
KHALEEFEH THE FISHERMAN
(Including ‘Abdallah of the Sea.’)

N
 ine times have I let down this accursed net, and nine times have I dragged

it in empty. There’s a spell upon it, and no luck has ever betided me since
I refused to sell my fish to that sorcerer Jew. Well, here it goes for the last

time;” and that hulking, needy varlet, Khaleefeh the fisherman, cast his net again
into the muddy Tigris, hurling it this time with such angry vigour, that it fell
further out into the stream than previously. He waited for a while, and then slowly
hauled it towards him. The net did not feel heavy, yet as it neared the bank there
was something alive and struggling perceptible, which proved that the tenth
venture would not be wholly without issue. When at length it had been landed and
carefully uncoiled, nothing was found therein but a scabby, one-eyed, limping,
undersized ape. In the anger of his disappointment the peasant seized a stick, and
was about to strike the animal; but when the beast spoke —ay, actually spoke—he
dropped his baton and stared stupidly at it. “Don’t strike yourself, Khaleefeh,” said
the little monster. “I am your luck, your own luck, master; so leave me alone, and
cast the net again into the river.”

In went the net, hurled, if possible, still further from the bank than last
time. A little pause, and it was hauled towards the bank. This time it was heavier
than the last; so weighty, indeed, that it needed the exertion of every muscle of his
stalwart frame to land the contents securely. “Another ape!” he exclaimed as he
discovered a great red beast, with a handsome blue tunic around its loins, and its
eyelids stained with kohl, like a woman’s, cradled serenely within the net. “Why,
Heaven seems to have changed all the fish to monkeys, just to spite me. I am
always unlucky; but take that, you brute, for walking into my property;” and he
whirled the baton around his head, intending to belabour the ugly intruder. “Don’t
agitate yourself, man,” said the beast, in the nonchalant tones of a supercilious
dandy, “I’m luck, not your luck though, but Abu Saadat’s. Take the matter quietly,
and your fortune’s made.”—“ Eh! What? my fortune’s made! Tell me how, and I
won’t thrash you.”—“I flatter myself,” said the complaisant beast, as he eyed his
fine blue tunic with an air of pride, and smoothed his abundant yet somewhat
ruffled fur, “that I’m rather a different sort of creature from your ape; I am a
luck-bringer, and whoever owns me is sure to gain ten sequins a day at the least.
Of late I have permitted myself to be appropriated by Abu Saadat, the Jew
money-changer, but I think I’ll patronize you. Now, under my protection, cast in
your net again.”

The fisherman was confounded at the cool assurance of this ugly beast, yet
obeyed its order. He was rewarded by catching one of the finest and most delicious
fish that the river had ever yielded. Pleased with his success, he inquired of his
shaggy adviser, “What next?”—“Of course you would like the honour of owning



me, and I don’t mind humouring you,” said his strange patron; “only it is needful
that Abu Saadat should voluntarily transfer me to you. So lay this tempting fish
daintily on fresh green grass; carry it quickly in your basket to the market-place,
and show it, in all its freshness, to the money-changer. Refuse to sell the dainty
to him for any less equivalent than me and his luck; I know the greedy epicure
would resign his very soul to gratify his stomach.” Both apes then, swinging their
bodies to and fro on a young elastic bough, to give themselves impetus, suddenly
loosed their hold of it, and flew, as it were, far into the centre of the sullen stream.
When they had disappeared beneath the bubbling waters; the past rencontre
seemed to the bewildered fisherman so like the incidents of a dream, that he
began to fancy that he had not wholly slept off the hashish he had indulged in the
previous evening. At all events, however, he would proffer his fish to Abu Saadat,
the reputed sorcerer.

