
EL MULOOK AND HIS FRIENDS

I
n olden times there lived an aged sovereign, Suleiman by name, whose power
was paramomit throughout the vast regions of Northern India. All the lesser
kings — and they were many — were either his vassals, his tributaries, or, if

independent, virtually obedient to his legitimate influence; for all the rulers of the
East revered him, so good and wise was he, so numerous and warlike were his
armies. He had but one son, Taj el Mulook, whom, seeking to train up as a warrior
(for the sword ruled all things in those days), he early instructed in the art of
hunting, that his muscles might be developed, and his body inured to fatigue. As
the youth grew up, such pleasure did he take in the chase, that for weeks together
he would be absent from his home; and his parents, who doted upon him (for they
were proud of his great comeliness), had less and less of his company as he
advanced in years, until at last he remained away whole months in the jungle,
slaying the lordly lion, the ferocious tiger, and the stately elephant.

Suleiman was growing old, and longed for grand-children, that he might feel
assured that his dynasty would sway the sceptre of the Indies after he and his son
should have been gathered to their fathers. So, at one of the few opportunities
which the almost continual roving of his son permitted, the sire thus addressed
him: 

“It is time to change this mode of life, which I designed as only a preparatory
step in your training for a warrior, not as the sole pursuit of your existence. It is
needful, I acknowledge, if the ruler of a great empire would be feared by other
countries for the skill and strength of his armies, that his own soldiers should
respect the individual vigour of his arm; but the arts of peace must not be
neglected, else trade and agriculture, the true sources of revenue, will decay; and
either his unpaid troops will perforce become banditti, or he will be driven to
unjustly assail his neighbours. Think of this, my son, and stay at home with your
aged father.”

“And how shall I occupy myself in the city? In the wild solitudes of the
interior of your dominions, where usurping man has not yet displaced by his
tillage the wild beasts who are the natural owners of the soil, I pass my days in
the glorious excitement of hunting; warring, not with the gentle gazelle and timid
antelope, but with the tyrants of the hill and plain, their ruthless destroyers.”

“I can sympathize with you, my son, for I, too, liked the chase when young;
but oh! the weary days, when stormy nature rendered the chase impossible! Oh,
the long and dreary evenings!”

“Thanks to Haziz and Hassan, who are far better story-tellers than hunters,
my evenings pass as happily as my mornings; if you only heard some of their
tales, you would almost envy me their companionship.”

At these words the wise old King conceived a project, one both agreeable to



his own feelings (for he dearly loved an amusing tale), and likely to further his
great aim in life — the retaining of his son in the capital of his empire. He knew
the influence of fiction upon the soul, how that feelings, and even principles,
might be instilled by it, and fostered until they became motive influences. By its
purchased aid he would so work upon the imagination of the Prince, so change
the current of his thoughts, that the hateful chase should be abandoned for some
new source of exciting enjoyment. So, having obtained the promise of his son to
remain with him “one little week,” he affectionately embraced, and dismissed him.

Immediately that El Mulook had departed, Suleiman sent a messenger to
both Haziz and Hassan, commanding their instant appearance. They both
promptly obeyed the urgent summons, and prostrated themselves before the King,
who received them graciously in his private apartment. Both were good-looking
and well-dressed; there was nothing remarkable about them, except the settled
melancholy which almost produced a similarity in their countenances.

“For the last three years you have been the constant companions of my son,
from whom, I fear, you have estranged me, by your tales. Interrupt me not,”
continued the monarch, who noticed their anxiety to exculpate themselves.” I seek
not to punish, but reward. For the future narrate to him, not the baffled perils of
the chase, not the glorious triumphs of victory over the enemies of our fatherland,
but the fascinating intrigues of love; enervate his soul with wanton tales, and thus
prepare him for the influence of woman.”

For the sage monarch knew by experience (he too, had been a lover in his
youth), how a beloved one could wile us from our dearest pursuits, could so
absorb our whole thoughts and feelings, that everything unconnected with herself
should prove unpalatable.

“This is beyond my power, O King,” said Hassan; “for the joys of love have
been long denied me; a cruel misfortune has incapacitated me for that passion
which has been the source of my sorrows.”

“I, too,” said Haziz, “am equally unfitted to record the joys of love. I am
unworthy of them, for I have caused the death of her who fondly loved me.”

“Relate to me your histories,” rejoined Suleiman; “that I myself may judge
as to your capacity. And, perchance — for men call me wise — I may remove that
sadness which is marked upon both your countenances.”

At a sign from the monarch, Haziz thus commenced: —

Remorse; Or, the Story of Haziz
(From ‘Haziz and Haziza,’ part i.)



My life, O King, contains no incident worthy of being recited, but I will obey your
command. My sadness arises from an incompetence to appreciate the depth of the
passion when its intensity is concealed through the modesty of a betrothed. From
a child I had dwelt in the same house with my orphan cousin, a sweet girl, of a
gentle and retiring disposition; and as it was intended, when we had attained to
our full stature and development, that we should be united to each other, none
of the ordinary restrictions as to our intercourse were exacted. I felt towards her
as a brother; I dreamt not that a warmer sentiment for my unworthy self lurked
beneath the calm exterior of her loving nature.

When I became a man, my parents resolved that the marriage-contract
between us should be performed; and, without in the least apprising me of their
intentions (for I knew nothing of that prospective engagement which had been long
ago settled by my deceased uncle and my father), began active preparation for the
festivities. All this took place whilst my cousin and I were living together in pure
and unrestrained familiarity; she, however, was conscious of the engagement, and
attributed my brotherly fondness for her to a like knowledge of our destined
union.

When, a few days before the Friday on which my father had determined that
the ceremony should take place, he communicated his plans to me, I yielded
tacitly to his will. Although new and warm impulses were beginning to stir within
me, I had as yet beheld no woman on whom to lavish the fervour of my passion.
My cousin was dear to me, so I felt neither reluctance nor ardour at the prospect
of this union.

When all the preparations were complete (my father had proved no niggard
in his expenditure), and our friends and relations had accepted the invitation to
join us after morning prayers, I was sent to the bath, where I found, carefully laid
out for me, a new suit of clothes of the riches: description, a garment of white
satin, interwoven with gold, and so perfumed with attar of rose, that I diffused a
delicious odour as I sauntered quietly towards the mosque. It was too early for the
ceremony, and I sat myself down upon a stone seat in front of a magnificent
mansion, to repose there for a while. That I might not sully the freshness of my
garment, I had thrown my handkerchief upon the bench; but the heat was so
excessive that I exhaled a cloud of perfume from my raiment, and my face became
moist from perspiration. I wished to dry it with my handkerchief, but I was in a
dilemma, for I was using it as a cushion. At this moment an exquisitely
embroidered and delicate white handkerchief fell softly upon me; and looking up
to see from whence it had fallen, I descried, looking out from the brazen
lattice-work of a projecting window, a woman, whose transcendent beauty kindled
an instantaneous flame of passion. When she beheld my ardent gaze, she put her
finger in her mouth, and then placed two lingers on her bosom (as one does in
sighing); after which she closed the lattice, and withdrew wholly from my sight.

Vainly did I seek to comprehend her signals; vainly did I wait until evening



(all things else, the contract, the mosque, my betrothed, forgotten or unheeded),
in longing expectation of the reappearance of the enchanting vision. At length,
long after sunset, I departed, carrying with me the gossamer-like kerchief to my
father’s house. My cousin was sitting up for me, and was weeping. As soon as she
saw me she wiped away her tears, threw her arms around me, removed my damp
outer garment, and gently inquired the cause of my unexpected absence. She told
me how .the guests, the cadi, and the witnesses had assembled in our house, had
long waited for my presence, had eaten the wedding-feast, and eventually
dispersed in despair of my coming. “Your father,” she continued, “is positively
furious with rage; he has vowed not to permit our union for a twelvemonth, so
large a sum has he fruitlessly expended on these festivities.”

I told her all, for I had none else in whom I could confide, and the tears ran
down her cheeks from her emotion. Even then, had I known how she loved me, all
might have been well; but I thought her feelings no more ardent for me than mine
for her; that her tears were the sympathy of a sister, not the tacit complaint of a
neglected bride.

“At least, then, we are reprieved for a twelvemonth. Aid me, dear girl, with
your advice, and explain to me the meaning of those signals.”

She looked piteously in my face, and exclaimed, “O son of my uncle, if you
required mine eye, I would pluck it forth from its socket for you; so, then, however
painful to me, I will aid you in the accomplishment of your desires.”

She then explained to me that the first signal was the symbol of union; the
second of her sorrow for the necessary delay of two days before that could be
accomplished.

After two days I betook myself to the same spot where I had beheld the
woman who so strangely fascinated me, and again by her signals did she defer an
interview with me. For five days more did I wait, according to her will, and when
at last her bewitching face appeared, not a word did she utter, but again made
signals, which my kind cousin, who was continually weeping, and seemed wasting
away from the excess of her sympathy for me, skilfully interpreted. And after more
and more procrastination, at last I became sick with the deferment of my hopes,
and loathed my food, and turned peevish and unkind to that dear girl who was
ever solicitous for my comfort, and who bore even my ill-humour with smiling
patience. She would perfume my garments when I sought an interview with my
charmer, she would tempt my appetite with the most dainty of viands, she would
cheer me by her conversation while I reclined my head upon her lap; and when,
after nights of restlessness, I at length fell asleep in that position, she would not
move from it, despite of her own inconvenience, and her own want of sleep.

At last, when worn out with want of food and restlessness, I had taken my
stand beneath the alluring lattice, my charmer deigned to smile at my long
devotion, and attracting my attention, hid a small flashing mirror in a
sombre-coloured bag, pointed to some green shrubs, and then placed a lamp upon
the top of them. These symbols, as interpreted by my poor cousin, indicated that



when the light of day was obscured, I should enter her garden, and seat myself
where I should perceive a lamp. And during that entire day she lulled my
impatience with tales of devoted lovers; but they were mostly sad, sad as her own
sweet face, sad as her hapless fate.

At the hour of nightfall I left my father’s house, and proceeded to the
entrance of the garden I had been invited to. The gate was left open. I entered, and
walked stealthily towards a bright light, which was burning in a pavilion-like
summer-house, opening upon the garden. The gilded lamp suspended from the
middle of the dome, which was constructed of ebony inlaid with ivory, displayed
to advantage the gold and silver embroidery of the thick silken carpets, the
tempting viands reposing in costly dishes on a table of alabaster, the most perfect
and luscious of fruits, the most fragrant and exquisite of flowers. A cup of crystal,
too, had been placed near a silver beaker of yellow wine. Everything was indicative
of opulence and luxury.

For hours I impatiently waited for my speechless charmer. All was quiet; not
even a distant footfall disturbed the lone silence. The stillness overcame me; I had
not slept for many nights; and at length consciousness left me. When I awoke (I
had laid my head upon a cushion) I found myself upon the bare cold tablets of the
marble floor. Day was near at hand, and I slunk back to my home, with anger and
despondency in my heart; for I knew by the removal of the cushion that I had been
visited and scorned. My sweet cousin, who had passed the night in jealous
weeping, smiled sadly at my return, and congratulated me upon the
accomplishment of my wishes. I struck her in my passion! That blow will never be
eradicated from my memory. I struck her, whose every pulse beat in unison with
mine, who was sacrificing her own fair prospects to forward mine. Thank-less and
blind that I was, I can never more look for happiness. Half fainting, and with
dilated eyes, she murmured, “I forgive you; the delirium of a baffled lover is
pardonable by one who loves him.” And she kissed my forehead, and soothed me,
and inquired of the past.

By her advice I wended my way that very night to the same spot, and the
same tempting preparations for my coming greeted my sight. After waiting until
past midnight, hunger possessed me, and I fed freely from the dishes, and quaffed
the potent wine. In my enfeebled condition it was too strong for me; I slept, and
on awaking found myself cast forth from the garden, and lying upon my back,
with a sharp-pointed knife upon my stomach.

I learnt from my cousin that by this my charmer meant she would slay me
if I dared again approach her. But when my despair became so intense as to
threaten my reason, my wasted and weeping betrothed bade me, if the violence of
my passion would kill if left unappeased, to dare all, and revisit the garden. “Yet
remember,” she warned me, “that sleep in that pavilion means death!”

That day I obeyed her injunctions; I laid myself down upon the couch,
whilst she fanned me so gently that I slumbered until the evening. I then, by her
directions, took a moderate meal of food and sherbet, and thus fortified against



sleep and appetite, remained sober and awake, despite the loneliness and the
seducing silence. After more than half the night had passed, I was rewarded for
my abstinence. My charmer appeared, gorgeously attired in satin and gold,
attended by ten female slaves, whose dress betokened the wealth of their owner.
Radiant with delight, I heard the first words she had ever uttered to me, “Now that
you have preferred me to both sleep and food, I acknowledge and will requite the
ardour of your passion.” Then she signalled to her attendants to quit us; and
when we were alone she kissed me, and pressed me to her bosom. The night
passed in soft converse, in feasting, and in dalliance.

At dawn I left her, and returning to my cousin, found her prostrate with
feebleness, and with long-continued weeping.

