that they were affable, and extremely
beautiful.” “Affable!” said my great-grandmother, “why not say caressing? But it is all affectation
with them; they know on whom they bestow their attentions; and if they appear pretty, it is the effect
of art and not of nature. Their face is white beneath, and painted above; and these little black spots4

which they seem to distribute carelessly upon their skin, to set off its brightness, are placed there on
purpose to conceal the traces of some disease. Even their whims and humours are studied and
besides, there is no game at which they do not cheat. I would blush to be of their sex, if I had not
early endeavoured to correct in myself these faults.”

“Madam,” said the merchant, “you give me a very high idea of your virtue, by the strong
impression which the faults of others make upon you. It is with great regret I now separate from you;
but I hope that you will not only be employed this evening about the wants of my poor deceased
brother, but that you will also be so good as come here to-morrow and renew the good work.”

The old saint left the Kan, partly consoled, for the prohibition which she had received from
the Cadi: “long live a merchant of Armenia! The religion of these people is true and substantial, and
they give virtue, its due honour.”

Next day she went before the hour of meeting, and met with a still more gracious reception.
The prayers were again repeated with increased earnestness and distinguished fervour. “Poor
brother!” said the Armenian from time to time, with air of compassion, “I never expected to find

  The Arabian women make small black spots upon their face; we receive the patches of taffeta from
4

Arabia.
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such assistance in a city whose manners are so evil spoken, of as that of Damas.” Hamene, when she
heard this, redoubled her demonstrations of piety.

But the hour of dinner arrived, and the entertainment was more sumptuous than the preceding
day: towards the conclusion of it, a large slave was so un-polite as to set a bottle of wine upon the
table. “Ilage-Cadahe,” said his master, “you are deficient in respect to the lady; she will take offence
at this.” The African offered to take away the bottle. “No,” said my great-grand mother, let it alone.
“Cursed, Sir, be the person who takes offence! the prohibition of Mahomet extends not to people of
your age, but only regards those who are inflamed by irregular passions. My physician has advised
me to drink wine as a remedy, since I have been subject to complaints of the stomach. But I would
die sooner than taste it at the time of the Ramadan; death is then preferable to breaking our fast.”
“You encourage me greatly, Madam,” said the Armenian, “and I will drink some of it with you, in
full confidence that we do not transgress the precept. I admire the advantage of living with well-
informed people, in order to get rid of unreasonable scruples.”

While they were engaged in such conversation, the bottle was emptied, and a glass of
excellent liquor added to the care which was taken to improve upon the regimen prescribed by the
physician. The repast continued longer than the preceding day, and the meeting was doubly paid; for
the old saint carried off four pieces of gold, with a very kind invitation to return the following day.

My great-grandmother, it may be supposed, kept her appointment very exactly, and fulfilled
her duty with unequalled fervour. As she every day improved upon her manner of praying, the
Armenian was attentive to regale her in proportion; and Ilage-Cadahe was not found fault with
though he brought wine about the middle of the repast. The conversation on both sides was very
obliging, and it terminated still better, when the Armenian opening his purse, gave her eight pieces
of gold instead of four; my great-grand mother returned home with an invitation for next day, quite
overjoyed with her good fortune.

“But,” said she to herself, “it cannot be otherwise; this man must love me—what if he
married me!—Well, I would marry him, were it only for the sake of my grand-daughter.” When she
appeared next day to perform her little functions, she had been at great pains with her dress, and had
certainly removed the most offensive wrinkles. The Armenian could not fail to observe the pains
which she had taken to please him; his obliging conversation, the plenty which reigned at his table,
and sixteen pieces of gold appeared to express his sensibility; but none of those proposals which it
was expected he would make escaped from his lips.

Five days elapsed without the smallest alteration in the behaviour of either party, except in
one particular, that the good entertainment and the pieces of gold increased every day, till the last,
when, as my great-grandmother was returning home, the wine having affected her limbs a little, she
bent under the sum which me was carrying to her house. She went in, as usual, to her grand-
daughter, from whom she had not been able to conceal her good fortune, and her hopes; and said to
her, “you see he will marry me; he gives me my dowry by little and little, and you will very soon
have the Armenian for your grandfather-in-law.”

I have sometimes heard my father and mother laugh at the extravagancies which my great-
grandmother committed that evening; but what now astonishes me is, that I then heard them say; and
yet she is a saint , all Damas says so, and she has given proofs of it; for her rosary works miracles.

Hamene's part was finished at the end of nine days, and it now belonged to the pretended
Armenian to play his. When she appeared in the Kan, he met her with a cheerful countenance.
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“Come, Madam; come to receive the tribute of my gratitude; let us sit down; my brother's affair is
finished, thanks to your prayers. I will not dissemble that being afraid to shew you too many
difficulties in what you undertook, I concealed from you some circumstances that were very
distressing to me; in three successive dreams my brother appeared to me, loaded with chains, and
subjected to the most dreadful torments. Not knowing what course to take, in order to procure him
relief, a secret voice directed me towards Damas; I thought it even advised me to perform the great
pilgrimage; but I have received more here than I could have found in that journey, for last night, in
the clearest vision, my brother appeared to me, dressed in a linen robe of extraordinary fineness, and
whiteness, your rosary encircled his brow, and the beads thereof shone like the stars of
heaven.—You can demand nothing, Madam, which my gratitude will not grant; my brother's
inheritance shall be yours, and we will both be happy in thereby discharging our debt of gratitude
towards heaven, whose instrument you are.”

Hamene afterwards agreed with her granddaughter, that till then she never could have
flattered herself that she was so much in favour with heaven. “Dost thou see,” would she say, what
it is to be humble? The virtue of humility is always rated too low.” Though some what astonished
at her good fortune, she determined to possess what was shewn her of it upon earth in the best
manner possible, and with an easy air laid down her rosary and veil upon a table. “God is good, Sir,”
said she, “and shows mercy to whom he pleases; that which has been shewn to your brother is a great
part of my reward; but let us dine, and we will reason concerning what we can do.”

A sumptuous dinner was served up, and Illage Cadahe received no reproof for having
ventured to put some flasks of wine upon the table. My great-grandmother ate and drank with the
best grace she could, and her landlord, no doubt, was diverted with her affected politeness, and
genteel behaviour; but the table being cleared, the moment of explanation at length arrived.

The Armenian took my grandmother very respectfully by both the hands, and seated her upon
the sofa; “Holy woman,” said he, “shew me how I can acknowledge the obligations you have laid
me under.” “But,” answered my great-grandmother, “when the ages are nearly the same, when the
dispositions are similar, when they are of the same principle—“ “What would you have me
understand? Madam; you are going, without doubt, to add to my regret. I would have anticipated you
but imagine my misfortune! Informed of the terrible situation of my brother, attributing the
punishment he had brought upon himself to his immoderate love of women, and having something
to reproach myself with on this head, I have made a vow, that if I could procure his deliverance from
punishment I would never marry again.” “That is very serious,” answered my great-grandmother,
“but there is a remedy for it; to be absolved from such a vow pilgrimages are made to Mecca, and
that without any scruple, when a reasonable union is proposed.”