The market-place was crowded when the fisherman, having unpacked his
prize, displayed it to the money-changer, who, greedily coveting it, tossed a piece
of gold to the vendor, and bade his servant carry the delicacy home, and order it
to be dressed in such-and-such a fashion (and he openly specified the mode, for
he had set his heart upon the dish). Now the price was a fair one, and Khaleefeh
longed to accept it; yet the ape’s advice (and surely that rencontre was a reality ?)
was buzzing in his ears. So he fumbled the coin about, and scarcely had the
servant carried off the basket, when he banged the coin down on the changer’s
table, crying, “Halloo! what do you mean by walking off with poor folk’s fish?” The
Jew, suspecting it was an attempt to screw more money out of him, threw him two
more pieces and, without disturbing himself, went on with his business. “Three
pieces of gold for one fish. Well, that is a price. But the ape said I was not to take
money. What shall I do?” and in the excitement produced by his unwillingness to
abandon a larger sum than he had gained by a whole month’s toil, and the
growing conviction that the mysterious ape was the arbiter of his fate, he
advanced and receded at least half-a-dozen times in front of the table of the
money-changer. At last, throwing down the coins with a clash, he again roared
out, “Halloo! what do you mean by walking off with poor folk’s fish?” The Jew was
very angry, but thinking this a trick to pick a quarrel with him, and being very
adverse to a brawl with a true believer, pushed two more pieces of gold towards
the rough fellow, meekly inquiring whether he was still dissatisfied. “I don’t want
your money at all. Just say out loud, “I give you my ape for your ape, and my luck
for your luck,’ and the fish is yours without purchase.” Wearied with his
blustering and laughing at his whim, the Jew uttered the suggested formula. From
that hour he waxed poorer and poorer. But Khaleefeh went on his way rejoicing,
though he had not a single coin in his possession; for he had firm confidence in
the promise of the luck-bringer. Full of hope, he resumed his fishing, and ere
nightfall his gains amounted to no less a sum than ten pieces of gold. It seemed
as though he had only to cast his net, and the fish were doomed to enter it. He
had an unseen co-operator, who scared them to its meshes; it was the invisible



agency of the mysterious being who had been unwittingly transferred to him by
its unconscious possessor. Philosophers smile at luck, but to what else can we
attribute the prosperity of the reckless, the penury of the provident?

Day after day did the same occur; but unwonted riches made sad work with
the brain of the once poor peasant. “A hundred pieces of gold! yes, I have them
secure, but I shall be robbed of them to a certainty. Where can I hide them? If I
bury them in the ground I shall not dare to leave my home, lest rogues discover
them; if I place them in a purse, armed thieves will lay wait for me, and take it by
force. I have it! I will stitch my money in a fold of my garment over my chest, and
none will think of that.” He started as usual with his nets; but his luck seemed to
fail him. His late good fortune made him impatient, for his wrath began to rise
when again and again he had drawn his empty meshes to the bank. At last, with
an imprecation, he dashed his nets so violently into the stream, that be jerked out
his hoard of gold from the fold he had coarsely stitched up in his garment, and the
shining pieces flew in all directions into the water. To strip was but the work of a
moment; he was diving in all directions, disinterring his much-loved gold from the
muddy bottom of the river. Very little did he recover. His whole thoughts were
absorbed in his anxious occupation; he saw nothing that took place on the bank,
where a prowling scamp was carrying off, half in fun, half in earnest, the squalid
raiment of the diver. When, worn out with his exertions, he raised his dripping
body from the ooze, he found nothing but his nets to cover his nakedness. But
from the bank there was watching him a well-dressed gentleman (no less a
personage than the Caliph Haroun Alraschid), whom he naturally imagined must
have removed his dress. “Come, none of your nonsense, give me back my clothes,”
said Khaleefeh, who had wrapped his coarse nets around his huge frame, and was
brandishing a stake. “Don’t fancy you are going to make a fool of me, you little
fellow, for I won’t stand it; be quick now, or you shall taste my cudgel.” And he
whirled his heavy stick around in so menacing a way, that the wayfarer felt
convinced that a single blow would annihilate him. “Don’t strike me, friend,” he
quickly answered; “I know nothing of your own garments, but you are welcome to
my cloak.”