“I have triumphed, dear girl,” I abruptly exclaimed; “she is mine for ever!”
The tidings were her death-blow; the feeble flame of life went out in the

mute conflict of jealousy with un-selfish love.
It was not until after her decease that my mother revealed to me the calm

intensity of her love for me; her self-immolation was then manifest to me in all its
quiet grandeur. Even my passion for my mistress was checked by the profundity
of my remorse; I could not revel in the arms of another, while she who loved me
to her own destruction lay in that grave to which my coldness and neglect had
doomed her.

When, after long absence, I once more sought the lattice and the
garden-gate, both were for ever closed against me; I lost, at one stroke, the woman
whom I loved, and the woman who loved me. From that hour I have never smiled.

“Did you never learn the name of your warmly-disposed acquaintance?”
inquired Suleiman with a slight yawn.

“Not from herself. But I ascertained that a Siamese princess, Indamora by
name, occupied the mansion I had first seen her at.”

“The very wanton who was the cause of my own in-curable sorrow,” cried
Hassan, who thus took up the thread of the story: —

The Rival Beauties
(From ‘Haziz and Haziza,’ part ii.)

It must have been shortly after the obsequies of Haziza (my friend’s cousin, whom
he is ever lamenting) that I first saw the seductive princess; from that brazen
lattice-work, after having signalled to me her will, by symbols I had not the wit to



comprehend, she let fall verses, which very plainly told me the ardour of her
feelings and the length I might proceed to. I was, at that time, a very handsome
fellow, of a warm temperament, and not unaccustomed to intrigue.

Admitted to the pavilion, no forbidden food or slumber delayed my
transports. The princess yielded me at once all that the most favoured lover could
ask for, and, for a time, I revelled in the alternating delights of feasting and of
passion. My own good-nature proved my ruin. One night, whilst proceeding to my
rendezvous, I was addressed by a respectable-looking aged female, who begged me
to read for her a letter which she carried in her out-stretched hand. It had come
from her son, she said, a wealthy merchant, who had been absent from home for
ten years. From his long-continued silence, she had thought him dead; yet the
letter was assuredly in his handwriting. Both she and her daughter were most
anxious to decipher its contents, but, alas! they were not scholars; they must
appeal to my benevolence.

A bright light emanated from the open doorway of a stately mansion; thither
the old woman conducted me that I might see to read the open note. The house
was so evidently the residence of a wealthy family that I entertained no suspicion
of its occupants, and not being in a hurry, and ever glad to oblige my
fellow-creatures, I passed beneath its portals. I was met by a damsel who was
elegantly yet peculiarly clad in the same foreign fashion as that worn by the
Princess Indamora, to whom, indeed, she bore a remarkable likeness. She was
younger, however, and I thought her still handsomer; there was in her attitude
and demeanour the same commanding forwardness, the same scorn for
conventionalities: her gait and features were voluptuous, yet did not betray that
utter abandonment of self-respect to passion which deteriorated the beauty of my
mistress. I could not but admire her, and when she asked in dulcet tones such as
neither before nor after have I heard equalled, that I would enter and kindly read
the letter aloud, I respectfully advanced towards her. At that moment the door,
which was lined throughout with sheets of copper, as though for protection
against thieves, was violently slammed-to, the key hurriedly abstracted by the old
woman, and the light extinguished.

“Fear not,” cried the silvery voice; “no harm is intended; it is a little surprise,
that is all. Take my hand, and I will conduct you to where there are lights in
plenty.”

The speaker approached me, and, in the darkness, passionately kissed my
lips and pressed me to her bosom. I took her hand, reassured as to my safety, yet
not quite pleased with my adventure. We passed through seven vestibules, and at
length entered a spacious and brilliantly lighted saloon, built of pure white
alabaster, and furnished with cushions and sofas of the richest brocade.

“Which prefer you, handsome stranger,” said the foreign damsel, “life with
me in this luxurious home, or death and an unknown grave?”

“Life!” I briefly answered.
“Then marry me, for I love you;” and the witchery of her eyes, the music of



her voice, the perfume of her breath, the soft pressure of her winding arms, all
intoxicated me with desire, and I assented.

“Think not,” she continued — and I beneath the spell of her voice fondly
believed her, — “that I would have hurt you; but Indamora would not long have
spared you. She is my cousin, and I know her well. She soon wearies of her lovers
who sup and are seen no more. Her feasts are fatal. But I had seen you, my
beloved, and resolved to save you. You will be mine, willingly, will you not?” And
the look she gave me of love! of pity! of triumph! oh! it was indescribable. Suffice
it, I was conquered, if not convinced, and, without either fear or regret, accepted
the alliance.

The damsel clapped her hands, and the old woman, accompanied by four
witnesses, the regulated number in that city, entered, saluted me respectfully, and
took their seats.

The foreign lady formally acknowledged, in their presence,, she had received
an adequate dowry, declared me her consort (a declaration I reciprocated),
obtained their signatures, as legal witnesses, to the marriage-contract, liberally
remunerated them for their attendance, and courteously dismissed them. We were
alone together, and I had no reason to complain of the coldness of my bride.

The next morning I proposed to withdraw myself for a while to my lodgings,
and betake myself to my ordinary avocations. To my surprise, the street-door
would not open. My wife was by my side in a minute.

“It is easier to enter here than depart, my husband. This door is nailed up
from the outside, and once a year only are the fastenings removed. My cousin lets
her pet birds go free, for she can lure them back; but I cage mine, that I may save
them from her poisoned rice.”

I was too well contented with my position to resist; indeed, I never wished
to. Unlimited stocks of provision had been stored up for a twelvemonth’s
consumption;, every imaginable luxury seemed daily provided for our wants, our
appetites, or our whimseys. There was confinement, certainly, but the gardens
were extensive, and not a wish or fancy left ungratified. Without relatives in the
city, and without acquaintances worthy the name of friends, I was neither missed
by them, nor missed them. My existence was passed in an earthly Paradise. The
soul, perchance, was unsatisfied, but every requirement every desire of the body
was gratified.

A twelvemonth sped away. I had become a parent, and scarcely cared to
regain my liberty and revisit my former haunts.

“You are free this day,” said my wife, as we heard the workmen outside
removing the heavy nails from the fortified doors, and saw a host of tradesmen,
with household requisites for the ensuing year, watching their progress; “but you
must wait until evening, for the sake of decorum, before you depart; moreover, you
must take a solemn oath to return before midnight, failing in which, to hold me
exonerated, by the triple oath of divorcement, from the marriage vow.”

I accepted the terms of release, yet sought not to free myself from my silken



fetters. I scarcely cared to quit my Paradise, yet having left it curiosity impelled me
to revisit the pavilion where I had been received so kindly by Indamora. It was not
that I loved her, or preferred her to her cousin; although I appreciated too truly,
as the event proved, the innate selfishness of my voluptuous wife, who kept me,
as it were, for the gratification of her passions, I entertained no wish to change my
vassalage. Neither of the women, indeed, was capable of love in its purer sense;
but I, who could comprehend that the annihilation of self was the essence of that
sacred feeling, knew I was unworthy, from the sensuality of my nature, of a more
spiritual passion. I was supinely content because I dared not aspire to a nobler
grade of sentiment.

I pushed the garden gate; it was unfastened. Indignant that my memory had
so soon been forgotten, — for I believed it was purposely left open for a
subsequent lover, — I trod the well-remembered path to the domed
summer-house, and there beheld a sight which melted my soul within me,
dispersing all ideas of vexation and distrust. Indamora, the shadow of her former
self, was sitting with her head buried in her lap: at the sound of my approach, she
raised it; continual weeping had blighted the beauty of her once incomparable
features.

“Praise be to Heaven for thy safety!” was her first salutation; “I thought I
had lost thee for ever.”

I hung down my head in shame (yet I was not to blame), and, in reply to her
eager questions, detailed to her all the incidents of my capture and my marriage.
I told her, too, that, in compliance with my solemn oath, I must leave her ere
midnight. Then her tenderness vanished, her face became livid with rage, her eyes
flamed with jealous fury.

“Traitor!” cried she, “dost think to turn me off like a discarded wanton! Shall
my perfidious cousin enjoy thee, after having stolen thee from my arms? Never!
never!” and thrice she violently clapped her palms, and her slaves flocked to her,
and at a sign flung me upon the grass, and so clung to my limbs that I could not
move an inch. Pausing, she exclaimed, “I will not slay thee, for it is her, whom I
hate; yet no woman shall covet thee in future.” Then whispering to her too zealous
attendants, she turned upon her heel, and quitted me for ever. I may not narrate
what followed; suffice it that henceforth un-fitted to be husband or father, I
fainted from anguish, and when at length restored to my senses, through some
cordial administered by a slave more compassionate than the rest, I had slowly
crawled, feeble from loss of blood, to the mansion of my wife, midnight had
passed. In that luxurious home I was permitted to rest until my wound had
healed, and was then cast as worthless from the portals.

“And these vile wantons, did you never see them more?” said the monarch,
whose love of justice made him feel such interest in the narrative, that he longed
to summon them before his tribunal.

“I was a stranger in the city, and powerless to avenge myself; I feared to
expose my incurable calamity, and I left the land for ever.”



“I thank you both for your narratives,” continued Suleiman, “and
commiserate your sufferings. I can neither bring the dead to life for you, Haziz,
nor restore you, Hassan, to your normal condition; yet I can palliate the calamity
which has befallen each of you. Power is the best substitute for love. You, O
Hassan! shall lord it, as the chief of my eunuchs, over that sex which has so
cruelly wronged you. Another passion, Haziz, with perilous adventure to give it
zest (and I have a project full of romance), will banish from your memory the
image of your lost Haziza.”

“Thanks, gracious Sovereign, for your sympathy,” they both exclaimed.
“Sympathize, too, with me, my friends,” said Suleiman; “with an aged father,

who seeks to retain his son by his side, and influence him by your tales to prefer
the chase of woman to that of beasts. She is more difficult to subdue, but better
worth subduing.”

“My son,” said Suleiman to El Mulook, “you told me you had some capital
story-tellers in your company; so, as you are more fortunate than myself, for I
have trained my own people to be wholly utilitarian, and have discountenanced
the ideal as enervating and pernicious, I have enjoined their presence, that we
may both of us be amused by their tales.”

Hassan, duly cautioned to graduate his tales of love, commenced as follows:
— 

Abushamat and Aslan

A merchant of Cairo had an only son, who, from his childhood, promised to be one
whom any parent might feel proud of. The father, however, was superstitious, and
fearing the magic of the evil-eye, brought up his offspring in a subterranean
apartment, where there was no possibility that the envious eye of a fellow-mortal
should blight the child by its pernicious influence. Whilst the pretty boy was
changing to a handsome youth, many a time did his father visit him in the gloomy
abode to which his timorous affection had consigned him; and incessantly did he
strive, both by unusual indulgences and by the warm tenderness of his language,
to prevent him from resenting so unusual a restraint. Moreover, as his wealth was



great, he induced learned men, by liberal payment for their services, to visit and
instruct him in all accomplishments necessary to sustain his social superiority.
For the father was Syndic of the merchants of Cairo.

At the commencement of our history, the youth, despite of his confinement,
had become plump and handsome, and his beard was already sprouting from his
square-cut chin. Few women could have resisted his wooing, had he been warmly
inclined; but his eyes had never lighted upon one of that sex, his mother in his
infancy almost alone excepted. He had grown up with strange and unworldly
ideas, for the Christian slave who had waited upon him had imbued him with
some of those chivalrous notions of the sex which are peculiar to the barbarians
of the West. This Christian had been sold to the merchant by some pirates who
had captured him at sea.

One morning the trap-door of the airy and spacious vault in which
Abushamat, the Syndic’s son, had been so long immured was left open, as many
surmised, from sympathy with the captive; for the Christian had disappeared, and
was never heard of afterwards. Our hero availed himself of the chance, clambered
up, sped along sundry corridors, and being pursued by the domestics,
accidentally took refuge in the apartments of the women. The vision of a tall and
vigorous youth, who, with panting chest and dilated eyes, burst suddenly upon
the party, scattered the females in all directions; but his own evident amazement
and hesitating timidity soon reassured them. There was a kind of farewell visit
going on, the leavetaking of a very lovely maiden, who was to return on that day
to Bagdad, in order to be wedded to a not too agreeable cousin. Her surprise was
so intense that she omitted (perchance purposely) to adjust her veil, and her
countenance, revealed to the admiring eyes of the youth, exercised an influence
upon his fortunes that was reciprocated by the effect produced upon her by his
own good looks. The apologetic explanation of Abushamat’s mother soon removed
all disquietude, and with one accord the whole party (the blushing damsel
excepted) congratulated the parent upon the strength, grace, and beauty of her
offspring. When the father returned from the business of the day, and gazed upon
the ingenuous face of his son, who bore a striking but spiritualized likeness to
himself, he could not resist the vehemently-urged request of the mother, that he
would present the lad to his fellow merchants as his acknowledged son and heir.
The father felt proud of his boy, yet, naturally, made some merit of complying with
the wishes of his consort.

