
HASSAN OF BASSORAH 

S
o then you have no father, and I no son; you have a mother, and I no wife;
you are in straitened circumstances, though skilful in your calling; I, though
wealthy, and acquainted with an art which princes have implored me to

impart to them, have no home, no relatives; my very isolation inclines me to you.”
Thus spoke Bairam, a well-clad, somewhat aged, but sinewy-looking Persian, who,
having eyed our hero, a comely youth, as he deftly plied his trade, and by the
commendation of his workman-ship contrived a pretext for addressing him,
entered into, friendly converse and elicited his family history. The father of Hassan
had been wealthy, but had died. Mismanagement on the part of his mother or his
brother (the lad knew not which) had reduced him to the necessity of earning his
livelihood as a working goldsmith. “His spirit,” he said, “was above his condition.
He felt he was destined to nobler deeds; but he must toil to live; there was no one
who cared for him;” and so on.

Such were the facts and feelings the astute Magian gleaned, by his
sympathizing looks and honeyed words, from the guileless youth. The young, the
aspiring, the discontented, the adventurous, were the tools he sought. He thus
continued :—“I am aged and childless; my soul seems to cleave to you, for you are
spirited, clever, and very comely; such an one as I would adopt, if your docility
should prove filial. Some day I will teach you the rudiments of the inestimable art
of transmuting copper into gold; but this must be done in secret.” “At once I pray
you,” cried Hassan eagerly; and the Magian yielding, after some little pressure, to
the urgency of his request, bade him close his shop, prepare his crucible, fill it
with any clean scraps of pure copper he might possess, and urge his bellows until
a green fume should ascend from the fused mass. Then, when the fitful tint
flashed radiantly from the liquid metal, the alchemist let fall some intensely yellow
dust into the bubbling fluid, and having stirred it incessantly with an implement
of steel, let the fire gradually cool beneath it.

“Leave it undisturbed for this evening, my son, and tomorrow, having
assayed it, sell it through a broker. And now farewell; I will revisit you in the
morning.”

There was no sleep for Hassan that night; he rose early, tried the
rich-looking mass with file and touchstone, found it virgin gold, impatiently
started for the market, sold it quickly for a large sum, and smiled as he showed
the proceeds to his bland patron. “Let us make more,” he said, “there can never
be a glut of gold.”

“It would look suspicious to sell that precious ore too frequently,” answered
the alchemist; “be guided by me. Live frugally, and practise this art but once or
twice a year. The transmuting powder is hard to be obtained.”



“What is it composed of?” inquired Hassan.
“Not too fast, friend; I must first try your obedience before I communicate

the grand secret.”
Yielding, however, to his importunity, the sage promised to consume the last

small portion of his precious powder in transmuting some more copper, at
nightfall.

“Each drachm of this dust, the sole ingredient by which copper differs from
gold, will transform twenty pounds of the commoner metal into the rarer. I have
only three ounces left; this time you shall do the work yourself: it is the second
lesson.”

Then he proposed to the youth to effect the great operation at his own
house, which was in the country; but when his pupil demurred (for there was a
something sinister in the expression of his teacher’s countenance which filled him
with forebodings of evil) he smiled contemptuously at his manifest timidity, and
having recommended him to secure the heavy bag of silver he had realized by the
sale of his ingot in his private chamber at home, offered to instruct him there that
very evening. “But, remember,” he continued, “none living, not even your mother,
must be within earshot of my words. If this art should become common, how
would it profit us to make gold ?”

There was reason in his words; so when, after sunset, Bairam knocked at
the private residence of the young goldsmith, all was prepared; the metallurgic
apparatus in due order; a simple yet appetizing repast spread before them, and
the widow far away in a remote apartment.

“You have been thoughtful, my son,” said the visitor; “have you been wary,
likewise, and hidden the proceeds of our secret operation?”

“It is here, my father,” answered Hassan, pointing to a flagstone, “safely
deposited with the small residue of my father s savings. And now partake with me
of this supper, that there may be the bond of bread and salt between us.”