“Very reasonable, without doubt,” said the Armenian, “I would accompany you”—“with your
string of beads: we must not fail to set out on this journey , but unluckily we cannot think of it for
this year, for the caravan has already set out. While we wait for the next year's caravan, let us see,
my dear saint, what I could do for you,”—“assist me in taking revenge on the fakirs, the dervishes,
their superiors, and the Ilnakib.”—“Must I rid you of all these people at once? this would have the
appearance of destruction; and the pestilence is not at my command; not that I disapprove of
vengeance, it is necessary to the repose of mankind, as I will prove to you in a few. If every one
killed his enemy to-day, tomorrow every thing upon the earth would be at peace; and in reality there
is nothing more to be desired: thus I do not intend to spare your enemies; but it is always a good
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maxim to spare those who are not dangerous; and besides, in this kind of service, which is to be done
you, I must have time for reflection.—Let me see, therefore, if I could not do you some service which
has a relation only to yourself: Have you no children?”

“Alas, Sir, one grand-daughter only remains to me”—“how old is
she?”—“Sixteen.”—“Sixteen! that is a fine age; if she is like you she must be charming.” “You are
very good, Sir; but to tell the truth, the sun in his course does not behold her rival in beauty and
wisdom,”

The merchant arose gently from the sofa, ascended a step, reached to a box which was placed
very high, brought it down, and, opening it, took from it a necklace of pearls, inestimable for their
water, shape, and equality of size. “Here,” said he, “is the rosary of my beautiful and devout grand-
daughter; touch it with yours, that it may receive some virtue, and we will carry it to her.”

Hamene, whose husband had been a pearl merchant, saw a present worthy of a queen; she
supposed that a man who gave a present of such importance to a young person he did not know, and
to whom he could have no pretensions, would not hesitate to perform the journey to Mecca: joy
sparkled in her eyes.

“Come,” said she, “you make a present with so good a grace that it is impossible to refuse
you; you shall be the first man who has seen my dear little Yatissa.” It is needless to describe the
behaviour of the Armenian in my great-grandfather's house. He loaded Hamene and her grand-
daughter with civilities and attentions; they were both delighted with him; and he retired after
engaging my great-grandmother to come and spend the following day with him.

The old woman accepted with pleasure an invitation which appeared to be given on account
of the pilgrimage. She was eager to be there early; and the merchant was concluding a bargain of
jewels. “Your most obedient, Madam,” said he, and immediately dismissed his merchants, and shut
up his boxes. Then addressing his first slave, “Illage-Cadahe,” said he, “you must know that when
the lady is here I admit no troublesome visitors.”

They sat down upon the sofa; “You have made me acquainted,” said he, “with a charming
object. I feel the same sentiments towards her as towards you; I have been occupied the whole night
with the thoughts of promoting her fortune and happiness, and after dinner I will inform you of my
whole plan. The hopes excited by such a discourse in the breast of Hamene were well calculated to
promote cheerfulness and a good appetite; both these she displayed in great perfection, but still with
a certain eagerness to see the table removed. “Let us talk of our granddaughter,” said the Armenian;
“know you she is a morsel fit for a king's only son.”—“Truly,” replied she, “I should certainly think
so; but kings must be without her, since we cannot aspire so high.”—“Very well, my good saint, I
have more resources than you suppose. Your exertions are directed towards heaven; and I have some
power upon earth: what would you give me, if, by my means, your daughter should be married to the
heir of some powerful monarch?”—“I would give you—but my body will be yours after we have
performed the pilgrimage, therefore I have only my soul to give you”—“Your soul! good faint, I
know it, and I accept the present in the name of him to whom I relate every thing I do, and to whom
I owe my power and every thing I possess. Give me a bead of your rosary, and it shall soon be
replaced by another.—I am quite overjoyed; we shall possess you entirely. At present, sleep in peace,
your daughter henceforth belongs to us two alone: I am going to attend to our affairs, my plan I do
not explain; but you shall not see me again till it is on the eve of being accomplished.”
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My great-grandmother returned to her house, full of hopes, sufficiently flattering to have
turned her brain. “My dear Yatissa,” said she to my mother, of whom I will soon have occasion to
speak more frequently than I have hitherto done, “take great care of yourself; eat no green fruit, lest
you destroy your fine complexion; and when you sleep put pillows under your arm, that by keeping
your hands raised you may preserve their whiteness. To-morrow I will give you some pomatum for
your hair, which will make it grow like the grass when it is watered by the dew of May. Suppose that
you are destined for a king's son; hold, I here bring you a more beautiful necklace than that of the
queen of Damas. We will perform the pilgrimage to Mecca together, and I will be able to conduct
you thither, in the character of an Indian princess, seated on a white elephant. Be very devout, my
child, say your five prayers regularly; suppose that you owe all this to the fervour of my supplication,
and see whether the Ilnakib and the fakirs, who wished to prevent me from offering them up, will
not be punished as they deserve! They will be so, my daughter; we may rest perfectly secure on that
head.” These things she uttered in the confusion into which she was thrown by her joy; and
afterwards she returned to give a detail of the circumstances.

During these conversations, which lasted for some days, the Armenian merchant having
settled his accounts, carried away his little warehouse, and went through one of the gates of Damas.
Damas is a city to which strangers resort from all quarters; and while the person we are speaking of
appeared to be going away from it, there entered it, through another gate, a man of a still more
venerable appearance, but who could not have any connections with the saint of Damas. This was
a Jewish Rabbi who was known by his head, which was shaven to the top of his temples, and by the
large thaleb  which covered it, and descended upon his shoulders. His grey locks, which he let grow5

above the ear, fell even to his bosom, and mixed with a beard of the same colour, which adorned his
breast down to his girdle.. This venerable man advanced slowly upon a camel, led by a negro of
uncommon size.

As soon as he was within the gates of the city; “Illage-Cadahe,” said he, “ask where Samuel,
the treasurer to the King of Damas resides.” Samuel was a Jew, and was entrusted the receipt of the
King's revenues. The dwelling of a man of such consequence was known to every body, and the
Rabbi soon arrived at the door which was pointed out to him. “Illage-Cadahe, go and inform Samuel
the Jew that his brother Ben-Moses, the humble Rabbi of the synagogue of Saphad  is come to visit6

the flock at Damas for some days, and entreats hospitality from him.”
Samuel hurried out of the house to receive an honour to which he could not suppose he had

the smallest pretensions. “I come not here,” said the Rabbi of Saphadnora, “with a design to perform
my functions, nor to disturb the Rabbi of Damas in the exercise of his. My physicians have
prescribed travelling for my health. The salubrity of the air of Damas being celebrated throughout
the world, I have come hither to breathe it, and to unbind from the weight of my ordinary labour, and
the good reputation which you enjoy has brought me to your house in preference to every other.