The young man, half bewildered by the noisy bustle of the streets, which
contrasted so strongly with the perpetual stillness of his solitary chamber, was at
first abashed, but soon gained confidence from observing the respect paid to his
worthy sire. Of course he attracted attention, for it was his first introduction to the
mercantile world; and the younger members of it both smiled at his simplicity and
triumphed in their superior knowledge of trade and its enormous profits. They
boasted of their travels, and in so doing contrived to insinuate their immeasurable
superiority over one so ignorant of the world as their Syndic’s son confessed



himself to be. He parted from them with the conviction that they looked down
upon him as an incapable, one utterly unable to rival them in their undertakings.

It is galling to be despised; and Abushamat, who had his ideal of the
capabilities that were in him, although his aspirations (fanned by a captive
soldier, who despised the grasping acquisitiveness of trade) tended not to the
sordid thought of mere gain, but sympathized with that spirit of enterprise which
alone renders money-making not wholly degrading, returned to his home, galled
to the quick by his suggested inferiority to those who were heirs to a lesser
fortune; for he had learned, in that one day, to appreciate the position which
wealth, even contingent, may confer.

Next morning, full of energy and will combined, he begged his father to start
him in life. “My companions slight me,” said he, “because they have realized their
cent, per cent, by their ventures, and sneer at me as though I could not achieve
what they can accomplish. I have been too long immured; you have wronged me
by my compulsory inaction. Make amends, then, by providing me with the
necessary outfit, and permit me to prove that not even your superstition has
unfitted me to conquer in the battle for life.”

“I am very wealthy, my son. I am the syndic of the merchants, and my
savings will render you opulent beyond the risks of fortune. Remain, then, with
me, my boy; you know not as yet the perils of the desert.”

“It is those very perils which prove so captivating to me; it is the destiny of
the noble-hearted to overcome danger, and in that solitude to which your credulity
doomed me I have formed resolutions alien, I fear, to your own ideas of happiness,
from which, however, no obstacles shall deter me.”

It is difficult to oppose the headstrong plans of those we feel affection for,
and the resolute will of the emancipated youth was too much for the passive
resistance of the tender father. The unprisoned energies of the son threatened to
revolutionize the household; so the Syndic, in self-defence, not only yielded to, but
forwarded the undigested schemes of his wilful son. Abushamat, who felt
aggrieved at his long and foolish confinement, plainly told his sire that, should he
refuse his request, he would assume the garb of a dervish, and thus live at free
quarters with the devout, whilst wandering through the East.

“Be it so, then,” at length said the Syndic; “you shall visit Bagdad, and not
as a peddling trader, but as a rich merchant; for out of my vast stores I will
provide you with fifty camel-loads of merchandise, each worth a thousand pieces
of gold. Nevertheless, the perils of the road are not to be despised, for the
Bedouins, the natural foes of the merchant, are numerous and daring.”

Abushamat journeyed without any noteworthy occurrence until he had
arrived within a few hours’ distance from his destination. Despite of the objections
of the leader of the caravan, who regarded this spot as peculiarly objectionable,
and who urged that they should push on their beasts so as to arrive at the city
before the closing of the gates at sunset, the stubborn youth insisted upon halting
for the night, in order to attract more attention by entering within the walls at



midday.
The night was very lovely; and our hero, who well remembered that the first

and only woman who had ever charmed him resided in that city whose lights were
faintly tinging the distant horizon, could not sleep. To get rid of his excitement, he
strolled on foot a mile or two from the camp. Afar off he beheld some
rapidly-advancing flashes; he knew they proceeded from the spear-heads of a
marauding tribe of Arabs, and laid himself flat upon the sand. The glittering of
steel in the moonlight, the rush of galloping steeds as they passed his
hiding-place, were succeeded in a few minutes by the shrieks of the attacked.
Resistance was hopeless, yet the assailed fought valiantly, and perished to a man.
Abushamat was too far off to aid his little band, but he scorned himself for an
inaction which alone preserved him. He saw the Bedouins lead away his reloaded
camels, and, when they had gone out of sight, ventured back to the scene of
butchery, in hopes of bringing succour to the wounded. He found himself the sole
survivor of the little body of men who formed his caravan; and he who had
designed to dazzle the inhabitants of Bagdad by the splendour of his cavalcade,
was glad to trudge afoot to that city, almost without a coin.

So poor was he that he took shelter at night in the vestibule of a mosque.
The conversation of two merchants, as they passed along the street, preceded by
their slaves with lighted lanterns, attracted his attention. The younger, a
harshly-expressioned man, was begging the elder to restore to him his cousin. His
uncle (and father-in-law), for such was the relationship he bore to him, replied
with sadness, “Did I not remonstrate with you when you were continually
threatening her with divorce? yet, now that all is over, you regret your hastiness.
Still, if she assent, it may not be too late to redeem the past.” The speaker was
aged, but comely; he looked so kindhearted that Abushamat resolved to implore
his temporary assistance. He stepped forward from his concealment, and
confronted the friendly disputants. The abruptness of his appearance startled
them.

“Who are you, and what is your business?” said the younger and more
collected of the pair.

“I am the only son of a rich merchant of Cairo, and have been pillaged by
the Arabs of a costly venture. At this moment I have not wherewithal lo purchase
food.”

“What say you to receiving two thousand pieces of gold?” said the elder of
the two merchants.

“As a charitable loan, or for what services?”
“My daughter Zobeide has been married to this young man; he loves her,

but she is averse to him, although he is her cousin. In a passionate dispute with
her, he uttered the irrevocable oath of divorcement, and they cannot be reunited
without the intervention of a mustahall, or temporary husband. Now, in such a
dilemma it is better to employ a foreigner than a native, who might boast hereafter
of the favours of the bride; hence, I offer you this handsome sum if you will wed



her to-night, and divorce her to-morrow.”
Abushamat was sore distressed. A night’s shelter and a liberal payment for

a mere ceremony was far better than lying in the streets; so, despite certain
qualms of delicacy, he accepted the offer, and, although the hour was very late for
business, they at once proceeded to the residence of the Cadi, a good-natured
magistrate, who would grant favours for a consideration. The elder merchant
stated his wish to employ the stranger as a mustahall, and suggested a bond, by
which ten thousand pieces of gold should be paid by the latter as a dowry, in the
event of his refusing to repudiate his wife the next morning; if he did so, the old
merchant covenanted to pay him two thousand pieces of gold, on condition of his
immediate departure from the city. The bond was duly signed by both parties, and
the damsel’s father introduced him into the house of Zobeide as her temporary
husband, the precaution having been taken of employing one of those convenient
liars, a female friend of the family, to persuade both bride and bridegroom that the
other was afflicted with contagious leprosy.

Curiosity baffled the well-laid scheme: the voice of Abushamat, as he
chanted a chapter of the Koran after supper, was so sweet that it attracted the
attention of the divorced. She eyed him from behind a curtain, recognized her
youthful admirer at Cairo, detected the artifice of the friend of the family, and
spurning the coyness of decorum, fearlessly entered his room, and reminded him
of their former meeting. He needed not this: her features had been indelibly
impressed upon his memory. He laughed at the accusation of leprosy, bared his
own pure arm, gazed, not from suspicion but from ardour at the snowy lustre of
her exposed skin, and forgot both past sorrows and future anxieties in the
rapturous emotions of the present. It seemed to them that Providence had
destined them for each other, and their mutual caresses evinced the passionate
fervour of their feehngs.

Next morning, ere they arose, Abushamat narrated all the incidents of his
life to Zobeide, explaining how he had only one brief hour to linger with her. She
inquired in whose hands was the matrimonial tie; and when he replied that the
law, indeed, was in his favour as to retaining her, but that he neither possessed
the gold for her dowry, nor even wherewithal to maintain her, she bade him be of
good courage. “Take these hundred pieces of gold,” she continued; “had I more I
would give them to you; but such affection does my father entertain for his
nephew, that he has removed all my property, even to my very trinkets, from this
house to his own. Do not yield me, dear one; else, not being of age, I should a
second time, against my inclination, be doomed to marry my hateful cousin.”

“But how can I resist so moneyed an opponent as my father-in-law?”
inquired the young man.

“By following my directions you can, at least, retard proceedings, and who
knows what may occur hereafter? Be liberal with this money to the Cadi, and to
any of the officials who can favour you; refuse to give me up; speak boldly of your
resources, but plead for delay.”



Scarcely was Abushamat dressed, when he was cited by a law-officer to
attend the court of the Cadi. Putting live pieces in the hand of the summoner, he
requested his advice, he himself, as he owned, being both inexperienced and a
stranger to the laws of that city.

“Inquire of the Cadi, respectfully, by what code of laws it is ordained that
he who marries at night should be forcibly unmarried in the morning.”

The counsel seemed judicious, and was followed. Our hero, on entering the
court, found his father-in-law awaiting him, advanced to the Cadi, and whilst
kissing his hand, adroitly slipped fifty pieces into it. He then humbly inquired
whether the law of that particular city compelled him to abandon the woman he
had been legally united to; and when reminded of the alternative, the payment of
the gold, pleading the difficulty of realizing, at once, so large a sum without
sacrificing his goods, he obtained ten days’ grace from the well-bribed justice.

Overjoyed with this reprieve, the young couple spent the evening in feasting,
joking, and singing; for both of them had sweet yet powerful voices, and the
lute-playing of the bride might have made the very stones to move in vibrating
sympathy. The bridegroom was delighted with her performance; and not he alone,
for scarcely had she ceased when four dervishes rapped at the door requesting
admission on the score of their passionate love for music, which, to use their own
expression, was spiritual meat and drink to them. Moreover, they asserted, they
themselves were no mean proficients in poetry and singing.

There are times when our good-humour is such, that we would like all the
world to share in our happiness. In such a mood were the two revellers, and,
unusual as was the request, they welcomed the self-invited guests, offering them
refreshments and chatting unreservedly with them. The time passed merrily with
song and joke and mutual tale-telling. Abushamat, for the young are rarely
reticent, — beware of the reserved, for such are ever on the watch to overreach the
frank — related to them, before they left, his past history and his present
dilemma.

“Be not uneasy as to the stipulated dowry,” said one of the dervishes as they
quitted for the night; “for I am sheikh of a large community, and from our joint
funds we will lend you the money, and wait for remittances from your father at
Cairo.”

Next morning, as the damsel lifted up the prayer-carpet, she perceived some
gold that had been purposely left for her by their late guests, and being
quick-witted, she prepared all things requisite for their entertainment that
evening. They came and made a merry night of it; left a liberal recompense for
their hospitality, and so continued as constant visitors for the first nine nights;
yet no reference was again made to the promised loan. On the tenth, the last night
of immunity from compulsory separation, no money had arrived, and the hearts
of the lovers were too sad for singing. The dervishes, too, absented themselves
from the house.

The dreaded morning came, and a loud rapping seemed to the fond pair to



portend that their happiness had passed away for ever.
“It is your father,” exclaimed Abushamat. “He has come to drag me to the

Cadi; but what means the long train of loaded mules which block up the street?”
“We shall see,” said Zobeide, who always looked to the bright side of things,

and had some indistinct notion of its connection with the promise made by the
chief dervish: so the old man was admitted; he came in smiling, accompanied by
a fine-looking but dark-complexioned slave, an Abyssinian, who having
respectfully kissed the hand of Abushamat, delivered him a letter. It purported to
come from Cairo, and was to the following effect: — 

“Having heard the tidings of your mishap, which has involved the loss of
your entire venture, I have replaced it by another of equal value; and, as news of
your marriage has likewise reached me, I forward you also by my trusty Selim,
fifty thousand pieces of gold to defray your dowry and other necessary expenses.
Accept, as marriage-gifts, a robe of sable from your mother (who congratulates you
upon your union with her young friend Zobeide), and a gold ewer and basin from
your loving father, Shemseddin.”

Our hero was delighted, and embraced the old merchant; saying, “Now I can
pay you your daughter’s dowry, and whatever profit you can make above the cost
price of my goods, I beg you to retain for yourself.”

“Nay, by Allah!” was his answer, “I am not so mean; you shall have all they
fetch in the market; and as for the dowry, give it to my girl yourself.” For the
father-in-law was now well pleased with the apparent opulence of the husband of
his daughter. His nephew, however, from deep conviction that his own violent
temper had lost him a woman of whom he was passionately fond, pined away and
soon succumbed to a slight disease.

Who so happy as Abushamat, who could not comprehend the mystery of
this opportune arrival of treasure, but accepted it carelessly as the bounty of
Providence. That evening, when the tapers had been lighted and the music and
singing of the loving couple sounded sweetly in the streets, the lute of Zobeide
seemed a spell which evoked the presence of the dervishes.

“I have half a mind to exclude those fellows for breaking their word,”
exclaimed the husband as he heard their loud rapping: “they came not to console
me when I wanted them last night.”

“They were less wealthy than they supposed, poor fellows; they were
ashamed to show themselves without the gold; recollect what we owe to them,”
pleaded his more indulgent wife.

“Come in, you jolly promise-breakers,” said the joyous Abushamat, who
received them heartily; “no thanks to you that I am not in prison, for I would never
have divorced my Zobeide;” and he ushered them into his saloon, and made them
welcome as of old. Before they left, he accounted, at their request, for his escape
from the clutches of the law, by narrating to them his reconciliation with his wife’s
father, consequent upon his receipt of the letter and merchandise from Cairo.

