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My crimes are even greater that those of the Calif Vathek. No rash and impious counsels 
hastened my ruin, as they have hastened his. If I am here, in this abode of horror, it is because I 
spurned the salutary advice, oft repeated, of the most real and loving friend. 
 I was born on the borders of the Caspian Sea, in Daghestan, not far from the city of Berdouka. 
My father was a fisherman, a worthy man, who lived quietly and in comfort by his toil; and I was 
his third son. We lost our mother while still too young to feel her loss; but we saw our father 
weeping, and we wept too. We were, my brothers and I, very industrious, very obedient, and not 
altogether ignorant. A dervise, my father’s friend, had taught us how to read, and how to form 
various characters. He often came to spend the evening in our dwelling; and, while we were 
making wicker baskets, would pass the time in discourses of a pious nature, and explain to us the 
Koran. Alsalami, for such was the dervise’s name, was really a man of peace, as his name 
suggested: he settled our little differences, oi else prevented them, with a mildness and affection 
that endeared him to us all. When his maxims and apophthegms seemed over-serious and to 
incline to dullness, he would enliven them with stories, and thus the principles he wished to 
inculcate became the more acceptable. 
 A fairly large garden, which we had planted under the dervise’s direction, supplied him with a 
new field for our occupation and amusement. He taught us the art of cultivating plants, and their 
virtues. We went with him to gather such flowers as are health-giving or agreeable, for 
distillation, and were transported with pleasure as we watched them undergoing transformation 
in our alembics. I was active and eager to learn, so that Alsalami treated me with a flattering 
distinction. His favour made me vain, but I affected great modesty while in his presence, only to 
indemnify myself by a greater arrogance when he was away; and, in the quarrels which ensued 
between my brothers and myself, I always had the art of putting them in the wrong. By the 
profits derived from our distilled waters, our wicker baskets, and our fishing we lived in relative 
affluence. Two black slaves kept our sylvan dwelling in a state of cleanliness that added much to 
its charm; the food they prepared for us was, if simple, always wholesome and pleasant to the 
taste; and finally, baths, conveniently disposed, helped to afford a degree of comfort which few 
persons, in our condition of life, were able to enjoy. 
 Surrounded by so much that was agreeable and calculated to make life pleasant, my evil nature 
yet asserted itself more strongly day by day. There was, in the wall of one of the upper chambers 
of the house, a cupboard, which my father never opened before us, often declaring that he would 
bestow the key upon the one of his three sons who showed himself most worthy of that 
distinction. This promise was so frequently repeated, and the dervise let fall so many vague hints 
implying that we were by birth superior to our present obscure position, that we imagined the 
cupboard contained some great treasure. My brothers coveted its possession, no doubt, but did 
not on that account refrain from indulging, among our friends and neighbours, in the amusements 
natural to their age. As for me, I languished, I withered, at home, and could think of nothing but 
the gold and precious stones which, as I supposed, were hidden in that fatal receptacle, and my 
one desire was to get them into my own hands. My seeming steadiness, my assiduity in all home 
duties, were greatly approved; my father and his friend never tired of praising my industry and 
wisdom: but, ah! how far were they from reading my heart! 



 One morning my father said to all three of us, in presence of the dervise: “You have now, my 
children, reached the age at which a man should select a companion to help him in bearing the 
ills and sorrows of life. But I in no wise wish to influence your choice. I was allowed to make 
mine in full freedom, and I was very happy with your mother. I think I may fairly hope that each 
of you will find a good wife. Go and look for her. I give you a month in which to prosecute your 
search, and here is money sufficient for your needs during that time. If, however, you should 
return this very day, you would give me a very agreeable surprise, for I am old, and desire very 
passionately to see my family increased before my decease.” 
 My brothers bent their heads in token of submission. They went out with an alacrity from 
which I augured that they would have not the slightest trouble in satisfying my father’s wishes. 
 I was outraged at thinking of the advantage they would thus obtain. I had nothing better to do, 
however, than to go out as they did. They went off to their friends in the neighbourhood, and I, 
who had made no friends, addressed my steps to the adjacent city. As I went through the streets I 
asked myself: “Where am I going? How can I find a wife? I know of none. Shall I accost the first 
woman I meet? She will laugh at me, and look upon me as a fool. No doubt that, in strict terms, I 
have a month before me; but my brothers seem quite ready to satisfy our father’s wishes this 
very day. He will bestow his key upon the one or the other of them, and that dear, that sweet, that 
lovely treasure, the treasure that has cost me so many sighs, will be lost to me for ever. Wretch 
that I am! Better never to see the place again than not return home before nightfall! Shall I go 
and see the dervise?—this is the hour when he is usually in his oratory. He has always preferred 
me to my brothers, and will take pity on my trouble. Pity!” I repeated, “oh yes; the pity of 
contempt! ‘This boy,’ he will say—‘I thought him a lad of spirit, and here, at twenty years of 
age, he is incapable of finding a wife! He is nothing but a goose, and does not deserve the key of 
the cupboard.”’ 
 A prey to these bitter reflections, I traced and retraced my steps over the same ground; I 
wandered hither and thither, restlessly, aimlessly; the mere sight of a woman made my heart 
beat. I went two steps towards her and four steps backwards. Every one laughed at me; the 
passers-by thought me crazy. “Is that the son of Ormossouf, the fisherman?” said some. “How 
wild he looks! has anyone molested him?” “What a pity,” said others, “that he has gone out of 
his mind; fortunately he seems quite harmless.” 
 Outraged by these insults, worn out with fatigue, and seeing that night was coming on, I took 
my way at last towards a caravanseray, determined to leave Daghestan on the morrow, and so 
never suffer the mortification of seeing my brothers in the enjoyment of the treasure I had myself 
so greatly coveted. 
 It was already rather dark, and I was walking slowly, with my arms crossed over my breast and 
despair written large upon my countenance, when, at the corner of the street, I saw, coming from 
some distance towards me, a little woman, veiled, who appeared to be in great haste. She stopped 
suddenly, however, as we passed, and, after bestowing on me a gracious salutation, inquired: 
“What ails you, young man? At your age, and with a face so pleasing, grief ought to be a thing 
unknown, and yet you seem altogether borne down with trouble.” I took heart on hearing these 
words. I seized the woman by her hand—which she left in mine—and replied: “Auspicious star, 
that hidest thyself behind this thin cloud of lawn, is it not possible that Heaven intends thee to be 
my guiding star indeed? I am looking for a woman ready to espouse me this very night, and to 
accompany me instantly to the house of my father; and such a woman I have been unable to 
find.” “She is now found, if so be that you are yourself willing,” she replied, in gentle and timid 



accents. “Take me. I am neither young nor old, neither beautiful nor ugly, but I am chaste, 
industrious, and prudent; and my name is Homaiouna, which is a name of happy augury. 
 “Oh, I take you right willingly!” cried I; “for, even if you are not all you say, yet there can be 
no question of your goodness, since you are thus ready to follow one who is quite unknown to 
you; and goodness was the one indispensable quality required by my father. Quick, quick; let us 
hasten to anticipate, or at least not to be behind, my two brothers.” 
 Immediately we began to walk—or rather to run—as fast as we could towards our house. Poor 
Homaïouna was very soon out of breath, and I perceived that she limped slightly. I was myself 
very strong, and took her on my shoulders, not putting her to the ground till we reached the door. 
My brothers, and their two intended brides, had arrived long before me; but the dervise, who was 
ever my friend, had insisted on waiting till nightfall, so that the three marriages might, if 
possible, take place simultaneously. My future sisters-in-law were still veiled, but when I 
contrasted their entrancing figures with that of Homaïouna my face grew red with shame. And I 
felt even more perturbed when, after our vows had been reciprocally exchanged, the time came 
for raising my wife’s veil: my hand trembled; I was tempted to turn my eyes away; I fully 
expected to disclose the features of a monster. But what a pleasant surprise awaited me! 
Homaïouna was not indeed of extraordinary beauty, like the wives of my two brothers, but her 
features were regular, her face expressive and intelligent, and she attracted by an air of 
indescribable candour. Alsalami, who perceived the ironical smiles of my brothers, whispered in 
my ear that he was quite sure I had made the best choice of the three, and would see reason to 
congratulate myself over the wife who had fallen to my lot. 
 The fatal cupboard was in our sleeping apartment; and, though I was not insensible to my 
wife’s charms, I could not help sighing, as I always did, when looking at that mysterious article 
of furniture. “Have I the misfortune of not pleasing you?” said Homaïouna tenderly.  
 “By no means,” said I, kissing her. “But, in order quite to reassure you, let me explain that this 
cupboard contains a treasure of which my father has promised the key to the one of his three sons 
who proves most worthy. He is not in as great a hurry to make his choice as we are to obtain 
possession of the treasure!” “Your father is wise,” rejoined my wife; “he is afraid of choosing 
rashly. It remains for you, by your conduct, to solve his doubts. Nevertheless, bear in mind that I 
am called Homaïouna, and should bring you luck.”  
 The gracious and affectionate air with which she pronounced these words made me entirely 
forget, for that night at least, the riches that filled my imagination; and, if I had not been the most 
foolish of men, I should have forgotten them altogether, since I already possessed the greatest, 
the most inestimable of treasures—a real friend. And indeed I soon perceived that chance had 
done more for me than foresight had done for my brothers. Their wives were idle, full of vanity, 
and constantly quarrelling with each other; and though they did not love Homaïouna, whose 
modesty and housewifely virtues constantly brought them to the blush, yet they always referred 
to her in their differences because they could not help regarding her with respect. My father saw 
all this well enough, though he said not a word; but I read his thoughts in the looks he cast at the 
dervise, who, without making any bones about it, praised my wife highly. 
 One day, having drawn me apart, he said: “Barkiarokh, I have a question to ask, and you must 
answer it truthfully, for I ask it in your own interest: How did you come to know Homaïouna?”  
 I hesitated a moment; but, finally, the wish to know the reason of his curiosity prevailed, and I 
replied fully and without disguise. 
 “That is a very strange adventure,” cried he, “and your story confirms me in an opinion I had 
already formed. Have you ever observed, my son, that when your wife is coming and going in 



the garden, the flowers, as she passes, assume livelier colours and a more delicious fragrance; 
that the plants and the shrubs, as she touches them, grow visibly; and that the water shed from 
the watering-pot by her hands rivals in its effects the bright and fertilising dews of the later 
spring? I have seen your wicker baskets take on an unwonted lustre and fineness as she arranged 
them for market upon the camel’s back. Twice has she got ready your nets, and on both 
occasions the draught of fishes was miraculous in its abundance. Oh, she is assuredly protected 
by some powerful jinn! Cherish her, therefore, honour her as the destined source of all your 
happiness.” 
 I assured Alsalami that I should have no difficulty in following his advice, seeing how well I 
knew my wife’s inestimable qualities. And immediately I retired, being anxious to think over 
what I had just heard. “If it be true—and all appearances point that way”—said I to myself, “that 
Homaïouna enjoys the favour of some supernatural power, why does she not open the  cupboard, 
or, at least, determine my father to give her the key? Probably she has never turned her thoughts 
that way. Shall I suggest it to her? Ah! but dare I? Her wise conversation, her heavenly looks, 
hold me in awe. Let me rather studiously hide my excessive covetousness in my own bosom. If 
she knew me as I really am she would despise me, and certainly not aid or abet my evil designs. 
To veil their vices from the sight of the good is the only resource of those who are not blind and 
know themselves to be vicious.” Thus was I confirmed in habits of hypocrisy; and these, for a 
time. worked only too effectually to my advantage. 
 So all went well, and peaceably enough, in our little family; till one night, when we came 
home, my brothers and I, from selling our fish, we found our father suffering from a most acute 
attack of gout—a malady to which he had for some time been subject, though he had never 
before experienced an attack of such violence. Immediately we assumed an air of great 
consternation, and squatting down on our knees, at a little distance from him, remained there in 
mournful silence. The dervise and the two black slaves held him up, while my wife busied 
herself about such alleviations to his sufferings as were possible. As to my sisters-in-law, they 
had retired to their own rooms, under pretext that they were not strong enough to witness so 
harrowing a spectacle. 
 The acute paroxysms of Ormossouf’s malady at last left him. Then, turning his eyes upon us, 
he said: “My dear sons, I know, and very well perceive, how much you love me; and I make no 
doubt that, however weary, you will hasten to satisfy a whim that has just entered into my head. I 
have eaten nothing all day, and I should greatly like to have for supper fishes of a rare kind, and 
pleasant to the taste. Take your nets, therefore, and see what you can do for me. But let each 
keep apart whatever he chances to catch, so that his wife may cook and prepare it separately. 
Nevertheless, do not cast your nets into the sea more than once: I give you this direction because 
it is late, and some accident might befall you. I am not in a condition to bear the anxiety that 
would ensue if your return were long delayed.” 
 We rose immediately, and, taking our boat, which was moored to the shore close by, went 
some little way, to what we knew to be a likely spot. There we threw in our nets, each, as we did 
so, making vows for his own success and the failure of his two brothers. The night was dark. It 
would have been impossible to examine then and there what we had taken. We returned home, 
therefore, in ignorance; but, during our short walk from the boat, my brothers suffered all the 
pangs of envy, for they saw that I was nearly borne down by the weight of my nets, while they 
carried theirs without the slightest difficulty. Their anxiety, however, proved to be only transient. 
How did they triumph when it turned out that each had taken an enormous fish of a rare kind, 
and covered with magnificent scales, while mine was so small, and of a colour so brown and 



uniform, that it looked rather like a reptile than a denizen of the sea! It needed not the shouts of 
laughter of my sisters-in-law and their husbands to add to my confusion and mortification. I 
threw my seemingly worthless fish on to the ground, and was about to trample it underfoot, when 
my wife, having picked it up, said in my ear: “Take courage, my dear Barkiarokh; I am going to 
cook this little fish, which troubles you so much, and you shall see that it is the best of the three.” 
I had such confidence in her that these words caused hope to revive in my breast, and I quite 
came to myself. 
 Ormossouf could not help smiling when he saw that atomy of a fish, which had been placed 
between the other two on the platter, and presented a most pitiful appearance. “Whose fish is 
this?” said he. 
 “It is my husband’s,” answered Homaïouna; “and a most exquisite delicacy, though it will 
make but two mouthfuls. Deign, therefore, to eat it entirely yourself, and pray eat it at once. May 
it do you as much good as I desire. May every best wish we could form for your health and 
welfare be accomplished as you partake of it!” 
 “Any article of food coming from thy hand must needs be delicious, seeing how graciously it is 
offered,” replied the good old man; “therefore I will satisfy thee, my dear daughter.” Saying 
these words, he put a piece of the fish into his mouth. 
 Then my elder brother, jealous of this small act of favour, cried: “Ah! if good wishes only are 
wanted to win favour here, then who can go further than I, who would willingly exchange my 
age for that of my father, and give him my strength to take upon myself his weakness!” 
 ” I say the same,” interrupted my second brother, “and with all my heart!” 
 “Oh, I do not yield to either of you in filial tenderness!” cried I, in turn. “I would willingly take 
to myself the gout that torments my most cherished father, and so deliver him from it for ever, 
and that is much worse than merely assuming to oneself the wrinkles of his age.” 
 Though I pronounced these words with every show of enthusiasm, yet I held my eyes down, 
and fixed on the table, for fear lest Homaïouna should see how far they were from expressing my 
real thoughts. But suddenly, at the sound of the piercing cries uttered by my sisters-in-law, I 
lifted up my head. Oh, marvel unspeakable! oh, miracle!—which still causes my heart to cease 
beating when I think of it! I saw my brothers bent half double, wrinkled, and showing all the 
signs of age, and my father irradiated with youth! 
 Terror took hold upon me. I had, as they had, uttered a rash wish! “Heavens!” I cried, “must I . 
. . .” I was able to say no more. Sharp pains shot through me, taking away all powers of speech. 
My limbs stiffened. My heart failed me. I fell to the ground in a sort of trance—from which, 
however, I was soon recalled by the noise and tumult in the room. My sisters-in-law were 
heaping a thousand reproaches on their unhappy husbands, and upbraiding them for the wishes 
they had uttered. They, on the other hand, were crying out that they had not meant what they 
said, and that what they had really said could not properly be described as wishes. On this 
Homaïouna, having told them that Heaven, to unmask knaves, often takes them at their word, 
they all fell upon her, calling her a witch and a wicked Dive, and began to beat her. Ormossouf 
and the dervise, who undertook to defend my wife, were not spared; but they returned the blows 
they received a hundredfold, the one having regained all his old vigour and strength, and the 
other having never lost them: thus they necessarily had the advantage of men broken and 
trembling with age, and of two women rendered incapable by a blind fury. At last my father, 
weary of such a disgraceful scene, and outraged by his wicked children’s want of filial piety, 
took a scourge armed with a hundred knots, and drove them out of the house with the curses they 
deserved. During this scene, in which I would otherwise willingly have taken part with my 



brothers, I did, notwithstanding my sufferings, remember the key of the cupboard, and prudently 
judged that, in order to get possession of it, I must put a curb on the rage by which I was 
possessed. To this end I stifled my involuntary cries by putting the end of my robe into my 
mouth, and remained as if senseless, stretched out upon the floor. 
 So soon as my brothers and their wives were out of the house, the dervise, Homaïouna, and my 
father ran to me, and tried to lift me up. Their care, and the pity I read in their looks, touched me 
but little. I was especially furious against my wife, whom I regarded as the cause of all that had 
taken place. In order to contain myself I had need of the self-control acquired during a long 
course of habitual hypocrisy. “Deign,” said I, in a voice interrupted by many groans, “deign to 
have me carried to my bed, where I may, perhaps, obtain some relief to my most excruciating 
pains; but, whatever happens, I shall never repent having delivered my dear father from such an 
insupportable malady.” 
 “Oh! it is thou, and thou alone, who by thy filial piety hast deserved to possess the key of the 
fatal cupboard,” cried Ormossouf. “Here it is,” continued he, presenting it to me. “In thee will be 
accomplished the promises made to my race. Ah! what joy will be mine when I see thee glorious 
and happy!” 
 “To contribute to thy happiness will ever be my only joy,” said I, with a grateful look; “but I 
am in great suffering, and at the present moment nothing but sleep can afford me any pleasure.” 
 Immediately I was carried into my room—the room that contained the cupboard—and where I 
was burning to find myself; and left alone with my wife. 
 “Here,” she said, “is a healing balm which I will apply to the soles of your feet. It will ease 
your pain.” 
 “Oh, I have not the slightest doubt that you know what you are about,” said I, looking at her 
gloomily enough; “there does not seem much that you do not know.” 
 Homaïouna made as though she did not notice my ill -humour. She applied the balm, and my 
sufferings ceased. This good office reconciled me to her somewhat. I kissed her as I passed, and 
ran to the cupboard. Then I turned the key, trembling with curiosity. I expected to be dazzled by 
the brightness of the gold and precious stones I should find there; but, in lieu of any such 
treasure, I found only a very small iron box, containing a leaden ring, and a piece of parchment 
well folded and sealed. At the sight of this I was utterly confounded. The idea of all it had cost 
me to obtain possession of what I regarded as pure rubbish stopped the beating of my heart and 
took away my breath. 
 “Do not be too soon discouraged,” said my wife, “and especially do not begin to regret your 
act of filial piety: read.” 
 I did as Homaïouna advised, but not without blushing because she had divined my thoughts, 
and I read these words, written in fine characters upon the parchment: “Take this ring. When 
placed on the little finger of thy left hand, it will make thee invisible. By this means thou shalt be 
enabled to regain the kingdom of thy ancestors, and to reign as either the best, or the vilest, of 
kings.” 
 At these last words Homaïouna cried out, in a voice so loud and piercing that the very chamber 
shook withal: “O Allah, Allah! leave not the choice of this alternative to the husband thou hast 
given me! Compel him to be good and let me remain for ever a simple mortal. I consent never to 
revisit my own happy home, and to pass all my days in this my present exile, provided only that 
my dear Barkiarokh becomes the good king mentioned in this parchment!” 