The treasurer was deeply impressed with a sense of the favour which was done him by the
first and most eminent Rabbi of the faith. To appear magnificent, he forget that he was a Jew, and
prepared to receive a guest of such consequence in a manner suitable to his dignity. To do him the

  Thaleb is a piece of stuff which the Jewish Rabbis wear upon their heads instead of a turban or a hat.
5

  The Rabbi of Saphad or Capharnoan is the first Rabbi in the world.
6

620



more honour, he assembled the principal people of their tribe, some of whom had seen him at
Saphadnora, but none of them were intimately acquainted with him. He pretended to be oppressed
with the fatigue of the journey, spoke little but very pertinently, and besought his landlord that he
might enjoy his company in private.

“I came not here,” said he, “to exercise my lungs in any other manner than in walking: do not
oblige me to speak too much, especially to extend my voice. To-morrow we shall set out. I intend
to visit our sick and needy brethren, and I have brought wherewith to relieve them.” Samuel was not
sorry to see that he would not be exposed to expense, and that the man of the greatest estimation
among the Hebrews was satisfied with his company. “You have a great deal of business,” said his
venerable guest, “let not me prevent you from attending to it: you will give me one of our nation to
accompany me: for I wish to see every thing in this place.”

The Rabbi returned in the evening, and conversed with Samuel concerning what he had seen
and done. The treasurer desired an explanation of some obscure passages in the Talmud, and Moses
gave him the most plausible opinions concerning them. “I have seen very fine things, and I have
acquired much information,” said his guest; “I will give you a copy of the remarks which I have
made for my own and your advantage. You know that we are like a strange and noxious seed sown
among men, who seek every where to root it out; we must have something wherewith to defend
ourselves in time of danger; and since our persons cannot command respect, we must procure it by
the superiority of our knowledge.”

Samuel knew not what these remarks referred to, and only learned it the day before the
Rabbin's departure. Illage-Cadahe who acted as guide, was at the door, waiting for orders concerning
their setting out. “You will bring the camel to-morrow morning,” said he: and then turning towards
the king's treasurer, he delivered to him a pretty large roll, which he took from under a robe with long
and large folds.

“There,” said he, “is the history of the public and private administration of your hospitals and
mosques, in which our brethren have very little concern. They would not be fixed upon, if a better
bargain could be made else-where; but if they make small gains in the matter, they have
opportunities of being well informed concerning the profits of others. I deliver to you a treasure to
the King of Damas, of which if he can take advantage he will be the richest sovereign in Asia. Your
hospitals are magnificent, and the money appropriated to the support of them is the most astonishing
effect of the enthusiasm of the Mohammedans for the law of their Prophet. The revenues belonging
to the hospital for lepers   alone, are sufficient to maintain thirty thousand cavalry, Yet the goodness7

of the air, and temperance, are the only assistance received by the patients, even those of the
caravans, who are the immediate object of the institution. Every thing is stolen, divided, and
dissipated in the most open and impudent manner by the directors, and those they employ under
them. You have in your hands clear proofs of their double dealing and peculation; you have also an
account of the pretended bargains of which they shew vouchers, and the real bargains of which the
profits go into their own purse. I do not deliver to you those which have lately been passed, but those
which were joined to preceding accounts, with a clear proof of the connivance of the judges at a
rapine of which they evidently share the profits.

  The hospital for lepers was founded by Omar-il-Achab, Mahomet's successor; prodigies, which it is
7

needless here to relate, are told of the cures which are there performed.
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“The Ilyatame ,  the grand mosque, and the rest, which are so richly endowed, are no better8

governed. You will also see the reason why the fakirs and dervishes increase the number of the poor
of a capital, where there ought not to appear a single indigent person unprovided for by the
foundations. If a king would punish robbers, by making them refund what they had stolen, he would
acquire immense riches in the exercise of justice; and if he would commit the regulation of the
establishments for the poor to disinterested men, at the same time that they would be conducted on
four times a better plan, he would at least double his own revenue, and the caravans would extend
his fame to the remotest mountains of Armenia.”

After delivering the roll to Samuel, the pretended Rabbin embraced him; “Farewell, brother,”
said he, “my flock waits with impatience for my return to Saphad.”

Samuel read with great rapidity a memorial so short, so well written, and so conclusive, that
it was impossible not to yield to the reasons by which it was supported, provided the facts it pointed
out were proved, and this they were by the signatures of the guilty persons. What riches would come
into the treasury of which he had the management! What confiscations would take place, of which
he expected to have a share, without reckoning upon what he would gain by the influence he would
have in the new administration. He would likewise have the pleasure of avenging himself on some
of his enemies.

The first time that the King expressed dissatisfaction at the smallness of his income, which
prevented him from forming great designs, and even obliged him to be very sparing in bestowing
rewards, the Hebrew was quite overjoyed. He laid before him the description given by the Rabbin,
and the proofs of the depredations committed in his capital; and showed him the immense riches
which he would acquire by establishing a new plan. Of both these points the proofs were perfectly
clear.

Zineb-il-Mourath, king of Damas, allowed himself to be blinded and deceived; he sent for
the dishonest administrators, and demanded their account, which they gave upon false documents,
prepared long before. But he presented others drawn from their port-folios, from which they had,
without their knowledge, been extracted by skilful hands. The surprise and confusion they evidenced
at the sight of these accounts betrayed their guilt. Heads were struck off, and blows of the bastinado
descended like hail: riches were confiscated; and houses raised to the ground in every corner of
Damas. The reasons of the punishments which were inflicted were posted up at all the cross ways;
the patients in the hospitals rejoiced at it, as much as bodies emaciated by meagre diet could possibly
do; and the people, to whom the rich are always an object of hatred, took delight in the misfortunes
to which they saw them subjected.

My great-grandmother had the pleasure of seeing the Ilnakib, and the chiefs of the fakirs and
dervishes involved in the fame ruin. She now boldly walked through the streets with her string of
beads. “Behold,” said she to every person she met, “how the vengeance of Heaven has descended
upon those wicked men who wished to prevent good souls from offering up prayers for the dead. We
must beware of praying for those who are punished by the King.”

Samuel the Jew triumphed in the success of his plan, carriages loaded with gold and precious
stones were brought into the treasury; but, in the mean time, a storm was gathering over Damas, by
which all his schemes were very soon to be defeated. The fakirs and dervishes, in a body, had laid

  The Ilyatame is the name of the grand mosque, likewise founded by Omar.
8
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their complaints before the Caliph: among the religious of the latter order, there were even some
princes; and they had got a petition signed by the poor, whether confined by sickness or not, that
were in the hospitals of Bagdad.

The most wretched had not refused to sign this petition, and individuals of the greatest
distinction had affixed their signatures. They all represented that the magnificent establishments
made by Saint Omar-il-Achab, for the support of the grand mosque and the hospitals, would be
ruined, if a king of Damas could, by his own private authority, assume the right of disposing of the
revenues appropriated to them. They represented, likewise, that the charter of their institution
contained a curse against the man who should dare to violate the order it prescribed for their
regulation; the Caliph alone having a right to demand an account of the administration of
establishments made for the sake of all the faithful upon earth.