“But,” said one of the guests, not the sheikh of the convent, “I cannot



comprehend your statement. How many days’ journey is it to your father’s home?”
“Five-and-forty, or thereabouts.”
“And what time has elapsed since your caravan was attacked?”
“Not a fortnight.”
“So the work of ninety days — half needful for the tidings and half for the

arrival of the goods — is magically performed in fourteen!”
“It is that which puzzles my brains. I would give half my fortune to solve the

mystery!”
“It shall not cost you a dirrhem, my host,” responded the questioner. “I am

permitted by the Commander of the Faithful, who sits opposite us,” and he
pointed to the sheikh, “to reveal the whole secret to you. I am Giafar, and my two
companions are Mesroor and Hassan, confederates of the Caliph in many a merry
adventure. Chance led us to your street; your music attracted our attention; your
frankness and liberality won the heart of your Sovereign, and to his munificence
you are indebted for your rescue from ruin.”

Abushamat prostrated himself reverently before Haroun Alraschid, and
poured forth his gratitude with an unpremeditated eloquence which astonished
even himself. The Caliph, who was as much gratified now by the evident warmth
of his heart and the fluent choiceness of his language, as he had been amused by
his previous simplicity and good-fellowship, raised him kindly, and briefly
continued the explanation. “I concocted the letter from what I had gleaned from
your conversation, and purchased the usual stuffs from Cairo and a slave from
Abyssinia (for you mentioned your father had several from that barbarous land),
the better to deceive you. And now the mystery has been solved come to my Court
to-morrow, and you shall find that Haroun is no less your friend in his royal
palace, than he has proved himself to be in your humbler residence.”

The Caliph was as good as his word. He received Abushamat with gracious
condescension, often invited him to the royal banquets, and, as years rolled on
and his natural ability displayed itself, promoted him to high offices as they
became vacant.

Haziz paused, and the hunter-prince, who evidently felt no especial regard for a
hero who, after the chivalrous aspirations of his youth, succeeded in love and
fortune, through sheer good luck, thus commented upon him: —

“He was favoured by destiny, and did not merit her kindness. Somehow, in
every story, the careless and the reckless find both friends and fortune.”

“Is it not so in life?” responded Haziz. “All women, and most men, love to
patronize: those who seek not to raise themselves are pitied for their helplessness,
and hence regarded as the most suitable objects for compassion. However, when
Abushamat had grown older and better, he too had his share of that suffering
which is allotted to all of us.”

“Relate, then, my friend, the rest of his career.”
Haziz turned his eyes towards the face of Suleiman, who nodded his assent.



He then continued: —

So long as Zobeide lived, all was well with Abushamat; wealth, power, the
respect and regard of all he had dealings with, flowed upon him; he became the
intimate of the Caliph, the friend of Giafar, and the benefactor of the poor. But
Haroun was choleric and suspicious, easy of belief, and mercilessly just. He
thought himself slighted, too, because, when the Sovereign, in a fit of good-nature,
had sent Abushamat one of his discarded favourites to replace the loss of his
bride, the now thrifty widower, unwilling to incur the expense of maintaining a
mistress whose attendants alone numbered more than forty, had contrived to
evade the ruinous gift by repeating the old adage, ‘What is suitable for the master
is not fitting for the servant.’ 

After a while the sense of loneliness prevailed, and Abushamat, having been
presented by the good-humoured despot with ten thousand pieces of gold for the
express purpose of buying a beautiful slave-girl, to erase, by her charms, the
image of his lost wife, and thus restore him to his pristine cheerfulness (for the
Caliph sadly missed the merry jokes and other convivial qualities of his depressed
boon-companion), successfully competed with the Emir Khalid, the Wali of
Bagdad, for the lovely Yasemeen.

That official, whose own experience of the sex would not have led him to
purchase a concubine for himself, had attended the market under the following
circumstances: — He had, by his wife Khatoon, an only son, who had been named
Habazlam Bazazah. This child was the one great sorrow of his life; for the father,
a fine-looking, noble-hearted warrior, could not hide from himself the painful
knowledge that his son was hideous as a baboon, pusillanimous, half-idiotic, foul
in person and in odour. He had now become a man, and the doting mother, aware
that no woman would voluntarily accept her poor monster as a husband, enjoined
her consort to purchase a slave-girl for his gratification.

Bazazah and his parent sought everywhere for a beautiful female, but none
would hit the fancy of the former, save the exquisite Yasemeen, whose price,
however, was so enormous, that prudence forbade her purchase by his father.

The disappointed youth had the sulks, took to his bed, and easily persuaded
his foolish and unprincipled mother that he would die if he could not possess the
woman he was longing for. Khatoon knew that the noble Emir would never lend
himself to any intrigue that should be unworthy of a man of honour; hence she
consulted an old hag, who had often proved serviceable to her in matters of
questionable propriety.

“ In helping me out of my trouble, you will help yourself,” said the adviser.
“My boy, Ahmad Kamakim, is the cleverest rogue in the world, and once at large
will accomplish your wishes, however difficult their attainment may prove. He is
so bold a burglar that no house is safe from him; so still and cunning that he
could steal the kohl from your eyelid without waking you! Only induce the Wali
to let him loose, and Yasemeen is your son’s.”



It was not an easy task to prevail with the Wali, against the dictates of his
reason; but there was no rest for him at home, until he had assented to her
repeatedly urged request. Young wives seek to conquer by coquetting, old by
worrying. Contrary to his better judgment, and willingly deluded by the assumed
repentance of the imprisoned scoundrel (and this new piety, though distrusted,
was the conscience-salve of Khalid, who knew he was wronging society by
releasing an enemy to it), he besought the grace of the Caliph “for a poor wretch
(the only son and support of a widowed mother), who had long pined in solitary
confinement, and whose fervent regret for his past misdeeds was the best
assurance that he would hence-forth lead the life of an honest man.”

Of this repentance, so repulsive was the gross expression of the criminal’s
countenance (for the robber had been led before him in chains and in his prison
garb to stimulate his sense of mercy), the Caliph was not so sure; yet so rarely
was he importuned by the Wali, that he not only forgave the canting scoundrel,
but bestowed a small appointment upon him, that he might not be tempted to
crime from inability to support his feeble mother.

Bad as the thief was there was nothing he would not do for his aged parent,
who merited not his regard, since her own wicked example, and the evil principles
she had unwittingly instilled, had vitiated his better nature. She told him the
bargain she had made with the wife of the Wali, whose intercession had saved him
from that perpetual imprisonment to which he had been condemned, and bade
him devise some scheme by which both Abushamat should perish and Yasemeen
become the property of Bazazah. The ruffian, a man of few words, nodded his
assent, and that very night commenced proceedings.

His aim was to throw suspicion upon Abushamat, and thus did he
accomplish it. He was aware that the Caliph passed the first night of the month
in the apartments of Zobeide, and was in the habit of leaving his royal signet and
a jewelled dagger upon the chair in the sitting-room, under charge of certain of his
eunuchs. Ahmad Kamakim, although he dearly loved the juice of the vine, kept
himself sober that evening, and waited with sullen patience until half the night
was over. Taking a crowbar, some cement, a grappling-iron and cord, and a few
other implements which might possibly be found requisite, he slunk, in the
darkness, along the bye-lanes until he reached the garden-wall of the palace,
which he easily crossed by the hooked end of the cord, and arrived before the
private saloon of Zobeide. It was an outlying building that projected into the
garden, and was easily accessible from above by a kind of trap-door in the roof,
which had been constructed for the purpose of ventilating the apartment. To reach
this elevation by his cord and grappling-iron was but the work of a minute for so
expert a climber; to open the trap without waking the sleepers (he had rightly
divined the eunuchs would not keep awake) required more care; but practice
makes perfect, and, by the aid of his cord, he safely descended, secured the
valuables, and retraversing the same route, left no trace behind him by which he
might be tracked. Thence he hied to the mansion of Abushamat, who was



tranquilly reposing in the arms of Yasemeen, broke in with equal facility, prised
up a slab of marble with his crowbar, quickly secreted the royal signet beneath it,
carefully cemented the edges of the stone, replaced it, and crept out again without
disturbing any of the household. Retaining the dagger as a compensation for his
disinterested services, he sneaked back to his foul lair, silently chuckling at his
rapid success.

The signet was vainly sought for next morning, and the head of the police
was summoned to the palace. Haroun was very wroth (as the eunuchs felt to their
cost), yet knew not whom to suspect. The officer suggested, from so many other
valuables being left behind, that the robbery was not the deed of an ordinary thief,
but the work of some traitor of elevated rank, who purposed availing himself of the
royal seal for forgery or some other nefarious project. He requested a
search-warrant, which should enable him to enter the abodes of all persons
whatsoever, however high might be their station, and, armed with this authority,
departed upon his quest.

Upon the principle that a clever thief proves the best thief-taker, Ahmad
Kamakim’s small appointment had been in the police department. He had already
exhibited such zeal and dexterity in his new calling, that his voluntary offer to
trace the offender involved him in no suspicion. Bearing with him a weird-looking
staff, the upper third of copper, the middle of bronze, the base of iron, which he
used as a divining-rod, and followed by the Cadi and an adequate guard, he
touched with it the doorstep of one of the ministers, listened to its sound, shook
his head, and passed on to the residence of a second, then he came to the abode
of his doomed victim. A sonorous clang, noticed by all the officers, issued from the
rod as it struck the step; he entered, vibrating it gently to and fro, and seemingly
following its guidance. Eventually he stopped before the marble flag beneath
which he had hidden the signet, caused it to be raised, and lo! the lost treasure
was descried by all the spectators. The immediate arrest and condemnation of
Abushamat succeeded; his effects were registered as confiscated to the state;
Yasemeen was surreptitiously removed to the harem of Khalid, and carefully kept
by Khatoon beyond the ken of the Emir.

Among the many friends of Abushamat was the superintendent of the
prisons, who felt perfectly conscious of the innocence of the former, and resolved
to save him. The gaoler happened to have under his custody an avowed murderer,
who in features, but not in stature or complexion, bore some passing resemblance
to the late favourite of Haroun, and by the connivance of the executioner, who was
bribed equally with himself, substituted that delinquent for the guiltless prisoner.
When, the day after the execution, which was by hanging, the body was examined
for the purpose of identification, the marked differences were too palpable to be
lightly passed over.

“How is this? Abushamat was a shorter man than this corpse.”
“The limbs become lengthened by suspension,” was the reply.
“His skin, also, was much lighter.” “A body becomes livid from



strangulation,” was the answer.
“Let his heels be inspected.”
Upon them was inscribed the name of Omar, a practice of the sect of the

Ratidees, by which they evinced their contempt for that Caliph by continually
trampling, as it were, upon his memory.

“Abushamat was a Sunnee; this man must have been of the rival creed.”
“He who deceived the Caliph in one thing may have deceived us all in

another,” was the artful rejoinder.
It was rumoured, indeed, by many, that Abushamat, who fled to Cairo, and

for very many years lived in secret with his father, was still alive; but no man
cared to pry further into the matter.

Poor Yasemeen, when led to the bedside of the love-sick Bazazah, so
strenuously refused to become his mistress or even his bride, that the indignant
mother stripped her of her fine apparel, clad her in the garments of a menial slave,
and degraded her to the service of the kitchen. The sweetness of her disposition,
however, and her manifest delicacy, so affected the sympathies of her
fellow-servants that they relieved her from the more degrading offices (such as
fire-lighting, wood-cutting, and such-like coarse work) which had been allotted to
her by the malice of Khatoon.

Not many months after these occurrences, Habazlam Bazazah died, and
Yasemeen was delivered of a male child, whom she named Asian, as beautiful as
herself. When two years old the infant strayed, accidentally, to the spot where the
Emir Khalid was reclining, and the childless parent, who was of a loving
disposition, caressed him for his beauty and for his likeness to his old
acquaintance, Abushamat. His mother ventured before her master to remove her
stray darling, and, when questioned as to the parentage of the child, proudly
acknowledged that he sprang from Abushamat.

“Henceforth, then,” said Khalid, “I adopt him for my son; and when he shall
be old enough to ask you the name of his father, remember to indicate me as his
sire. It would be prejudicial to his future, that he should be deemed the offspring
of a felon.” She obeyed his wishes, and, under the kind tutelage of the Emir, the
pretty boy ripened into the handsome youth, trained alike in the literary studies
and warlike sports of the higher classes of that Moslem city.

It chanced, when he was nearly a man, that he accidentally encountered,
in a public place of refreshment, the ex-thief, Ahmad Kamakim. The fellow was
much intoxicated, and in a boastful way displayed a dagger, the hilt of which was
adorned with precious stones of no ordinary value; an ornament which, for many
years after its acquisition, he had not dared to exhibit, but which now, thinking
it must have been forgotten after so long a lapse of time, he openly carried and
tacitly bragged of.

“Whence did you procure so exquisite a dagger?” inquired Asian, who could
scarcely avoid coveting so splendid a weapon.

“Son of Khalid, to you alone may I reveal the truth; I earned this through



the hot passion of your dead brother, Bazazah, for a pretty slave-girl;” and he
fearlessly narrated the whole of his villainy, not doubting the secrecy of the
supposed child of his employer, Khatoon.