 At these words, and on seeing the rays of light that seemed to issue from Homaïouna’s eyes, 
and her form as if transfigured, I fell at her feet with my face to the ground, and, after a few 
minutes’ silence, cried in turn: 
 “O you, whom I scarcely dare to look upon, deign to lead my steps in the way that is set before 
them, and may your generous wish on my behalf be accomplished!” 
 “The decrees of Heaven are supreme, and they only are sure of accomplishment,” said she, 
raising me up softly and tenderly; “nevertheless, listen with all your ears, and may my words be 
engraved upon the tablets of your heart. I will hide nothing that relates to myself, and nothing 
that relates to your own future duties and responsibilities; and then I shall submit to my fate, 
whatever it may be.” She spoke, sighed deeply, and then began her story in the following words 
 

The Story of the Peri Homaïouna  
 
“I know, O son of Ormossouf, that you and Alsalami, the dervise, have come to the conclusion 
that I am protected by some celestial Intelligence; but how far, even so, were you from guessing 
to what a glorious race I belong! I am own daughter to the great Asfendarmod, the most 
renowned, the most puissant, and, alas! the most severe of all the Pens! It was in the superb city 
of Gianhar, the capital of the delightful country of Shaduka, that I came into the world, together 
with a sister, who was called Ganigul. We were brought up together, and loved one another 
tenderly, notwithstanding the difference in our dispositions. My sister was mild, languid, quiet—
she only cultivated a poetic restfulness—while I was alert, active, always busy about something, 
and especially desirous of doing good whenever I could find an opportunity. 
 “My father, into whose presence we never came without trembling, and who had never seemed 
to trouble his head much about us, caused us one day to be summoned to the foot of his 
resplendent throne. ‘Homaïouna, and you, Ganigul,’ said he, ‘I have had you both under my 
observation. I have seen that the beauty, which is the common inheritance of all the Pens, shows 
equally in the face and form of both of you—but I have also seen that your dispositions are 
different. Such diversities of character exist, and must exist: they contribute to the general good. 
You have come to an age when it is fitting that each should consult her own heart, and choose in 
what manner she prefers to pass her life. Speak! what can I do for you? I am the sovereign of one 
of the most marvellous countries in Ginnistan—a country in which, as its name implies, desire 
and its fulfilment, so often separated, go nearly always hand in hand—and you have but to ask in 
order to obtain. Speak first, Homaiouna. 
 “ ‘My father,’ I replied, ‘I am fond of action. I like to succour the afflicted, and make people 
happy. Command that there be built for me a tower, from whose top I can see the whole earth, 
and thus discover the places where my help would be of most avail.’ 
 “ ‘To do good, without ceasing, to mankind, a race at once flighty and ungrateful, is a more 
painful task than you imagine,’ said Asfendarmod. ‘And you, Ganigul,’ continued he, addressing 
my sister, ‘what do you desire?’ 
 “ ‘Nothing but sweet repose,’ replied she. ‘If I am placed in possession of a retreat where 
Nature unveils her most seductive charms—a retreat from which envy and all turbulent passions 
are banished, and where soft pleasure, and a delightful indolence for ever dwell—then I shall be 
content and happy, and shall, with every returning day, bless a father’s indulgence.’ 
 “ ‘Your wishes are granted,’ said Asfendarmod. ‘You can, at this moment, betake yourselves to 
your respective habitations. At a glance from me the Intelligences, who do my bidding, have 
already made every preparation for your reception. Go! we shall meet again. You can sometimes 



come hither, if such is your wish, or visit one another. Nevertheless, bear in mind that a decision 
once taken in Shadukan is taken for ever. The celestial race, to which we belong, must never 
know the unstable desires, still less the feelings of envy, that afflict the feeble race of man.’ 
 “After saying these words, my father motioned to us to retire; and immediately I found myself 
in a tower, built on the summit of Mount Caf—a tower whose outer walls were lined with 
numberless mirrors that reflected, though hazily and as in a kind of dream, a thousand varied 
scenes then being enacted on the earth. Asfendarmod’s power had indeed annihilated space, and 
brought me not only within sight of all the beings thus reflected in the mirrors, but also within 
sound of their voices and of the very words they uttered. 
 “The first scene that chanced to attract my attention was such as to fill me with righteous 
anger. An impious mother-in-law was endeavouring, by feigned caresses and artful words, to 
induce her weak husband to give his daughter in marriage to a negro, hideously deformed, who, 
as she declared, had seduced the girl’s innocence. The young virgin, like a lily already half 
severed from its stem, bent her lovely head, and awaited, pale and trembling, a fate she deserved 
so little; while the monster to whom she was destined asked pardon, with the eyes of a basilisk, 
and the sighs of a crocodile, for an offence he had not committed, and was careful to hide in his 
heart, which was as black as his countenance, the crimes he had committed with the mother-in-
law. In the twinkling of an eye, I saw all this in their faces, and flew, quick as lightning, to the 
spot. With my invisible wand—in which lies concentrated a celestial power distinctive of the 
higher order of Penis—I touched the wicked woman and her vile paramour. Instantly they altered 
their tone, looked upon one another with fury, recriminated the one upon the other, and said so 
much that the husband, transported with rage, cut off both their heads. He then caused his 
trembling daughter to approach, wept over her tenderly, and afterwards, having sent for a youth 
as beautiful as herself, had them married on the spot. 
 “I retired to my tower, well satisfied with having performed an act of justice and equity, and 
made two amiable creatures happy. And thereupon I passed a delightful night. 
 “At the point of day I ran to my mirrors: the one before which I stopped reflected the harem of 
an Indian sultan. I saw there a superb garden, and in it a woman of great beauty, of majestic 
figure, and of proud and haughty bearing, who seemed to be in a state of great agitation. She was 
walking on a terrace, with large strides, and looking in every direction most anxiously; nor was 
her anxiety allayed till she saw a black eunuch coming towards her. He approached with every 
mark of assiduity and respect, and said, bowing almost to the ground: ‘Queen of the world! your 
commands are obeyed. The imprudent Nourjehan is confined in the black grotto. The sultan will 
certainly not look for her there; and to-night the slave dealer, with whom I have conferred, will 
take her hence for ever.’ 
 “ ‘You have only done your duty,’ said the lady; ‘but I shall not fail to reward you liberally. 
Tell me, however, how you succeeded in overmastering my odious rival without disturbance, or 
clamour on her part.’ 
 “ ‘I accosted her as she came out of the apartment of our lord and master, whom she had left 
asleep,’ replied the eunuch. ‘She was about to retire to hen own apartment, when, quicker than 
lightning, I seized hold of her, and wrapped her up in a rug, with which I had provided myself; I 
then carried her, running as fast as I could, to the black grotto. Then, in order somewhat to allay 
her fears, I told her she should depart this night with a slave merchant, who might, perhaps, sell 
her to some other king; nor could she hope for a better lot. Calm yourself, therefore, I conjure 
you, my dear mistress. As soon as the sultan awakes, he will wish to see you, for, 
notwithstanding his fits of inconstancy, you, and you alone, reign supreme in his heart.’ 



 “ ‘I would not share his love with the unworthy Nourjehan,’ cried the lady; ‘nevertheless, since 
I am avenged, I will smother my just anger.’ 
 “I misliked this plot, and its instruments, the lady more especially, and resolved to protect the 
unfortunate object of her jealousy. So I flew to the black grotto, unclosed the secret door, and, 
having plunged Nourjehan into a deep slumber, enveloped her with a cloud that rendered her 
invisible, and in this state bore her to the side of the sultan, who was still asleep. Then I took my 
flight towards the immense city adjoining the imperial palace.  "But, that can't be right," she said. "I always loved you so that's why I stole this." And she shot him. 
 “I passed the rest of the day in floating over streets and houses, and observed several matters 
that seemed somewhat out of order, which I proposed to redress. Nevertheless, I felt a certain 
curiosity to see what was happening in the harem, and returned thither at nightfall. What was my 
surprise when, in an immense hall, illumined by a thousand lamps, I saw the dead body of the 
haughty lady whom I had left alive in the morning: it lay in a coffin of aloes wood, and was all 
covered with livid spots. The sultan, at one time plunged in speechless sorrow, shed torrents of 
tears, at another time foamed with rage, and swore he would discover the atrocious hand that had 
cut short the days of his favourite sultana. All the women, ranged in circles round the bier, 
sobbed in a heartrending manner, and, amid groans and sighs, uttered the most touching eulogies 
upon the departed. None manifested more sorrow than Nourjehan, nor was more prodigal of her 
praises. I looked at her fixedly. I read in her heart. I immeshed her in my occult influence. 
Immediately, rolling on the floor like one possessed, she accused herself of having slipped 
poison into a bowl of sherbet that was being prepared for her rival—and added that she had been 
led to commit an act of such atrocity by a dream: she had dreamt that the favourite had caused 
her to be confined in the black grotto, and meant to have her handed over to a slave merchant. 
The sultan, in a fit of fury, ordered the culprit to be taken from his presence, and immediately 
strangled. I let things take their course, and returned, pensive and in confusion, to my tower.   
 “ ‘Ah!’ said I to myself, ‘Asfendarmod spoke only too truly when he warned me that the task 
of benefiting mankind is hard and ungrateful; but ought he not rather to have said that we cannot 
tell, when we think to do good, whether we may not be really doing harm! I prevented certain 
designs inspired by jealousy and revenge, but not involving the death of the victim, and have, on 
the other hand, been the cause of a horrible crime, committed by a furious woman acting under 
the influence of what she took to be a dream. How perverse are these creatures of clay to whom I 
have devoted my care! Would it not be better to let them prey upon one another, and to live as 
my sister does, in the enjoyment of the happiness inherent to natures as perfect as ours? But what 
am I saying? Am I still in a position to choose? Did not my father tell me that my choice once 
made was irrevocable? What shall I do? I shall not always be able to read people’s hearts from 
the expression of their countenances. Their stronger emotions I may be able to follow from 
outward, involuntary signs; but premeditated malice will ever hide behind a mask. It is true that 
my mysterious influence excites remorse, and leads to the criminal’s confession of his crime; but 
by that time the harm is done, the crime is committed. I cannot anticipate the intention of the 
wicked; and my intervention, however well meant, may be the cause of a thousand evils.’ 
 “These thoughts tormented me night and day. I remained inactive in my tower. In vain did the 
objects that presented themselves to my gaze excite my compassion, and seem to call for 
intervention. I refrained from yielding to all such impulses. If I saw a grand vizier trying to ruin a 
rival by vile intrigue, and all the arts of flattery and calumny, I would be on tiptoe to contravene 
his designs—and then I would stop suddenly, at the thought that that rival might perchance be 
even more wicked than himself, and a worse oppressor of the people, and that I should thus 
possibly hear, at the great day of judgment, thousands of voices crying out against me, ‘Allah, 



avenge us!’ Events, as they passed before me in their daily pageant, almost always justified these 
previsions. 
 “One day, having cast my eyes on the flourishing city of Chiraz, I saw, in a very decent 
dwelling, a woman whose modest beauty and grace charmed me. She had but just entered a very 
pretty chamber in which there was a little oratory, when she first attracted my attention. Kneeling 
there, she began to pray with edifying fervour; but, as she was so occupied, her husband burst in 
the door, which she had closed from the inside, seized her by the hair, took a whip of knotted 
cords from underneath his tunic, and beat her unmercifully. At the sight of this piece of savagery, 
I could not contain myself, and hastened to the poor creature’s help, arriving, however, just in 
time to hear the sound of a most sonorous sneeze that came from a cabinet hidden behind some 
Indian matting. The husband ran to the place from which the sound proceeded, and dragged, out 
of an obscure recess, a fakir hideous to behold. His hair was matted, frizzled and filthy, his beard 
red and disgusting, his complexion olive and oily, his body almost naked and covered with old 
scars. The exasperated Persian was no less confounded than I at the sight of such an object. He 
looked at it for some moments speechless, and then at last broke out: ‘This, then, you infamous 
creature, is the fine lover you prefer to myself! I knew well enough that a man was shut up with 
you here, but I never expected to find a monster such as this! And you,’ continued he, addressing 
the fakir, ‘how did you have the impudence to come here?’ 
 “ ‘I came,’ replied the hypocrite, quite unabashed, ‘to do what you yourself can evidently do 
far better than I. Flagellation is meritorious. It mortifies the body, and uplifts the soul. I came to 
apply the whip to your wife, who is in the habit of confiding to me her little spiritual troubles. 
For the purpose I had brought with me the penitential instrument which you see here, but you 
have forestalled me. Sufficient for the day—she has had enough, and so I withdraw.’ Saying 
these words, he took from a kind of belt, which composed his only habiliment, a large scourge, 
thickly knotted, and stepped towards the door. 
 “The husband stopped him, half mechanically, for he remained quite confused and uncertain. 
His wife, seeing this, at once threw herself down at his feet. ‘Ah, my beloved spouse,’ cried she, 
‘finish your work, make me die beneath your blows, but do not imperil your soul by falling foul 
of this worthy man. He is the friend of our holy Prophet; beware, yes, beware of the curse that 
will surely light upon your own head if you molest him and do him wrong. 
 “ ‘What does all this mean?’ said the unhappy Persian, utterly bewildered and almost 
convinced of the innocence of his wife. ‘I am not so easily frightened. Be more coherent, and 
explain how this pretended saint came to be here, and how long you have known him. I should 
be glad enough to believe that you are less guilty than you at first appeared, but I must have a 
full and reasonable account of what has taken place, and, above all, I must have the truth.’ 
 “He had it only too completely, for at that moment I touched his perfidious spouse with my 
wand, and she rose from the ground like a wild thing, and cried in a loud voice, ‘Yes, I love this 
vile seducer to distraction, and more than I have ever loved thee, thou tyrant of my life I A 
hundred times have I kissed his bleared eyes, and his livid, discoloured mouth; in a word, I have 
made him master not only of thy means, but of my person. On his side he has taught me to laugh 
at Allah and his Prophet, to utter the most infamous blasphemies, and to deride the most sacred 
things. I knew that thou wert spying upon me, and had knelt down in prayer, so as to deceive 
thee—not anticipating the trivial accident that revealed my paramour’s presence. Such are my 
crimes. I hold them in abhorrence. Something, I know not what, compels me to disclose them. 
Let my accomplice refuse to reveal his if he dares.’ 



 “The fakir, though utterly confounded, opened his lips to reply. I don’t know what he might 
have said for himself—I had not taken the trouble to subject him to my influence—but the 
enraged Persian did not give him time to utter one syllable. He took him by the middle, and 
hurled him from the top of the balcony, and then sent the wife the same way. They fell from a 
very great height, into a courtyard paved with sharp stones, and were dashed to pieces. 
 “I was returning, very pensively, to my tower, when lamentable shrieks, coming from a thick 
wood, assailed my ears. I ran forward, and saw a young man, more beautiful than the angels in 
the seventh heaven, defending himself against three negroes, whose shining scimitars had 
already wounded him in several places, and who cried to him without ceasing: ‘Where is your 
brother? What have you done with your brother?’ 
 “ ‘Barbarous wretches,’ he replied, ‘he is, alas! where you wish to send me. You have 
murdered him, and it is now my turn.’ 
 “These words touched me. The air of the youth, scared as he was, seemed so interesting, that I 
thought I might venture to intervene. I was about to snatch him out of the hands of his enemies, 
by whom he had at last been disarmed, when another youth, covered with blood, appeared upon 
the scene, painfully dragging his wounded body from behind some bushes. ‘My friends,’ said he, 
in a feeble voice, to the negroes, who ran forward to meet him, ‘carry me instantly to the palace 
of my beloved Adna. Let my last looks be fixed on her, and may Heaven grant me enough of life 
to give her my troth. You could find no better means of avenging me of my brother, who has 
only murdered me in order to prevent our union, and possess my goods. I see that you became 
aware, but too late, of his atrocious designs, and have begun to punish him. Go no further. Let us 
leave him to bleed in this remote spot. That will be punishment enough. We are not bound to 
help him further.’ 
 “ The negroes obeyed. They bore away their master. The criminal remained, stretched upon the 
ground, pale and haggard as a spectre come from hell; nor was I in any wise tempted to give him 
any help of mine. 
 “These two adventures convinced me, finally, that acts of benevolence, on my part, might often 
be much misplaced. I resolved to make appeal to the justice of Asfendarmod with regard to the 
change which such events had naturally operated in my sentiments. 
 “Nevertheless, as I well knew how stern and strict he was, I thought it would be to my 
advantage to obtain my sister’s countenance and help. So I left my tower, and took flight for her 
habitation. 
 “The habitation Ganigul had obtained from my father was in every respect conformable to her 
tastes and wishes. It was situated on a little island, which a river, translucent and bordered with 
flowering thorns, encircled seven times. In the interspaces between these circles the grass was so 
moist and fresh that the fishes would often leave the silvery waters of the river and disport 
themselves there. Various kinds of grass-eating animals browsed in these moist meads, which 
were starred with flowers; and all enjoyed such happiness in the regions assigned to them that 
they never thought to stray. The island itself was at once a flower garden and an orchard. It 
seemed as if the sweet-smelling shrubs had joined in friendship with the fruit-trees, so closely 
were their branches interlaced. The daintier flowers grew on the more immediate borders of the 
stream, and the shores of the stream itself were of the finest golden sand. A bower of orange-
trees and myrtle, surrounded by a palisade of gigantic roses, formed my sister’s palace, and was 
the spot to which she retired at night, together with six Pens who had attached themselves to her 
company. This delightful retreat was situated in the centre of the island; a brook ran through it, 
formed by a thousand rivulets of water, that joined on entering its confines, and separated again 