This complaint alone was sufficient to bring the King of Damas into the utmost
embarrassment; but, a relation of the grand Vizier having married one of his daughters, and a throne
being wanted to the new-married couple, it exposed his life to the greatest danger. Hitherto Zineb-il-
Mourath had only punished criminals who were evidently guilty. He had indeed often meditated the
abuse of his office but he had never put it in execution.

He had given an account of what he had Done, but the Vizier favouring the memorial
exhibited against him, set aside his justification.

The storm gathered around, in such a manner that the destruction of Zineb-il-Mourath
appeared almost inevitable. His friends in Bagdad informed him of it, but by that time, even if he had
fled into the desert, his enemies, by whom he was watched, would have surrounded him on all sides.
Every thing at Damas was in confusion; the people were stirred up against the Jews, who came to
blame Samuel the treasurer. “Who excited you to this undertaking?” said they: “it was our great
Rabbin at Saphad,” answered he. “What!” replied the Jews, “there never was such a man at Damas;
we certainly know that the great Rabbin never left his own house; and you make us the victim of an
impostor.”

While Samuel was defending himself from this reproach, the King, in order to appease the
insurrection of the people, sent to take away his life. But this sacrifice was not sufficient to dispel
the fears of the monarch, when my great-grandmother ran to his palace, and went to throw herself
at his feet, with her precious rosary about his neck.

I must tell you, princes, the motive which brought the saint, to whose acquaintance I have
introduced you, to the feet of the unfortunate king.

After her pious walk around the tombs was finished, she had gone back to her house full of
triumph at the punishment inflicted on her enemies. She had just laid aside her veil, and placed her
Alcoran upon the table; and was going to lay her rosary there also, when she saw her pilgrim arrive.
“Returned already?” said she:— “Yes, my eager desire to serve you, and the opportunity of gratifying
it, have brought me back. Lay not aside your beads, we shall have need of them, allow me to cut,
with a pair of scissors, a small bit from the string on which they are hung. You shall see, that, of
what is good in itself, every thing has its utility; let us sit down and have some conversation together.

“The King of Damas is ruined, if we do not give him assistance; but, if he will marry his son
to your daughter, you may answer for his life and his crown, and that he shall be amply avenged on
his enemies.” “And upon what ground shall I give him that assurance?” replied my great-
grandmother. “This is the part you must act: he has avenged you on your enemies, the Ilnakib and
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the chiefs of the fakirs and dervishes, and Heaven has shewn you that you are the instrument it has
chosen to avenge him on his. My prayers must you say to him, and especially my string of beads
shall be the means thereof; it is a magazine of irresistible arms against all those who oppose you. I
leave it in your majesty's possession: put your seal upon every bead, bury it six feet under ground;
and cover it with a wall of the same thickness. If I do not by to-morrow morning again appear before
you, wearing it at my neck, you may send me to bedlam; but, if I bring it back, without wanting a
single bead, I will answer with my life, provided you grant me a very great favour which I am going
to request, that the prosperity of your reign will exceed your hopes.' This is what you have to do and
say: go boldly, my good saint; I will remain here as a pledge; you may lock me in: and if you are
treated as a mad person, you shall deliver two of them for one.”

After receiving this encouragement, my great-grandmother had thrown herself at the feet of
Zineb-il-Mourath. She there followed, step by step, the lesson which had been given her, and the
King, devoured by anxiety and trouble, beheld with joy the feeble ray of hope which penetrated the
gloom with which he was surround. He took the rosary, retired into a private closet, and there
endeavoured to make whimsical and uncommon marks upon every bead, with the point of his
dagger. This was the employment of the evening; and he concluded, with enclosing the deposit
which had been left with him, in a golden coffer with three steel locks, which was placed by his bed
side, and of which he was not to lose sight.

In the mean time, the pilgrims had collected provisions for a very good supper. Ilage-Cadahe,
his master's inseparable attendant, had taken care of it. My mother Yatissa was invited to it and the
Armenian conducted himself with such propriety before her, that I have since heard her say “she
could not conceive how a man possessed apparently of so great merit should be so infatuated as to
be in love with an old woman like my great-grandmother. The reputation of her sanctity must have
prevailed over every other consideration.” When the repast was finished the Armenian arose: “Good
lady,” said he to my great-grandmother, “we have some little work to do here, in order promote the
success of our affairs. We will not send away our child. People endeavour to remove them from
objects which exceed the compass of their understanding, but, for my part, my plan is to draw them
as near as I can. Our beautiful Yatissa is wife; but I would much rather see her imprudent than
ignorant. Bring,” continued he, “a chafing dish, and some fire; you must have some perfume here;
take a pinch of it, and throw it upon the pan, along with the bit of string which I caused you reserve,
pronouncing, in a loud and firm tone of voice, in the name of him who does every here in aid of our
designs, let my rosary return to me from the place where it is.

While Hamene pronounced these words, of which we all here comprehend the meaning, she
was surrounded with a cloud of perfume; and, as soon as it was dispersed, the rosary was perceived
at her neck. The Armenian caused her remark the impressions which the King had made upon it, the
better to recognize it. “Behold,” said he to my great-grandmother, “how all his precautions turn out
to our advantage; you are now armed to defend your sovereign against every foe.

“To-morrow morning you will go to him, before he is out, of bed, without any fear of
disturbing his sleep, for he is not asleep; and you must express yourself in the few following words:
‘My string of beads, which you behold, could strangle all your enemies, and Mahomet . could put
them into the hands of avenging spirits, but this affair, which was undertaken with justice, must be
terminated with glory. Your hand fell heavy on a troop of impostors and villains, do you with to
reign in peace over Damas, and transmit the crown to your posterity?' He will undoubtedly tell you
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that he desires this. ‘My soul,’ will you say, ‘is wholly employed in your service, and I assure you
and your posterity of the enjoyment of the throne; will you refuse to take for a wife to your son, my
grand-daughter Yatissa, the most beautiful and the wisest young woman in Damas? Send your chief
eunuch to my house, where there is a respectable old man, who is our relation. The chief eunuch will
demand my daughter, and conduct her, covered with her veil, into a litter, our relation being allowed
to accompany her. You will likewise send for a Cadi; and then, if our children are agreeable to one
another, the whole business will be finished; but the affair is too serious for me to engage in it, unless
I reap from it this advantage.’

“Forget nothing,” continued the Armenian, speaking to my great-grandmother, “of what I
have now told you; and give orders that, in your, absence, I shall be admitted into your house, if I
have any occasion to be there.”

The old woman punctually obeyed the injunctions which she received, and Zineb-il-Mourath,
astonished to see her again appear before him, with the string of beads which he had marked and put
under three locks, cast his eyes first on the fantastic necklace, and then on the coffer in which it had
been inclosed.

The King had, till then, held the saint of Damas in no great estimation; but this prodigy
determined him in every thing to confide in her, since it was only by a prodigy that he could escape
from his enemies, and those who envied him the procession of the throne. He agreed to all the offers
that were made to him, and to the reward which was required. The eunuch came in state for my
mother Yatissa; at the sight of whom every scruple was completely removed. Her neck was adorned
with her superb necklace; and, though covered with a veil, when she came out of the litter, to set her
foot on the first steps of the palace, the excellence of her stature alone gave her the appearance of
descending from one throne to go to take her seat upon another.