Much disgusted with his associate, Asian left the room, and having casually
lighted upon the superintendent of prisons, related the whole story to him. His
strong likeness to Abushamat immediately struck the official, who having elicited
from him the name of his mother, told the young man truly, that Yasemeen, if
pressed, would acknowledge he was the son of his beloved friend, Abushamat,
who was still in the land of the living. Shortly after this rencontre, Asian
accompanied the Emir Khalid to the court of the Caliph, and was permitted to join
his Sovereign in playing at goff. A heavy ball, apparently aimed at the Commander
of the Faithful, and which, had it struck him in the forehead, might have proved
fatal to him, was warded off by the young man, with such adroitness, indeed, that
returning from whence it had been propelled, it struck the player between his
shoulders and dashed him from his horse.

“Thou hast saved me, young man,” exclaimed the monarch, “and whatever
may be thy request, I will grant it in requital.”

“Vengeance upon him who ruined my father.”
“Is not he thy father who stands yonder?” said the Cahph, as he pointed to

the Emir Khalid.
“He, indeed, is my second father; but he from whom I sprang was thy

faithful Abushamat!”
“What, the felon who stole my signet and my dagger?”
“He was innocent. Ahmad Kamakim was the thief, and upon him will be

found the dagger.”
Then Asian related the confession of the thief, who, when subsequently

arrested and searched, at first protested that he had honestly bought the dagger;
but when cross-examined as to his means of purchasing so costly a weapon,
involved himself in such a tissue of contradictions, that he was judged worthy of
death, and handed over to the executioner. He obtained his life, however, by a
voluntary confession, which fully exculpated the falsely-accused parent of the
Caliph’s preserver. The remainder of his wretched existence was passed in solitary
confinement.

Need I say that Abushamat was recalled from exile, reunited to his
Yasemeen, had his confiscated property restored to him, was reinstated in his
official posts, and lived long and happily in peace and affluence? As to Asian, he
passed his time alternately with each of his two fathers, whom he loved so equally,
that he could never determine which he preferred.

Next evening Haziz in his turn essayed to amuse his royal patrons: —



The Maid of Nineveh
(From ‘Uns el Wujood, Aboo the Lazy, and the Two Viziers.’)

In the early ages of the world, as our traditions inform us, three mighty empires
were co-existent, — Egypt, Persia, and Assyria, — which were sometimes at peace,
sometimes at war, yet always linked together by the golden ties of commerce. Of
these, Persia was the youngest, the least in magnitude, and the least civilized; but
her population, not yet enervated by luxury, the most hardy and warlike.

Sanharibf (Sennacherib) at this time swayed the sceptre of Assyria, and now
passed his life in peaceful indolence; yet, when younger, few monarchs had
exhibited a more martial prowess, a more vigorous intellect. His Prime Minister,
Hicah, however, who was prudent, just, and able, was so attentive to the affairs
of state, that the people missed not the active superintendence of their Sovereign;
not having a son, he was not tempted, like many of his predecessors in office, to
aspire to the crown. His whole affections were concentrated upon his only
daughter, and it was the height of his ambition to wed her to some prince or
nobleman, who might maintain her in the style to which she was accustomed.
Unfortunately for his plans, she was of so ardent a temperament that her heart
had yielded to love, almost before she had reached womanhood; and the object of
her affection, however much he might have personally merited her hand, was
neither in rank nor fortunes entitled to demand it. He was a naturalized Arab, an
officer of that foreign cavalry legion which had so greatly assisted the King in his
earlier campaigns.

It was a custom in those times, one which has survived even to our own
days, to assemble together the royal armies for a grand review, and, after the
whole of the troops had been counted and inspected, to proclaim gymnastic sports
and exercises, with prizes for those who might distinguish themselves by their
agility and dexterity. Preeminent among all was a very handsome youth. El
Wujood by name, who not only carried off the highest honours by his skilful
horsemanship, but bore away with him the heart of the impressible daughter of
the Prime Minister, who, with others of her sex, had accompanied her parents to
view the games and evolutions. From the lattice-work of her gilded litter she had
beheld his smile of triumph, had eagerly questioned her former nurse as to his
name, and despite of her seeming repugnance, forced her by mingled bribes and
caresses, to convey to him a note, in which she displayed the warmth of her
passionate admiration and her determination to be his despite of every obstacle
which might impede their union.

Charmed with this epistle, and aided by the old intriguer, first a
correspondence and then an assignation followed, a meeting which for ever
affected the destinies of the young soldier; for so lovely was the girl, so fresh and
unreserved in her impulsive artlessness, that no man could have quitted her
without longing to possess her as his bride. Success makes us reckless of



precaution. When their hearts had been inextricably knit together, the old nurse
having carelessly dropped one of the many love-letters of “Rosebud” (for such was
the pet name her lover Jiad given her), it was picked up by one of the attendants
and delivered to the master of the house. The perusal of it painfully affected
Hicah, for although its contents were such that no anxiety as to the purity of his
child harassed his feelings, yet it breathed such ardent love, it evinced such an
intensity of passion, that he felt assured that absence alone, and that not
temporary, but permanent, could eradicate such deeply-rooted tenderness from
the bosom of his daughter.

With a healthy mind, to resolve is to execute. Within four-and-twenty hours
the damsel had been removed from her home, hurriedly transported to the seaside
by the ordinary and somewhat rough arrangements for the government couriers,
and, from thence, been more leisurely ferried across to a pretty islet, upon which
the Prime Minister had erected a palace as an occasional residence. It was the sole
abode, except a few fishermen’s huts, permitted by him on that lonely spot; so
desolate was it, that, although furnished with the extreme of luxury, and well
stored with all that might tempt the palate, his dependants regarded their
enforced retirement to it as a veritable exile.

Although El Wajood was both grieved and surprised by the girl’s mysterious
silence (so sudden was her departure that no intimation of it could be conveyed
to him), he, nevertheless, was not the man to relinquish his mistress without an
effort to recover her. He readily guessed the reason of her absence, but it was less
easy to detect the precise spot to which she had been conveyed. Being in high
favour with his Sovereign, he obtained leave of absence for six months, and
devoted them to exploring every route by which she might possibly have been
borne from him. After many a failure and much privation (for the country in parts
was barren and deserted), he eventually, by diligent inquiries from stage to stage,
traced the concealed journey of his beloved almost to the sea, and then by a not
illogical deduction, conjectured that she had been taken to the summer retreat of
her noble father. When at length, worn out by continual exertion and frequent
want of food, he arrived at the beach from whence his mistress had embarked, he
found the shore wholly deserted, not even the barque of a solitary fisherman being
visible. Then desperation came to his aid; he felt assured, from the evidence he
had previously obtained, that the maiden had been transported to that green islet
on which the sun was now casting his rays in dying splendour. Alone (for he had
no attendants) he could not hope to construct a boat sufficiently seaworthy to
bear him across to the prison of his beloved; but he watched the ebb and flow of
the tide, and perceived there was a current which would, in all probability, waft
any light object to a pier-like ridge which jutted from the opposite rocks. So having
collected some hollow gourds, he tied them together by a kind of network made
from woody creepers, and, having watched the direction of the wind, he threw
himself upon this fragile raft, and, though partially and sometimes wholly
immersed, was safely, though slowly drifted onwards to the much-desired land.



Poor wretch! fortune was still adverse to him; that very morning his ‘Rosebud’ had
disappeared from her prison-home.

From afar off the young Arab had descried the white turrets of the
castellated mansion in which his mistress had been immured; his eyes gazed
intently upon them as passively he floated to and fro upon the calm ocean. Faint,
wet, hungry, and weary, he scrambled up the rocks which led to the main
entrance of the building, and staggered whilst he asked admission as a
shipwrecked mariner. It was granted him by a kind-hearted eunuch, who, having
ascertained that he was a fellow-countryman, took much interest in his sufferings.
From him he learnt, what indeed he was already well assured of, the name of the
proprietor of the solitary islet, and asked if the mansion was at present occupied.
“It belongs to Hicah, the Prime Minister of the King of Assyria,” was the reply;
“and, until yesterday, his daughter, whom for some fault or other he had
banished, dwelt in this dreary castle, and cheered us all by her sympathetic
kindness. Yet, poor girl, she was very sad herself, and pined for the loss of a
warrior she was attached to. We missed her last night and have vainly sought for
her; we fear she has thrown herself in despair from the battlements.”

At this annihilation of his hopes, El Wujood, man and soldier though he
was, fainted; he had endured so much in his pursuit of her; he had tracked her
so painfully to the place of her concealment that the utter failure of his plans at
the apparent moment of success, was a shock too overwhelming for his enfeebled
frame. When he woke up from his trance the foolish grin of a simpering idiot was
fixed upon his countenance; utter oblivion of the past alone prevented a fit of
raving madness. In those days, even among the Gentiles, he who was deprived of
reason was befriended by his fellow-creatures (for Heaven has used the lips of
these innocents as vehicles for prophetic revelations); so all the domestics treated
him with kindness, attended to his wants, and watched over his safety. The lost
damsel, however, had not perished; her nature was too daring, her frame too
healthy, to yield to the dictates of despair. She had, indeed, as was surmised,
ascended to the roof of her luxurious prison-house, but so far from casting herself
into the ocean, she had used every precaution to avoid injury in descending.
Having knotted her garments and linked them securely to each other (and her
ample store of raiment herein proved most serviceable), she had managed to reach
the ground in perfect safety, and had stealthily directed her course, beneath the
jutting cliffs, to a little inlet, towards which she had perceived the solitary boat of
a fisherman was steering. Clad in her richest clothes and decked with her most
precious jewels, her loveliness, her persuasiveness, and her liberal offers, proved
irresistible to the boatman, who abstained from his intended fishing and bore her
off immediately to the mainland. She had no definite project in thus escaping, but
there was an all-pervading feeling, that thus and thus only could she again rejoin
the man to whom she had given her virgin love. Poor soul! she was unwittingly
flying from the very being to embrace whom she would have given half her
existence. His improvised raft must have been crossing from the mainland at the



very time her boat. was rocking upon the water; for the wind had at first been
contrary, and nearly two days elapsed before she reached the opposite shore. The
storm which then raged had driven her barque far to the east, and eventually cast
it a shattered wreck upon the coast of Persia. The ruler of that empire, a noble and
generous-hearted man, chanced to be sojourning for a while at a palace near the
sea, and to be present when the inanimate form of a richly-apparelled and lovely
girl was dashed upon the beach. He caused her to be tended with every care, and,
when she had recovered, listened attentively to a relation of her sorrows. Her
beauty and her rank (for the superb balass rubies which adorned her tiny ears
corroborated her claims to princely station) interested him in her behalf, and
commiserating the distress of the love-sick maiden, he promised his active
interference to promote her happiness. Accordingly he sent a letter to his then
ally, the King of Assyria, and begged him to intercede with his Prime Minister for
the pardon (if not the union) of his daughter.

The lord of Nineveh, who regarded El Wujood as the most promising of his
warriors, and who was likewise desirous of gratifying his royal ally, sent
messengers to seek for the former, and dispatched Hicah to the Court of Persia,
to bring back his willingly-pardoned daughter. Nevertheless, that high official
would not consent to yield his child in marriage to a portionless adventurer.

Luck, however, at length befriended the Arab. In his semi-idiotic state he
would stretch himself at full length upon the sand, and from morn to night stare
listlessly upon the rolling waves. He would not abandon his position even to eat,
and merely moaned when the cravings of nature urged him to appease his
appetite. So the kind-hearted eunuch and his fellow-slaves would feed him as a
child, and carry him to and from that shore which he ever unwillingly quitted. He
had never told his name; and now he no longer spoke, but grinned in answer
when addressed by the nickname some boys had given him — “Aboo the Lazy.”

One day a ship of some magnitude approached the islet, as near as was
consistent with safety; and then the sailors lowered a boat and rowed towards the
mansion. The captain landed and threw his arms around the eunuch, saluting
him as his long-lost brother. After a brief stay he took his departure, but offered
before he went to receive any commissions for the far West which the household
might intrust to him. Each slave risked some little sum as a venture, and at last
it was suggested that the money found in the pocket of the idiot should be used
in his behalf. Only a few pieces of gold were found in his purse, which he allowed
them to abstract without troubling himself to move; yet from these few pieces
sprang such a harvest of wealth that he was rendered independent for the rest of
his existence.

It happened thus wise. The ship had been hired by certain traders who,
having but a limited capital, roamed from port to port bartering away what they
had procured from one country for a different cargo, which they knew would be
saleable in some adjoining one. By this mode, their returns being very quick, they
often realized large sums by a single voyage; yet as their chief gains were made by



trafficking with savage or semi-civilized races, who paid very heavily in raw
produce for manufactured articles, their risks were commensurate with their
gains.

The captain had invested the little sum he had received as the venture of the
idiot in the purchase of a large ape, which had become a general favourite with the
sailors, and which evinced a most remarkable sagacity. The rough mariners had
taught it many tricks, and the captain hoped to sell it when trained at a
considerable profit. Circumstances rendered it so precious to all of them, that it
was retained out of gratitude. A violent gale had blown the vessel, far away from
its intended course, towards an island wholly unknown to all on board. The
harbour was fine, and as vegetables and fresh water were urgently required by the
crew, the ship was anchored, and the whole of the merchant-adventurers, wearied
of their long confinement, landed to refresh themselves.