at their exit. As these running streamlets ran over a stony, uneven bed they made a constant 
melodious murmur, that harmonised perfectly with the voice of the nightingales. On both sides 
of the brook were ranged beds, made of the shed petals of flowers, and of feathers of divers 
colours which the night birds had shaken from their tiny wings;—and on these beds one slept 
voluptuously. Thither Ganigul often retired in the daytime to read in quiet the marvellous annals 
of the Jinns, the chronicles of ancient worlds, and the prophecies relating to the worlds that are 
yet to be born. 
 “After the days of agitation I had spent in my tower, I seemed to pass into a new life on 
entering into this abode of peace. My sister received me with a thousand caresses, and her friends 
were no less eager to provide for my entertainment. Sometimes they challenged the creatures of 
lightest foot to run races with them; sometimes they joined their heavenly voices to the voices of 
the birds; or they sported with the goats, which, like the ewes and cows, would gladly present to 
them udders full of milk; or else they matched themselves in feats of agility against the sprightly 
gazelles. Amid all the creatures thus daily ministering to their pleasure, the dog, faithful and 
caressing, the lithe and supple cat, were not forgotten. But none were more amiable and 
delightful than a little Leiki which never quitted the happy Ganigul. The divine warbling of this 
lovely bird, the brilliant colours of its plumage, were even less to be admired than the extreme 
sensibility of its heart, and the supernatural instinct with which it had been endowed by some 
superior power. Whether at rest in the bosom of its mistress, or whether, fluttering among the 
shadeful myrtles, it gave voice to song of an endless variety, it never ceased to be attentive to all 
her movements; and it seemed ever on the watch to forestall and obey her slightest wish. By the 
beating of its wings it expressed its joy when anything was found for it to do: it would dart like 
lightning to fetch the flowers, the fruits, that Ganigul desired; it would bring them in its vermell 
beak, which it would lovingly insinuate between her lips as if asking to be rewarded for its 
service. I occasionally had a share in its caresses, and returned them willingly; but as I did so I 
sighed to think I had no such companion in my solitude. 
 “My sister had wisely reminded me that this was the time of the great assemblage of the Pens, 
over which Asfendarmod presided in person, and that it would be better, therefore, to defer our 
proposed visit to a more convenient season. ‘My dear Homaïouna,’ said she to me one day, ‘you 
know how tenderly I love you, and you know also that I desire nothing better than to have your 
company. Would to Heaven that you had, like myself, made choice of the peace and tranquillity 
of this abode! May my father allow you to share in its delights! Nevertheless, I advise you to 
make further trial, for a little while, of the kind of life you yourself selected. Either you will find 
therein unexpected satisfaction, or you will have new reasons to allege in urging the stern 
Asfendarmod to relieve you from further trials. As to the time of your departure, let us postpone 
it as much as possible. Rejoice here in my friendship, and in all the delights by which I am 
surrounded. Art is excluded from my domain; but Nature is here prodigal of her gifts. I possess 
everything I had desired, and even more; for I had no conception of such a gift as a happy chance 
has bestowed upon me. 
 “ ‘You mean, doubtless, your beloved bird,’ said I, much moved. ‘How did you obtain 
possession of it?’ 
 “ ‘Oh, I am quite ready to tell you the story,’ answered she. ‘I always think of it with renewed 
pleasure. I was seated in the shade of that great lilac-tree, whose flowers diffuse such a pleasant 
odour, when, suddenly, the sky put on the liveliest colours, rosier than the most brilliant sunrise. 
A light, intense beyond description, spread over all, diffusing everywhere a feeling of 
unspeakable joy and content. It was a light that seemed to pour down direct from some 



sanctuary, or, if I may dare to say so, from the very throne of the Supreme Power. At the same 
time strains of a divine harmony floated in the air—strains ravishing, indefinite, that appeared to 
lose themselves in the vague infinity of space. A cloud of almost indistinguishable birds went 
sailing across the firmament. The murmur of their innumerable wings, mingling with the far flut-
ings of their song, threw me into an ecstasy. While I was lost in the enjoyment of these marvels, 
one bird detached itself from the rest, and fell, as if exhausted, at my feet. I lifted it up tenderly. I 
warmed it in my breast. I encouraged it to resume its flight; but it refused to leave me. It came 
back and back, and seemed desirous of becoming altogether mine. Its shape, as you see, is that of 
a Leiki, but its gifts of mind and soul equal those of the most favoured creatures. A heavenly 
inspiration seems to breathe through its songs; its language is that of the empyrean; and the 
sublime poems it recites are like those which the ever-happy Intelligences declaim in the abodes 
of glory and immortality. Supremely marvellous, even in a country where everything is a marvel, 
it follows me, it serves me like the most willing of slaves. I am the object of its tenderest grati-
tude—it is the object of my admiration, and of my care. Ah! how rightly is it called the Bird of 
Love!’ 
 “These last words troubled me so that I had some difficulty in hiding my perturbation. Envy 
took possession of my soul: no doubt I had contracted that degrading passion in my intercourse 
with mankind, for, so far, it had not been known among us. Everything about me turned to gall 
and wormwood. I longed to be alone, and, when alone, could not bear my own company. I issued 
at night from my sister’s bower of perennial blossoms, to stray, as chance dictated, through the 
surrounding wilderness of leaves, and, when there, the brilliant light shed by thousands of glow-
worms only served to exasperate me. I would fain have trampled on these little creatures, whose 
amazing numbers and marvellous brilliance had before excited my admiration. Darkness was 
what I sought as a fit cloak for my shameful thoughts. ‘Oh, Ganigul!’ I said, ‘how happy are you, 
and how wretched am I! What comparison is there between your isle of peace and my tower of 
discordant sights, between your delightful leisure and my continual agitation, between the 
smiling natural beauties, the innocent and faithful creatures that surround you, and the rude 
world, the wicked and ungrateful race of man, that I have ever before my eyes? Ah! your sweet 
bird is more necessary to me than to you! You have friends ever assiduous to please you, an 
infinite number of creatures at beck and call for your amusement—why, why should I not have 
at least this one thing which would stand to me in lieu of all the rest? Yes, I will have it. I will 
take it from you, for you would doubtless refuse to give it me. I will take it away with me, and 
you will certainly not remain uncomforted for its loss in this delightful sojourn.’ 
 “Though at first I put away with horror the thought of such a crime, yet, insensibly, I grew 
accustomed to it, and all too soon there occurred a sad opportunity for the perpetration of the 
theft. One day I was alone in a little grove of jasmine and pomegranates, when the Leiki came 
thither seeking for flowers. I called him. He flew to me. Immediately, binding his feet and wings 
with a slight piece of fibre, I hid him in my bosom. As I was about to fly with the stolen bird, I 
heard my sister’s voice calling me. I trembled in all my limbs. I was unable to move a step. 
‘What do you want with me?’ cried I, in a peevish tone. 
 “ ‘Ah! why,’ asked Ganigul tenderly, as she hastened up, ‘why do you thus seek to be alone? in 
the name of all our love for one another, let me at least have a share in your troubles.’ 
 “ ‘ No,’ cried I, in great agitation, and pressing to my heart the bird, which was trembling 
pitifully, and which I wished to keep from uttering any sound. ‘No, I will no longer burden you 
with my presence. Adieu, I am going hence.’ 



 “Scarcely had I pronounced these words, when a thick, black cloud cast its veil over the 
firmament, and dimmed the brilliancy about us; and the hiss of rain and growling of a storm 
filled the air. At last my father appeared, borne on a meteor whose terrible effulgence flashed fire 
upon the world. ‘Stay, wretched creature,’ said he, ‘and behold the innocent victim that hath 
fallen a sacrifice to thy barbarous envy!’ 
 “I looked, and, oh, horror! I had smothered the marvellous, the greatly loved bird. 
 “At this moment all grew dark before my eyes. I tottered, I fell to the ground lifeless. 
 “When the great voice of Asfendarmod brought me back to my senses, I saw neither my sister, 
nor her friends, nor her fatal Leiki. I was alone with my inexorable judge. 
 “ ‘Daughter of crime,’ said he, ‘go and crawl upon that earth where Allah alone is the 
dispenser of events, and whence thou hast carried away nothing save its vices. Study mankind at 
leisure before pretending to afford them help and protection. Thou shalt still retain some of the 
privileges inherent in thy nature, but thou shalt at the same time be liable to some of the most 
cruel sufferings to which men are liable. And you, O winds, mysterious invisible powers, who do 
my bidding, bear her to the obscure sojourn of men! May she there, by patience and wisdom, 
regain her title to come back once more to our regions of light!’ 
 “On hearing this fulminating sentence, I threw myself, utterly distracted, on my knees, and, 
unable to speak, lifted up to my father suppliant hands. Then, all of a sudden, a whirlwind, 
palpable, overmastering, surrounded me, and having lifted me from the place where I knelt bore 
me downward, circling ever, during seven days and seven nights. At the end of that time, I was 
deposited on the dome of a palace overlooking an immense city, and knew that I had reached my 
destination. I acquiesced very humbly in the fate I had so well deserved. 
 “When I began to examine my surroundings, I was at once struck by the signs of utter gloom 
that reigned throughout the city. Men, women, children, all had put ashes on their heads, and 
were running hither and thither in great perturbation. Little by little they trooped together in a 
large place before the palace, and seemed to be in expectation of some extraordinary event. As I 
was not sure of having retained the power of moving at will from place to place, I formed a wish, 
trembling as I did so, to mingle with the crowd: and, at the same moment, found myself side by 
side with a great black eunuch, who was trying to keep order with his cane, striking out to right 
and left. Notwithstanding his truculent air, I thought he looked really good natured, and tried to 
attract his notice. At last he turned his eyes upon me. 
 “ ‘What are you doing here, girl?’ said he, in tones half of reproof, and half friendly. ‘Here, 
and without your veil, like a wanton! Yet you seem to be a modest girl too, unless your looks 
belie you. Follow me into the palace. You would certainly be insulted in this crowd; and, 
besides, I like to hear tell of adventures, and you can tell me yours.’ 
 “I bent my head in submission, and taking hold of the eunuch by his robe, made it my business 
to follow him. He forced a way through the press with his cane. By his orders the guard at the 
palace gate allowed me to pass, and he led me into his apartment, which was cleanliness itself. 
‘Sit down,’ said he, ‘you must be tired. I have no time, at the present moment, to listen to a long 
story. Tell me only, and in few words, who you are, and how you came to be outside, in the 
midst of the populace, half dressed, and, as it seemed to me, quite alone.’ 
 “ ‘I am,’ I replied, ‘the unfortunate daughter of a mighty prince, who dwells very far from 
hence. I have been carried away from his palace—by whom I know not. My captors compelled 
me for several days to travel so rapidly that I was quite unable to distinguish the road by which I 
was being taken. At last I was left by them in the place where you found me, and in the same 



apparel, the apparel I wore when they tore me from my home; and,’ I added, ‘I shall be less 
unhappy than I thought myself if I succeed in obtaining your distinguished protection.’ 
 “ ‘Yes,’ said Gehanguz, for that was the eunuch’s name, ‘such apparel as you have on you is 
fine; and, moreover, there is an air of distinction about you conforming fairly well with what you 
tell me concerning your birth. But be quite frank with me, and tell me truly whether your captors 
committed any outrage against your person during the journey. 
 “‘Oh, by no means,’ I replied. ‘Revenge was their motive, and revenge closes the heart against 
the ingress of all other passions. 
 “ ‘Enough for the present,’ said Gehanguz. ‘You do pot seem wanting in intelligence, and may 
be as useful to me as I to you. Rest here a while, and take some refreshment; dress yourself as 
befits. I will see you again in a few hours. 
 “ Having spoken these words, he clapped his hands, gave various orders to several young girls 
who instantly appeared, and departed. 
 “The young girls drew near to me with great respect, put me in a bath, rubbed me all over with 
precious essences, clothed me in a very beautiful dress, and served me with an excellent 
collation. Nevertheless, being plunged in the deepest sadness, I maintained the while an absolute 
silence. ‘What shall I do?’ said I to myself. ‘Shall I stay here under the charge of Gehanguz? He 
seems to be kindly and humane, but I have learnt to distrust appearances. I feel that it is within 
my power to take flight to any habitable corner of the earth; but wherever I go, I shall find men, 
and wherever there are men I shall have to face the same troubles and anxieties. Will it not be 
better, seeing I deserve my punishment, to undergo that punishment in its entirety, and submit 
altogether to my fate, only using my supernatural powers in circumstances of absolute necessity? 
Besides, the dread executors of Asfendarmod’s decree brought me hither. That is a further reason 
for remaining where I am, and striving, by an unbounded submission, to re-enter those happy 
regions from which I am not to be for ever excluded.’ 
 “Sleep at last closed my eyelids. A happy dream took me back to Shadukan: I stood beside 
Ganigul in the bower of orange-trees and myrtle. She looked at me with sad eyes full of pity. Her 
Leiki flew about her uttering plaintive cries. As she strove to quiet it, I threw myself at her feet. 
Then she took me in her arms and held me tenderly pressed to her bosom. 
 “But at this point, while still in this ecstasy of happiness, I was awakened by the voice of the 
eunuch. ‘Come,’ said he in his harsh voice, harsh yet not altogether unsympathetic, ‘come, let us 
for a while discuss your affairs; and begin by telling me your name. 
 “ ‘I am called Homaïouna,’ said I, uttering a deep sigh. ‘It was, without doubt, a mistake to 
bestow that name upon me. 
 ” ‘Not at all!’ cried Gehanguz; ‘there is no life, however fortunate, in which at least one 
reverse does not occur. That reverse you have just experienced. Henceforward we shall have 
nothing but uninterrupted prosperity. Now, listen, and I will explain matters. You are now in the 
famous city of Choucan, the capital of the greatest and richest country in the Indian peninsula. 
The king who reigned here a few days ago, had twenty other kings as vassals, elephants without 
number, treasures that could not be counted, and an untold host of subjects both industrious and 
obedient; but, with all this, he has had to fall asleep, like any ordinary man. He was placed this 
morning on the bed of everlasting rest; and that is why you saw all the people in mourning.’ 
 “ ‘That means,” I interrupted, ‘that this great king is dead, and that he has just been buried.’ 
 “ ‘Fie! fie!’ cried the eunuch, with a sour look. “How dare you utter words so offensive to self-
respecting ears. Such expressions are banished from Choucan. Keep a strict watch over your 



tongue, or you would at once give the lie to all I mean to say concerning your birth, and the 
superior education it should imply.’ 
 “ ‘Fear nothing,’ I rejoined, with a smile. ‘I shall know how to conform to so delicate a 
custom.’ 
 “ ‘Very well,’ he pursued in a milder tone, ‘you must know then that our good king never had 
any children save two daughters, twins, and equally beautiful and amiable. Whether he found it 
difficult to make a choice between the two, or whether he had some other reason for leaving the 
question open, I know not; but he never, during his lifetime, gave people to understand which of 
the two was to inherit his crown. Nevertheless, a little time before he entered into his last sleep, 
he summoned four old men, whose profound wisdom had never once been found wanting during 
the fifty years they had served him as viziers—and to those old men he entrusted the sacred 
parchment containing his last instructions, and signed with the twenty-one seals of the Empire. 
This parchment was opened a few moments ago, and it decides nothing.’ 
 “ ‘How,’ said I, ‘he has not named any successor?” 
 “ ‘No,’ replied Gehanguz; ‘all he has left to his daughters is a problem for their solution—a 
problem which, as I am assured, is full of difficulty,—with the order that the one who best solves 
it, according to his own views, as communicated to the four viziers, shall be proclaimed queen 
absolute of Choucan, and its dependencies. I had received some inkling of his intentions from 
one of the favourite sultanas, who has extended to me her protection, even more because of my 
zeal in my office than because I am chief of the eunuchs. But, as she did not herself know the 
question to be propounded, she was unable to impart it to me. If one may judge by the 
countenances of the princesses, to whom alone it has been communicated by the four viziers, it 
must indeed be thorny. They seemed to be plunged in deep thought on leaving the divan. They 
were even overheard whispering to each other that they would require every one of the forty 
allotted days in order to ponder out a solution. This is the present state of things,’ continued 
Gehanguz, ‘and here is my project: I will assign you as companion to the two princesses, who 
live together, to all appearances, in perfect harmony. They will receive you gladly, for they like 
novelty, and are tired of all their girl slaves. You will insinuate yourself into their good graces, 
and so divide your attention as to retain the confidence of the one who ultimately becomes 
queen. You will speak to them often about me, and dissipate, as far as may be, the effect of 
anything that the little crazypated slave girls may have said to my disadvantage. If you see that 
one of the two is better disposed in my favour than the other, you will help her with your advice, 
and with mine, in case she confides to you the question of questions. In any case you will do 
your best to keep me in favour with both. The few words I have heard you speak, show that you 
possess intelligence; your eyes give promise of even more. You will have no difficulty, 
therefore, in obtaining over the princesses that ascendancy which people of intelligence naturally 
acquire over those who are not so gifted. Moreover, in acting as I propose, you will cause me to 
retain my office, and be yourself the favourite of a great queen—a position not to be despised. 
And I may say that it is not ambition, and still less self-interest, that prompts me in all this. It is 
the desire to see the harem maintained in the admirable order I have established there. I should 
be in absolute despair if any wrong-headed person were to come and destroy the work I have 
accomplished with such unimaginable pains. You will see for yourself the results of my efforts, 
and, I make no doubt, will from a feeling of justice consent to serve me. But that will in no way 
dispense me from acknowledging my indebtedness.’ 
 “I had listened attentively to what Gehanguz was saying. I had carefully watched his eyes to 
see if I could detect in them the little cloud of embarrassment almost certain to appear when a 



speaker is animated by some sinister design; but I had been able to discover nothing save zeal, 
kindliness and sincerity. Nevertheless, I determined to be circumspect and careful in the 
observations which, by his means, I should be in a position to pursue, and only to serve his 
interests in so far as he might be worthy of assistance. © 2 004 by http://www.HorrorMasters.com 
 “On the same day he presented me to the Princesses Gulzara and Rezie, indulging in such 
eulogies and encomiums on my merits as would not have been excessive even if he had known 
my real condition. At everything he invented concerning my ability and accomplishments, I 
could not help smiling, and looking at him in a way that disconcerted him somewhat. But I took 
pity on him, and reassured his mind by another look, intended to signify that I should perform 
everything he promised. 
 “There was I, then, late a sovereign in Shadukan, now a slave in Choucan—my heavenly 
beauty a thing of the past, my face and form quite ordinary, my youth gone too, and an 
indeterminate and unattractive age assigned to me instead; and condemned to remain under this 
altered shape, an exile for a limitless period, and to be subject to evils both unknown and 
unforeseeable. My fall was indeed terrible; but I had brought it on myself, and I did not repine. 
 “Both my new mistresses conceived for me, from the first, a very lively affection. I told them 
interesting and amusing stories. They were transported with pleasure when I sang, accompanying 
my voice, which was melodious, upon the lute. If I devised for them some new adornment, it 
seemed to add to their beauty; the refreshments prepared by my hands were always agreeable to 
the taste, and diversified in flavour. At all my successes poor Gehanguz opened great eyes, and 
went into ecstasies of surprise and pleasure. 
 “Gulzara I liked much better than her sister. But I had the best of reasons for mistrusting first 
impressions—those instinctive attractions that are, for the most part, deceptive. I was not sorry, 
therefore, when the two princesses took to quarrelling as to which should have most of my 
company in private. This would give me an opportunity of better studying their characters. I took 
advantage of it, and soon became convinced that, in this particular instance, my first inclination 
had not played me false. Rezie, under the outward seeming of a seductive affability, hid an evil 
heart; she might have imposed, if her violent passions had not sometimes caused her to reveal 
her real self. When her vanity had made her believe that I preferred her to Gulzara, she opened 
her mind to me freely, and acquainted me, not only with the question propounded by the king her 
father, but also with her proposed reply. I saw with pleasure that she had no chance of becoming 
queen; she deserved to be a queen so little! all her intentions were unjust as concerned the 
people, and malicious as concerned her sister. Gulzara, more reserved, did not give me her 
confidence so easily. I had to merit it by devotion, and kindly care, which, indeed, cost me 
nothing, because I really loved her, and wished to do her service. At last she confessed, in tones 
that were persuasive, because simple and unaffected, that she had no ambition, and only wished 
to be queen for the sake of the good she might do; but that in this respect she was fully prepared 
to trust her sister, and had not even troubled her head to think about her father’s question. All she 
said made me deem her so worthy to rule that I thought it only right to tell her it was her duty, in 
conformity with the king’s last wishes, to aspire to the throne. She hesitated, however; but was at 
last persuaded—especially after I had thrown light on the perplexing problem propounded by the 
late king, and had furnished a reply with which she appeared to be more than satisfied. 
 “On the day when this great matter was to be settled, the city resounded with the noisy 
instruments of music in use in that country. The people again trooped together with the murmur 
and rustle of swarms of angry bees. And Gehanguz, drawing me aside, asked if I had any idea of 
what was likely to be the issue. 