Now the Caliph would not have objected to a pleasant adventure but a
personal struggle with a rough and powerfully-built peasant, too ignorant to
believe his rank should he assert it, was by no means to his liking. So he yielded
his cloak with a good grace, for the weather was very hot. He had ridden out that
day, to distract his thoughts from an amour he was half ashamed of. Having lately
purchased a beautiful and accomplished slave-girl, Koot El Kuloob by name, he
had become so enamoured of her that for an entire month he had never quitted
her apartments, save for the Friday’s prayers; hence public business had been
wholly neglected. But his minister, Giafar, being a privileged person, had ventured
that morning to respectfully remonstrate with his Sovereign, and by his
representation of the injury that was accruing to the State from his continual
absence, had induced Haroun to withdraw him-self for a while, on the plea of



hunting, from her too fascinating society. The Caliph was to be weaned by degrees
from his amorous indolence.

Immediately after the Friday’s prayers, the two companions had mounted
their mules, and started on their expedition into the waste country, where the
game was most likely to be plentiful. The Sovereign cared little for the sport, and
dallied behind with his favourite minister, until the more enthusiastic hunters
were far ahead, and eventually out of sight. The weather was very sultry, and
Haroun became thirsty. In the distance he perceived an almost stationary figure,
which he supposed to be some gardener or peasant, from whom he might obtain
water; so bidding his vizier remain where he was, in order to collect together the
scattered hunters, he cantered on in search for liquid. Having reached the Tigris,
and quenched his thirst from the running stream, his attention was attracted,
whilst watering his mule, by the uncouth figure of the savage looking fisherman,
who with long dishevelled locks floating wildly over his strange covering of
network, was rolling his fierce and bloodshot orbs in every direction, angrily
seeking the practical joker who had secreted his garments. Their eyes met, and
the presumed offender was roughly accosted by the enraged peasant, who, now
appeased by the gift, dropped his stick, and contented himself with grumbling at
the exchange.

“It’s a flimsy affair this; cost twice as much as mine, I dare say, yet not half
so strong and useful. It’s all silk, and finery; no substance in it; still it’s better
than no-thing.”

Observing that his ill-humour was allayed, Haroun ventured to remark that
he should not be too ready with his cudgel, since, judging from his sinews, his
blows would fall hard.
“As to that,” replied the fisherman, “I think I ought to know better than you; for
I have been thumping myself half the night, just to ascertain how I could stand
the bastinado, should the Caliph, wanting my gold, order me to be beaten that I
might say where I had hidden it. It’s all gone now, though: it’s down in the bed of
the river; so he can’t get it. And I have had all my pain—and I hit pretty hard, I
can tell you—for nothing.”

Whilst thus narrating the assay of his powers of endurance, he was altering
the robe to his liking, by cutting it with his knife wherever it slightly pinched him.
Tolerably pleased with his performance after looking at his reflection in the water,
he now eyed the stranger with a familiar stare.

“You seem a good sort of fellow, and have a soft and pretty voice; tell me
frankly, don’t you belong to the Court?”

The Caliph nodded.
“I could see that with half an eye,” continued Khaleefeh; “I knew you at once

to be one of the singers, or pipers, from your little mouth and your puffy cheeks.
Now, how much a month do you get? ten pieces, eh?”

And our ‘rough,’ who had grown consequential from his easily-won gold,
looked with a patronizing air on the Commander of the Faithful, who again



nodded his assent to his conjecture.
“Now I,” continued he, “earn that sum every day by my trade, and if you like

to be my man, I’ll teach it you. It’s better than piping. What say you?”
The Caliph resolved to carry on the joke.
“Don’t be a hard master, and I’ll do my best,” said he laughing. Then,

obeying the orders of his instructor, he tucked up his skirts within his girdle, and
having arranged the net according to the mode prescribed him, hurled it with all
his force into the bed of the river. When it was time to withdraw it, he tugged and
tugged with all his might; yet, even when Khaleefeh condescended to assist him,
their united force scarcely moved it.