The foliage was luxuriant, the air balmy, and the general aspect so
delightful, that none remained on board excepting those whose services were
absolutely required for the management of the ship. As no vestige of a hut or
cabin met their eyes, and neither man nor beast was visible near their
landing-place, but all was still and alluring to their senses, they dispersed
themselves in scattered groups, gathering the wild fruits from the tangled
woodland. On a sudden they were simultaneously set upon by an almost pigmy
race of naked blacks, who swarmed down the trees (by the foliage of which their
nest-like huts had been concealed) and clung in crowded clusters upon the
venturous individuals who had trespassed upon their domain. Resistance was
hopeless: all yielded to the legion of little blacks, who had taken them by surprise,
and were now menacing with shining daggers those who refused to be pinioned.
One seaman alone dared to oppose them, and him the curly-haired cannibals not
only slew upon the spot, but ere his body was cold grilled slices of it upon a lire,
and ravenously devoured them before his shuddering comrades. Aboo’s ape (for
so it was designated) had been landed with the voyagers; he was an amusing
companion, and had grown so tame and been so petted that no one feared he
would wish to escape. Swinging himself from bough to bough, he merely grinned
and chattered at the negroes, while they were assaulting his friends, and kept
himself at a safe distance from their clutches; but when night came, and the
savages having tightly-bound their collected captives to the trunks of some lofty
trees, had climbed to tlieir elevated huts, the faithful beast crawled in the
darkness to his master, the captain, unloosed the ropes of fibre by which he was
bound, and then aided him likewise in setting free his shipmates. Their release
was effected without noise, and the whole party retreated, without interruption
from their captors, to their boats, thrust them from the shore and silently rejoined
the vessel.

Whilst fervent gratitude for their escape was the prevalent feeling, and money was
of no account compared with their safety, the captain proposed a general



subscription for the benefit of the poor idiot, whose money had purchased the
animal which had preserved them. All gave so liberally that the capital of the
absent Aboo became the largest of the whole company of adventurers. The entirety
of this sum was risked by his proxy, the captain, in the pearl fishery, and so
remarkable was the luck of the divers when exerted on his behalf, that Aboo’s
stock of pearls was such as princes might have envied him.

All these events occupied many months, during which El Wujood had been
removed to the Persian coast by the thoughtful Hicah, who anticipated that the
sight of his imbecility would prove an effectual cure for the undesirable passion
of his daughter for so poor a match.

Strange to relate, in place of disgust for his mental feebleness being the
effect produced by an interview between the blooming girl and her fatuous lover,
she was all commiseration for the noble mind wrecked from love of her; whilst
both memory and intellect partially revived in him, as he wistfully gazed upon her
well-remembered face. And day by day his brain strengthened, and in a very brief
space Aboo the Lazy became again the active El Wujood.

Between this happy crisis, and the previous banishment of ‘Rosebud,’
events had occurred at Nineveh which seriously affected the life and fortunes of
Hicah. Considering that his daughter had for ever disgraced herself by her
imprudent advances to the Arab officer, that great statesman resolved to replace
her in his affections by adopting another heir. In vain did his wife implore him to
desist from a project which to her seemed not only fraught with wrong to their
own child, but pregnant with danger from the known duplicity of that nephew
whom he intended to adopt. Men of the world invariably prefer unscrupulous
ability to conscientious mediocrity; hence Hicah trained Nadan for his future
successor and occasional substitute, in the confident belief that his
recommendation of so astute a politician to his Sovereign would redound to his
own credit and convenience.

For a while Nadan conducted himself with the most prudent decorum. By
a chilling reserve he concealed the profligacy, the rapacity, and the intense
selfishness which were his natural characteristics, until circumstances permitted
him to openly practise them with impunity. He had improved his intellect, which
was far from contemptible, by studious application, and had acquired those
business habits (a combination of punctuality, memory, shrewdness, and
alertness) which are needed alike by the statesman and the merchant. So long as
Hicah was present Nadan was useful and subordinate; but when his patron had
left the capital to bring home his daughter, then the natural malignity of his
disposition broke forth, and he manoeuvred to immediately eject his uncle from
his post, and be substituted in his place.

To effect this, he first ingratiated himself with his royal master by cordially
sympathizing with his pleasures, and enabling him to indulge his indolence by his
own assiduous application to business. Then, when his services had become
indispensable, he gradually insinuated doubts as to the fidelity of Hicah, and



revived the old jealousy of Persia (the natural enemy of Assyria, as he termed her)
in the bosom of his Sovereign. At last he crowned his treachery by so crafty a
trick, that the monarch, despite of twenty years’ fidelity on the part of his
minister, may readily be pardoned for having mistrusted him. He counterfeited the
writing of the Prime Minister, whose seal had been left in his charge, and attached
an impression of the latter to forged documents addressed nominally by Hicah to
all his traitor friends, but in reality to all those nobles who, having penetrated the
fawning duplicity of Nadan, had become his political opponents. This paper, which
purported to emanate from the head of a vast conspiracy, comprehending among
its members all the most honourable of the aristocracy of Nineveh (so that Nadan
might sweep away all his adversaries by a single blow), apprised the supposititious
correspondents of the early approach of a host of Persian troops, bade certain
tributary princes to raise their vassals against their sluggish Suzerain, and other
parties to open the city gates upon the assault of the invading army. The cleverest
part of this iniquitous scheme was the mode in which the trustworthy and
incorruptible courier of Hicah was forced to become an unwilling witness against
his master. A facsimile of his dispatch-bag was fabricated, and by a dexterous
exchange effected by a hired confederate (a thief who was liberated expressly for
the job), the forged documents were substituted for the real letters of friendly
gossip which the old minister had forwarded to his friends. When the courier had
been arrested, at the suggestion of the adopted son, he acknowledged his having
received the contents of the bag from the hands of his lord.

The enraged monarch, who could not withstand such incontrovertible
evidence of the treachery of his minister, would have confiscated his property and
put him to death had he been then in his dominions; but at the request of Nadan,
his near relative, who did not wish to lose a rich inheritance, and who urged that
poverty and exile combined would be a full equivalent for capital punishment,
contented himself by pronouncing a sentence of perpetual banishment upon
Hicah, and by conferring his wealth and office upon the nephew, with a strict
charge (only too readily obeyed) that no portion of the riches of his predecessor
should be forwarded to him.

The arrival of messengers from Assyria, who announced to Hicah his
banishment and utter ruin, and the return of the eunuch’s brother, who brought
home such unexpected wealth for El Wujood, occurred almost simultaneously.
Then the Arab showed the sterling nobility of his soul by proffering all his
newly-acquired riches to the impoverished minister, who refused to accept them
as a gift, but wedded him to his daughter, and ever after lived with them as their
cherished guest.

Once free from the moral control of their aged adviser, the ruler and his new
minister wholly abandoned themselves to festive enjoyments, regarding the people
committed to their charge by Heaven as mere machines for providing means of
gratification to their lord. The sinews of government were relaxed; oppression and
corruption became the rule, not the exception; the troops were un-paid and



became demoralized; the cultivators refused to grow crops which were taken from
them by the tax- gatherers; there was no employment for the peasantry, and
universal disaffection prevailed throughout the country.

Pharaoh of Egypt resolved to snatch so favourable an opportunity for
annexing the whole, or at least a portion, of Assyria to his fertile realm. Such was
the prevailing discontent, that he believed, and with reason, that he might seize
Nineveh itself without serious opposition. Yet wishing for a pretext to cover his
violation of the existing treaty, he wrote as follows to the potentate whose
dominions he had resolved to appropriate: —

“Pharaoh of Egypt to Sanharih of Assyria, greeting.
“The gods of Egypt have intrusted me with irresistible power solely that I

may benefit my fellow-creatures.
“No people can be happy who are ruled over by the ignorant. It is my duty,

then, to depose all incompetent sovereigns. It is asserted by your subjects that
you are both silly yourself, and have none but the foolish around you. Either
disprove this statement by sending me one talented enough to accomplish what
I have written at the end of this letter (and he who fosters talent I own to be
worthy of rule,) or descend from a throne of which you must be unworthy. I,
reverentially, will provide a successor who shall carry out my designs for
ameliorating the condition of mankind.”

The postscript was equally terse and decided.
“Send me an architect who can build me a palace the foundations whereof

shall not rest on earth. I will provide the materials.”
Sanharib was terror-stricken upon the receipt of this demand. He

abandoned at once and for ever his luxurious supineness: his old energies seemed
to gush forth afresh. But it was impossible to reorganize his army, and to arm and
discipline raw levies in time to resist such well-trained hosts as the King of Egypt
would hurl upon him. He resolved, then, to attempt the aerial structure, and
issued peremptory orders for the attendance of all his ministers and chief priests
at a general council. In those days all learning was confined to the priestly order,
and to the very few nobles who had been instructed by them.

Without an exception, all acknowledged their inability to accomplish the
required task, although the boastful envoy, who had brought the letter, positively
asserted that his royal master was too just to demand an impossibility, and that
the builder of the royal pyramid would himself indicate how the feat might be
achieved, to prove to all nations the national inferiority, and hence justifiable
subjection, of the Assyrians.

A woman saved the nation from despair. The daughter of Hicah had
returned to console her mother; her father, as I have narrated elsewhere, was well
and prosperous. She demanded a strictly private audience with the King, and thus
addressed him: —

“Leave, Sire, the conduct of this affair to myself; I will answer with my head
for the successful solution of this enigmatical problem. The wit of woman is



keener than that of man. Boldly reply that the builder is ready to commence
operations, but that the workmen who are to lay the foundations being employed
in the most distant region of your widely-spread empire, cannot possibly reach his
capital for the next six months. Offer him any number of noble hostages he may
demand for your peaceable abdication of the throne, if your architect should fail
in so easy a task. At all events, the interval gained by this reply will enable you to
offer a more protracted resistance to his invasion than the state of your army now
permits, and who knows what good fortune (perchance the aid of Persia) may be
hereafter in store for you?”

The advice was good, for delay was all-important. The King would have
showered rewards upon her who had relieved him from his terrible
embarrassment; she refused, however, every recompense but one, the pardon of
her father, whose return she urged as absolutely essential to the success of her
plans. His thoughtful wisdom, she declared, would carry out her crude project; the
idea was her own, but the details, upon which everything depended must be
devised by him.

Before she quitted the royal apartment, the magnanimous though
misguided Sanharib assured her that he would in no event hold her responsible
for her necessary failure, but felt deeply indebted to her for a subterfuge, so
plausible that the lord of Egypt could not, without loss of prestige, refuse his
acquiescence with the needful delay. It was settled, moreover, that Hicah should
return in disguise, and that Nadan, whose neglect and incapacity were now
apparent to the roused monarch, should be kept ignorant of all their schemes.

The Egyptian envoy was staggered by the easy non-chalance which marked
the demeanour of the Assyrian ruler; he acknowledged the reasonableness of the
required delay, and returned to his country bearing with him a hundred hostages,
all carefully selected by ‘Rosebud’ from the adherents of Nadan; for she doubted
not that the man who had betrayed his benefactor would betray his Sovereign
likewise. She was not wrong in her mistrust, for Nadan had written to Pharaoh
(though neither the damsel nor her royal confidant surmised it) that Sanharib only
procrastinated to victual his fortresses upon the frontier, and to complete his
preparations for a determined resistance. He had proffered the aid of himself and
partisans to assist in overthrowing his present master, provided that he should
be permitted to occupy the vacant throne as a tributary prince. He was actually
base enough to offer to assassinate Sanharib, by means of his confederates, the
timely removal of whom baffled a scheme which the Egyptian monarch would
scarcely have countenanced, although he would not have hesitated to profit by the
crime.

‘Rosebud’ now applied herself with diligence to the procution of her design, and
was zealously aided by her husband upon whom devolved the difficult and
perilous enterprise of procuring her the fitting instruments. She had heard that
certain islands in the Southern Ocean were frequented by the colossal Rok, a bird



whose strength and magnitude were such, that when adult it could carry off the
calf of an elephant in its talons. These stupendous creatures seem to have been
extirpated; for nowadays few if any travellers assert that they have seen them. Our
heroine indulged the daring idea that it might be possible to train the unfledged
young, if they could be successfully taken from their nests and subjected to a
loving control. The risk was terrible; the destruction of the bold adventurer who
should plunder the nest inevitable, should the parent birds surprise him; but El
Wujood had the courage of a lion, the perseverance of an ant, and the craft of a
fox; he was aided, too, by his ape, who proved an efficient coadjutor, and success
crowned his efforts. He returned to Assyria with two immature birds, and both he
and ̀ Rosebud’ tended them with such affectionate care, that they became obedient
to her signals. As soon as they could fly, a little boy (who was wont to feed them)
was strapped upon the back of each, and directed his course by reins attached to
the talons of the monster. After some little practice, as the ride was made
preparatory to a meal, the birds readily permitted the children to mount them,
and rose or descended in obedience to their voices.