 “ ‘ Set your mind at rest,’ said I. ‘All will be well. You will be retained in your office, because 
I am convinced that you only desire to remain chief eunuch from good motives.’ 
 “At these words he began to caper like a roebuck, and ran to open the door of the divan for the 
princesses, whom I was following. 
 “The assembly was already complete, and the spectacle most striking. At the end of an 
immense mysterious hall stood a throne of blue enamel, all dotted over with unnumbered 
phosphorescent lights like stars, brilliant and terrible. This symbolic throne was raised on four 
columns—two of jasper, blood-red, and two of the purest alabaster—and I knew at once that the 
Jinns had fashioned it. I understood that the red columns stood for justice, and the white for 
mercy, and that the stars symbolised the rays that emanate from a good king, and serve as light to 
lighten his people. The four old viziers entrusted with the commands of the late monarch, now 
asleep, stood within a latticed grating of steel, surmounted with spikes, that surrounded the 
throne. A few paces from it carpets were set, similar to those used for prayer in the Mosques, and 
on those carpets knelt the ambassadors of twenty kings. vassals of the king of Choucan. The 
grandees of the State knelt at a greater distance, all profoundly inclined, and holding a finger to 
their lips. 
 “The princesses advanced up to the steel grating, with their eyes lowered and hands crossed 
over their breasts. Then one of the viziers, having shown to the assembly the seal of the king, 
inscribed in large characters on the parchment, read these words, in a loud voice: 
 “ ‘Rezie and you, Gulzara, I have not thought it well to decide which of you two shall pass 
beyond the sharp spikes of steel that guard the royal seat. I make you the arbiters of your own 
fate. Reply: which is the more worthy of reigning—a virgin princess who marries, loves her 
husband, and provides heirs to the throne, or a virgin princess who, not marrying, has yet a 
whole multitude of sons and daughters whom she cherishes like the apple of her eye?’ 
 “ ‘Wise and reverend sires,’ said Rezie, ‘it must be clear to you that the king, when he 
propounded this strange question, wished to pass a jest upon us; and that it is only a woman 
chaste, and solely attached to her husband, who can be worthy to fill his throne. My sister 
doubtless thinks as I do, and we will reign together, if such be your good pleasure.’ 
 “The viziers answered not a word. They turned towards Gulzara, who, with a modest mien, 
spoke thus: 
 ‘I think the king, our father, wished to intimate that a princess whose sole desire is to be the 
mother of her subjects, who thinks rather of making them happy during her lifetime than of 
providing them with masters after her death, and who has no other care save the public good, that 
such a princess is most worthy of being queen. I promise never to marry, and to have no children 
save my people.’ 
 “Scarcely had she uttered these words than the four viziers, having impetuously opened the 
door of the steel grating, threw themselves at her feet, crying, with all the strength of their lungs: 
‘Honour and glory to Gulzara, Queen of Choucan! Happy for ever be Gulzara our Queen!’ 
 “The ambassadors and grandees repeated these acclamations in even louder tones, so that their 
shouts reached the people assembled before the palace. These latter made the air resound with 
their cries, at the same time beating one another without mercy. Blows, cuffs, even dagger 
thrusts, passed freely on all sides. The hubbub was so horrible that I should have been frightened 
if I had been susceptible to fear. ‘What does this mean?’ said I, in a low voice, to Gehanguz. 
‘Have all these people gone mad?’ 
 “ ‘No, no,’ he replied; ‘they are only doing what they ought to do. Here it is customary, when 
any great and happy event takes place, to grave it on the popular memory after this manner. 



Recollection is thereby greatly quickened. Fortunate are those who, on such occasions, have lost 
an eye, or a limb! Their family is then regarded as really zealous for the public good; and 
children, seeing upon their fathers such honourable scars, glory in them from generation to 
generation. Indeed, the custom is sound and salutary, for the people are ever fickle and forgetful, 
and would keep nothing in mind unless some special means were taken to jog their memory. 
 “Meanwhile the four viziers had displayed to the whole divan the writing of the king, showing 
that Gulzara had answered according to his intentions, and ought to be made queen. She was 
accordingly installed formally upon the throne, at the foot of which Rezie came to do homage, 
with a smile that seemed to the assembly generally a smile of congratulation, but that to my eyes 
showed only as a mask for spite and disappointment. The new queen assured her sister of her 
love—then raising her own right hand three times above her head to command attention, she 
said: 
 ‘Venerable councillors of my father, I shall never undertake anything of importance without 
your advice; but who will serve as an intermediary in our communications, and inform you of 
my decisions? Who will enter with me into such details as are necessary for the good of the 
State? I am a virgin, and I have promised to remain so, always. Daily intercourse with a man 
would in no way be convenient. I declare, therefore, that Homaïouna, whose ability and 
competence are well known to me, shall be my grand vizier; and I ordain that she shall be 
invested with all the powers appertaining to that office.’ 
 “The four old councillors, the twenty ambassadors, and the grandees of the kingdom, all 
acquiesced unanimously. Gehanguz came, trembling with joy, and led me to the first step of the 
royal dais. All spoke my praises in a loud voice—not one of them having the least knowledge of 
me. Then Rezie, no longer able to contain herself, asked permission to retire, and whispered in 
my ear as she passed: ‘This is another new trick of yours, vile slave; you shall pay dearly for 
your presumption and insolence!’ I pretended not to hear the threat or the insult, deciding to hide 
them from Gulzara, whom they would only have grieved and alarmed. Indeed, I was filled with 
admiration for that amiable princess, having received no previous intimation of the generous 
engagement into which she had entered for the good of her people. 
 “ ‘Why, my queen,’ said I, when we were alone, ‘why have you promised not to marry? It 
would surely have sufficed if you had merely replied according to the views of the king, your 
father.’ 
 ” ‘The sacrifice was not so great as you imagine, my dear Homaïouna. But more I cannot tell 
you. To go into details would but envenom the wound still bleeding in my heart; and we must 
devote our attention to other matters. I feel that in you there is something above nature; and it is 
on you that all the weight of kingship must devolve. Rule in my empire; and, if I am at all dear to 
you, so rule that my reign shall be famous to all time for justice and good government. The hope 
of living with glory in the memory of men will comfort me for having lived my life among them 
unhappily.’ 
 ” I respected Gulzara’s secret, and succeeded, even beyond her hopes, in fulfilling the wishes 
she had formed for her people’s good. All India resounded with her name. The prosperity of her 
Empire was the admiration and envy of all kings. The twenty princes, her vassals, insisted on 
paying a double tribute, and mostly brought their tribute to the capital in person. Bands of 
musicians were constantly posted on the beautiful terraced roofs of the palaces of the great in 
Choucan, and there they sang the praises of the queen, or played loud and lively music, to which 
the people danced. All this contributed to Gulzara’s gaiety. As to Gehanguz, he could not contain 
himself for joy, and blessed the day when he had come across me. 



 “For five years my efforts had been thus successful, and I was congratulating myself on 
having, at last, made so many people happy, when, one day, the zealous eunuch entered my 
apartment looking utterly terrified and bewildered. ‘Homaïouna,’ said he, ‘come quickly to the 
queen. She has quite lost her wits. She laughs and cries at the same time, passes from a transport 
of joy to the extremity of despair, and shows every symptom of complete mental derangement. 
Ah! we are lost! Rezie will wish to govern. The great fabric of happiness which you have erected 
in Choucan, and my own little masterpiece of good government in the harem, will alike fall to 
pieces. Oh, unhappy day! Oh, day for ever marked with a black sign! Why did I not die before 
seeing its baleful light?’ 
 “I did not trouble to answer Gehanguz; I made haste to follow him. Gulzara ran to meet me 
with wild eyes. Seizing my hand, she cried: ‘He is come! He is not dead! His lovely eyebrows 
alone were burned, and his hair singed! But eyebrows and hair have grown again, magnificent as 
ever, and he asks to see me! What unforeseen happiness! Ah no! what an overwhelming 
misfortune,’ continued she, throwing herself on a sofa and shedding a torrent of tears. ‘I have 
renounced him for ever! Alas, I did not do so for want of love, but because I loved him too well! 
What is to become of me? Advise me, Homaïouna! Mayhap I shall follow your advice —mayhap 
you will lose my favour by giving it me!’ 
 “ ‘Calm yourself, my queen,’ said I, ‘and explain. I don’t understand what you mean, nor do I 
know of whom you are speaking.’ 
 “ ‘True,’ she rejoined, ‘I have never told you about Prince Tograi, my mother’s nephew—
Prince Tograi whom I have cherished from my earliest infancy; who responded to my love with 
all his heart; who was said to have perished in a great fire; and who now returns, now when, 
faithful to his memory, I have promised never to marry. What will he say?’ 
 ” ‘He will,’ I replied, ‘be overwhelmed doubtless with grateful feelings when he knows that the 
sacrifice—vaunted everywhere as an act of unspeakable generosity—was really made for his 
sake; and, if worthy of you, he will applaud you greatly.’ 
 ” ‘You speak coldly and calmly, wise Homaïouna,’ rejoined the queen. ‘You are as 
unendurable snow to the fire burning in my heart! Retire, and do you, Gehanguz, at once 
introduce the Prince Tograi.’ 
 ” I obeyed, condemning myself, even more than Gulzara did, for having tried to make head 
against the assault of a passion so violent and overwhelming, instead of allowing somewhat for 
its first fury. 
 “During three hours—the saddest hours passed since my exile from Shadukan—I did nothing 
but sorrow over my amiable princess, and deplore the instability of the happiness I had thought 
to build on secure foundations. It was she herself who broke in upon my sad forebodings. She 
came to me open-armed, and began by flooding me with tears. At last, growing somewhat 
calmer, she said: ‘I have come back to my senses, dear Homaïouna, but my deep grief will not 
pass away as easily as my fit of unreason. Listen, tremble, and pity me! The Prince Tograi 
appeared before my eyes looking as though he had just bathed in the Prophet Kedder’s Spring of 
Immortality. He was radiant with beauty, youth and, as it seemed to me, with love. He threw 
himself on his knees to kiss the hem of my garment. I held out my hand, and would, I think, have 
kissed him, if the presence of Gehanguz, whom I had ordered to stand near by, had not restrained 
me. He read in my eyes the feelings of my heart; but instead of showing the loving gratitude of 
which you spoke a while ago, he began to upbraid me angrily. I forgave his first outburst. I tried 
to pacify him. I went so far as to offer to resign the crown of Choucan so that we might be 
united. I told him I must certainly renounce the throne if I infringed the solemn engagement into 



which I entered when I accepted it, but I protested truly that, with him, I should never regret my 
abdication. “And, indeed,” I added, “how could I cherish my people like a tender and loving 
mother, when my husband was the sole object of my affection, and occupied all my thoughts? 
The fame I had earned,” I told him, “was but a small alleviation to the grief caused by your loss. 
Now that I possess you once more, I can well do without it.” I feel,’ continued the queen, 
addressing me, ‘all the shame attaching to such a confession. But will you believe it, Homaïouna, 
the ungrateful Tograi dared to take advantage of my weakness. He was not afraid to unveil to my 
eyes a heart as black as the face of an Ethiopian. “What talk is this about abdicating the throne of 
the Empire of Choucan?” cried the arrogant prince. “Is it Gulzara, the queen, who holds such 
language—nay, who utters a rhapsody worthy of the hermits of the desert of Hejaz? Let us put 
all this rubbish aside, and talk seriously. If you have really sighed over my exile, if you Love me 
as you say you do—place me at once on the blue throne with the phosphorescent stars. All your 
father’s nonsense can in no way affect your right to the throne—the more so that you are in 
assured possession. That right I will maintain, and that possession I will confirm by my valour. 
Rivers of blood shall be made to flow before a word of reproach reaches your ears. All those 
who come near you will respect you, as they respect me. Whosoever occupies a throne is bound 
by no promises. Meanwhile, begin by getting rid of a wretched creature whom you have 
ridiculously appointed to be your Grand Vizier. She is suspected of being a witch, and is, 
perhaps, only artful and malicious—but that is quite reason enough for putting her into a sack, 
and throwing her into the river. Go, my well-beloved, and settle this at once; don’t look so 
startled. Have you not waited all too long for the happiness you are to enjoy in my arms?” Tograi 
was quite right in saying I was startled and troubled. I felt as if I should die. But my horror at 
such impiety and insolence reanimated me. Instead of replying, I clapped my hands; Gehanguz 
whistled; and immediately fifty eunuchs appeared with their swords drawn. Yet, such is the 
marvellous power of a passion which shame itself cannot utterly destroy, that I took pity upon 
him, and said, rather firmly than angrily: “My mother’s nephew, I give thee thy life in 
consideration of the ties of blood by which we are united. Go from my presence, and let me 
never see thee more, unless thou art prepared to undergo the punishment thou hast justly 
deserved, and be cut into a thousand pieces by these glittering swords.” Having uttered these 
words, I made signs to the eunuchs to remove the unhappy prince. But they had to carry him out; 
so terrified was he that he could scarcely stand. For a whole hour I remained as if turned to stone 
on my divan. Then a crowd of quick and agonising thoughts coursed through my brain, and 
threw me into a kind of delirium. I thought I saw before me Tograi, amiable and compliant, as, 
when banished by my father, he came to say good-bye to me, seven years ago—and then that old 
Tograi vanished, and, behold, the new Tograi, overbearing and perfidious, took his place, and 
gave me advice, or rather commands, unrighteous and dishonourable. Never, never, Homaiouna, 
will these two images cease to haunt me. Death alone can deliver me from them; but I shall die 
worthy of your regrets. Nevertheless, listen, and observe these my orders: come every day, after 
the hour when the Divan has been held, and be a witness to my tears, and, if you will, mingle 
with those tears your own. See that Gehanguz makes the interior of my palace as sad and sombre 
as is my heart. I direct that my musicians sing and play doleful and dirge-like airs, and such airs 
only. I shall not cause all public rejoicings to cease; but whoever appears before me with a smile 
upon his lips will add to my pain.’ 
 “I assured Gulzara that it would be to me a solace to mingle my tears with hers, and that she 
would be strictly obeyed; for I had resolved rather to cheat than openly combat her sorrow. The 
duties of her position furnished opportunities and means of distraction, which I did not neglect to 



utilise, and, without a fatal occurrence, I should perhaps have succeeded in restoring peace to 
that generous spirit. 
 “Rezie had retired to a palace she possessed on the top of a neighbouring mountain. She 
appeared rarely in the presence of her sister, and then only to play such parts of feigned affection 
as she had studied in solitude; while Gulzara, who had not yet unmasked her real character, 
repaid her false attachment with genuine affection. It was long since the perfidious princess had 
made her appearance at Choucan, when, one day, her chief eunuch came, on her part, to ask for 
an audience. I wished to retire, but the queen kept me back. The messenger was introduced, and 
spoke thus: ‘The Princess Rezie, whose seal of credence I here present, prostrates herself at your 
august feet, and recognises that your Highness has, by her superior lights, justly earned the 
throne to which she had herself aspired. Nevertheless, she ventures to ask, as some 
compensation, that you will suffer her to espouse the Prince Tograi, who now basks only in her 
presence, and who, moreover, stands in need of some consolation for the misfortune into which 
he has fallen—the misfortune namely of losing the good graces of his glorious sovereign. The 
uncertainty in which my princess stands with regard to the nature of your reply keeps her in a 
state of cruel anxiety, and the prince himself does not dare to appear in your presence. Without 
these obstacles, they would both have come to ask you, on their knees, to graciously accomplish 
the common desire of their hearts.’ 
 “On seeing the pallor that had overspread the countenance of Gulzara, and the heaving of her 
breast, I saw she was about to faint. I told the fatal eunuch to Leave us, and wait in the 
neighbouring gallery for a reply to his message. Gehanguz, who, like myself, had taken 
immediate alarm, at once put him out, and was just in time to help me in holding up the queen, as 
she fell into my arms. We had no wish to cause her enemies to triumph, and so did what was 
necessary without calling for help. She remained senseless for some time. At last she opened her 
eyes, turned them sadly on me, and said, after some moments of silence, and with a fairly 
tranquil air: ‘What shall I do, Homaïouna?’  
 “ ‘What the generosity of your heart dictates,’ I replied. 
 “ ‘ But my sister,’ she rejoined, ‘could not be happy with a man so depraved, and my people 
would most certainly, at a day which cannot be far distant, be most miserable. Should I not save 
them all, while I am yet able, by causing Tograi’s head to be immediately cut off? I tremble at 
being reduced to such an extremity; but here, as it seems to me, cruelty is a necessary evil. What 
do you say, Homaïouna?’  
 “ ‘It belongs to Allah alone,’ I answered, ‘to rule the present in view of the future, for he only 
sees the future unclouded.’ 
 “ ‘You would have me then give my consent to this odious union,’ said she, in a voice choked 
by emotion. ‘Very well, let me do this further violence to my heart. But the blow will be mortal. 
Go, Gehanguz, go, and carry a favourable reply to my sister’s request, and to her . . .’ She did not 
conclude, but uttered a sad and piercing cry, and fell back senseless on her divan. 
 “ We were now no longer able to hide her condition. The twelve leeches in attendance were 
summoned. They all felt the pulse of the unconscious Gulzara at the places where the pulse is 
most marked. I was plunged in the most agonised uncertainty, till these birds of evil omen 
croaked the cruel words: ‘She sleeps, she sleeps for ever!’ They spoke but too truly, Gulzara had 
just expired. 
 “It is impossible to depict the sorrow I felt at this terrible catastrophe; and my grief was all the 
greater in that I thought I had myself to blame for the premature demise of the amiable Gulzara. 
‘Fool that I was,’ said I to myself, ‘I spurred this too generous princess to an effort beyond her 