The Cadi did his duty, a robe was given to the Armenian, and the marriage was completed.
Circumstances did not permit the ceremony to be attended with pomp, or celebrated with festivals:
but while the young pair, seated on a sofa near the King, were forming an acquaintance, and while
the Cadi and the witnesses of the marriage were regaling themselves at a table, the two pilgrims were
discoursing together at a window. “The affair of your daughter is now finished,” said the merchant.
“I undertake that of the King of Damas; you shall see by what shall happen that I treat you all as if
you belonged to my own Family; but should we be foolish enough to secure nothing to ourselves?
When we return from our pilgrimage we will be far advanced in life, and must necessarily be without
children, and without consolation in our declining years. Do therefore as I am going to tell you.
When the husband and wife shall be in bed, put your string of beads over both their heads, and thus
address them: My dear children, I bind you to one another and to us by him who has procured a
fortune to us all: grant me a favour, give me and the man on whom I have bestowed myself, the first
male child which shall spring from your marriage, and I will remain here to educate him near you.
When they shall have granted your request, you will embrace them both, and return to inform me of
it. In this only, and in the pilgrimage, do I feel myself deeply interested.”

My great-grandmother was far from refusing any thing which was required of her, by the man
who had brought her into so complete subjection to his authority and my father and mother, when
they were in the strains of the fatal rosary, pronounced every word which their grandmother required.
The Armenian had no more business at Damas, and you must expect soon to see him disappear; but
he will only change his appearance, and we will not be long in seeing him again.
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While, nuptials sufficiently mournful were celebrating at Damas, the Grand Vizier was
plotting at Bagdad the ruin of Zineb-il-Mourath. His successor was getting ready his equipage; he
carried the decree by which his predecessor was condemned, and he was to be accompanied by the
half of the Caliph's guard. No man spoke in favour of Zineb-il-Mourath; every one at Bagdad was
against him from the Mufti to the Muczins, from the chief magistrate of police to his meanest officer.

The Caliph, who was a man of a very calm and peaceable disposition, and inclined to equity,
allowed himself to be hurried away by the emotion of the passions which prevailed around him.
Buried in the interior of his palace, the little concerns of which were sufficient to engage his
attention, some extraordinary occasion was necessary to awake him from his lethargy, and enable
him to recover his wonted vigour. His only daughter was in a bad state of health, but languishing
rather than sick, and, in particular, she had lost her appetite. “My dear child,” said her father, “you
must eat; think of any thing you could like.” “I can eat nothing,” answered she, “but karmout, and
a karmout cannot be procured for me.”

In the mean time, the purveyors of the palace caused nets to be thrown continually into the
ten   rivers, without being able to find the fish for which the princess had taken a fancy. This was not9

the season when the fish came into the river; and the expectation of the purveyors were constantly
deceived. Upon the bank of the river they met with a tall man, who had a line upon his shoulder, and
whose eyes were steadily fixed upon the waves, as if he were counting them as they passed. “What
are you doing there?” said they to him; “why don't you throw your line into the water?” “I must first
know what fish you want; every fish does not take the same bait.” “We want a karmout,” answered
the purveyors. “If there is one in the river you shall have it; but for whom is this fish intended?” “For
the Caliph's daughter, the princess Zad-il-Draide.” “Come, I will put on the bait, and throw in my
line in the name of the princess Zad-il-Draide.”

In two minutes the water around the line was seen to be ruffled; the fisherman drew it out,
and brought to land one of the finest karmouts that ever had been seen; at sight of it the purveyors
burst into exclamations of wonder. “You ought not to be surprised,” said the fisherman, “to see the
karmout so fine; for if a fish of this kind can be taken at this season of the year, it must be very
excellent, since it is a lazy one, whose only object is to grow fat.”

The purveyors wished to pay the fisherman for it. “No,” said he, “if the princess wishes to
eat another, I will be here to-morrow; we will try our fortune, and, if I succeed, you will pay me for
them both together.” The officers of the palace, happy at being able to gratify their princess, went
away without paying the fisherman, not reflecting that nothing ought to be received from an
unknown hand. This proverb was often repeated to me by my great-grandmother, who sometimes
displayed more wisdom in her conversation than in her behaviour. With respect to the fisherman I
have mentioned, I now suspect, princes, that he was the same person with the Armenian, and the
Rabin Ben-Moses.

No sooner had he left the brink of the water, than, having undoubtedly his little equipage
quite ready, he entered the palace almost as soon as the fish he had taken. He was then in the shape
of a little man, with a countenance rather merry than agreeable, and of a slender and easy stature. His
carriage, discourse, and equipage, denoted him to be one of those skilful fellers of balsams who

  The two rivers, and the beautiful stream which waters the fields of Bagdad, are divided into ten different
9

beds.

626



accompany the caravans, and whose principal business is to amuse the travellers with their tricks of
art and address, and to cure the camels and other beasts of burthen. These people perform great
achievements in distant caravansaries, or, perhaps they are sometimes assisted by nature as well as
more skilful physicians.

The feller of balsams, who knew the world, gained the keeper of the first enclosure of the
palace by a piece of gold, and instantly cured a broken-winded horse which was kept in the stable
for show. He cut off the ears of two dogs, and the tails of two cats, and gave relief to a parrot who
was subject to the falling sickness.

An old eunuch came to get three stumps pulled out, and the operator holding them in his
hand, showed them, saying, at the same time, with a very comical air; “if any one has too many, I
will take them away; if any one wants some, I have them.” When the fish, after being shewn to the
Caliph, was delivered to the cook, the skilful quack, encouraged by innumerable little instances of
success, had already got into the third enclosure. He there became a subject; of amusement to the
young pages, who threw at him the balls with which they were playing; but he caught them in the
air, and put them in his cap. The youths came under pretence of taking them from him, and fixed a
long pledget to his back. This was a subject of triumph to him; he took it away, and balanced it upon
his forehead, always escaping from those who wished to lay hold on him, and carrying the balls in
his cap.

The bursts of laughter which he excited were heard in the palace, and spread the fame of his
little talents. A black eunuch came and pulled him by the sleeve, opened a small door, and conducted
him into an apartment very neatly furnished. There he found a handsome female slave, very well
dressed, and who still had some pretensions to youth:— “have you,” said she, “any cases of false
teeth, ready made?” “Yes I have,” replied the expert workman: “there is no kind of delight which
a woman may not always find in my packet; but you, fair lady, seem to want nothing.”—“Oh! that's
because I have full cheeks; but a fluxion has deprived me of my teeth, and as I am very cheerful and
dare not laugh, this gives me great uneasiness.”—“We will restore to you your good humour, and
all the gracefulness with which it is accompanied. I intend that it shall be displayed across thirty-two
stringed pearls; but allow me to put my hand into your mouth.— O! what good fortune! there only
remains one stump. I never had a more agreeable opportunity of gaining honour to myself, sit down.”