Hicah had now returned from his exile, and under the name of Abicam the
Sage, took upon himself the conduct of the embassy. Empowered by his Sovereign
to order all things suitable to his dignity as an ambassador, or needful for his
design, he starred for Egypt with a retinue composed of the most stalwart men of
the Assyrian nation, in order to convey the impression upon Pharaoh that he
would meet no ignoble adversaries, should he persist in his scheme of enslaving
the land of Nimrod. His escort was composed of many races, that he might
demonstrate the vast extent of territory ruled over by Sanharib, and a cloud of
wiry Arabs, under the command of El Wujood, surrounded the elephants which
bore the trained birds within their towers, and guarded them from the prying eyes
of curiosity.

The caravan reached Memphis without any unusual difficulty, and having
announced the long-expected arrival of the Assyrian architect, received orders to
await the presence of Pharaoh in that ancient city.

The priests of Osiris, the favourite god of the Egyptians, assured the
monarch that, although the solution of the difficulty might possibly be guessed,
the laying of an aerial foundation was practically impossible. Their statements
encouraged the despot, who, after an interview with Abicam, had conceived so
exalted an opinion of his ability, that he believed nothing was too arduous for the
sage to accomplish: moreover, from his conversations with that clever politician,
who represented the alleged disaffection and distress in Assyria to have been
partial only and grossly exaggerated, the supposed facility of subjecting that realm
to his sway appeared somewhat doubtful. And, in truth, six months of incessant
vigilance and exertion had so altered the face of affairs, that the march of the
Egyptians to Nineveh would no longer have been bloodless and triumphal.

But the time had now come for the commencement of the aerial palace. On
a wide plain, within view of Memphis, near the site of the eternal Pyramids, there



was collected so vast a throng that, even in that populous land, the like had rarely
been recorded. From the mouths of the Nile to the frontiers of Ethiopia troops had
been gathered together in readiness to start for the projected expedition (for none
believed in the promised abdication); and besides this martial array, there were
wains filled with building materials, a compact body of artisans, and a crowd of
credulous spectators, who had flocked thither to behold a marvel. They were not
disappointed, for long was that day remembered in the annals of Egypt. The King
appeared in full state, accompanied by the principal members of the hierarchy
and nobility, whose vast retinues formed an army of themselves.

On a little eminence stood Abicam and his small group of Assyrians, in the
midst of which, conspicuously arranged in a triangle, were disposed three
enormous elephants, whose gilded tusks and housings of purple and gold
increased the admiration of the multitude. They looked like giants to men, when
compared with the puny race of Africa; for not only were they of the bulky breed
of Asia, but had been carefully selected for their strength and magnitude, to
impress the Egyptians with a sense of awe for their possible adversaries.

When the trumpets proclaimed the coming of Pharaoh, the Arab horsemen
who had kept the populace at a distance from the elephants, wheeled right and
left, and left the beasts fully exposed to the sight of the Egyptians. Abicam rode
forward towards the King, and having saluted him respectfully, but with dignity,
thus spoke —

“My workmen are ready, and await the orders of your Majesty.”
“Let them begin,” answered Pharaoh; and there was the silence of death

throughout the masses.
Abicam waved his hand, and at this signal the cupola of gauze which

surmounted the central and further elephant was suddenly torn away, and
displayed an enchantress standing aloft upon a silvery platform. She bore in her
hand a jewelled wand, which sparkled in the glaring sun; a tiara of diamonds
upon her calm and lofty brow reflected the light with painful brilliancy; her
cloud-like drapery was azure, starred with gold. In her countenance were mingled
the softness of woman and the dignity of man; her eyes flashed with excitement;
there was consciousness of power in her every gesture; her port was majestic.

The daughter of Hicah (for it was she who enacted this part) thrice waved
her glittering wand; and then in clear, distinct, and solemn tones were heard these
words,—

“Slaves of Sanharib, lay the foundations of an aerial palace for the friend of
your master.” In an instant the towers upon the backs of the other elephants
fell to pieces, and a loud rustling smote the air, as the roks, flapping their
spreading wings, rose with their youthful riders. The children, beautiful as the
star of the morning, were almost nude; garlands of flowers decked their hair; their
scanty garments were of floating gauze, and of rainbow hue. Thrice circling round
the area to display their terrific steeds, they soared aloft, and in a minute were lost
to sight.



 “What magic is this?” exclaimed Pharaoh. “What unknown gods are these?
I recognize them not among our known divinities.”

“These are mortals, not spirits,” replied Abicam; “but thus potent are the
subjects of Sanharib. See! they return.”

And, as if responsive to the renewed waving of `Rosebud’s’ wand, the dark
spots, which were barely perceptible beneath the clouds, rapidly enlarged, and the
two birds, far apart, descended with stately motion. A broad floating ribbon was
suspended between them, and the children, displaying their golden trowels,
directed the flight of the roks towards the King of Egypt.

“Our foundation is laid,” they cried; “send up your promised materials.”
“You have conquered, O sage,” said Pharaoh. “It is I, now, who cannot fulfil

the conditions. I am content: for he who is master of such beings as I have beheld
this day, is designed by Providence to rule over a nation. Henceforth I become the
faithful ally of Sanharib, the unswerving friend of Assyria.”

To prove the sincerity of his words he placed the treasonable letters of
Nadan in the hands of the disguised Hicah, and loaded him with presents both for
himself and his lord.

Proudly did the successful politician meet his grateful Sovereign. He was
reinstated in his office of prime minister, and passed the remainder of his happy
life in the society of his bold son-in-law and his spirited daughter. As to Nadan,
he died in prison.
“Such a girl would be worth wooing,” exclaimed El Mulook at the end of the tale;
“she is worth fifty of your Zobeides. If I must marry, and I suppose it will be my
duty some time or other to provide a successor to my throne, I would I had the
luck to meet her like.”

Haziz seized the opportunity to oblige Suleiman.
“Character is stamped indelibly upon the countenance. Nature writes

legibly, but few there are who can decipher her meaning. Nevertheless, as this tale
is a truth and not a fiction, the portrait of the heroine has been handed down to
us. Seek her likeness among women of every rank, and when you have found it,
wed the maiden, whether she be princess or peasant.”

The crafty old monarch chuckled with delight as Haziz graphically described
the features, aspect, mien, and voice of the Princess Dunya, the very lady whom
he had selected as a fitting bride for his son, and whose portrait he had exhibited
that very morning to the obedient tale-teller.

“I must be off to-morrow,” were the parting words of the princely hunter,
“and should I bring back a plebeian wife, her soul at least will be noble.”

“Figs spring not from brambles,” said Suleiman; “such faces are not
bestowed upon the vulgar herd. Good night, and pleasant dreams.”

The Rajah’s Daughter
(From ‘Taj El Mulook, and the Lady Dunya.’)



At break of day El Mulook departed. Under the apparently artless guidance of
Haziz, he wandered on from land to land, vainly seeking the image portrayed upon
his memory, until he arrived opposite the Islands of Camphor, the Princess Royal
of which bore the reputation of being the most beautiful woman in the world. She
was noted, moreover, for an unaccountable repugnance to marriage, insomuch
that she had vowed to slay the man who should wed her against her will, (a
custom too prevalent with as Orientals), and to perish afterwards by her own
hand.

To tame such a Tartar, to master so lovely a tigress, was the most attractive
lure that could have been held out to the hunter-prince. Upon hearing this report
he immediately crossed the strait that led to the Camphor Isles, and sought an
opportunity of beholding the man-hater. Being well aware, as she had already
refused many an eligible offer, how fruitless it would be to ask her hand (a
measure he was by no means prepared for, without personal comparison of her
with his ideal portraiture of a heroine), he determined to have recourse to
stratagem to obtain an interview with her. Accordingly, having hired one of the
handsomest shops in the city, and deposited therein the costly merchandise he
had brought with him, he attired himself and his companions in rich and elegant
apparel, and sat down in the midst of his many servants, all conspicuously clad
in their native costumes, on the skins of the rarest beasts, bordered around with
a deep fringe of bullion.

The distinguished look of El Mulook, the luxurious appointments of his
shop, the novelty and rarity of his goods, naturally induced a run of business; and
all the women whose fortune and whose leisure permitted them to indulge their
fancy and their curiosity, made a point of ran-sacking the stores of the handsome
foreigner. One day an aged crone, well dressed, and evidently of respectability,
though not of rank, requested to be shown the most precious stuff he might
possess, as her mistress, the Lady Minya, whom she had reared from a child, had
commissioned her to purchase the materials of a sumptuous dress. He smiled, as
he bade his slaves take the wrappings off a roll of embroidered stuff, so valuable
that he had never yet displayed it to any customer; and when asked the price,
declined mentioning it, indicating his wish that she should accept it as the
medium of introducing him to the Court. “For,” he remarked, “amusement, and
not profit, was his sole motive for visiting the islands.” The bait caught, and his
unparalleled beauty, his gentlemanly deportment, his unmercenary feeling, were
the constant themes of panegyric from the nurse to her royal mistress. “You
admire the beauty of his wares,” she would say; “ah you would not think of them,
if you could only see the man; your whole senses would be absorbed in gazing
upon him; so graceful a form, such exquisitely chiselled features has Nature
lavished upon him. No woman could resist him; it is lucky for me I am old, for my
virtue could not withstand his wooing, if he fancied me.” And by thus continually
harping upon his perfections, she excited the curiosity of the princess.



Soon, by his liberality, the Prince induced the supple messenger to convey
some love-letters from himself to the Princess, who although indignant at him for
his presumption, yet naturally felt some interest for a nobleman (for such she had
learnt he was) whose daring evinced the ardour of his passion. Her replies,
however, were so chilling, her rebukes so unmistakable, that bolder measures
became necessary if he still cared to obtain an interview. The difficulties he had
experienced had piqued his vanity, and the chase he had originally commenced
as a mere amusement, had gradually become invested with an extrinsic
importance. He had ascertained from the nurse that the Lady Dunya was wont
occasionally, but at uncertain intervals, to divert herself by strolling in the
gardens attached to an old and dilapidated palace that formed part of the royal
appanage. Acting upon this hint, he cultivated the acquaintance of the
head-gardener, and soon became (thanks to his urbanity, and still more to his
purse) such a favourite with him that he obtained permission to enter the grounds
whenever the usual notice of the intended visit of the Princess should not have
been received.

“Permit me likewise,” he said to the gardener one day, “to indulge my taste
by redecorating the entrance-hall of this fine old palace at my own cost. An
acquaintance of mine, a fresco-painter, seeks to display his abilities in restoring
the building to its original beauty. His attempt, if successful, will prove an
excellent introduction to remunerative employment.” The favour was most
willingly granted, and an artist instructed by the Prince depicted two tableaux
upon its walls; one showed a female dove abandoned by her mate, fluttering and
struggling vainly to extricate herself from the net of a fowler, who was just about
to twist her neck; the other exhibited the male dove winging his way to assist her,
but nearly overtaken by a hawk, and about to perish from its merciless assault.

These pictures were designed to counteract the influence of a peculiarly
vivid dream upon the imagination of the handsome cold-hearted Princess. Dunya,
when young and impressionable (as the garrulous old nurse related), had dreamed
that a female pigeon had, at the risk of her own life, rescued her entangled mate
from the snare of a fowler, but had subsequently been caught herself, and
abandoned to her fate by her craven helpmate. “All males are thus base-hearted,”
had been the comment of the girl, and the moral had been so graven in her
memory, that thenceforth she conceived a settled aversion for that unknown sex.

After these paintings had been completed, and the nurse had sent word to
the Prince that, on the morrow, her mistress proposed to stroll through the
pleasure-grounds of the deserted palace, the next morning, El Mulook, having
arrayed himself in his richest clothes and most splendid jewels, repaired to the
garden, and as, thanks to his colleague, the customary intimation of the visit of
the Princess had been omitted, was admitted as usual. He had not sauntered
about long, when there walked in from a private gate that lay between himself and
the more public entrance, the Princess Dunya, escorted by a large retinue of merry
females and sedate eunuchs. The bustle they made attracted the attention of the



gardener, who, running to the Prince, urged him to conceal himself, as egress was
now impossible. In a spot which was fast relapsing to its natural wildness, where
the unpruned creepers offered many a nook for concealment, to hide was far from
difficult, and his wary and efficient coadjutrix, the nurse, faithfully earned the
frequent largesses he had bestowed upon her, by suggesting to the Princess that
she would feel less trammelled by courtly etiquette, and could yield herself more
freely to the impulse of her own sweet will by dismissing her train. The idea was
approved of, and El Mulook, even if discovered, ran no risk from the scimetars of
the eunuchs.

The unveiled Princess passed and repassed the hiding-place of El Mulook,
and the latter, when he beheld in her features the reflex of his dead heroine,
almost betrayed his presence by the excess of his emotions. Oh, joy! the object of
his ideal passion, and she whose coyness had stimulated his habit of seeking to
subdue all who might oppose him, were one and the same being!

At length the lady entered the newly-decorated hall, and beheld die frescoes.
“Marvellous!” she exclaimed; “this is the unrevealed finale of my dream. The

male bird, then, did design to save his mate, and death alone forestalled him. Ah!
I have wronged the sex by my obstinate assertion of its heartlessness and
ingratitude.” And from that moment all her prejudices against man were
dissipated, and the softer ideas natural to youth and womanhood assumed their
place.