The Magian smiled dubiously, but ate. “It is not every one,” said he, “who
duly estimates the sanctity of the tie.”

The supper removed, they set to work; that is to say, the pupil operated, the
sage noting time and quantities. A huge lump of gold resulted from the correct
nicety of the admixture: one grain too little of the powder would have spoilt the
entire mass; all beyond needful of that fearfully-gained drug would have been
wasted. They both exulted at their success; and the Persian, in high glee, offered
some sweetmeats to his pupil, saying, “I have eaten of your food, now eat of mine;
such is the custom of my country.”

Then Hassan ate, and became stupefied, for the sweetmeat had been
drugged. Whilst he was unconscious, the Magian packed all the gold, silver, and
other valuables of his victim into one chest, and thrust Hassan, bound neck and
knees together, into another. Porters, ordered beforehand, conveyed these burdens
to a vessel, which had been chartered by the Persian, and the wind being
favourable, and all prepared, she sailed that night from Bassorah.



When all danger of pursuit was over, Bairam loosed his victim.
“Why have you thus treated me?” said the latter. “What harm have I done

you, that you bear me a captive from my home?”
“‘Tis for your own good,” answered the former. “I have a lovely daughter, and

design you for her; but he who weds her must worship the same pure element
which I do. See it blazing brightly before us;” and he pointed to a fire kindled from
the sun, and prostrated himself reverently before it. “I hate the Moslems, those
fanatical followers of a false prophet,” he continued, “and use them for my tools
that they may sell my gold for me and I myself avoid suspicion; yet forswear your
religion, and I will fulfil each promise I have made you.”

“Never,” replied Hassan; “you have been false to the sacred tie of bread and
salt, and I scorn both you and your Pagan rites.”

Then the Magian was very wroth, and his slaves beat the poor youth with
plaited thongs until he fainted.

But the mariners permitted not a continuance of this cruel treatment; for,
although they had been hired by this Persian, they were not of his creed.
Moreover, their superstition was enlisted on behalf of the captive; for when,
shortly after this brutality, a hurricane burst on them, they heard in the howling
of the wind the wrathful reproof of Heaven for their having supinely permitted an
Infidel to attempt by violence to pervert from the truth his Moslem slave. They
were a graceless set of fellows, yet still respected the religion of Islam.

Consequently the Magian changed his tactics, and sought to bend Hassan
to his will by friendliness and cajolery. He treated him kindly, arrayed him in fair
garments, and thus apologized for his roughness towards him:—

“Loving alike my own religion and yourself, it was natural, and surely
pardonable, that I urged you, even with violence, to embrace it; yet since you are
so firm in your convictions, I will respect your scruples, and even show you the
ingredients of my powder, if you will boldly aid me in obtaining them.”

He spoke persuasively. In his heart Bairam cared no longer what tenets
might be professed by his victim; only just at first, he would have spared the
youth had he yielded to his will; and procured a substitute for him. Now far
advanced on his voyage, he was glad that the being whom he had devoted to
destruction should be a worshipper of the Prophet who had denounced his creed.
Since, however, it was essential to the success of his project that his pupil should
be docile, and he felt he could no longer enforce obedience by brute force, he did
his utmost to cajole him, and so far succeeded, that Hassan, left alone without
friends or money, clung of necessity to the man who pretended a regard for him
and kept him from want.