He then drew three or four cases from a box, “Here is what you want; when I made this case,
I was thinking on a pretty mouth like yours; you see my thoughts are sometimes very pleasant.” So
saying, he very dexterously placed in her mouth a case which suited her exactly, and which was so
firmly fixed that one would have thought they had taken root. The slave took a mirror, and having
looked at herself, was quite delighted. “How,” said she, “shall I be able to eat?”— “Make a trial;
there is some fruit and some cake upon a table”— “But— yes— I can eat. Oh! how charming this
is! I shall never smile without thinking on you.”— “That will give me great pleasure; for I am not
always thought of with smiles.”—“I shall give you nothing at present,” said the slave, “for I wish you
very soon to return. Tell the porter that you wish to speak to Thalida. I am the first woman belonging
to the Caliph's daughter, and all the porters shall have orders to admit you to me. I leave you at
present, for my mistress is about to sit down to table, and I must go to serve her.”

It was not money which the cunning dentist wanted, but to be admitted into the interior part
of the palace. He was about to have his wish gratified, and his presence would be desired; but this
was not enough, he will make it be expected.
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When Thalida returned to her mistress dinner was served up, and the Karmout was upon the
table.. The slaves related to the princess the tricks of the comical physician, which had amused the
young people in the morning. Thalida, who was opposite to her mistress, when she heard of the
balancing of the pledget burst into so immoderate, a fit of laughter that an opportunity was given of
immediately displaying all the riches with which her mouth was newly adorned. “What! Thalida,’
said the princess, “have you got teeth last night?”— “It did not happen at night, Madam, but by
day.’—“Come near; how! they are really teeth; bite the end of my fingers.—In truth, they make
themselves be felt: this is very extraordinary; how did it happen?”—“The man the boys were playing
upon made this showy set of teeth for me in a moment. They are fixed somewhat better than the
pledget which was hung to his shoulder.”

The curiosity of the princess would undoubtedly have carried her farther, but finding the fish
excellent, and eating of it too eagerly, a bone stuck in her throat, and obliged her to rise from table.
Nature at first exerted all its efforts to drive back the foreign substance, but they were fruitless. The
little means of assistance which are usually had recourse to in such accidents were afterwards
employed, but all in vain. The eunuch, who attended the Princess as surgeon, employed first his
dexterity and then his instruments; but he only occasioned more pain, without bringing any relief.
The Caliph at length arrived in person, accompanied by the whole faculty. The resources of the art
were in vain exhausted to bring assistance, and the Caliph, threatened with the loss of his daughter
was in the utmost distress. His wife, the mother of Zad-il-Draide, came to add, by the extravagance
of her grief, to the affliction occasioned by the desperate situation of the young and beautiful
princess.

“Madam,” said Thalida to the Caliph's spouse, “if the dentist who came here this morning,
and who promised to return in the afternoon, were here, he would very soon bring relief to my dear
mistress, and dispel all our fears.” “What probability is there in what you say?” answered the
afflicted mother: “does this man know more than the physicians of the palace or those of Bagdad
who have been called hither? With what instrument could he find where this bone is?” “With his
hand, Madam , it is so small that it would go into an egg, and his fingers are so slender that they
would pass through the eye of a needle like a thread of silk: his skin is so soft that he seems to caress
every thing he touches; in short he seems to have no bones.” “But, where is this man?” said the
Sultaness. “It is four, hours,” answered Thalida,. “since he left this place, and he has a considerable
interest in returning; but as admittance may be refused him, at the palace gates, I will go to meet him,
and remove every obstacle.”

So saying, Thalida flew away and appeared again in a moment, leading by the hand the artist
whom she wished to employ. He had the same light and slender figure as in the morning, but he had
assumed a greater gravity of carriage, and his countenance, far from exhibiting, the character of
stupidity, indicated a mind capable of reflection. “Is that the man you spoke of?” said the Caliph to
Thalida. “It is,” replied she , “he will save her life; I answer for it with my own.” “This surgeon,”
said the Caliph, “must likewise answer for it with his.” “My life, Sir,” replied the man whom Thalida
patronised, “is important to me, though to many people of your court I may have appeared nothing
but a buffoon , and therefore your majesty will allow me to approach the princess, that I may
ascertain the depth to which the bone has reached.” “When you have seen her,” replied the Caliph,
“you. will give the same answer with the rest.” “Commander of the faithful! I will speak for myself;
I copy no man.” The expert surgeon then approached and examined the princess, and immediately
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returned to the Caliph. “If I promise, upon my life, to the most powerful monarch of the earth, that
his only daughter shall be delivered from danger, may I hope from his goodness that he will grant
me life for life, and save from destruction one that is more precious to me than my own?” “Yes,”
exclaimed the Caliph, “though it were the life of a criminal who had dared to lift his hand against
myself.” “I am far,” said the surgeon, “from wishing to save the life of a criminal: but, August
sovereign, this is not all. If the princess delivered from her present danger, shall at the same time
instantly recover her freshness, cheerfulness, and appetite, would it not be proper that the man for
whose preservation I am concerned should recover your good graces, if I can prove that he has been
removed from them by intrigue.” “I cannot conceive,” said the Caliph, “who the person is of whom
you have to speak, but cure my daughter, and I promise you every thing.”

“You will think with me, princes,” said the prince of Damas, interrupting his narration, “that
it was easy for the surgeon to find the bone where he had made it enter; for it may well be supposed
that this extraordinary person having under the character of a fisherman got the karmout introduced
into the palace, had, by its means, occasioned this accident which enabled him to shew himself both
skilful and obliging.

In a moment the bone came into his hand; and so little pain did the princess feel in the
operation, that one would have thought the bone was itself eager to come out. A glass of water, and
three drops of a very powerful elixir finished this speedy operation; and a piece of linen, steeped in
the same liquor, removed, the inflammation of the eyes, and the swelling of the eye-lids, and restored
complete freshness to the skin. The princess appeared more beautiful than ever, and she felt her
appetite, which the accident had destroyed, return with great keenness. Thalida triumphed in the
success of the man she protected; the Caliph and the princess his wife were in ecstasies of joy; the
physicians of the court retired in confusion, and the whole palace resounded with shouts of joy.

One man only appeared not to carry his joy to excess: this was the performer of the cure
which had made them all so happy. He waited till the Caliph had several times embraced and
congratulated his daughter, and suddenly came to fall at his feet, as soon as he saw that he might do
so, without causing any embarrassment. “Commander of the faithful!” said he, “you owe me the
pardon of a man, which, will do no violence to your justice, if your majesty will look at the
justification of him who is exposed by intrigue to your wrath. Here are the writings, of which a copy
has been sent to the Grand Vizier; but this minister wishes the throne of Damas to be bestowed upon
his son-in-law. In reality, my master, the King of Damas, has punished faithless managers who
divided among themselves the produce of the establishments made by virtuous and pious
Mussulmen, for the relief of the poor, and the decoration of the worship. To restore every thing to
good order, it was necessary to take possession of the registers of an administration full of abuses,
and depose the directors; yet this opportunity has been chosen for calumniating him. You will find
the signature of the men who have dared to do so, among those of the most notorious prevaricators,
in satisfactory documents, of which I lay the originals at your feet. Justice! O great sovereign! do
justice to my master the King of Damas. The humblest of his slaves, who reckons himself too happy
in having had it in his power to serve you, aspires to no other recompense.”