powers, and thereby hastened to its end her useful life. I do not yet understand the violence of 
human passion, or the infirmity of human reason; and yet I wish to govern men! O bitter 
experience, which has cost me a friend almost as dear as Ganigul herself and her fatal bird! But 
should I have allowed her to soil her conscience with the blood of a prince whose only fault was 
ambition, and whose designs Allah could have made to be as dust blown before the wind? 
Should I have suffered her so to act that her sister could accuse her of mean jealousy, and that 
she herself would be humiliated in the eyes of her subjects? O fair and radiant soul, now 
receiving the reward of virtue in the company of heavenly Intelligences, forgive the excess of my 
zeal! Thou shalt live, as thou didst desire to live, in the memories of men, and never to the end of 
time shall thy sweet and lovely image fade from my heart.’ 
 “Absorbed in these thoughts, I was kneeling beside the royal bed, which I was watering with 
my tears, when Rezie’s eunuch, having rudely struck me on the shoulder, said: ‘What are you 
doing here, too brazen Homaïouna? Why have you not, like your companions, retired to your 
own apartment? It is the rule here that the slaves of the sleeping queen should be confined to 
their rooms till she is borne to the place of her long rest. Come, follow me; you have ceased to be 
Grand Vizier. You are no more than a vile and dangerous slave. 
 “I rose at once, and followed the eunuch without answering a word. He caused food for three 
days to be brought to me, said a few more rude things, and took great care to see that my door 
was secured. I could easily have braved him, and escaped out of his hands, but I was curious to 
see what Rezie would do with me. I wished also to take public part in the funeral of Gulzara. 
Moreover, the sounds of lamentation, which I heard on all sides, were as a balm to my own grief.  
 “ ‘She is sleeping, our good queen is sleeping,’ cried unnumbered voices, ‘and she will never 
wake again. She who was our mother is asleep, and perhaps Homaïouna, who did us so much 
good, will slumber likewise!’ These sad words, ceaselessly repeated round and about the palace, 
echoed in my ears during three days. On the morning of the fourth day, the same eunuch who 
had shut me up in my apartment came, bringing with him a long robe of red silk, striped with 
black, and a thick veil of the same colours, and, having himself dressed me in them, said: ‘This is 
the mourning worn by the personal slaves of Gulzara. You will lead the women—that is the 
place of honour assigned to you. Similarly Gehanguz will lead the eunuchs. The two bands will 
be placed, one to the right, and the other on the left of the equipage which is to convey the 
sleeping queen to the plain of tranquillity. Follow me!’ 
 “We proceeded to the great court of the palace, in the centre of which stood a litter of 
sandalwood, drawn by four black unicorns. Amid the strident strains of a thousand lugubrious 
instruments of music, and the cries, even yet more piercing, of the inhabitants of Choucan, the 
body of Gulzara was placed on this litter, and over her was spread a pall of cloth of silver, while 
the gracious countenance of the lovely princess—who indeed appeared to be only sleeping—was 
left uncovered. 
 “Several persons on horseback, singularly accoutred, and bearing in their hands what looked 
like sceptres of white agate, ordered the procession. At once we began to move forward; but the 
flowers strewn upon our way in ever-increasing quantities—for the people never ceased to throw 
them in large basketfuls—made our progress extremely slow. At last we reached a silent and 
solitary plain, where, by order of succession, were ranged the tombs of the kings and queens of 
Choucan since unnumbered ages. The aspect of the place was strange and striking. Only the 
domes of the tombs were visible, and these domes were of black marble, highly polished, and 
from each protruded a large number of golden pipes. All save the domes was underground, and 
we descended by an easy declivity to a vault of seemingly limitless extent. As an infinite number 



of perfumed wax tapers made this gloomy place as light as day, I looked on all sides for the 
doors of the tombs whose domes I had admired outside. But I could see none. I perceived at last 
that each tomb was walled in, and marked with a great slab of gold, on which these words were 
graven: ‘Here lies such and such a king. He reigned so many years. Let no one dare to touch this 
wall, or trouble his repose. His memory alone is at the mercy of the people.’ 
 “We had to go a very long way before reaching the tomb assigned to Gulzara; and we entered 
it, without disturbing the order of our procession, through a very large door, which had just been 
removed. The internal walls were covered with the same black marble that we had seen outside; 
but a quantity of little golden lamps, suspended from the dome, shed a pure bright light, and 
diffused a delightful perfume. 
 “The litter was placed in the midst of this vast sepulchre. The viziers, the twenty ambassadors, 
and the grandees of the State came, one after the other, and prostrated themselves before the 
sleeping queen, wishing her a pleasant repose. Tograi himself, the iniquitous Tograi, dared to 
fulfil this pious duty, but he presented himself last, and stammered his complimentary words 
with a haggard and troubled look. I shuddered as I looked upon him, and felt greatly tempted to 
punish his temerity, when an old man, pale, fleshless, and sinister of aspect, cried out with a 
shrill, harsh voice: ‘Homaïouna, and you, Gehanguz, be it known to you that the wise viziers 
who govern Choucan during this short interregnum have decreed that, as you were the two 
favourite slaves of Gulzara, you must keep her company. Be duly grateful for the honour shown 
to you, and fail not in respect for your queen. 
 “Having said these words, and produced some most lamentable sounds out of a brazen trumpet, 
he resumed, in tones even more dismal and lugubrious: ‘The queen Gulzara is in the bosom of 
eternal rest. Suffer her to sleep, and let all due honour be paid to her.’ 
 ” I scarcely heard these last words, so utterly confounded was I by the dread sentence that had 
preceded them! All the assistants had retired, and the door had almost been bricked up, and still I 
had not cast one glance at poor Gehanguz, whereas his faithful and loving heart was only 
afflicted on my behalf. He was the first to break the silence, crying: ‘Oh, Gulzara! oh, my 
beloved mistress, here is your dearly loved Homaïouna,  the divine damsel who has made your 
subjects so happy—here is she immured for ever! You wished to save her: I was to have taken 
her out of your kingdom. Alas! you never anticipated falling so suddenly asleep!’ 
 “ ‘Is it then,’ said I very quietly to Gehanguz, ‘an established custom in Choucan to bury 
people alive?’ 
 “ ‘Yes, yes,’ he replied. ‘It is one of those absurd and cruel customs which the people of 
Choucan have taken it into their heads for ages to call sacred and venerable: it is a compliment 
they pay to the most faithful servants of their kings and queens, a distinction, be it said, with 
which those upon whom the so-called honour happens to fall would very willingly dispense. I 
have always thought the custom barbarous, and unworthy of an intelligent people; but the lamps 
of love and gratitude, to which we owe the lovely light now shining here—that at least is a fine 
conception!’ 
 “ ‘Explain yourself,’ cried I. 
 “ ‘You have seen,’ said he, ‘all the golden pipes that bristle on the dome of each tomb. Well, 
they answer to the lamps suspended within, and, by a curious contrivance, are used to feed those 
lamps with oil, and supply them with wicks. The cost of these is not defrayed by the State. It is 
defrayed by the people in their gratitude. When they have lost a good king or a good queen, men 
and women, old and young, are eager to maintain in his or her tomb such an illumination as you 
see here. Their zeal, in this respect, is more or less lively according to the benefits received, and 



is maintained from father to son. There is, you must know, an aperture at the top of each dome, 
and in that aperture a mirror of polished metal. Looking into this one may see, in some of the 
tombs, the lamps still burning, though the king has been asleep for several centuries, while in the 
greater number of tombs the lamps have long gone out. There are even some unjust sovereigns 
who have found themselves in total darkness at the end of two or three days, for their favourites, 
wicked as themselves, were necessarily ungrateful, and never thought of supplying the wicks and 
oil they might owe to their benefactors. It is with reason, therefore, that these lamps are called 
the Lamps of Love and Gratitude, and the brilliant mirror of polished metal, the Eye of Justice. 
Oh! we are never likely to find ourselves in darkness here. The tomb of Gulzara, thanks to all 
your cares, will shine resplendent till the day of judgment!’ 
 “I was so touched with the sentiments of Gehanguz, and with the holy calm that reigned over 
his countenance in a moment so terrible, and when all human help seemed altogether hopeless, 
that, wrapping myself up in pious thoughts, I addressed this prayer to Asfendarmod from the 
very bottom of my heart: ‘Sovereign of Shadukan the blessed, you who, as a reward for your zeal 
in the cause of the holy Prophet, are able to hear the voice of your subjects in whatsoever part of 
the world they may happen to be, vouchsafe to grant to your unhappy daughter the power of 
saving this honest and generous creature. I know by experience that I have lost the faculty of 
affording any active help to others save the help of counsel and care, but oh! grant me your aid, 
at this time, so that Gehanguz may not die in this place a lingering and cruel death.’ 
 “Suddenly, in a moment, I was filled with that feeling of confidence which, in beings of our 
nature, is always a presage of success. I went up to the eunuch, and said, taking him by the hand: 
‘Your pious resignation and serenity are about to be rewarded. Take firm hold of me, and have 
no fear.’ 
 “Scarcely had I said these words, when, the dome opening above our heads, I sprang upward, 
and, in accordance with my wish, found myself, together with the eunuch, at the gates of Ormuz. 
‘Here you are in safety,’ said I to him. ‘Remember the Peri Homaïouna, and ever continue to be 
beneficent and just.’ 
 “The surprise and astonishment of Gehanguz prevented him from replying, and I must have 
been far away indeed before he would sufficiently recover to open his lips. As for me, I took 
flight back to Choucan. I wished to know what had become of Rezie and Tograi. I wished—but 
the night is already far spent,” said my wife, interrupting herself. “I will finish my story at 
greater leisure. We will now discuss your own affairs, and then take some rest. Suffice it to say 
that Rezie and Tograi were never united: on the contrary, they came to hate one another 
cordially, and were mutually destructive. I had left them a long time, and wandered through 
various countries, and been the witness of a thousand calamities—in which, however, I took no 
part—when, after visiting the mountains of Daghestan, I met you in the streets of Berdouka. You 
pleased me, notwithstanding the wildness of your looks: a feeling to which I had so far been a 
stranger took possession of my heart. You know the rest, and whether I have kept the promises I 
then made. I had often, while in Shadukan, read the annals of the Jinns, and, as soon as you 
spoke of the fatal cupboard, I knew what it contained. But I could think of no just means of 
inclining your father to give his decision in your favour, till the little fish, which you caught, 
provided an expedient. A Jinn was hidden in that vile shape, a Jinn who, for his crimes, had been 
thus transformed by Asfendarmod. His restoration to his own form offered great difficulties. It 
was first necessary that the fish should be caught, and this was not easy, owing to the smallness 
of its size, and its great weight, so that it always either slipped through the meshes of the nets, or 
else broke them. It was then necessary that the indwelling spirit should be squeezed out of the 



fish, while still alive, and without injury. Being aware of all this I effectually liberated the Jinn; 
and, as he had sworn to fulfil any wish uttered in favour of whomsoever should eat the little fish 
from whose body he had been happily delivered, I urged Ormossouf to eat the fish, and 
afterwards induced you all three to make vows in Ormossoufs favour—vows which you alone 
did not afterwards seek to revoke. Thus you have deserved to ascend the throne which one of 
your ancestors lost through not following the advice of a Peri who protected him, and who, as 
some consolation, gave him the wonderful ring contained in the leaden box—at the same time 
telling him that one of his descendants would open the box, and regain possession of the throne 
of Daghestan. The tradition of this promise passed from father to son for several generations, but 
every effort to open the box had proved ineffectual. At last your father, who had vainly made the 
attempt himself, resolved, on the advice of Alsalami, to give it to the one of his sons who should 
display the most filial piety. “Those are the facts, with which it is right you should be made 
acquainted; and now this is what you ought to do. So soon as Ormossouf and the dervise are up, 
you will apprise them of your intentions, and ask them to give you their blessings, and then make 
your way to Berdouka, with the ring on your left finger. You will thus enter, without being seen 
of any, into the king’s garden. At the bottom of the garden you will find the trunk of a large tree, 
which no one has ever been able to destroy. Touch the tree with your ring. It will at once fly 
open, and you will find therein a bag made of a serpent’s skin—of which you will take 
possession. The bag contains an assortment of gems more brilliant than any in Shadukan; bring 
these gems to me, and I will go and sell them wheresoever I am most likely to find the best 
market. 
 “With the money so obtained, we shall have no difficulty in enlisting the services of the 
hillmen in Daghestan, who indeed are attached to your family, and hate the usurper. Thus will 
you be able, as becomes a prince, to take possession of your kingdom at the head of an army. 
 

END OF THE STORY OF THE PERI HOMAÏOUNA  
 
Here Homaïouna ceased speaking; and I, utterly confounded, and indeed terrified, by the marvels 
she had related, knelt down again at her feet, assuring her of my unbounded respect, and limitless 
obedience. This seemed not to please her at all. She asked, with tears in her eyes, whether what I 
now knew about her had in any way altered my affection. Then I kissed her. We retired to bed; 
and I made believe to sleep, so that I might, without interruption, consider my position; a 
position, no doubt, infinitely superior to any for which I could have dared to hope; and yet I was 
in despair. “What,” said I to myself, “shall I gain by being king? It is this most redoubtable Pen, 
and not I, who will really bear rule in my kingdom. She will want to treat me as she treated the 
Queen of Choucan, and insist on my doing all her behests, even though I should die for it! What 
do I care about the public good, regarding which she prates so much? My own private good is 
the one thing I have at heart, and that I shall never secure with her. Well enough even if she 
confined herself to advice and reproaches—mere words I could treat with contempt—but, though 
she speaks modestly enough of what remains of her former supernatural powers, she may be 
deceiving me, even as I am deceiving her. She may still have in reserve her terrible wand. She 
made no mention of it in her story about Gulzara, but then that story is not yet finished. I must 
hear her tale to the end, so as to lay this most cruel doubt. Ah! better a hundred times to remain a 
poor fisherman than to be a slave upon a throne!” 



 The storm had not ceased raging in my evil heart when day appeared. I was about to curse its 
light, and might indeed have done so with very good reason, for it was by that day’s light that I 
took the first steps leading to the abyss in which we now are. 
 I used all my powers of hypocrisy so as to hide my perturbation of spirit from my wife, my 
father, and the dervise, and left them offering up, on my behalf, prayers, which I have always 
taken good care to render vain.  To the reader: this is posted so that you'll know that someone has stolen this story from another source. 
 On my way to Berdouka, I met several persons whom I knew very well, and as not one of them 
seemed to see me, I began to feel in my ring a confidence which had so far been wanting. I 
entered with some assurance into the king’s garden, and ran to the tree Homaiouna had 
described. I touched it. It opened, and I took out the bag of serpent-skin. I was so impatient to 
behold the incomparable Shadukan gems that I could not wait till I was out of the garden. I took 
them from the bag one after the other, and, though half blinded by their brilliancy, examined 
them again and again. They were sixteen in number: four diamonds, four carbuncles, four 
emeralds and four rubies, each of the size of a Khoten orange. 
 To contemplate them at greater leisure, I placed them on the grass in an unfrequented alley to 
which I had retired, and was in an ecstasy of joy and admiration when a dwarf, who was perched 
on a tree, and whom I had not observed, leapt toward me. I had only just time to return my 
treasures to the bag, and hurry away, the dwarf, meanwhile, in great agitation, peering about 
under the grass, and scratching the earth with his nails. He cried at last: “Alas! the resplendent 
vision has disappeared! But it may return. I will go and fetch my beautiful princess—if some 
Jinn be about, playing his pranks, he will not refuse to gratify her with such a lovely sight.” 
Speaking thus he sped towards the palace, so light of foot that the grass and flowers scarce bent 
beneath his tread. 
 Clearly I had rendered the gems visible by suffering them to leave my hand, and I was 
frightened at the possible consequences of this act of imprudence. I thought the best thing I could 
do was to get out of the garden as soon as possible; but, as I was a long way from the gate by 
which I had entered, I had time to think—though I sped along quickly enough: “Where am I 
going? Shall I venture to place these inestimable gems in a woman’s hand? Even supposing that 
my wife is above her sex’s passion for jewellery, supposing she faithfully brings back to me the 
price she obtains for them, what good shall I derive from the purchase of a throne on which I 
shall sit loaded with her chains? No! Far better sell them myself and indulge freely in all 
pleasures and delights—better far to live forgotten but happy, in some obscure corner of the 
earth! lt is to be hoped that Homaïouna may not discover my p lace of retreat. She does not know 
everything; still less does she know all she would like to know. I will go down to the port I will 
enter, invisible, into the first ship that sails hence. I can have my being quite happily without 
bidding good-bye to the Pen, Ormossouf and Alsalami. Enough that the one should have inflicted 
upon me her exhortations, and the other his gout—while as to the third, he is of no account. I 
shall not regret one of them. 
 While indulging in these reflections, I perceived that I had lost my way among the garden 
walks, which formed a kind of labyrinth. What was my surprise at finding myself once more 
close to the place where I had discovered the precious gems; and I now heard the accursed dwarf 
screaming to a whole crowd of eunuchs who were following him: “Yes—this is the spot where I 
saw those marvels, I saw them with my two eyes, I swear it by my own tiny soul, and by the 
great heart of the Princess Gazahidé, my dear mistress.” 
 On this I was going to fly, when a young beauty, more dazzling than my diamonds, my rubies, 
my emeralds and my carbuncles, pressed forward through the throng, and with an air of 



wilfulness that became her well, and was not without dignity, cried: “Silence, all! and listen to 
the commands of the daughter of your king, the Princess Gazahidé! Be it known to you that I 
firmly believe all that the little Calili has just told us: cease, therefore, to treat him as a mere 
visionary. I insist on seeing the precious stones which the Jinn had spread out upon the grass, and 
I shall compel the Jinn to show them me by all such persistent means as my curiosity may 
dictate. Come, erect a pavilion for me on this very spot—I shall not leave it till I have obtained 
sight’ of the gems. If any of you says a single word of objection, I will give him cause for 
repentance. If the objection comes from my father, I will take vengeance upon him by refusing to 
wear in my hair the aigrette of blue flowers he likes so well!” 
 While Gazahidé spoke, my eyes were fixed on hers, my soul seemed ready to take to itself 
wings to fly to her. Nor did I regain my presence of mind—so was I intoxicated with love—till I 
saw that her attendants were preparing to satisfy her caprice. Then did all the tremors of an 
anticipated delight go coursing through my frame. I leant against a tree at a little distance, fully 
determined, at all hazards, to personate the imaginary Jinn. 
 Standing thus, I grew impatient at the dilatoriness with which the eunuchs prepared the 
pavilion, and would, most willingly, have torn in pieces all the ornaments with which they 
slowly decorated it. She had said she wished to be left alone, and by the orders of the king, who 
had done nothing but laugh at her whims, every wish of hers was to be satisfied. It was about the 
middle of a fine summer day; but the heat was tempered by the thick umbrage of the trees, and 
by gauze curtains that interrupted such of the sun’s rays as would have done more than diffuse a 
soft and voluptuous light. 
 I had again to keep my soul in patience while jars of excellent sherbet, and basins of comfits 
and ginger, were presented to Gazahidé, with a lengthy ceremonial. She partook of these dainties 
very quickly, so as the sooner to be quit of her eunuchs and slave girls. They retired at last; and 
to such a distance that they could only have come to the help of their young mistress if 
summoned in very loud tones. 
 I went forward on tiptoe, I warily raised the curtains and entered into this paradise of delights. 
Gazahidé lay at full length on the too happy divan, and my greedy eyes feasted their full on her 
fair proportions and delicate limbs. My emotion was such that I could scarcely stand. I had 
thrown myself on the ground not far from the princess, when, raising herself suddenly, she put 
her little white hands together, and cried: 
 “Oh, Jinn, mighty Jinn, who hast shown thy precious gems to my dwarf, refuse not, I pray, to 
grant the same favour unto me.” 
 Scarcely had she uttered these words, when I placed on the ground a carbuncle whose rays 
would have put to shame the rays of the sun. Gazahidé’s surprise was so great that, fearing lest 
she should cry aloud, I whispered: “Admire in silence what is less beautiful than yourself.” 
 She smiled, and, emboldened by my flattering words, advanced, precipitately, to take hold of 
the carbuncle, which I, as rapidly, withdrew. 
 “Oh, heavens!” cried she, “I did not mean to steal it; I only wanted to hold it in my hands for 
an instant. You speak passionate words to me, but ah! you are cruel!” 
 “No, Queen of Beauty,” I replied, “I am far from desiring to give you pain; but you can only 
touch these precious stones on one condition—and that I will tell you after I have placed them 
all, and all together, before your eyes. Lie down again, therefore, on your divan, and have 
patience for a few moments.” 