After a voyage of three months’ duration, they both landed on a desert spot,
with very little luggage, and slowly proceeded from the coast inland, until the ship
was out of sight. The Magian now produced a small kettle-drum, which he
commenced striking with a plectrum of silk worked in gold with talismanic
insignia; small as it was, the air was sensibly agitated by its vibration, and the



far-apart palm-trees seemed to shake violently as the waves of sound reached
them. Far, very far in the distance, a dust arose, and that dust rapidly advanced,
and as it neared them three she-camels might be descried, two of which permitted
themselves to be mounted, and the third bore their slender stock of food upon her
back. For one whole week they swiftly and incessantly travelled over a sterile
region, which bore nothing that might sustain life in man or beast; then they came
to a fertile plain, where both they and their steeds refreshed themselves for a
while, and then again they mounted their beasts, and as the ground continually
rose, slowly and painfully ascended hill after hill, until they seemed in the region
of eternal clouds. Afar off might be dimly discerned a palatial residence, and as
their provisions were almost exhausted, and the incessant fatigue began to tell
upon both of them, Hassan proposed that they should crave hospitality.

“Not so: it is the abode of evil spirits,” replied the Magian; “we must hurry
past it, and in a few hours your journey will have ended.”

Before long they arrived at the foot of an abrupt mountain, to the top of
which there was no visible footpath. As far as the eye could reach, the sides rose
precipitously an upright wall of more than a hundred feet high. No practicable
access to the summit could be descried, and yet to that peak the Magian pointed
his skinny finger, joyously exclaiming,

“At length, my son, we have arrived at the goal of all our labours; upon that
height grows a shrub the burnt ashes of which are alone needed to convert the
baser metals into virgin gold. All the mysteries of alchemy are now revealed to you:
you have become joint inheritor with myself of that inestimable secret which
thousands of sages have vainly pined for. To gain this shrub, one thing alone
(disagreeable, I own, and apparently, yet not really, dangerous) is necessary. No
mortal foot can surmount the rocky barrier which Nature has interposed between
our wishes and their fruition. Stratagem, therefore, must be resorted to. Those
monstrous creatures, the rok-vultures, build their nests on the crags above these
impregnable cliffs, and if you have courage enough to conceal your form within the
skin of a camel, you will be borne aloft by the parent birds, who will be scared by
your shouts when you cut yourself free from the fur which hides you. For man,
the lord of fire, can terrify by his voice every living being with whom he may come
in contact.”

The youth submitted himself, trembling all the while, to the will of the
alchemist, without whose co-operation he could not hope to regain the port where
he supposed the vessel was still at anchor. So one of the camels was slaughtered,
and Hassan encircled by its skin, and borne aloft by the stooping rok, gave
utterance to such shrieks as the bird alighted near its nest, that, startled from its
prey, it soared away into the boundless sky.

Then the voice of the Magian was heard from below, shouting out, “Throw
down six bundles,” which order the lad obeyed, picking up the wood which he had
cut from amidst a rotting pile of human bones that nourished the shrub as a rich
manure.



“Thanks, fool,” was the parting salutation of Bairam to his victim; “I brought you
here to gather this precious harvest. Now get down if you can. Pray to your
Prophet to help you; even my God could not save me, were I where you are
perched.” Then smiling grimly, he mounted one camel, packed his treasure upon
the second, and with a scornful nod rode off into the desert on his homeward
route.

Hassan had always distrusted the wily Persian, yet this utter abandonment
of him seemed a horrible dream: he could not at first realize his awful peril: when
he comprehended it, he ran at full speed along the mountain plateau, until it
suddenly terminated where it overhung the surging waves of the heaving ocean.
A speedy death was better than a lingering one; there was the chance, too, that
he might survive the fall, and make his way back to some inhabited portion of the
globe. So, with a fervent prayer for aid, he cast himself down from the cliffs, and
after much buffeting with the waters, was cast ashore in a state of
unconsciousness, far away from the spot from whence he had precipitated
himself. When he recovered his senses, he found himself close to the palace he
had previously noticed, and which the Magian had asserted was the abode of evil
spirits. In his present mood he would have faced Eblis himself; for, without food
and shelter, his life could no longer be sustained. With the courage of despair he
entered the unguarded portal, expecting each moment to be pounced upon by
some hideous ogre or malevolent genius. The only beings he encountered were two
beautiful girls, who were playing at chess, and who evidently regarded his arrival
as a pleasant interruption to their loneliness.