The Caliph remained in great embarrassment, a buffoon was announced to him, and this
buffoon had tied him down by his word of honour. He had likewise promised the crown of Damas
to the Vizier's son-in-law, and the present possessor could lose it only with his life. He felt that he
had done this with too little consideration; and convincing documents were delivered to him, which
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he opened, and cursorily read over. He saw mocking villainies which they had not thought proper
to explain to him: he went into his apartment, and ordered the man who had cured his daughter to
accompany him.

When they were got into the closet, he demanded to know what was the stranger's name.
“Sire,” answered he, “my name is Bekamar; and I am Zineb-il-Mourath's slave and surgeon.” “Why
did he send you hither? Why did he deliver papers of such importance to his surgeon.”— “My
master, Sire, did not send me nor deliver to me any papers. I was surgeon to a Jew, named Samuel,
against whom the people were stirred up, and who saw that his death was a necessary sacrifice to the
public tranquillity. He delivered me this memorial, and these papers.” “The King” said he, “has
copies of them, but lock them up, and they may one day be useful to you. When I learned that my
master's enemies attacked him before your majesty, I depended upon your justice and his innocence.
But the pride and confidence displayed by his enemies soon convinced me that they had some
grounds of triumph. I betook myself to this place, and; acted a part which would enable me to get
introduced every where for the purpose of obtaining information. It has happily led me to be of
service to your majesty; and if I can obtain the restoration of my kind master Zineb-il- Mourath to
your good graces, I will then be recompensed beyond my desert or expectation.” “Bekamar,” said
the Caliph, “your sovereign is very fortunate in having so intelligent and well affected a subject as
you are. If you are not drawn towards him by an unalterable attachment, I offer you, at my court,
every advantage which you can desire. Be not afraid that I will be rash in the determination I form
concerning the complaints which have been sent me from Damas. I will not decide till I have
enquired into the affair, so that I may be able to purge my divan from the corruption which has been
introduced into it; and the King of Damas shall know what you have done for him. What order do
you wish to have upon my treasurer?” “The most trifling ring which may have belonged to your
majesty is all I require; any other recompense would diminish the satisfaction I enjoy by having had
it in my power to do you service.”

The Caliph took a superb ring from his little finger. “O commander of the faithful!” said
Bekamar, making a profound bow, one much less fine would have been sufficient for me. But the
richness of the gift points out the use I ought to make of it.” So saying, he withdrew.

Thalida was waiting at the door of the Caliph's apartment, to thank him, to congratulate him
on his success, and to make him a more ample acknowledgement. “Amiable lady!” said he, with a
tone which no longer resembled that of the dentist, “the Caliph, after granting me every thing that
I desired from him, has made me a present to give to the person who saved, in fact, the life of the
princess. It was you; I only lent my hand; and therefore this ring is yours.” While Thalida was
considering the magnificence of the brilliant, her benefactor made his escape, and retired to some
corner of Bagdad, to observe the consequence of the events.

The Grand Vizier being convicted of insincerity, and breach of trust, was beheaded; the first
usher was dispatched to Damas with the most satisfactory letters to the sovereign, and orders to put
to death those criminals who had been spared. A private letter passed a thousand encomiums on the
abilities and zeal of the surgeon Bekamar. The King of Damas could not conjecture who this man
could be about whom so many things were told by the messenger from Bagdad and his retinue, and
to whom they brought a letter from Thalida, no doubt a very affectionate one, without knowing to
whom to deliver it.
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My father and mother were discoursing about him with my great-grandmother, who was not
yet sufficiently acquainted with the pilgrim, and who never suspected that he had more than one face.
It would have frustrated his own designs, if he had shewn her every thing he could do. She said,
however, as if by a kind of instinct: “This Bekamar, whom the King mentions, the pilgrim and I, co-
operate in producing the same end. The King has recovered the good graces of the Caliph; this must
have been obtained by some means or other; and he well sees that he has done his duty with respect
to us, since nothing was asked from him. Even the present of the Caliph has not been accepted. This
is a striking feature.”

The King of Damas, at length delivered from his enemies, and his fears, and supposing he
owed the re-establishment of his fortune chiefly to the prayers of my great-grandmother, appointed
to her lodgings in the palace, near the apartment of her grand daughter, and allowed her, as much as
she had a mind, to accompany the funeral processions, go to say her prayers among the tombs. Her
zeal, in this respect, increased; she accepted whatever was offered to her as if she had been destitute
of every thing, and distributed what she received among the poor. In the streets, a crowd was always
gathered around the saint: this success, and the hope of visiting Mecca by the next caravan, made
her the happiest woman upon earth: she went every day to take a turn in the Kan, that she might
observe if her pilgrim was returned.

My mother became pregnant, and had a very happy delivery, of which I was the fruit. I was
born, undoubtedly, under a star of very malignant influence; for at my birth I was delivered over to
our wicked enemy. My great-grandmother was continually rambling and prattling about my cradle,
and was even more assiduous in her attentions than my nurse. As soon as my eyes were opened to
the light, she endeavoured to divert me with amusing objects; when I could walk, she led me by the
hand; and she related to me tales and stories, as soon as I was capable of giving attention. In short,
she got so entire possession of me, that it was impossible for us to be separated. My father and
mother's family increased every year. They themselves watched over the attentions which were paid
to my brothers and sisters. I was wholly committed to the care of my great-grandmother. She taught
me to read and write; for being accustomed to draw verses of the Alcoran on bits of vellum, she
came at length to form her characters with the greatest delicacy. At that time she thought herself a
widow. “Alas! my poor pilgrim!” said she; “he was old, and he has undergone too much labour! You
have lost a good grandfather, who would have taught you the fine things, which I have seen
performed by him.” “But, grandmother, in the tales which you relate to me, the magicians do such
things as he performed; was he a magician?’ “Magicians never have a virtuous love for women, as
that dear man had for me. Through respect, child, he would never touch the point of my finger; and
besides, the people you have mentioned never make the pilgrimage to Mecca, for they know that they
are cursed by the Alcoran.”

When I was able to accompany my grandmother in her walks, if I could not keep up with her,
and mingle with the mourners at the funerals, she put me into the hands of my nurse, under the
protection of two strong slaves, in a place where I could admire how well she counterfeited sorrow.
She afterwards conducted me to the tombs, and made me repeat aloud after her the Ilfathea, and the
Ilcathme.

I gave very little attention to these ceremonies, being naturally of a careless disposition, but
in return, the stories which she related when we returned home were very agreeable to me, and this
was the only cultivation which my mind received from her. As for the rest, she was good only with
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my mother and me; we could never be in the wrong with her, but towards her own slaves she was
cruel and unmerciful. As I heard the common people call her a saint, I conceived a very extraordinary
idea of such a character.