“You ill-omened piper! If my net should be spoilt through your clumsiness,
I’ll not only take your mule as a compensation, but beat you to a mummy, just to
teach you not to hurl your net further than you can draw it back.”

The Caliph, with this prospect before him, would gladly have put an end to
the adventure by announcing his dignity; but so ignorant and brutal did the fellow
seem, that he felt convinced he should merely be disbelieved, and roughly treated
as a pretentious braggart.

So, having vainly scanned the horizon in the hope of beholding the approach
of his retinue, he buckled to the task, and by such strenuous exertion that the
sweat streamed down his face in rivulets, contrived, by the aid of his herculean
master, to safely land both net and cargo.

The multitude of fishes was so great, that Khaleefeh was in excellent
humour.

“You’re an ugly chap,” said he, “but when I’ve trained you, you’ll make a
decent fisherman! Now ride off to market and bring back a couple of big baskets.
Then, when we have strapped them on your mule, and stowed the fish in them,
we will trudge back to town, and you shall hold the scales and sell them, and I’ll
take the money; nothing can be easier.”

I need not say that the Caliph rode away with gladness in his heart at
escaping from such an ogre. He succeeded in finding his escort, and merrily
narrated to his courtiers his initiation and progress in the art of fishing. At his
suggestion they rode on to the Tigris, and emulously bought up the produce of
their lord’s instruction. So liberal were their payments, that when Khaleefeh
returned home at night he reckoned his earnings that day had even exceeded the
high average he had lately received.

Meanwhile Zobeide, the legal wife of the Caliph, had taken advantage of his
absence to gratify the jealousy she entertained towards the new favourite of her
husband. She had prepared a pretty collation, and infused an opiate into one of
the most dainty of the dishes. Koot el Kuloob had been invited to amuse her
Highness by her minstrelsy, had been offered refreshments, had partaken of the
drugged sweetmeats, became insensible, and in that state been incarcerated in a
large chest, which was then locked and removed from the harem.

“Let the closed chest and its unseen contents,” said Zobeide to one of the



eunuchs, “be sold for any price they may fetch in the public market. Whatever
sum may be realized retain for your services.” She commanded, moreover, that a
report should be spread abroad that the ruling favourite, having been accidentally
suffocated while eating, had been deposited by her orders in a tomb, which she
had caused to be erected to favour the deception.

Haroun was moved even to tears by this sudden catastrophe. He expressed
not what he suspected. He was aware that poison was too often resorted to by
jealous wives; yet could not believe that one so good and gentle as his cousin
Zobeide could have sullied herself by so criminal a deed; he doubted not, however,
that the tomb contained the fair charmer who had so enthralled his senses, and
abandoned himself, consequently, to unrestrained grief.

The morning after these occurrences, Khaleefeh, for the first time in his life,
entered the palace of the Commander of the Faithful. He had given credit on the
day before to one of the eunuchs, who, in the scramble to obtain the produce of
the royal fishing, being without money at the moment, had requested him to call
at the palace, where he would be liberally remunerated.

Giafar observed and recognized his uncouth form in the gateway, and
fancying that the Caliph might be amused by an interview with him, and his
sadness be dispelled by the quaint oddity of his notions, he bade the attendants
detain the fellow for a while, that he might ascertain the pleasure of his Sovereign.

“Your master has come to scold you for not having brought his
fish-baskets,” said the vizier; “shall I conduct him here, or shall I turn the rascal
out of doors?”

“The brute shall raffle for his fate,” said the Caliph, whose limbs ached from
his forced labour on the previous day. “Write on twenty slips of paper the various
grades of punishment, from death to the most trivial of penalties; on another
twenty, the various government offices, from the meanest to the highest; on a
third set, sums of money, from one to a thousand pieces of gold. He has tempted
his fate by his bullying conduct; verily, I will carry out to the uttermost the
sentence which Providence shall allot him.”