The younger, starting up, clasped him by the hand, exclaiming, “At last I
behold a human being: bear witness, O my sister, that I adopt him for my
brother;” and she provided him with food, and fresh garments; and after he was
refreshed, inquired of him how he had discovered their solitary home. He told
them the simple truth; and they continued :—“You are the first man who has
escaped this cold-hearted monster, who, to gratify his quenchless thirst for gold,
has, year after year, for longer than we can recollect, sacrificed some trusting
youth to the horrible death of gnawing starvation.”

“Pardon my curiosity,” said Hassan, now thoroughly refreshed, “but how
does it happen that you dwell in so solitary a spot, separated, as it were, from all
mankind?”

“ You may well marvel at this,” answered his sister, “for no woman would
dwell alone willingly. Our father, however, who is a Prince of the Genii, is so
jealous of our affection for him, that he isolates us by almost impassable deserts
from all mankind, lest we should love any but himself. At long intervals he sends
for us to his court; but usually we dwell alone, surrounded with every pleasure,
except society. The grounds are charming, and prolific; most ample stores of all
that may conduce to our convenience await our wishes; but our life is very dull,
and we are really delighted at your coming.”

Thus kindly and frankly was he received by the two girls, who were the sole



occupiers of the spacious palace; and when their five sisters, who had been out
hunting, returned from their sport, they vied with the other two in their gracious
hospitality. Time passed quickly in their company. Hassan, as soon as he was
restored to health and vigour, accompanied them to the chase, and a year sped
onwards so rapidly that our hero, whose manners and tone of feeling had become
refined from intimacy with these noble females, was only made conscious of its
passage by the sight of his old enemy. He was chasing the antelope with his fair
companions when he beheld him, almost on the very spot where he had
abandoned himself, torturing a young Moslem, to force him to enter within the
skin of a slaughtered camel: the young man was tightly bound, and submitted to
his cruel usage with sullen patience. “My sisters,” said Hassan, “aid me in
avenging humanity by ridding the world of this execrable monster. Allah will hold
it a good deed, and recompense us for it hereafter.” They were all armed, and well
mounted, so that their sudden onslaught struck the Magian with dismay; ere he
could recover from it, the sword of the avenger had cloven him asunder, and his
soul was hurried to that fire which on earth he had loved so well. His intended
victim was mounted on his betrayer’s camel; and being well provided with
provisions, and all things needful, returned in safety to his friends and country.

Not long after this occurrence the sky above the desert became darkened,
at which sight the damsels hastened to conceal their cherished guest. Soon there
arrived a guard of honour, sent by their father to escort his daughters to a
marriage festival. “We shall be absent, dear friend, for two or three months,” said
his sister by adoption, as soon as an opportunity for visiting Hassan permitted her
to hid him farewell. “Here are our keys; use all things freely, only do not open the
door you see yonder. This little favour—and we request it as much for your own
sake as for ours—I beg you to grant me by that sacred tie of brotherhood that is
established between us.” Then they departed, and Hassan was left alone in the
deserted palace.

The solitude was unbearable. No human voice now greeted him; the rooms
which had so lately echoed with the lively prattle of the laughing girls, were now
silent and gloomy. He had not a neighbour within hundreds of miles. He had no
occupation, be felt no interest in anything. In the bustle of life we act; in the dead
calm of compulsory indolence and solitude we think, we theorize. The thought,
however rebuked, would again and again recur, “Why am I forbidden to enter that
apartment? does it contain some terrible secret which they wish to hide from me?
Even though death should follow my intrusion, I must venture within it to unravel
the mystery.” He had uttered his thought aloud, and the sound of his own voice
seemed to inspire him with daring. The key was turned, the door flung widely
open. Scimetar in hand, he paused at the threshold, half expecting to witness
some ogre, or foul spirit that would oppose his entrance. All was calm within. The
apartment was empty; it was a mere anteroom, with a flight of stairs leading to the
roof of the palace.