Years passed on, and the time at length arrived when my eyes were to be opened in part to
the misery of my lot, and when my father and mother were to be punished, without knowing how,
or by whom, for abandoning me, in a manner which, on the supposition that their wills were free,
was so foolish on their part.

I had almost attained my fifteenth year. Being considered by the people of my grandfather's
court as one of those princes who are devoted to the profession of a dervish, nobody was attached
to me; and I was left entirely to the company of my great-grandmother. We were one day coming out
together from a tomb, whither we had entered alone, when something more terrifying than a spectre
made its appearance. This was the Armenian merchant, whom I knew solely from the description
given of him by my great-grandmother, but whose air and countenance appeared to me as rueful as
his beard was white.

At sight of him my great-grandmother had almost fainted: “It is a dead man! It is a dead
man!’ exclaimed she. “No,” said the pretended Armenian, seizing her roughly by the arm, “it is not
a dead man; but you will be a dead woman, if you don't take care.” “Whence come you, wretched
man, after having kept me fifteen years in expectation? Was it kind thus to deceive a virtuous woman
like me?”—“Hold your peace, you outrageous saint, or with one word I will make your tongue
cleave to the roof of your mouth. I have no time to lose here: I am come for my son.”—“Your son!
When did you marry me, you deceiver, to have a child by me? Come and do me justice before the
Cadi, and you shall have the child.”—“Marry you! you old fool! you decrepit skeleton! living
monument of the antiquity of the world! scandal of the creation! sprung from the mud of the deluge!
give me my child.”—“You shall sooner have my life, you villain: I will cause you be crucified here,
as the murderer of your pretended son and me.” So saying, she held me locked in her arms. Fear
rendered me incapable of motion: suddenly the eyes of the Armenian were inflamed with rage, his
beard was covered with foam; he gave my great-grandmother a blow, which overturned us both,
without separating us.

My eyes were open for a moment to our disaster. My great-grandmother was transformed into
an osier basket, long enough for me to be stretched out in it; her legs and arms formed the cords by
which I was kept in it; and her siring of beads represented the two handles. Our executioner gave the
basket a blow with his foot, sufficient to have set a mountain a rolling. We went through the air, and
did not leave this element till we were hurled into the fatal fountain.

My whole body was bruised by the dreadful blow I received in falling; but the use of my
faculties was preserved, that I might see my poor great-grandmother all bloody, and hanging on a
tree, to serve as food for the crows. I immediately fell into a swoon. I believe, my dear companions
in misfortune, that an exact account of those sufferings which this monster caused me endure would
only add to your own misery. After bringing me hither, he left me for, three weeks, in a situation
betwixt life and death, and subject to the most excruciating tortures, from the fractures and bruises
which he had occasioned in every part of my body; I remained in appearance without feeling. I could
neither speak, nor make the smallest significant gesture. He took advantage of this situation to
endeavour to persuade me that he was my real father, and that he had only taken me away from
people hurtful to my real interests, who had given me so bad an education, and instilled into my mind
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such false principles; in short, he wished to persuade me that it was become necessary so wound and
bruise me, in order to give me a new shape. All these discourses he held in an unconnected manner,
as if he had been talking to himself and he failed not to intermingle with them mournful complaints,
concerning the dreadful situation in which he saw me. Besides, he watched me day and night,
dressed my wounds, and took care of me with the appearance of the greatest affection: but it was
impossible for me to be deceived by him, for the misfortune of my poor great-grandmother had made
me too well acquainted with the monster's character.

From the different histories which I have now heard, I am sensible that my education was
very much neglected. In this respect, I am under some kind of obligation to him. A natural obstinacy
of disposition, which had not been subdued, would never allow me to depart from those opinions
which I had once embraced; and I was in like manner the slave of my passions.

It is now easy for you to suppose in what manner I answered all the cavils and attentions of
my pretended father, when he restored me to life, after having tired me by a series of ill treatment,
of which, though charitable in appearance, every step was more painful than another. In every case,
it became impossible for him to overcome me: when he caressed me I treated him with sourness and
contempt;. when he punished me, I became incapable of feeling, from having been exposed to too
great suffering. He wished to cause me labour, but I would do nothing: “What need have I to learn
calculations,” would I say; “I am the son of a king, and others will calculate for me.” He gave me
a blow: “Give me a more severe one; treat me as you did my great-grandmother; don't you remember
her? Was not you her pilgrim?” He had undoubtedly taken his resolution with regard to me, for he
answered without hesitation; “you do yourself justice; you are not better than she was, and you shall
be treated in the same manner.” Saying this, he gave me another blow, at which I fainted, and he took
advantage of my situation to drag me into his abominable well.

It is impossible for me, as well as for you, princes, to ascertain the time I continued there: but
as I had no beard when I went there, and I awaked with a pretty long one, my sleep cannot have been
very short. I find that it has, in no respect, affected my faculties. My memory recalls only the ideas
of my infancy; but my understanding has ceased to consider them as a child would do.

Not a single fact has been related by you which has not excited in me some reflection; and
I have learned more from you in the space of two hours, than I did in the six years which I may have
spent in this place. I perceive wherein all our parents have erred; and after my example, you may
explain their conduct, as I am going to do that of my great-grandmother. She was transformed into
a basket of osier, I was placed within it, her arms and legs served as bands, and her string of beads
constituted the handles of the basket. At the sight of this image, it is evident to me that my great-
grandmother delivered me bound head and feet to Maugraby, and that the string of beads was the
means thereof. The good woman muttered some words and expressions. It is not wholly in speaking;
from what I have observed, there is nothing so dangerous as to make signs and pronounce words,
without knowing what is said or done.

As to the rest, princes, a common calamity has brought us together: but after what Heaven
has done for us, we ought to be confident that it will deliver us from the hands of our tyrant, though
he should instantly appear armed with all the powers which are under his command, provided we
all six oppose, in the name of Mahomet, what he should wish to do. I hope that we would see him
again much abashed; but we would neither be revenged, nor restored to our friends, after which we
ought all to aspire. The prince Habid-il-Rouman has told us that a hara, chained by the foot,
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persuaded him to fly to our assistance. We must hasten to give relief to this beneficent counsellor,
from whom we may get some information, and who will undoubtedly join with us against our
common enemy.

The advice of the prince of Damas was, cheerfully followed by Habid-il Rouman and the
other princes. They went to Maugraby's apartment, entered the great aviary, and came round to the
hara, who clapped its wings when it beheld them. They wished to free it from its chains; “That is
impossible for you,” said the generous bird, now become patient under misfortune, “I can support
my condition provided you will take me from this disagreeable prison. Carry me away on my stick,
and let us all go and place ourselves in a more convenient situation, where I may communicate to
you my tale of woe, and thereby point out the sure means of taking advantage of our tyrant's absence,
to remove the dangers with which we are threatened.”

The six princes carried the hara with them, and returned to the hall of the fountains. They
there sat down opposite to the bird, who resumed its discourse, and thus began the recital of its
adventures:
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