When Dunya, after this revolution in her sentiments, had quitted the
building, she sauntered by herself, wrapped in sweet reverie, musing on the
passionate letters she had so coldly replied to, and wondering whether he who had
indited them was the paragon so graphically depicted by her nurse. The latter,
whose peering eyes were turned in every direction to detect the lurking place of
the liberal foreigner, who she felt convinced would take advantage of her
communications, loitered behind, and soon descried the Prince, although safely
hidden by the shrubs from cursory examination. She bade him walk boldly forth,
as though unconscious of the presence of the royal lady, and then hurrying on,
rejoined her mistress. With a start of surprise, Dunya, as she retraced her
footsteps, confronted the noble-looking Prince, and blushing at his rapturous
gaze, shrouded her sweet features with the cruel veil.

“Begone, bold youth!” said the crafty nurse, with simulated anger, “or the
eunuchs will return and slay you. I neglected to apprise the gardener of our
coming, so your fault is less heinous in thus trespassing on a royal domain, but
withdraw quickly ere the wrath of the Princess be aroused.” The apology of El
Mulook for his intrusion was so gracefully worded, that the charms of his tongue,
added to the beauty of his person, so fascinated the woman, whose heart was
predisposed to love from her recent reverie, that the warmth of her feelings was
revealed for the moment in her eyes, which shot forth tenderness and passion as
they rested on his comely features.

“He was the writer of those letters you so scolded me for conveying,” was the



whisper of the cunning dame, who thus linked together the past and the present,
and those ardent aspirations which, when written, she had rebuked, seemed now
to flow unuttered from his lips in pleasing symphony. Their tongues were silent,
but their looks betrayed the secret of their hearts, as El Mulook, obedient to the
renewed injunction of the nurse, sadly withdrew from a garden which had become
converted into Paradise by the presence of his Dunya. As to the greedy old woman,
who easily read the expression of the artless lady, she chuckled as she thought
of the future, and counted before-hand the wealth which would accrue to her from
avowing so perilous an intrigue. For in love as in commerce, the greater the risk
the greater the gain. So skilfully did she foster the incipient warmth in the bosom
of her charge, that, the very next evening, she was dispatched with a message to
the Prince, that Dunya would receive him in her mansion if his courage should
not fail him. He was to be dressed as a female slave, and passed through the
guards by the aged crone, who was an adept in such intrigues, and had the pride
of an artist in their successful achievement. I need scarcely remark that, despite
the dissuasion of Haziz, the heart of El Mulook did not quail, but bounded with
rapture at the thought of peril.

The guards were not suspicious, or his manly gait would have betrayed him;
he was stopped, however, and eyed suspiciously by the head eunuch, who indeed,
at first, refused to admit him; yet, when menaced with the anger of his royal
mistress, who, as the nurse alleged, proposed to purchase this foreign musician,
he became blind to the peculiarities he had noticed in the stalwart slave, and was
willing to attribute them to her distant origin. Never-the-less he retained his
suspicions that all was not right in the matter.

The old woman having conducted El Mulook through the crowded saloon
of the harem, to the private boudoir of her mistress, considerately left the
enamoured pair to themselves (for various tasks had been allotted to the
domestics to prevent intrusion upon the privacy of the Princess), and carefully, yet
with seeming negligence, mounted guard outside the apartment. Apart from all
mankind, and with daylight fast closing upon then), the lovers abandoned
themselves to expressions of mutual tenderness, and embraced each other with
mingled purity and passion. All the long cool summer night they toyed and
prattled with innocent dalliance; and the Prince, to her great delight (for his rank
would prevent opposition to their legitimate union) narrated his past history,
spoke of her marvellous resemblance to the “Maid of Nineveh,” and revealed his
true position as heir to the Suzerain of the Indies.

Yet, although there could be no obstacle to their ultimate marriage, a long
interval would elapse before a messenger could reach his father, and an
ambassador return to publicly demand her hand, in accordance with state
etiquette. The thought of being severed from each other for six long months was
unendurably bitter; so they schemed how they might pass their lives in each
other’s society during the interim. Each morning, ere break of day, Dunya was to
withdraw to another chamber, where she would resume her ordinary occupations,



see company, transact business, and chat as usual with her attendants, for she
was a kind and affable mistress. In the evening, as early as might be, she was to
return to her boudoir, which was thenceforth to be the acknowledged abode of her
favourite musician. Well did El Mulook keep up his professed character, for he
was a skilful] player, and at night the sounds of minstrelsy echoed sweetly from
his closed door; the nurse was their sole attendant, and her hoard of gold and
jewels increased so rapidly as to more than compensate her for incessant
vigilance. So a whole month glided away unnoticed, amidst song and music,
chaste caresses, and protestations of undying love. Absorbed with the novelty of
a passion hitherto unknown to him, the intended message to his father, and the
natural anxiety of Haziz for his absence, were wholly forgotten by the thoughtless
Prince. Haziz, poor fellow! whose heart had foreboded evil from the hour when his
impatient friend had preferred the romance of passion to the quiet course of a
diplomatic marriage, and who dreaded that a sudden blow might lay the heir of
Suleiman low before his rank could be surmised, had long before this period
abandoned all hopes of the existence of El Mulook. The cessation of the previous
almost daily visits of the aged nurse (who was at present too busy with her
dangerous charge to attend to shopping) augmented his dismay; so, not daring to
inquire at the palace as to the fate of his friend, he no longer doubted, from his
protracted silence, that (together with the veteran intriguer) he had fallen an
unknown victim to the rash and unnecessary course he had adopted. Near the
close of the month he departed, with his merchandise and all his companions,
from the hateful islands; for, since his longer sojourn could not (as he erroneously
supposed) benefit his lost lord, he held it advisable to return immediately to the
Court of the Indies, lest perchance, by his own unexpected death, all traces of
Suleiman’s heir should become obliterated. So he journeyed without delay or
hindrance to the bereaved father; and feeling how vain it was to condole with him
upon so irremediable a calamity, partially succeeded in diverting his thoughts
from a grief which would have borne him speedily to the grave, by urging him to
avenge his child. War was proclaimed throughout the vast empire; and so adored
was the wise monarch for his benevolence and his equity, that not only did the
people of his own realm flock in thousands to his standard, but the sovereigns of
adjacent countries lent him their armies to aid his righteous quarrel. Stimulated
by the thirst of vengeance, which temporarily restored him to the vigour of youth,
he started with half his troops (a countless host), leaving orders for the rest to
push on after him, as soon as the necessary preparations for their transport and
provisionment could be completed.

Meanwhile the loving pair, wrapped up in their own felicity, and forgetful of
the world without, were heedless of the passage of time. For six months had El
Mulook remained in the harem, a prisoner to love, and during that period the
ardour of his passion had so increased, the warmth of their mutual affection had
grown so intense, as to carry them beyond the bounds of prudence and of caution.
A combination of two most trivial circumstances put an end to their bliss. It



chanced that one night the old nurse, who guarded the boudoir by reposing on her
mattress outside the door, slept so profoundly that she neglected to apprise the
lovers of the approach of day; and the chief eunuch having been charged by the
King, who had risen unusually early, to deliver to his daughter a precious casket
of jewels he had just received, passed the chamber before which the old woman
was loudly snoring. He roughly shook her, and the horror of detection
overwhelmed her palsied senses as she cowered before his piercing eyes.

“What mean you, sluggard, by lying here until this late hour of the morning
said the stern official, with lowering countenance; for his suspicions were aroused
by finding her posted, like a sentinel, before the chamber of the musician. “I must
enter here,” he continued, “and judge for myself the reason of your conduct.”

“I have not the key with me,” she shrewdly replied, “but I know where it lies,
and will go and fetch it;” and she shuffled away from the searching looks of the
tyrant of the harem, and, snatching up her hoarded treasures, quitted the palace.
Kind fortune alone saved her from pursuit, and from the condign punishment
awarded to the betrayer of her trust.

Impatient of her tardiness, the suspicious potentate so quietly displaced the
door from its sockets, that he beheld the half-conscious Princess and her sleeping
lover reposing in each other’s arms. One glance at the exposed face of the latter
told him all; despite of the proffered bribes, the agonized supplications of the
distracted Dunya, who, waking at his entrance, implored him to conceal what he
had noticed, the stem but incorruptible guardian having again secured the door,
returned to his Sovereign, and declared that he had found a handsome youth in
the same chamber with his sleeping daughter. Full of wrath, the indignant parent
hastened thither, and at the sight of El Mulook such was the violence of his rage,
that he would have slain him with his own hand, but Dunya, caressing her sire,
threw herself before the Prince, exclaiming, “Kill me first, 0 my father, for he is my
husband, and I dare to avow it;” for she was resolved not to survive him.

The fond father, however, would not hurt his child, but having chidden her,
sent her to another room, where she was closely watched, lest, in her distraction
and despair she should lay violent hands upon herself.

When the lady had been removed, El Mulook, drawing Himself up proudly,
confronted the Rajah with calm dignity.

“I am in thy power, O King,” he exclaimed; “slay me if thou wilt, but my sire,
who is far mightier than thou art, will amply avenge my death. Indulge thy rage,
and the curses upon thee of thy slaughtered subjects, their ravaged fields, their
desolated homes, will result from thy gratified malice.”

“Who art thou, then, who crowest thus boldly?” said the perplexed monarch.
“Thine equal, at the least; the heir of Suleiman, the suzerain of the Indies,”

was the confident answer.
At these words the petty ruler of the Camphor Islands paused in his design

of forthwith crucifying the daring violator of the sacred harem; and having
inquired of the Prince as to who in that city could confirm his assertion of kingly



rank, remanded him for a while, that he might ascertain the truth of his
pretensions. He at first felt disposed to believe the arrogant claim of El Mulook to
a station so exalted that policy demanded oblivion for an offence he was willing to
repair; for the habit of command had so stamped its indelible impress upon his
visage that he looked every inch a prince. Yet the departure of Haziz and his
retinue, to whom the captive had confidently referred as testimonies to his royal
extraction, so militated against the truth of his claims, that the Rajah resolved
that he should expiate the past by a comparatively painless death, one which even
a prince might endure without degradation.

And now the prisoner was firmly bound, and upon his knees awaited the
descending sword; the executioner had already raised his sinewy arm until the
armpit was exposed, and fixed his calm cold eyes upon the Rajah, expecting his
customary nod, when loud cries of alarm and the violent slamming of doors and
shutters, and the tramp of many feet, as it were of fugitives, induced the despot
to arrest the stroke.

“What means this unusual disturbance?” he demanded; and the voices of
the throng without responded,—

“An army numerous as the sands of the ocean has crossed the strait, and
your troops have fled before it.”

Then, while all quaked with fear, and the executioner with uplifted scimetar
still hovered over his victim, a compact body of horsemen, strangely but richly
clad, attended by an honourable escort of the King’s cavalry, galloped their
foaming steeds to the porch of the palace, dismounted with unceremonious haste,
and pushing aside all who would have impeded them, thrust themselves into the
presence of royalty.

“We have hurried hither,” said the envoy of Suleiman, after most brief
salutation, “as messengers of peace or war, according to your past doings: of
peace if the son of the great suzerain of the Indies, who, disguised as a merchant,
has sojourned in your city, be still alive; of war even to annihilation, should he
have been slain by your order, or his fate be still shrouded in mystery.”

At this confirmation of the royal lineage of his captive the Rajah trembled,
and would have removed him from the sight of his people, that they might not
witness the indignity he had put upon him. But Haziz, who had accompanied the
embassy, sprang towards the doomed one, and, clasping him in his arms, hastily
unbound him, and wept with joy at their opportune arrival. Then the Rajah
humbled himself before him whom he had condemned to die, crying,—

“Pardon, 0 youth, the harsh treatment which proceeded from the wrath of
a justly-offended father. Suffer not the warriors of thy sire to desolate my poor
dominions.”

“If thou hast not harmed my bride,” replied the magnanimous Prince, “I
forgive thee all our misery, for I regard thee as my father-in-law; but if thou hast
hurt her—“

”I have dealt with her,” interrupted the Rajah, “with the forbearance of a



fond yet aggrieved parent; no evil has betided her, as thou mayest see for thyself.”
And having led him to the bath, and arrayed him in the garb of royalty, he

conducted him to the chamber of his Dunya, who in a tumult of joy and sorrow,
of tears mingled with smiles, stretched her arms towards him, crying,—

“I thought they could not slay thee, my own, my beautiful—thee, the son of
a king; but, oh, my heart has been very sad from the loss of thee.” And she kissed,
and clung to him, and embraced him openly.

Then the Rajah closed the door upon them, and left them to each other. But
he himself hastened to dispatch rich presents to his dread invaders, and with all
his court repaired to Suleiman, and prostrating himself before him was reconciled
to him.

And after the ceremonials of marriage between the hunter-prince and his
perilously won bride had been completed, the noble pair and their terrible escort
returned to his native land.

The cherished wish of the renowned Suleiman was fulfilled, for his issue still
sways the sceptre of the Indies.
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