He bounded up the steps; he had never yet looked from the roof upon the



splendid landscape of wood, water, hill and plain, the commingled aspect of which
he felt would be magnificent; for the strange life he had led of late had called all
the latent poetry of his soul into existence. He gazed with tranquil admiration on
the prospect around, and noticed more especially a small private garden
exquisitely laid out, and filled with every sort of odoriferous shrub and sweetly
smelling or brightly-coloured flower. Surrounded, except in front, by dense masses
of foliage, rose a graceful pavilion of lattice-work, built of the most precious
materials, and enclosing a spacious marble basin of limpid water. Whilst he was
still admiring it he perceived some large snow-white birds winging their way
towards it, as if thirsting for its waters. He watched them, himself unseen, as they
alighted before it, and witnessed, to his intense amazement, that they ripped open
their breasts with their talons, and emerged from their dress of feathers as lovely
maidens; plunging into the bath, they disported themselves merrily, and frolicked
with all the innocent gaiety of unobserved privacy. For who in such a solitude
could witness their gambols save the seven damsels who dwelt there, daughters
of a vassal of their own father, the sovereign of his tribe of the genii? So they
romped like children, and splashed each other with water, and in their unadorned
and statuesque beauty assumed such graceful and alluring attitudes, that
passionate longings throbbed in the breast of the youth; and he, to whom love in
its more earthly sense had been hitherto an unknown feeling, became so inflamed
by the loveliness of one of these sprightly girls, that when they had flown back to
their distant home after their delicious bath, his previous gloom became a settled
melancholy; he loathed his food, and pined away before the voluptuous images in
which his fancy dared to revel.

Time passed on. Again a dust arose in the desert, and the prattle of many
voices reanimated the echoing chambers. He knew his fair protectors had
returned, yet could not rise to meet them; he was so prostrated by his love-fever,
that he had grown helpless as a child. His adopted sister, who felt an earnest
tenderness for him, and affection enables us to divine the thoughts of the being
whose heart beats in unison with our own, quickly penetrated his secret,
whispering softly, “You have used that key; you have viewed what is forbidden to
your sex to look upon, and perchance we shall all perish through your
indiscretion.” A faint deprecating smile was the sole reply he could make: his voice
was gone from utter feebleness. So she excused his illness to the six as the
natural result of his long solitude; and while they hunted and amused themselves
as usual, she bore him from his couch in her soft yet vigorous arms, as a mother
would a sick child, and consoling him with hope, nursed him so tenderly that
health speedily revisited him.

When he had nearly recovered, yet was still sad at heart, she reverted to the
scene he had beheld, and explained that on the first day of every month the
daughters of their king, the ruler of a certain tribe of the genii, were wont to bathe
in that secret pool; “and since you assure me,” she continued, and your illness
confirms your words, that your life depends upon your union with one of them,



I will aid you, heart and soul, to gain her. It might, indeed, be the ruin of us all
were my complicity detected (for my father is the vassal of their sire), yet come
what will, I must not let my brother pine to death, even should I imperil all our
lives to save him. Be cautious, active, vigilant, and your success is certain. When
next they come hither contrive to abstract the feathered robe of the girl you most
long for, and leave all else to me. Conceal it carefully—for who knows the future?
yet never acknowledge you have preserved it; let her fancy rather that in the
madness of passion you irretrievably destroyed it that she might become yours for
ever.” Thus she cheered him; and the prospect of such happiness so revived his
spirits, that every trace of sickness soon left him. He was again the merry-hearted
creature whose society so enlivened the exiled seven.