 Gazahidé obeyed me with an air of respect, and even of fear. Then I arranged the jewels in a 
square, placing them in such juxtaposition that each should add to each a new lustre; and this I 
did, hiding them the while with the skirt of my robe, so that all might be uncovered at once. 
 I had every reason to repent of the effect of the spectacle thus presented to the amiable 
Gazahidé. She was so dazzled and bewildered that she fell backward on her divan, and looked as 
if life itself had flown. Frightened in turn, I ran towards her, first taking the precaution to replace 
my treasures in the serpent-skin bag, which I attached to my belt. I found her pale, with her eyes 
closed, and deprived of all power of motion. But how lovely she was in that state! I opened her 
dress to give her air. . . . I was quite beside myself, when, reviving from her trance, she cried: 
 “Who has dared to touch me?” 
 “ It is the Jinn Farukrouz, who has come to your help,” I replied. 
 “Ah!” she rejoined, in softer accents, “your name is not so fair as your jewels! But where are 
they? Tell me what I must do to obtain leave to hold them in my hands, one after the other; and, 
above all, do not show them to me all at once, for fear of accidents.” 
 “For each one you must give me a kiss,” I replied, in a voice trembling with fear and hope. 
 “What! no more than that!” she said. “Oh! most willingly. The kiss of a spirit will be as the 
breath of the wind blown from the evening star; it will cool my lips and rejoice my heart.” 
 I did not ask her to repeat a permission so delicious. My kiss was a long one. She accepted it 
with a kind of agreeable impatience, and was about to complain of an ardour which she had so 
little expected, when I placed in her hand a ruby, whose brilliant hue harmonised with the 
charming blush my kiss had raised upon her cheeks. She turned the stone over and over, with an 
abstracted air, and then, giving it back to me, said: “Let me now have an emerald of the same 
value.” 
 As I gave her the second kiss, I pressed her in my arms so closely that she gave a start, and 
said, with some emotion in her voice: “Farukrouz, as you are palpable, you can doubtless make 
yourself visible. Ah! I would rather see you yourself than your precious stones!” 
 I had too high an opinion of my own face and figure to be bashful about showing them, and, 
moreover, I had that day donned my best attire. I therefore removed the ring from the little finger 
of my left hand; and, as I saw that the first glance Gazahidé cast upon me was favourable, I 
immediately took her back into my arms. At first she returned my caresses with a very good 
grace, when, suddenly, she violently shook herself free, and cried out in great wrath: “Go! you 
are a rough and a wicked Jinn; go away! I won’t listen to another word about your precious 
stones; if you are so bold as to come near me again, I shall call out with all my might.” 
 This threat made me tremble. My invisibility was not like that of the Peri, whose body became 
not only invisible but impalpable, so that no obstacle could arrest its movements. I could be 
imprisoned, and in various ways made to perish. During a few moments I remained thoughtful 
and silent; but the danger in which I stood, and the love still burning within me, sharpened my 
wits, and I cried: “O daughter of the king, O fairest of earthly women! I see it is now time to 
reveal the glory and happiness to which you are destined. Be reassured, and listen to me. You 
will then do me justice, and become more kindly and sweet than the Leiki, whose grace and 
sensibility you possess. 
 “Speak,” said she eagerly; “I will give you all my attention. But seat yourself at the other end 
of the divan, and, above all, don’t touch me.” 
 Then, with Homaïouna’s marvellous story still fresh in my memory, I began the following 
recital of my own imaginary adventures:— 



 “You have doubtless heard tell of the great Asfendarmod, monarch of Shadukan, and sovereign 
over all the Pens, Jinns and Dives who have existed either before, or after, the Preadamite kings. 
Well, I am his son, his favourite son, in whom he had placed his full confidence. He gave into 
my charge two of my sisters who are as flighty as the bulbul, and unruly as the zebra, and 
directed me never to lose sight of them in order to facilitate my task, he had removed their wings, 
and shut them up in a tower—of which I safely held the key. A friendly Jinn took it into his head 
to deliver them, and set to work for that purpose with considerable cunning. We had been, he and 
I, on terms of great friendship for a long time, and were accustomed to spend whole days 
together. For half-a-moon he kept away from me, and when I reproached him, on the occasion of 
our first meeting, he only answered my reproaches with a deep sigh. My friendship took alarm; I 
pressed him to open his heart. 
 “ ‘Ah!’ cried he, at last, ‘only a Peri, nay, only the son of Asfendarmod himself, is worthy of 
her. I am mad to have lost so much time in contemplating her charms! Yes, dear Farukrouz,’ 
continued he, ‘the Princess Gazahidé, only daughter to the King of Dagliestan, ought to belong to 
you and to none other. I saw her emerging from her bath like the sun rising from the bosom of 
the sea; a portion of her hair, pure old and like to rays of blinding light, still floated in the 
transparent waters, while the remaining locks enriched her ivory forehead; her eyes of a tint more 
lively and brilliant than the azure of the firmament, were agreeably shaded by the tiny threads of 
black silk that went to form her delicate eyebrows and long eyelashes; her nose suited well the 
little portals of supple coral that neighboured it—little portals that enclosed the loveliest pearls of 
the Sea of Golconda. As to the remainder of her charms, do not expect me to describe them: I 
saw naught because I saw too much. I only know that that perfect shape seemed to have come 
straight from the studio of the celebrated Mani, who had not forgotten to add the lovely hues of 
life to a form whiter than snow. 
 “This portrait, which, as I have since discovered, was in no wise flattering, inflamed me to 
such a point that I cried: ‘Ah I cease to torment me, my cruel friend! you know that I cannot 
abandon the care of my sisters, who at every moment ask me for some new thing. Wherefore, 
then, inflame me thus? Yes, I burn to see Gazahidé, but alas! how can I?’ 
 “ ‘Go, my dear Farukrouz,’ said the Jinn, in tones of affection; ‘go and satisfy a desire that is 
so natural. I will remain in the tower, and do the behests of the daughters of Asfendarmod, who 
will never know that you have left them under my care. Give me the keys, and go.’ 
 “Madcap that I was, I accepted the offer of the false and malicious Jinn. I took my flight hither. 
What he had told me of your charms was so true that I never entertained a suspicion of his 
treachery, and thus he had full leisure to escape with my sisters before I thought of returning to 
Shadukan. I was looking at you; I was following your steps; I was altogether forgetting my own 
existence; when, suddenly, the whirlwinds that execute my father’s commands seized upon me, 
bore me hence, and placed me at the foot of his throne. Asfendarmod heaped upon me the 
reproaches I deserved, and, in the first fury of his indignation, condemned me to remain a 
hundred years among men in the shape you now behold—but without depriving me of my 
invisibility. More afflicted because I had offended him than because of the punishment to which 
I was condemned, I embraced his knees, and watered them with my tears. He read in my heart, 
and was touched by my filial affection: ‘Unhappy Farukrouz,’ he said, ‘I cannot revoke my 
sentence, but I will make thy lot more endurable. As Gazahidé is the cause of thy disgrace, so 
shall she be its consolation. Go, go to her once more; gain her love; marry her; and tell her that, 
for wedding gift, I allow her to retain, unimpaired, her beauty and her youth, during the hundred 
years she will live with thee!’ 



 “After speaking these words, he gave me the jewels you have seen, promised me his help on 
due occasion, and caused me to be borne hither. The fear of alarming you by a too sudden 
apparition suggested the thought of first awaking your dwarf’s curiosity, and so exciting your 
own. I succeeded, and should now be altogether satisfied, if only you had loved me enough to 
take me as your husband before learning my history.” 
 Gazahidé had listened to this rhapsody of mine with such marks of credulity and admiration as 
afforded me the liveliest pleasure. She came nearer when I finished speaking, and, taking my two 
hands in hers, said: “My dear Lord, do not doubt of my love. The first look you cast upon me 
gave you the possession of my heart; but I have a good father, to whom respect is due, and in that 
respect I must not be found wanting. He alone can dispose of me. Let me direct Calili to go for 
him at once. He will be transported with joy when he hears of the honour you propose to do me. 
All will be settled according to your wishes, and in a manner conformable to the position of the 
son of Asfendarmod.” 
 I had gone too far to turn back. Besides, I imagined that the King of Daghestan, like most of 
his fellows, would not be over-gifted with sense, and I hoped to impose upon him as easily as I 
had imposed on his daughter. She, therefore, with my consent, left the tent, and called loudly for 
Calili. 
 The dwarf ran up out of breath. “Well, my Princess,” said he, “what have you seen? The jewels 
doubtless?” “Go,” she replied. “I have seen something much better than jewels; run and tell my 
father that happiness and wonders transcending all he can imagine await him here.” 
 “What?” cried the dwarf, “have you seen anything more beautiful than what I saw myself? Oh! 
tell me what it is, dear mistress; tell me what it is, I conjure you. I cannot walk a step unless you 
satisfy my curiosity.” 
 As he was repeating these words with a quite childish importunity, Gazahidé boxed his ears 
twice soundly, which caused him to run off so quickly that she could not help laughing with all 
her heart. She then called me—for I had made myself invisible before Calili—and, having asked 
me to entrust her with one of the carbuncles, told me to listen to the conversation she was about 
to hold with her father, and only show myself at the right moment. 
 At the sight of the king, and at the first words he uttered, I perceived that he could be easily 
gulled. He listened to my story, and considered my carbuncle with large astonished eyes and a 
mouth widely opened. Then he cried: “Oh, son of Asfendarmod! generous Farukrouz, appear! 
appear! Suffer me to pay you such honours and give you such thanks as are justly due. This very 
day you shall be the husband of Gazahidé, and to-morrow I will abdicate in your favour. I ask for 
no greater boon than to see my daughter always fair, young and happy—unless, indeed, you 
should be willing to add to your favours by prolonging my days so that I may behold the lovely 
children to be born of your union.” 
 The sight of me did not in any way diminish the good monarch’s predilection in my favour. 
My attire was not indeed magnificent, but the precious gems made up for any deficiency in that 
respect. I offered them as a wedding gift for his daughter; but he refused, saying that the 
carbuncle—which he would keep for the love of me—was of greater value than all the women in 
the world—a statement that caused Gazahidé to pout her lips very prettily. 
 We all returned to the palace. The eunuchs, on seeing me issue from the tent, were filled with 
fear and grimaced hideously; the slave girls, too, were somewhat scared, but soon reassured. As 
to Calili, whether from aversion, or some presentiment of evil, he always looked at me askance. 
 After having been bathed, perfumed, and clad in garments of great magnificence, I was 
married to Gazahidé, putting the while a veil upon the extravagance of my joy so as to maintain 



an air of dignity conformable to the splendour of my supposed origin. The remainder of the day 
was spent in regales, dances, and concerts, which amused me not at all, and in which my princess 
seemed to take but little pleasure. It was otherwise with the king. His satisfaction was huge. He 
played like a child with the pages and slave girls, and made the vaults of the chamber re-echo to 
the shouts of his laughter. 
 When he bade us good-night, he again told me that, on the morrow, he would resign to me his 
crown; but I asked him to defer the honour, and to suffer that I should spend three days in the 
harem, altogether devoted to my dear Gazahidé, and enjoying the pleasures of his royal 
company; and this he conceded, very graciously, and even with thanks. I had my reason for 
proffering the request. I was madly in love, and wished to enjoy my happiness, without 
interruption, during the three days in question, not doubting that Homaïouna would come and 
disturb it so soon as she knew of my adventures—adventures so contrary to what she had herself 
intended. But who can be quite happy while haunted with the fear of what he has only too richly 
deserved? I was seized with terrors in the very midst of my delights. At the slightest noise I was 
on the point of snatching myself from the arms of Gazahidé—fearing to be surprised by the 
incensed Pen. In fine, those three days—which are yet the only days in my whole life that remain 
dear to my memory—passed in alternate transports of love and paroxysms of terror. 
 The fourth morning had scarce begun to show on the horizon when whole files of eunuchs 
came to conduct me to the divan. My heart beat. I was filled with the most dire presentiment, but 
could find no plausible excuse for further delay. Nor would the king have brooked it. He had, 
with infinite trouble, composed and learned by heart a harangue in which my story was set out, 
and greatly amplified, and would have been afraid to trust his memory further. He delivered his 
address accordingly, to the amazement of his hearers, who never ceased looking at me all the 
time be was speaking. He was at last about to affix the royal plume to my turban, when an aged 
emir, whom I knew very well, approached, and spoke some words in his ear. The good monarch 
changed colour, said that he did not feel well, and broke up the assembly; and I was escorted 
back to the harem. 
 A few minutes afterwards Gazahidé was summoned to her father’s apartment. She came back 
all in tears. “Ah! my beloved husband,” said she, “a strange accusation is being made against 
you! The Emir Mohabed says that you are the son of the fisherman Ormossouf, that you used to 
come and sell your fish at his house, and that he has spoken to you a hundred times as you 
passed along the streets. He declares that your story is but a fable, and that your precious stones 
are all false, and only seem to be genuine by magic art—and, in a word, that you are an impostor, 
and upheld by some wicked Dive. My father is not altogether convinced, but he doubts; and he 
trembles, moreover, at the mere mention of Ormossouf, whom he knows to have a better right 
than himself to the throne of Daghestan—and whom, for that reason, he holds in execration. He 
was about to send to the good fisherman and have him arrested, together with all his family, and 
to subject them to a most rigorous examination, but I besought him to delay this order until to-
morrow. I represented that, if you really were Farukrouz, you would never forgive such an 
outrage, that he would draw upon himself the vengeance of Asfendarmod, and make me 
miserable for the remainder of my days. I ended by assuring him that you loved me well enough 
to give me your entire confidence, and that whatever confession you might make to me would be 
fully imparted to him. Tell me, then, the whole truth, without hesitation, and place entire reliance 
both on my heart and my troth. If you really are Barkiarokh, the son of Ormossouf, I love you 
none the less, and I do not despair of so arranging matters that we may yet be happy.” 



 I was myself too false to have faith in anyone; and I was very far from wishing to place myself 
at the mercy of my second wife—the power which my first wife exercised over me was too 
terrible for that. I was for the moment embarrassed, and Gazahidé renewed her entreaties in the 
tenderest manner—when, suddenly, an atrocious thought occurred to me, and seemed, in my 
utter perversion, to afford a means of escape. I affected confidence and security, and said to the 
princess, smiling: “I admire your prudence; you know that pleasures in the hand are worth more 
than pleasures in anticipation, and have been unwilling to resign those of to-day. I am far, 
indeed, from being of a contrary opinion, and it will not be my fault if we do not pass this day as 
pleasantly as the three which preceded it. Besides, if all the circumstances I relate to you—
circumstances which you can, in turn, relate to your father to-morrow—fail to content him, he 
may, if he likes, consult every fisherman in Berdouka. In the end he will beg my pardon, and I 
shall forgive him for the love of you.” 
 Like a rose well-nigh faded in the noonday heat, and into which a light cloud distils new 
freshness, so did Gazahidé breathe life from my words. Her cheeks resumed the sweet rose tints 
of their full beauty; her eyes sparkled with love and joy; I became more inflamed with love for 
her than ever. I returned, transported, all the caresses she lavished upon me, striving thus to make 
her forget the indignity to which, as she thought, I had been subjected; and every moment 
confirmed me in the resolution of doing my utmost not to lose the happiness I was then enjoying. 
The hours passed only too quickly. Towards evening the king, who, doubtless, did not dare to 
appear before me, sent the chief of his eunuchs to inquire how his daughter fared. She caused 
him to be informed, in reply, that she had never been better in her life, and that he might sleep in 
peace. 
 I had not forgotten my promise to give the princess a more circumstantial account of my 
history, but had deferred doing so till a time when I could frame it in such a manner as to further 
my designs. Shortly after we were in bed I began my story, but made it so absurd, so long, and so 
tiresome, that, as my intention was, I sent her to sleep, and should have gone to sleep myself—
but dark plots are ever wakeful. (c) 2003 by Horror Masters 
 The night was far advanced when, after placing the ring on my left hand, I took my way to the 
king’s apartment, which I knew, as he had before conducted me thither. Calili the dwarf, and 
Gazahidé’s other eunuchs, slept in her antechamber. Those who guarded the king himself 
watched in rows on either side of the entrance to his sleeping-room, which was closed by a 
curtain only. I passed noiselessly between the eunuchs, and found the venerable monarch 
plunged in the deepest slumber. By the light of the tapers illuminating the room, I applied a 
cushion to his countenance, and stifled him so adroitly that he never even exhaled a single sigh. I 
then arranged the body with the head drooping over the side of the bed, in such a way that any 
clots of blood found upon him might seem due to some natural accident, and retraced my steps, 
trembling. I was so distracted that, losing my way, I traversed two or three unknown corridors. 
At last, however, I succeeded in discovering where I was, and had come to Gazahidé’s door, 
when, making a false step, I fell at full length upon the floor. Aghast at my fall, to which I 
attributed a supernatural cause, I whispered in low and fearful tones, “Oh! cruel Homaïouna, do 
not so soon subject me to your too terrible influence; let me at least, for a little while, enjoy the 
fruits of my crime!” I suffered, however, on that occasion, from nothing worse than fright. I 
picked myself up quickly, and went to lie down again by the princess, only keeping as far from 
her as possible, for fear lest she should wake, and perceive that I myself was not asleep. 
 I had had some fear that I might be troubled by remorse; but such was so far from being the 
case that I began to find excuses for my horrible deed—was it not right to defend my own life? 