This was not the answer the kind-hearted vizier had expected; but he
consoled himself by reflecting, that the chances were two to one in favour of the
fisherman. So he led Khaleefeh through room after room until he arrived before
the great curtain which veiled the Sovereign and his Court from the outer world.
Giafar watched the peasant with curiosity, expecting to see him awe-stricken
when he beheld the Caliph in full state, surrounded as he was by his brilliant
retinue; but he erred in his judgment.

As the massive curtain was raised to admit them, the eyes of the fisherman
lighted upon his late pupil, and he loudly exclaimed, “So you’ve returned to your
old trade: a nice fellow you are, surely, to make a bargain to help me, and to leave
me in the lurch, after I had taught you to fish.” But his vituperation was checked
by the dread silence that prevailed, and the unsympathizing aspect of all around
him. There was so cold an impassibility in the features of the Caliph, as he simply



pointed to the folded papers, and bade him select his fate, that even the stolid
impudence of the bully quailed before the calm dignity of the ruler, and he obeyed
his orders with a shaking hand.

“Read it for him,” said the Caliph to Giafar.
“One hundred blows with a stick.”
A nod, and the doomed one was writhing beneath such stripes as, proud of his
brute strength, he was wont to threaten to those less vigorous than himself.
“Maledictions on you all! I’m none the worse for it; I can stand a deal of beating.
Let me try my luck again.” So cried the enraged fisherman, as, smarting from his
punishment, he snatched another paper from the bowl.

“Refrain,” said the dark-browed Sovereign, “for should your death be
decreed, the full penalty will be exacted.”

“I care not: read it, master,” replied the flushed peasant, handing the slip
to Giafar.

“Nothing.”
“Nothing! I’ll try my luck once more.”
“For the last time then,” said Haroun, whose anger was appeased by the

repeated ill-fortune of his harsh instructor.
“One piece of gold,” was the wording of the paper.
“A hundred blows for a piece of gold: I don’t like your terms of business; it’s

the last time I come here, or my name’s not Khaleefeh.” And the burly rascal left
the presence-chamber without the least show of respect to any one, and hastened
to the vestibule, muttering to himself, “This is the first day of ill-luck since I
caught that ugly ape.”—But the morning alone had passed.

Just as he was quitting, the eumuch who had bidden him call at the palace
to receive the price of his fish, laughingly called out, “Well, friend, how much has
your pupil paid you for teaching him your trade?”

“One piece of gold, and a hundred blows of a stick; would to Heaven I had
never trusted you for fish! I had better have given it you, than have come hither.”
And the humbled bully fairly gave way to his feelings, and blubbered outright.

Now the eunuch was a kind-hearted man, and had been so liberally
requited by the Sultana Zobeide for some perilous work he had surreptitiously
performed for her, that on the spur of the moment he threw his well-lined purse
to the fisherman, saying, “Take this to console you.” It contained a hundred pieces
of gold: the spell of good-luck still beamed upon Khaleefeh.

Roughly yet fervently expressing his gratitude, he proceeded homewards,
but not being in a hurry, for he was not going to work with so much money in his
pocket, he loitered in the slave-market, where he perceived a little knot of men
assembled round the broker, who was offering for sale a large chest and its
unknown contents, the latter supposed to be valuable, as they came from the
palace of the Sultana. “Bid, noble merchants; it is a fair speculation, and will be
sold a bargain: that which conies from the home of royalty must surely be
precious. Did you say twenty? Thank you.” And the biddings soon rose to one



hundred pieces.
Then Khaleefeh, trusting to the influence of the mysterious ape, roared out

“And one.” The merchants burst out laughing at his impudence, for, to judge from
his appearance, he had not even the single unit, and the joke went round, “Let
him have it, and see how he will get out of the scrape.” No one, therefore,
competed with him, and when with a burlesque dignity he had thrown his purse
into the hands of the broker, and bidden him count the pieces, he shouldered the
huge chest, and, amidst the quizzing of the jeering crowd, trudged homewards,
staggering beneath its weight. His back ached; he was very weary, and having
vainly essayed to break open the lock without tools, he put off the task until the
morrow; and having stretched his mattress upon the top of the chest, for his
quarters were very scanty, was soon in the land of dreams.