On the anxiously awaited day having found a hiding-place beneath a
spreading bush which bloomed in close proximity to the haunted pool, he had
furtively removed and secreted the robe of feathers, which had enabled the wearer
to speed through the air with the swiftness of an arrow; and now all but the
youngest and loveliest of the late merry group had flown away; her sisters had left
her vainly seeking the stolen garment. Weeping at her inexplicable loss, and
crouching through maiden shame as she beheld a figure approaching her, she was
charmed to hear the sympathizing voice of the sister of Hassan. “Dear girl, I have
observed all that has occurred from the roof of our palace. I know your dilemma,
and have brought some clothes with me to guard your charms from the profane
eyes of the bold youth who has disrobed you. He did so from mad passion; a
month ago he accidentally beheld you, and almost pined to death from despair of
gaining you. I say not he is worthy to possess one so exalted as yourself; but he
is handsome, gentle, chivalrous, and refined. He honourably seeks your hand;
permit him then to approach you, since thus only can you discover whether he
has destroyed your plumage. Should he fail to win your affection, you may
perhaps influence him by your entreaties to restore you the sole means of
returning to your father.”

The sweet damsel did not make this long speech all at once, but
communicated her ideas little by little, in the lulls of the storm of sobs which ever
and anon burst irrepressibly from the captive maiden. Her words were not wholly
ineffectual; hope revived; she had found a friend; she would cajole the wretch who
had dared to deprive her of her liberty. So, after a day or two, she permitted
Hassan to plead his cause; and he was so handsome, so eloquent, so respectful,
that she almost pardoned him. But, of course, she pursued her plan of wheedling
from him what had been done with her feathery encasement, and, being quite a
tyro in guile, actually deluded herself (by simple reticence on the part of our hero)
into the belief that he had wilfully destroyed it. Such zealous confederates had
Hassan in the seven sisters (who I fear were less scrupulous in deceiving the lorn
maiden than he was), that when all hope of returning to her home had left her,
she made up her mind to accept her daring suitor. So, after a brief but ardent
courtship, she yielded her heart to him, and in the absence of a legal official to



celebrate the marriage contract, was wedded to him through the intervention of
one of the sisters. For forty days joy and festivities pervaded the palace; all the
seven sympathized with the transports of Hassan and his bride, who, however,
were destined soon to leave them.

A vivid dream excited his remorse. His mother, wasted with sorrow at his
long absence, seemed to reproach him for his careless happiness. Tears were in
his eyes as he related the vision to his amiable hostesses; and they, divining his
wishes, not only bade him return home without delay, but presented him with
such abundance of gold and jewels, that the means of living in opulence were
ensured to him for life. Then, when obedient to the mystic tones of the Magian’s
drum, whose piercing notes reverberated far and wide over a vast expanse of
country, camels mad with sympathetic excitement flocked thither from all
quarters; they loaded the submissive beasts, some with treasures, others with all
sorts of provisions, and courteously escorted their late guests far upon their
journey. When, at length, they parted from him (not without many an invitation
to return), the youngest, who had adopted him as her brother, lingered behind,
and clasping him to her breast, fainted with the excess of her emotion. I am not
sure the gentle girl did not love him more ardently than she would have owned;
if so, what magnanimity she had evinced in aiding him to wed another!

There is no need to tell how Hassan and his bride traversed the deserts and
crossed the sea; suffice it, they arrived safely at Bassorah, and rejoiced his mother
by their coming. At her suggestion (for she was a prudent woman) they quitted
their native town, where, the previous poverty of the family being well known, the
enjoyment of their recently acquired fortune would have been attended with
disagreeables, if not with peril; for the wealth would have been attributed to
alchemy, or to some other nefarious or illegal practice.

They journeyed, therefore, to Bagdad, and there resided in ease and luxury.
After three years had elapsed, Hassan determined to keep his promise of again
visiting the seven sisters; so, seeking to manifest his gratitude to them, he
purchased every, object of interest or novelty which the market of that emporium
could provide.