And then I congratulated myself on possessing the love of the heiress to the throne, and so being 
sure of the throne itself. 
 Amid these reflections, I saw the day dawn without anxiety, and was in no wise alarmed by the 
cries that soon resounded through the harem. Gazahidé woke with a start, half rose, and then fell 
back upon the bed, senseless, on hearing of the sudden death of the king her father. Her slave 
girls, her eunuchs, utterly distraught, ran hither and thither in the palace. Calili alone remained 
near her, and helped me to try to bring her back to consciousness. For a long time our efforts 
proved vain; at last she opened upon me her beautiful eyes, as if to ask for my pity! I stretched 
out to her my perfidious arms; but, before I could clasp her to my breast, I received on my left 
side, which was uncovered, a terrible blow from the fatal wand. It struck me prostrate, and, 
rolling on the ground, I cried like a mad creature: “Cursed be thy existence, O infamous 
Barkiarokh! Cursed be thy perversity, thy hypocrisy, thy ingratitude to Homaïouna, and thy 
wicked perfidy towards the innocent Gazahidé! Cursed above all be thy ring, which, by making 
thee invisible, has favoured the perpetration of this thy last crime! May the earth open to swallow 
up the murderer of his sleeping sovereign, of the venerable old man who had adopted thee as his 
son! Ah! let me, at least, with my teeth, tear in pieces these horrible hands by which he was done 
to death, and thus avenge outraged Nature!” 
 Shrieking out these furious imprecations, I bit my arms, I beat my head upon the floor, and my 
blood flowed freely, while Gazahidé, as if turned to stone, looked upon me, not hindering. 
 After about half-an-hour thus spent in agony, the terrible overmastering influence ceased to 
operate, and my evil nature reasserted itself. I saw I was lost unless I had recourse to some new 
stratagem, and with a deep-drawn sigh I said: “Heaven be thanked! this fit of madness is over; be 
assured, my dear wife, it will not recur for a long while. This is only the second fit I have had in 
my life.” 
 Saying these words, I tried to drag myself towards her bed, when the dwarf, his eyes ablaze 
with anger, threw himself between us, crying: “Don’t come near my princess, detestable 
monster! Vainly wouldst thou attribute to a momentary aberration the confession of the 
monstrous act of which thou art really guilty. I heard thee myself, this very night, return from the 
king’s apartment. Thou didst fall down at four paces distance from my couch, and didst there 
entreat that very Homaïouna, whom thou hast just named once more, to suffer thee to enjoy the 
fruits of thy crime. I thought I had only dreamt some evil dream, but I had heard the truth only 
too well! If thou darest to come forward one single step I will, with these nails of mine, tear off 
the remains of flesh which this supernatural fit of remorse has left upon thy bones!” 
 Though my recent attack had left me in a state of extreme weakness, rage at being thus 
convicted of what I sought to deny, supplied me with sufficient strength to rise, to seize Calili, 
and to hurl him into the sea, which, on that side, bathed the walls of the palace. Unfortunately for 
me, instead of drowning, he swam off with a surprising agility. 
 I then stood confounded, and Gazahidé fell back into a swoon, when, suddenly, an infinite 
number of voices rang through the palace: “Vengeance! Vengeance! Let all doors be closed, let 
every sword be drawn! Barkiarokh has killed our king, let us not suffer the wretch to escape!” 
 At this fearful tumult, I trembled for my life, like a coward; I abandoned the princess, and, 
having rendered myself invisible, I made all haste to get out of the palace. But every avenue was 
closed; swords swept glittering in all directions. In this extreme peril I seized hold of a sycamore, 
some fifty cubits high, that grew in the middle of the great court, climbed up quickly, and 
perched myself as well as I was able, on the top. Thence I looked down, with unspeakable terror, 
upon the multitude of people who swarmed below seeking my life. They increased in number 



with every moment, while the furious dwarf never wearied in urging them on. This scene, of 
which I was at once the wretched spectator and the horrible cause, lasted without intermission 
during the whole day and the following night; and, to add to my miseries, the uncomfortable 
posture I had to adopt, and my agitation, brought on an attack of the accursed gout from which I 
had relieved my father. I could have screamed so as to make the welkin ring, but fear restrained 
me. And, as I felt that I was growing weaker from hour to hour, I unwound my turban, and 
bound myself firmly to the tree so as not to fall on the pikes and spears of my enemies. 
 In this condition, with unuttered curses on my lips, and despair in my heart, I spent yet another 
day in contemplating the frightful confusion that reigned below. At last I began to see things 
dimly, as through a cloud, and to hear nothing distinctly, and almost to lose consciousness of my 
own existence, when a great noise of axes, applied from the outside to the gates of the palace, 
caused me to start and tremble and lose all consciousness. 
 What was my surprise, on coming to my senses, to find myself softly lying on silk mattresses 
bedewed with the most delightful odours! I opened my eyes, and perceived, by the light of a 
great crystal lamp, that I was in a long chamber, at the other end of which was an oratory. In this 
oratory a dervise was muttering prayers with great fervour, and repeating my name over and over 
again in his orisons. I knew not what to make of such a vision. I looked on in silence for a long 
time, and at last thought I must be in the regions of the dead. Much surprised at my favourable 
treatment there, I could not help exclaiming: “Ah! little have I deserved to receive such 
mercies!” These words caused the dervise to turn round. He made haste to come to me, and I 
recognised Alsalami. “My son,” said he, “I like to hear these first ejaculations of a contrite heart. 
Heaven be praised! You will not die in a state of impenitence!” 
 “Am I still in the land of the living?” I inquired. 
 “Yes,” he replied “thanks to the benevolence of Homaiouna.” 
 “If my life had depended on that cruel Pen,” I rejoined, “I should long since have ceased to 
breathe—she has done everything for my destruction!” 
 “No, no!” returned Alsalami; “she has only done what she ought to have done. It would not 
have become a pure Intelligence, such as she is, to suffer you to touch Gazahidé with hands still 
reeking of the breath of which you had just deprived her father. She made you feel her 
formidable power, not in order to divulge your crime, but so that you might not add to that crime 
an element of such atrocity. Nevertheless, when she saw you suspended to the sycamore—for 
you could not make yourself invisible to her eyes—she took pity upon you. ‘He must be saved,’ 
said she, ‘and have time given him for repentance.’ immediately she took flight, sought out the 
brave men who live among the mountains, and induced them to take arms for your release. 
Under her leadership, they vanquished your enemies, broke open the gates of the palace, and, 
after she had made you visible by removing the fatal ring to another finger, took you down from 
the tree. Then she gave you such care as your condition demanded; and now, leaving me here to 
watch the effect of her restoratives, is gone to complete the work of assuring the throne to your 
family. You might easily have ascended that throne without a crime, O Barkiarokh! But now the 
steps thereto must be fashioned out of your repentance. Daoud was a murderer even like 
yourself, but he became the best of kings.” 
 This consolatory and pious discourse, which I deemed to be in the last degree dull and 
commonplace, made me feel that if ever hypocrisy could be of use to me, it was now. I began, 
therefore, to beat my breast, with no great violence indeed, but with an air of well-feigned 
compunction. I accused myself, I condemned what I had done in no measured terms, and 



besought the dervise to intercede for me. At last, after seeing the holy man bathed in tears, I said: 
“Alas! what has become of the innocent princess whom I have caused to be an orphan?” 
 “She is in this palace,” he replied, “and very ill, in the bed where you left her. But Homaïouna 
is taking care of her, and will, I have no doubt, restore her to life and health. The Peri has also 
appeased the friends of the dead king. Though she has been strictly careful to tell no lies they are 
beginning to doubt whether you are really guilty of the crime Calili alone imputes to you; for 
Gazahidé herself has never opened her lips on the subject; she has never even uttered your name. 
 “What have they done with that accursed dwarf?” cried I passionately. 
 “Peace, peace, my son,” said the dervise. “You must yourself forgive, if you wish Allah to 
forgive you. The dwarf has fled, and has not been pursued.” 
 “May heaven be his guide!” said I, with an air of compunction. “Who indeed can be as wicked 
as I? But may I see my father, and testify my gratitude to Homaïouna?”  
 “Ormossouf,” he replied, “governs the kingdom, though he has not yet assumed the title of 
king. He is too busy, at the present moment, to see you, and, to tell you the truth, he does not 
seem to have any great wish to do so. As to the Pen, you will no doubt see her, as such is your 
desire. But now keep quiet. Too much excitement might be hurtful.” Saying these words, he 
returned to the oratory. 
 I asked for nothing better than to be left to my own reflections. I had to think out some plan for 
obtaining possession of the crown, which I should mainly value as a means of pacifying 
Gazahidé, or at least of subduing her to my ends: for that too charming princess was ever present 
to my thoughts. But my fate for the present depended on Homaïouna, and it was not so easy to 
cajole her as the dervise. Exaggerated protestations, all untoward grimacing and show, would 
have been lost upon her. I indulged in neither. I left it to my looks and actions to convince her, 
not only of my repentance, but also of a return of tenderness towards herself. Notwithstanding 
her previous experiences Homaïouna was not suspicious; and she loved me. Alsalami spoke 
strongly in my favour, and Ormossouf himself wanted to return to obscurity and quiet. So they 
decided among them that I should be proclaimed King of Daghestan. Nor did I think it wise to 
feign reluctance. I merely said to the Pen: 
 “I can only repeat the words which the Queen of Choucan spoke to you on a similar occasion, 
‘All the burden of kingship will fall on you, my dear Homaïouna.”’  
 This utterance afforded great satisfaction to my active spouse; and in my own interests, I 
thoroughly acted up to it during the first days of my reign. I allowed her to make all the 
arrangements she liked; and even to appoint Alsalami as my Grand Vizier, though, to myself, in 
truth, such a choice seemed somewhat ridiculous. What I wanted was to gain the love and respect 
of my people, and I neglected no steps to that end. I was constant at my attendance at the 
Mosques, where I distributed great alms to the poor, and gave excessive gifts to the Imans. I 
administered justice almost every day in person, and only allowed Alsalami to take my place 
occasionally, and to gratify Homaïouna . 
 One day, when they were both particularly well pleased with me, and I stood high in their good 
graces, I caused the conversation to turn on the subject of destiny, and allowed them to embark, 
according to their custom, in a long disquisition upon that subject. After listening to them for 
some time, with apparent interest, I said: “Alas! who more than myself can believe that we are 
the slaves of fate! My love for Gazahidé caused me to commit a crime which I shall never cease 
to deplore, and yet, notwithstanding, I burn to see once again that unfortunate princess; the 
thought of her follows me everywhere; it troubles me in my devotions; and if I do not satisfy this 
unconquerable desire I shall never be myself again. Do not be angry at my saying this, dear 



Homaïouna,” I continued, “my tender ness towards you is founded on admiration and gratitude, 
and will be eternal. My blind passion for your rival can only last so long as it is thwarted.” 
 ” I am not jealous,” replied the Pen, with an air of majesty, calm and unruffled, “but I fear the 
violence of your character, and foresee, with great pain, the evils you are drawing down upon 
yourself. Gazahidé holds you in such abhorrence that she would rather see the Degial than 
yourself. Your presence might kill her.” 
 “Oh! people do not die so easily,” said I. “I shall succeed in pacifying her if you do not set 
yourself to counteract my efforts; and, as to that, your energies might be more profitably 
employed in other directions.” “As you please,” said she. “I must submit. But I have the most 
dread presentiments.” 
 I pretended not to hear these last words, and still less the deep sighs with which Alsalami 
accompanied them; and instantly made my way towards Gazahidé’s apartment. 
 The eunuchs and the princess’s slave girls were transfixed with terror at my approach, and at 
the intimation of my desire to see their mistress; but I ordered them on pain of death to keep 
silence, and forbade them to follow me. I entered noiselessly, but, for fear of alarming Gazahidé, 
without making myself invisible, and looked at her for some time unperceived. Seated on a pile 
of cushions, her back was nearly turned to the door. Her flowing hair looked like golden 
embroidery on the simar in which she was clothed. With her head bent over her knees, she 
bedewed with tears the carbuncle which I had presented to her father—and which he had given 
her to keep. I went round behind her on tiptoe, and, throwing myself at her feet, clasped my arms 
round her, and held her tight, for fear she should endeavour to escape. 
 As, notwithstanding all my hardihood, I could not, without strong emotion, see and touch a 
woman for whom I entertained such a violent passion, and whom I had so deeply wronged, I was 
scarcely able to stammer a few words of excuse; but she at once interrupted them by a 
heartrending cry, and fell back in a fainting fit that seemed to be accompanied by every symptom 
of death. 
 So dire an accident ought to have been as a curb to my passion; on the contrary, it acted as a 
spur. . . . Ashamed and despairing, I issued from the apartment, hiding my head with the skirt of 
my robe, and ordering the eunuchs and the girl slaves to go to the help of their mistress. 
 I stood at that moment in no need of strokes from the fatal wand; my heart was already 
sufficiently tortured, but rather with despite and rage than remorse. 
 This first visit was followed by several others of a similar kind. The woman I sought to 
embrace was always inert and seemingly dead, and I always quitted her with horror. Often, after 
issuing from Gazahidé’s apartment, I rushed away to the Mosque, and there beat my breast with 
such violence that the spectators were lost in admiration at seeing a king as zealous, as much a 
martyr in the cause of penitence, as the most enthusiastic of fakirs. 
 All this time Homaïouna, who could not have been ignorant of my fatal visits to Gazahidé, 
never spoke of them to me; and she acted wisely, for I regarded her as the first cause of the 
unspeakable misfortune that had befallen me, and should have lost all patience with her. 
Alsalami did indeed venture to utter a halting word of remonstrance, but I reduced him to silence 
in tones that froze the very blood in his veins. He took to his bed and remained there till he died. 
It was the Peri who came to tell me of his death, and to propose another vizier in his stead. I was 
too embittered against her to comply. I reproached her with having utterly overburdened a poor 
recluse who, from his youth up, had been accustomed to live a quiet life, and had naturally 
succumbed beneath the weight of the duties she had absurdly imposed upon him; and I gave her 
to thoroughly understand that henceforward I should choose my own Grand Vizier. 



 ” I understand,” cried she, and her air was rather sad and pitiful than angry; “you will only give 
your confidence to one who flatters the inordinate and unruly passion by which you are now 
tormented—a passion that makes you the byword of your harem. Ah! unless Heaven intervenes, 
you are about to become the wicked king with whose advent the fatal parchment threatens 
mankind.” 
 She retired after saying these words, and I was tempted to make her repent having uttered 
them, by beating her to the ground; for I knew by what she had told me of her history that, 
though it was not possible to kill her, it was possible to inflict upon her the most cruel and 
excruciating torments. Only fear lest she should find means of depriving me altogether of my 
princess restrained me; but alas! I soon lost this reason for remaining with her on decent terms. 
 I was scarcely awake on the following morning, when I heard terrible sounds of lamentation 
coming from Gaza-hide’s apartments. I got up in alarm, I ran thither; her eunuchs, her slave girls, 
prostrated themselves to the ground before me, vociferating hideously. Altogether beside myself, 
I stepped over them, I entered into the princess’ chamber. There, on her divan, I found my 
carbuncle, and a paper containing these terrible words:  To the reader: this is posted so that you'll know that someone has stolen this story from another source. 
 “Take back thy accursed carbuncle, detestable Barkiarokh! The sea is about to receive this 
miserable body of mine, and will never give it up again into thine arms. Would to heaven that the 
waters had engulfed it ere that first fatal hour when it was profaned by thee!” Like a sick man, 
who, though consumed by present evils, thinks of a long life, and feels the sudden dart of the 
Angel of Death, so was I smitten to the heart by the loss of her who was my daily torment. I 
threw myself down on the divan, and remained there, heedless of outward things, for half the 
day. At last I regained the power of consecutive thought, and my first use of it was to accuse the 
Pen. “She it is,” said I to myself, “who, with that wretched little fish of hers, caused me to 
acquire the fatal ring, and with it to take upon myself my father’s gout. She it is who, in her spite 
and jealousy, compelled me to confess my crime before Gazahidé, and placed me in extreme 
peril. She it is, doubtless, who threw the princess into those deathlike swoons which prevented 
her from listening to me; for, had the princess been in a condition to hear my excuses, she was 
far too gentle, and loved me far too much, not to have forgiven me; nor certainly was it of her 
own motion that she preferred death to myself. But is she really dead? Has she thrown herself 
into the sea? Should I attach implicit faith to a piece of writing placed here perhaps only to 
deceive. It is true that Gazahidé could not otherwise escape, save by supernatural means. The 
height of these walls, and the incorruptibility of her guards, make this certain. But can I be 
equally certain that the Peri has not spirited her away, and removed her to other lands? Did she 
not obtain that power and make use of it, when she succoured the eunuch Gehanguz? Did she 
not, in some sort, warn me yesterday that she might exercise it again? Ah! I would rather 
Gazahidé were really drowned than in another man’s arms! In any case I must be revenged on 
Homaïouna, and to be revenged I must dissemble.”  
 After these reflections I concocted a plot quite worthy of my own turpitude, and left that fatal 
chamber, with a countenance sad indeed but composed, and retired to my own apartments. Far 
from refusing to admit Homaïouna, who came to me almost at once, I received her with a 
grateful air. “You had told me,” said I, “that Heaven would put an end to my criminal excesses, 
you are a true prophet. Unfortunately, I always believe your warnings after the event, and too 
late. I am now myself again, and though I cannot help deploring the loss I have experienced, I 
shall bear it with resignation. Help me with your counsels; continue to rule over my kingdom; 
while I devote myself to those pious exercises so necessary to my soul’s welfare.” 



 “Now Allah and his Prophet be praised for this return of your better self!” cried the Pen. “But, 
alas! was it necessary, in order to bring you to your right mind, that that poor princess should be 
sacrificed and forfeit her life? I loved her, and would at least have wished to pay due honour to 
her mortal remains. Vain hope! Nothing of her has been recovered save this veil found floating 
on the surface of the waters. She must have sought to rest for ever buried beneath the waves. 
 “You think, then,” said I, looking fixedly at Homaiouna, “that the amiable Gazahidé has 
perished irretrievably?” 
 “Do I believe it?” replied she. “I believe it only too assuredly. And you yourself, can you still 
have any doubts? Ah! dear Barkiarokh, cease to entertain visionary hopes that would neutralise 
your good intentions. Seek a refuge from your sorrow rather in such pleasures as are lawful. If 
you are happy without shame, and without crime, my utmost desires will be accomplished!” This 
affectionate speech, instead of touching me, oniy served to further exasperate me against the Pen. 
I knew her to be incapable of falsehood; and was assured, therefore, that she had not actually 
removed Gazahidé; but still I regarded her as the prime cause of Gazahidé’s loss. I became more 
than ever determined to execute my cruel designs for her punishment, and carried out those 
designs to the full, after giving her, for three days, so as to allay her suspicions, every mark of 
affection and confidence. 
 The wicked easily recognise wickedness in others. I had discovered that Ologou, chief of my 
eunuchs, was a thorough scoundrel, and just such an instrument as I required. I ordered him to 
find among his fellows two or three cut-throats fit for any act of violence. He brought me two, 
and said he could answer for them. “My friends,” said I, “by a fatal mischance I am married to a 
magician, who first presented herself to me as a simple and innocent creature. Shortly after our 
wedding, she did indeed perform, at my expense, two or three of the tricks of her trade; but, as 
these were of no great malignity, I passed them over in silence. Afterwards she passed to deeds 
of atrocity. In order that I might reign, or rather in order that she might herself exercise sovereign 
power, she stifled the late king, and, in her jealousy, has just thrown the princess into the sea. I 
am bound to punish crimes so execrable; the trouble is to find the means. She can disappear at 
pleasure, and at pleasure move about from place to place. It would be useless, therefore, to give 
her up to public justice. Only by surprising her asleep can she be punished as she deserves. 
 “Sire,” interrupted Ologou, “I have long been aware of the wickedness and hypocrisy of 
Homaïouna; if you so order, we will, this very night, enter, fully armed, into her chamber, ~mnd 
run her through and through before she can wake to consciousness. 
 “I am perfectly agreeable,” I replied; “the act will be an act of justice, and not go unrewarded.” 
 This new crime of mine was executed to my entire satisfaction. The Peri would have died a 
thousand deaths if she could have died at all. Her body was one great wound, when, by the 
exercise of her supernatural powers, it disappeared from before the eyes of her cruel assailants, 
who, by my orders, published the crimes of which I accused hen, and the magician’s trick by 
which she had eluded the full punishment I meditated. 
 The veneration in which I was held, and the number of my witnesses, caused these lies to be 
generally believed. Men pitied me. The partisans of the murdered king, and of the drowned 
princess thanked me for the justice I had wished to execute, and suggested that I should forbid 
any of my subjects, on pain of death, to afford help, or shelter, to Homaïouna. Ormossouf alone 
could have thrown light on this mystery of iniquity; but he was naturally indolent, and no longer 
supported by his friend the dervise, so that he caused me but little anxiety; as a matter of fact, he 
gave me no trouble whatever. 