It was dusk when he awoke. There was something moving beneath him. Was
it a wild beast within the chest, or was it an imprisoned ghoul which would devour
him if it could escape? Nonsense! it was mere imagination. So he settled himself
once more upon his bed. Again there was a violent struggle, and this time a more
desperate one, to raise the lid. All was dark; Khaleefeh was so neglectful of
household matters, that he had no means of striking a light. His hair stood erect;
a cold perspiration poured in large beads from his forehead; his limbs shook with
terror as he started from his couch; his knees were so relaxed with vague dread,
that they refused to bear his body from the scene of horror. The noise within the
chest soon ceased; and then, on hands and knees, he crawled from his narrow
chamber. “Help! neighbours, help! the devil is in my room, and I have no light to
see him; lend me a lamp.” It was not late, and though they laughed at his absurd
mode of expressing himself, they readily provided him with a lamp, and the means
of breaking open the chest.

Courage returned with light. The unseen is always terrible. Khaleefeh
worked with furious energy, and though the lock was too strong to break, the lid
was soon forced from the sundered hinges. It was no savage animal, no hideous
ogre, that lay crouched at the bottom of the coffer, but a lovely woman, who
having, under the agony of suffocation, struggled violently yet vainly to release
herself, had again relapsed into insensibility. The air revived her; a minute later,
and Earth would have lost one of the fairest of her daughters.

I will neither dilate upon the astonishment of Koot El Kuloob (for she it was)
upon finding herself in a wretched hut in place of a royal palace, nor upon the
reluctance of the fisherman to abandon a prize for which he had ventured nearly
all his gold. Woman’s tact, however, prevailed the hope of reward proved more
potent than the fire of passion, and at her request he absented himself from the
house until morning. The accomplished beauty penned a note to the merchant
who had introduced her to the royal harem, and Khaleefeh, the bearer of it, was
rewarded with a thousand pieces of gold for returning the damsel to her friends.

Nor was this all; for, in her gratitude, she insisted upon an interview
between the Caliph and Khaleefeh; and the former, being in high spirits at the



recovery of his lovely mistress, listened graciously to the quaint recital of the
fisherman’s adventures, and bestowed such favours upon him, that the rest of his
life was passed in ease and plenty.

He had no need any longer to work for his livelihood; but occupation is
needful to all men, and when the irksomeness of idleness oppressed him, he
would go down to the great ocean, and cast his nets where none could recognize
him as the well-to-do protégé of the Commander of the Faithful.

His last adventure was a strange one, and displayed a virtue in him which
is daily growing rarer,—I mean gratitude.

There were times when he liked to be alone, and ponder on the past: the
comfort of the present was enhanced by a recollection of former hardships. He had
selected a very lonely spot for his fishing-ground, one where probably no man for
centuries, if ever, had cast his net from. It was the narrow extremity of a ridge of
rocks which jutted far into the ocean from a barren district, where the inhabitants
were few and unenterprising. Its solitude, the great depth of water, and the quality
and size of the finny tribes which disported in the dark-blue element, were most
attractive to his mood. One day he fancied his usual seat was already occupied;
but the figure, whatever it might be, had vanished long before he reached the
extreme rock. There was a dusky mass, perhaps a large fish, perchance a small
shoal of them, perceptible within cast of his net, and he so directed the latter that,
spreading as it fell, it encircled the object in its meshes. The creature did not
struggle, but was very heavy. When landed and partially unwrapped, it addressed
him in a human voice, saying,—

“I am Abdallah of the Sea, and have let myself be caught in order to confer
with you. Return, friend,”—for Khaleefeh was springing from rock to rock to
escape from the supposed Afreet, who, he thought, was bent upon devouring
him,—“for I, like you, am a child of Allah, and seek only our mutual benefit.”