Before he left home, he strictly enjoined his mother to show all due respect
to his high-born wife (the history of whose capture he had already narrated), but
not to permit her to quit the house during his absence. He then proceeded to
relate that he had never destroyed her dress of feathers, but had concealed it in
a chest in a certain closet, fearing that the sight of it would tempt her to abandon
him. Alas! for this confidential communication; it was fortuitously overheard by
Menar es Sena, his lovely wife, who had passively yielded herself to him, because
she had hitherto imagined that flight from her plebeian bridegroom was
impossible. Hence, no sooner had her husband uttered his last farewell, and
started on his route, when she importuned her guardian for permission to visit the
public baths, and so vehemently insisted upon her rights, that she gained her
point and proceeded thither. When she was undressed, the exquisite symmetry



of her proportions and the refined loveliness of her features excited universal
admiration, insomuch that a favourite attendant of Zobeide, the wife of the Caliph,
who had chanced to behold her, reported to her mistress the surpassing beauty
of the stranger, declaring that in all Islam none could be found to vie with her.
Thereupon Zobeide resolved to inspect this marvel of perfection, and invited the
wife and mother of Hassan to visit her in her palace. The unsought-for honour
could not be refused; the beauty was admired, petted, and eventually asked, being
a foreigner, whether she had any rarities at home which were worthy of being
viewed. With feigned simplicity she answered promptly, “Oh, such a wonderful
dress of feathers! you would take me for a bird if you could see me in it, but my
mother-in-law, who never leaves me, has locked it up in her private closet; so I
can’t show it you.” Then Zobeide became imperious, and, despite of the
asseverations of the old woman, who denied all knowledge of its presence, sent
Mesroor in her company to fetch it; and he, guided by the directions of the lovely
bride, soon found it, and returned without delay to his mistress.

Menar es Sena carefully examined the skin. It was perfect as on the day
when she had left it before the pool in the desert. Donning it quickly, and
imitating a bird, she strutted about naturally, and plumed herself gracefully, like
a snow-white swan; then she tried her wings, and now feeling confident in her
powers, she soared aloft, bidding her mother-in-law tell Hassan that the loss of
herself was but a mild penalty for his former subtlety and his present neglect.
“Should he so fondly love me,” she continued, “that he cannot exist without me,
he must seek me in the far off Isle of Women, near Borneo, and then, perchance,
I may pardon him.” Having uttered this farewell message, she spread her wings,
and flew with the rapidity of ‘the wind to the home she had so long quitted.

What tongue could adequately describe the despair of Hassan, when, on his
return, he heard of the flight of his loved one! His close custody of her had been
based upon his humble conviction of his own demerits; his apparently neglectful
absence had resulted from the gratitude he entertained for the dear sister whose
unselfish affection had procured so peerless a bride. What was life to him now,
without her? He loved her; would follow her to the world’s end. So he started in
haste for the Indian Archipelago.

I have no time to relate the perils encountered in his long and painful
enterprise; how that, at length, through the favour and connivance of a
neighbouring potentate, he contrived to land in an island where women ruling as
masters, forbade the approach of all foreigners of the male sex (their own mates
being too submissive to be dreaded); how that his deep humility and the sad
intensity of his love for his lost bride won him the commiseration of the general
of these Amazons, who had offered him any maiden in her army whom he might
select as a substitute; how that having refused the kindly solace, he proceeded to
the Court presided over by his wife’s sister, who, at the urgent request of his
protectress, had spared his own life, but incarcerated his bride for the shame she
had brought upon her family by this degrading misalliance. Scarcely yet assured



of his own safety, he had departed from the palace, and now, devoid of fixed plan,
was walking disconsolately towards the most solitary spot he could descry. It was
a narrow dell, shut in between mountains and a foaming torrent; not a living tree
was visible, no human being could be discerned who might indicate what route
he should pursue. Gloom and silence reigned supreme; the melancholy roar of
struggling waters could alone be heard. “No wonder that such a spot is avoided
by all mankind,” he was thinking, when the shrill and angry tones of boyish voices
in loud quarrel disturbed and disproved his reflections. Two lads were tussling
with each other, and the blood upon their faces and their stained garments
showed that blows had been freely exchanged between them. On the ground, at
their side, lay the objects of their dispute, a metal wand, inscribed with
strangely-fashioned letters, and a leathern skull-cap studded with triangular
plates of iron engraved with similar characters. The value of neither seemed
worthy of so savage an altercation, for hatred even to the death flashed defiantly
from the eyes of each, as, like Cain and Abel, they fiercely contended with each
other. The weaker, with a cry of relief, exclaimed on seeing the stranger, “Let him
decide between us,” and as his panting opponent likewise assented, our hero
agreed to act as umpire.

“Each of us wants the wand, and neither cares for the cap,” said the former
speaker; “and our father, a mighty magician, who dwelt in this desert and is but
just dead, and as yet unburied, has neglected to will them to either of us.”
“What, then, are the hidden virtues of each?” asked Hassan; “intrinsically, they
seem worthless.”

The other lad explained that the wearing of the cap merely produced
invisibility, but that he who should wave the wand had seven tribes of genii for his
vassals.

Judging that those who neglecting the corpse of their parent, would have
slain each other for the acquisition of power, were wholly unworthy of possessing
it, and believing that Providence had cast this chance in his way to enable him to
succour and regain his imprisoned wife, Hassan bethought himself of a stratagem
to acquire both treasures for himself. “Lads,” said he, “it is impossible to fairly
divide your inheritance; the value of the objects is too different. Suppose, then,
you race for the choice; let him who first reaches this coloured stone,” and he cast
a large and conspicuous one as far as he could hurl it, having shown it previously
to them that they might recognize it from the peculiarity of its shape and colour,
“and brings it back to me, take the wand, leaving the cap to his brother.
Now—off!”

Intent solely upon victory, the rivals forgot the inestimable objects they were
leaving behind them; scarcely had he finished when they started at full speed, the
hindermost clinging to him who had got the start to retard his progress. A fight
ensued when they reached the stone; but when the elder, who had stunned his
brother and taken the prize from him, triumphantly turned his face towards the
umpire, the cap was on the head of Hassan and the wand within his hand. He had



become invisible; so the young savages lost their treasures, and brotherly affection
once more returned to their hearts, for the sense of mutual wrong engendered a
mutual sympathy: their loss eventually proved their gain.

Our hero thus armed and shielded returned to the city, and having entered
the dungeon where his wife was immured, heard her (himself unseen) deploring
her folly in having left the man she really loved, from a baseless jealousy of his
avowed affection for his sister and a natural indignation for the trick which had
been played her. She was weeping violently, for her wrathful sister had caused her
to be beaten, and had now issued orders for the recapture of her husband.

“I both can and will save you, dearest!” said Hassan showing himself;
“forgive me for my wrongful capture of you, for passion urged me to that violence:
I should have died had I not possessed you. To make amends I will restore you,
should you bid me, to your father, or else take you to my own dear sister; for I
have power more than equal to the rulers of this land.”

“Where thou goest I will go, and never more will I leave thee!” was the fond
reply.

I shall not relate how they quitted the prison, were pursued and overtaken
by the winged troops of his involuntary father-in-law; how his own tributary genii
valorously defended him; how that the contending spirits scorched each other with
breaths of flame; how that, after a long conflict, his own dread warriors were
victorious, and the conquered father and the cruel sister, as much vanquished by
his generosity as by his arms, became reconciled to the plebeian mortal who had
dared to mingle his human blood with that of their kingly race.

When all strife was over and solemn oaths of eternal amity had been
exchanged, our hero dismissed his terrible army and returned to his native land.
On his road he visited his adopted sister, and, in token of his gratitude, left in her
hands the source and emblems of his magic power.

Neither he nor his wife craved for exalted station, accompanied as it ever
must be by peril and responsibility; so being very wealthy, thanks to the liberality
of Menar es Sena’s family and the rich gifts of the seven sisters, they purchased
houses and lands at Bagdad, and lived at their ease in that fair and luxurious city.
Their descendants dwell there in opulence to this very day.
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