The fisherman looked back; his late captive was in the water to his waist,
and undistinguishable from the children of the earth. Khaleefeh was no coward,
though he dreaded evil spirits more than his fellows did; so he resolved to brave
the encounter, “for was he not as muscular and active as the unknown?” He took,
then, his former station upon the rock, and listened to the words of the man of the
sea.

“I am tired of eating raw fish; and the fruits of the sea, though pretty, are
salt and unpalatable. When, from afar off, I have beheld the clustering grapes and
the swollen melons, I have longed for them. Bring me some, child of Adam, and
I will requite you with the loveliest products of the sea, such as our women like
to deck themselves with, but which we males smile at.”

Khaleefeh gladly consented to this exchange, and promised to bring his new
acquaintance the fruits of the season, but not until the next day, for it was not
easy to obtain them by purchase in that uncultivated land. On the morrow they
again met, and the fisherman handed to the merman a basketful of grapes and
melons, and the man of the sea, on his part, pointed to a little pile of scarlet coral,



lumps of gold, large pearls, and other treasures of the deep, which he had
amassed in anticipation of the return of his friend. Both were pleased at the
barter, for the fruits of the land were as rare to Abdallah as those of the sea to
Khaleefeh. So, after each had expressed his mutual satisfaction, and the latter
had concealed the valuables in his net, they conversed together on the
peculiarities of their respective elements.

“Would it be possible,” inquired the fisherman, who longed to behold the
habits and customs of the denizens of Ocean, “to visit your abode?”

“Yes,” was the answer, if he should permit his body to be smeared with oil
from the liver of the Dendan, a predaceous monster of the deep, he would
temporarily assume their own nature, and be enabled to breathe the air that was
mingled with the water, even as they did. So he undressed himself, was anointed,
and walked and respired on the bed of the sea as freely as on dry land, and very
shortly all things were as clearly visible to him as in the light of the sun.

The water seemed as densely peopled as the earth, and its human
inhabitants were similar in front to the children of Adam, but were furnished
behind with a broad flexible caudal appendage, like the hinder extremity of a fish.
They dwelt in vast caverns, had no traffic with each other, wore no clothes, did not
sell their labour, as the children of earth do, but every one, whether male or
female, caught with facility as many fish as were needful to sustain life, and
munched them raw as a child would a cucumber. They had neither amusement,
interest, nor occupation, but lounged about sadly, neither hoping nor craving
anything. The females were beautiful, but very pert, laughing and pointing at
Khaleefeh as they passed him, and crying aloud, “See! he has lost his tail!”

It is not pleasant to be jeered at, especially by the sex, and our hero was
glad to return to land, for existence seemed monotonous and insupportable in that
cheerless element, where equality displayed itself in the universal absence of all
that was pleasurable. And so did the inhabitants seem to regard life; for the only
sounds of revelry which he heard, were the loud shouts of triumph which greeted
the death of one of the natives. The fisherman looked so astonished at this
apparent want of feeling, that his guide inquired whether the children of Adam did
not act similarly on so joyful an occasion.

“Assuredly not,” he answered; “we mourn and grieve; our women shriek
aloud, slap their faces, and rend their garments.”

Abdallah seemed shocked: he uttered not a word until they had regained the
rock. “Farewell, for ever,” he then cried, “I will have nought to do with a race
which either believes not in a more blissful existence hereafter than we experience
in this wretched life, or, if believing it, enviously laments the future happiness of
the departed.”



They never met again. But as to Khaleefeh, he presented all his ocean
treasures to the Caliph, begging him to give some of them to Koot El Kuloob,
through whose kindness he had obtained the patronage of his lord.

Rough, superstitious, and irascible, he was not ungrateful, and so far
merited the good fortune which ever after attended him.
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