 Nothing could equal my joy at the thought that the Peri would now be fully occupied in getting 
healed of her wounds, and must perforce leave me alone for some time. I resolved to take 
advantage of these moments of respite, and to drown in debauchery my too poignant memories 
of Gazahidé. The tranquil pleasures of the harem were too insipid for such a purpose. My ring 
could procure me delights of a more pungent nature, and without the loss of my reputation for 
sanctity. I imparted my design to Ologou, and he brought me a list of the most beautiful women 
of Berdouka. Among these was the favourite of Mohabed, the Emir who had so unseasonably 
recognised me as Barkiarokh at the very moment when I was about to be made king under the 
name of Faroukrouz. 
 It was with genuine delight that I began my adventures with this lady. In order to effect my 
purpose, I sent Ologou, at the point of day, to the Emir, summoning him at once to attend the 
Divan. I entered her apartment invisibly, at the same time as my messenger, and squatted down 
in a corner. There I listened to the good old man’s comic complaints. “Must I leave thee, Light of 
my Eyes?” he said to his wife. “That fool of a Barkiarokh, who is much more fit to be a 
fisherman than a king, wants to make men move about by starlight as he used to propel his boat 
hither and thither in the old days. Moreover, he has lost two wives, and does not want to take to 
himself any more, and is restless at nights. He does not bear in mind that husbands more 
fortunate than himself do not like to rise so early in the morning.” 
 “Ah! speak no evil of that pious monarch,” cried a soft and silvery voice, “he is so good and so 
beneficent that all the world should love him. Go—don’t keep him waiting, I shall remain 
patiently in bed till you return.” The Emir murmured a few words more—made his adieus, and 
departed. 
 His back was no sooner turned than the lady cried out in indignant tones: “Go, odious old bag 
of bones! and may you never come back I Alas! why do I not belong to that amiable Barkiarokh, 
who is more beautiful than the sun at noonday!” 
 With a woman already so favourably disposed, any great precautions on my part were 
unnecessary. At first she was somewhat alarmed by my sudden appearance, but not long; I soon 
reassured her, and we spent together the whole time that the Grand Vizier—who for that day 
presided over the Divan in my stead—occupied in idle discussion—and in the art of idle speech 
he was a past master. 
 I several times renewed my visits to this lady, and witnessed various scenes, to which she gave 
occasion for my amusement, between herself and her husband. Then I became inconstant, and 
the wife of the Iman of the Great Mosque took my fancy. Her husband had in no way offended 
me. On the contrary, we were the best of friends. But what did that matter? I had the same 
success here as in my first adventure, and indeed never failed in any of the similar adventures in 
which I subsequently embarked. Ologou, who frequented all the harems where he thought I 
might find advantage, would adroitly prepossess the ladies in my favour, and they, in their own 
interests, kept my doings secret. 
 But oh! my unhappy companions, how ill do these frivolities consort with our horrible 
situation here! I shall dwell on them no more, but pass at once to events more fitted for recital in 
this our present abode. 
 Though I regarded my adulteries as little more than a multiplicity of jokes, yet I could not but 
be surprised that the Peri paid so little attention to them. She must, by this time, have been long 
healed of her wounds, and nevertheless I received no strokes from the fatal wand. At last I came 
to the conclusion that the daggers of my eunuchs had brought her to a more reasonable frame of 
mind, and that she had elected some other field for her energies. 



 Pleasures so facile at last brought satiety. After some years my fits of gout became more 
frequent, and the hypocrisy, which I continued to practise, became insupportable. Ologou, who 
had made himself master of all my secrets, often journeyed to divers parts of the world to find 
for me young beauties, whom he had afterwards the mortification of seeing me despise. I did 
nothing but talk to him about Gazahidé, whose charms, now that I was more than satiated with 
chance amours, assumed in my memory even brighter hues than before. At last the wretched 
slave was at his wit’s end, and knew not what to do, when an accident occurred, very unex-
pectedly, that woke me from my lethargy. 
 One day, when I was giving audience to the people, two women, veiled, presented themselves 
at the foot of the throne, and, with timid and suppliant voices, besought me to hear them in 
private. Without knowing why, I felt moved by their accents, and had them conducted into my 
harem, whither I shortly followed. What was my surprise on seeing my two sisters-in-law, as 
pretty and as fresh as in the days when they had first excited my admiration. “Wives of my 
brothers,” I said, “be assured of my good-will, but let us postpone to some future time whatever 
communication you may desire to make to me. In my harem pleasure is the first business of all, 
and to that business every other is postponed.” 
 I devoted, therefore, some days assiduously to their entertainment. Afterwards I reminded them 
that they had something to say to me. 
 “Oh! we had forgotten our old husbands,” cried the younger, “and no wonder, seeing what 
wretched creatures they are, and how utterly incapable of work, or of doing anything for us! We 
have wandered from city to city, living by the alms of the faithful, ever since the day when 
Ormossouf drove us from his door. The faithful gave us bread, but no comfort. The Afrite of the 
Miny Desert alone seemed to enter into our troubles; but your brothers were afraid to avail 
themselves of the remedy he proposed.” 
 My sister-in-law blushed as she uttered these words, and was silent. 
 “Conclude,” said I sharply. “You have excited my curiosity. I desire to know the whole of this 
adventure.” 
 

STORY OF BARKIAROKH’S YOUNGER SISTER-IN-LAW 
 
“Well, you shall know it,” she rejoined; “but you will be even more frightened than your 
brothers. This it is: a good woman, to whom we had told the story of the little fish, and of the 
misfortunes it had brought upon us, came one day, in great haste, to the hovel into which we 
retired at night-time. ‘My children,’ she said, ‘I have just been told something that may be of use 
to you, and I have lost no time in coming to impart it. It is confidently asserted that at thirty 
mountains’ distance from here is to be found the Miry Desert, inhabited by an Afrite, who is very 
obliging, and never refuses advice, or help, provided only that the applicant does not go counter 
to any of his singular fancies; and as you are good folk, easy and obliging because you are poor, 
you will doubtless be welcome. True, the distance is somewhat great, but, as you are always on 
the move, begging hither and thither, distance in your case must be a slight matter. I think it will 
be to your advantage to undertake the journey; and if you gain nothing, why, you will lose 
nothing, seeing that you have nothing to lose.’ This conclusion was unassailable. We thanked the 
good old woman, and instantly set out. 
 “We travelled no great distance day by day, our husbands being feeble and unable to walk long 
at a time. As to my sister and myself, we were buoyed up by the hope that the poor old things 
might recover their youth and strength, and were as light of foot as two does pursued by a hunter. 



Non should we fail to acknowledge what we owe to the good Mussulmans who inhabit that great 
stretch of country, and allowed us to want for nothing. True, we never told them the end and 
object of our pilgrimage, for fear of scandalising them—the Afrites being no friends to the Holy 
Prophet in whose name the alms were bestowed upon us. 
 “At last we reached the Miry Desert. But there our hearts failed us, so evil and horrible was the 
place. Picture to yourself an immense tract of land covered with thick black mud—neither 
pathways, nor trees, nor any beasts save certain swine that wallowed in the filth, and added to its 
horror. We perceived, afar off, the caverned rock, the dwelling of the Afrite; but we were fearful 
of being swallowed up in the slime, or torn to pieces by the porkers, before we could reach it. As 
to the odious brutes, we had no means of attacking on repelling them, and from their numbers it 
was evident their master greatly liked their company. 
 “ ‘Let us retrace our steps,’ cried your two brothers. ‘Nothing can be more unendurable than 
this!’ At these words my sister and I lost all patience. We upbraided them so hotly, both for their 
wretchedness and our own, that, after much weeping, they suffered us to drag them into the 
slough. Here we upheld them as best we could, notwithstanding the difficulty we experienced in 
extricating ourselves. The sun darted upon us its fiercest rays, and this seemed greatly to enliven 
the pigs, which, without appearing to notice us, indulged at our sides in a thousand gambols, and 
tumblings, splashing us in such a manner as to make us frightful and filthy to behold. 
Nevertheless, what with swimming, and wading, and falling, and getting up again, we at last 
succeeded in reaching the foot of the rock, which was situated in the midst of the Miry Desert, 
and surrounded by dry moss—the latter very comforting.  This tale was originally researched and produced by H o r r o r M a s t e r s . c o m and this text is covered under the copyright statutes. If you want to read a clean copy, go to the original site. If you want to read a legal copy, go to the original site. 
 “We found the Afrite seated at the entrance of a spacious cavern, and enveloped in a robe of 
tiger skins, so long and so ample that it stretched round him for several cubits. His head was out 
of proportion with his gigantic stature, for it was of ordinary size, and his face was strange to a 
degree. His complexion was of fine yellow; his hair, his eyebrows, his eyelids and his beard, 
purple; his eyes black as night; his lips pale red; his teeth narrow, white and sharp like fish 
bones, and the general effect rather extraordinary than pleasing. He received us graciously. ‘Poor 
people,’ said he; ‘I am so filled with pity for all you have suffered in coming here, that you may 
be sure I shall do my utmost to help you. Speak boldly therefore; in what can I serve you?’ 
 “Encouraged by these words we related to him our woes in greatest detail, and then asked if he 
knew of any remedy. 
 “ ‘Yes, yes,’ he replied; ‘I know of a remedy sure enough, and a very easy one; but we will 
speak of it by-and-by; go now to the bottom of my cave, and you will find there a spring of pure 
water; cleanse yourselves thoroughly; then, turning to the right, you will see clothing of all sorts; 
take the garments you most fancy, and, after donning them, come back and rejoin me here.’ 
 “The offer came opportunely and we accepted it with joy and gratitude. We bathed deliciously, 
and were no less glad to change our old rags. We afterwards found the Afrite at the same place 
where we had left him, and arranging fruit of all kinds in baskets. ‘Sit here near me,’ said he, 
‘and eat, for you must be hungry.’ 
 “And so indeed we were. The Afrite laughed with all his heart when he saw how we devoured 
our food. At last he observed: ‘You don’t at all look like over-scrupulous Mussulmans, and, I 
take it, would drink wine with pleasure if it were offered. Come,’ he continued, seeing from our 
looks that we wished for nothing better, ‘you shall have it in abundance.’ 
 “Saying these words he stretched out his hand over the dirty waters surrounding us, and these 
changed mimediately into a stream flowing with red wine, whose smell was a delight, and along 
the stream grew fruit trees. The swine had disappeared. In their stead an immense number of 



gracious and graceful little children played about the stream, and presented to us great vases of 
crystal full of the sparkling wine, which we relished with transports of delight. For a whole hour 
we had only opened our lips to drink, when your elder brother, quite hilarious, cried: ‘Ah! how 
happy you are, my Lord Afrite, and how happy should we be in turn if you would consent to 
keep us with you here!’ 
 “ ‘Poor fool,’ replied the Afrite; ‘poor fool who, like the rest of mankind, dost judge of 
happiness by outward appearances! See if I am happy.’ Speaking thus he lifted up his robe, and 
we saw that his two legs were fixed into the ground as far as the knees. At this strange spectacle, 
terror and compassion were depicted upon our countenances. He saw it, and resumed, with a 
more tranquil air: ‘Do not be too sorry for me, my friends. Though the Power who holds me half 
buried here, may cheat the eyes of those who come to visit me, by making that appear a filthy 
slough which is indeed a delightful watercourse, yet he cannot prevent my ultimate 
deliverance—which is perhaps not far distant. However that may be, I cannot retain you here. 
Go, leave me with those fair children whom you mistook for swine, and of whom, very happily, I 
have not been deprived; but before we separate, let me tell you this: the imprudent wish by which 
you brought upon yourselves age and its infirmities can only cease to have effect with the death 
of your father. It is for you to consider how far you are prepared to wait for that event—which, in 
the ordinary course of nature, may still be far distant—or to hasten its approach. As for me, I 
know very well that if I had a hundred fathers, I should not spare a single one of them in order to 
put an end to misery such as yours and that of your amiable consorts.’ 
 “By our consternation, by our silence, the Afrite perceived that his suggestion failed to meet 
with our approval. This appeared to disconcert him; and suddenly changing his manner he said 
rudely: ‘Go, and pursue your reflections elsewhere. I am mistaken in you. I thought we might 
meet again to our common advantage; but you are no better than cowards. Go this minute. I 
dispense with all ceremony and farewells.’ 
 “We were too frightened to wait for a repetition of this command. We rose without saying a 
word; but, O heavens! the beautiful stream, which it would have been a joy to traverse, had 
become once again a slough, foul and infamous. And now our husbands, who were even more 
indignant against the Afrite than ourselves, showed us the way. They threw themselves, without 
hesitation, into the muck heaps, and we followed dolefully. The horrible passage proved far more 
difficult than before. We were up to our necks in filth, and the swine molested us in a thousand 
ways. Vainly did we say one to another that we were wading in clear wine, and surrounded by 
pretty children. The lie was too palpable. 
 “Weary to death, we emerged at last from the Miry Desert, and reached dry land. Immediately 
your elder brother cried: ‘Cursed for ever be that child of Eblis who dared advise us to commit 
parricide.’ 
 “ ‘Cursed,’ said your second brother. ‘be the infamous breath that uttered the impious words; 
cursed, I say, be he who spoke them, cursed from his purple locks to the soles of his feet—if, 
indeed, he has any feet, as he pretended.’ 
 “ ‘Cursed,’ added my sister, ‘be everything that belongs, or has belonged, to that monster, save 
only his clear wine, and the good clothes we are carrying away with us. 
 “After these just imprecations, we sat down under a big tree to rest for the night, which was 
approaching with great strides. Our feeble husbands, thoroughly worn out, slept profoundly, 
while my sister and I kept awake consulting as to what was to be done. In the morning I made 
the two old men acquainted with the conclusions at which we had arrived. ‘Believe me,’ said I, 
banish all false shame, and the fears that have hitherto prevented you from appealing to the King, 



your brother. Barkiarokh is too good, too full of piety, to blush at our poverty, or to bear in mind 
our ancient quarrels. Let us go and throw ourselves at his feet, and tell him all that has befallen 
us. He will help us if only to spite the Afrite, for he has sufficiently proved, by the banishment of 
Homaïouna, that he has no love for such malign spirit s.’ This advice was approved of by your 
brothers. We set forth once more, and, after a long and tiring journey, at last reached Berdouka—
where our husbands are awaiting your reply.” 
 

END OF THE STORY OF BARKIAROKH’S YOUNGER SISTER-IN-LAW 
 
I had trembled with joy on learning, in the course of this narrative, that I might hope one day to 
be delivered from my fatal gout. The means by which the happy hour could be hastened had at 
first somewhat startled me, but my heart, in its utter depravity, soon grew reconciled to the 
horrible thought. The only question was how to commit such an odious crime without exciting 
suspicion; and to this point I had addressed my thoughts during the latter portion of my sister-in-
law’s story. 
 She had told it in such a way as to make me understand, even if I had not known it already, 
what kind of woman I was dealing with. So, when she had done speaking, I said to her, in a tone 
of contempt: ‘Hence, leave my palace, you women who have neither spirit, sense nor courage! 
You are unworthy of what I intended to do for you. What! you did not persuade your husbands to 
recover their youth and vigour by taking the life of a monster, devoid of all right feelings, who 
showed indeed that he was no father of theirs, by hounding them out of his house in their infirm 
condition—a condition they had assumed out of love for himself,—and who afterwards had such 
fearful inhumanity as to see them perishing with want! Had you not sufficient influence over 
your husbands to compel them, if need were, to enter secretly, by night, into a house of which 
every nook and corner was well known to them, and to cut off the wretch’s head? Conduct so 
just and energetic, far from exciting my anger, would have deserved my praise. Hence, hence, I 
say! and let rue never hear speak of you again!” 
 More was not wanted. My sisters-in-law were altogether beside themselves. They had been 
hoping to see their husbands no more, and to go on living with me. So they threw themselves 
distracted at my feet, and began to embrace my knees, crying out, both together: “Forgive us, 
dear lord, forgive us; it is not our fault if your brothers are so irresolute and spiritless. We were 
not as base as they. But what could we say or do? They would have killed us if we had insisted 
on their following the counsels of the Afrite. Now, however, since you tell us Ormossouf is not 
really their father, we know perfectly what to say to them. Promise to take us back into your 
good graces—which we value far more than the restoration of our husbands to youth and 
vigour—and we will show that we have more spirit and sense than you think.” 
 And here, O my companions! I must draw a veil over an act too abominable to be spoken of 
without horror, even in these subterranean halls of Eblis. My sisters-in-law succeeded only too 
well; and, in concert with them, I caused their wretched husbands to be surprised at the very 
moment when they had consummated their abhorred murder. Ologou, to whom I had given 
orders to that effect, had their heads cut off on the spot, and brought their wives to my harem. I 
was alone with the two wretches, and coldly listening to the recital of their accursed crime, when 
the Pen’s wand struck me with such force that I fell down as if killed. A moment after I rose 
from the ground in an inconceivable fury, and having seized my two accomplices, I pierced them 
through and through again and again with my dagger, and cast their bodies into the sea. To this 



involuntary act of justice succeeded new transports of despair. I yelled imprecations against my-
self, till my voice failed, and I fell into a swoon. 
 Ologou had seen all through the door curtains, but had taken good care not to come near during 
my frenzy. He entered when he saw the paroxysm was over, and, taking me in his arms, without 
calling for assistance, dressed the wounds I had inflicted on myself, and brought me back to my 
senses. I asked him, with a feeble voice, if there had been any dangerous witnesses to the scene 
just enacted. He reassured me on this point, but was as terrified as myself by this evidence that 
the Peri had not forgotten me. We grew calmer by degrees, and determined, by a conduct above 
reproach, to keep clear of the fatal wand for the future. 
 A fish might more easily live on the apex of a rock than a man accustomed to crime live a life 
of virtue. Vainly did the eunuch invent day by day new and innocent amusements—I was dying 
of rage and ennui. “Ah! I would brave Homaiouna,” I used to say, “if only I were sure she would 
not punish me in public. The convulsions of remorse that she persists in inflicting upon me 
would only take the place of the attacks of gout, from which I am now delivered—but I risk all if 
ever she exposes me publicly in the eyes of my subjects.” 
 The strictness I was compelled to impose upon my own conduct, made me so hard and harsh in 
my dealings with others that I was on the point of being hated by my people as much as I had 
formerly been beloved, when, one day, Ologou came to tell me, with an air of triumph, that he 
had found a sovereign remedy for my woes. “You have doubtless heard,” he continued, “of 
Babek Horremi, surnamed the Impious, because he believed in no religion at all, and preached a 
universal subservience to enjoyment, and to every conceivable kind of pleasure. You know also 
with what ease he perverted all Persia and the adjacent provinces, and how, being followed by a 
prodigious number of his adherents, he made head against the troops sent for his destruction by 
the Califs Mamoun and Motassem; and how, finally, he was captured by the latter through the 
treachery of a dog, the son of a dog. Well, this great man has not altogether perished. Naoud, his 
confidant and minister, survives him. He escaped from the prisons of Samarah, and, after 
wandering from land to land during several years, has, at last, come hither. I met him this 
morning in the neighbourhood of Berdouka, and greeted him as he deserves. He had been my 
master in old days, so I knew him well, and ventured to acquaint him with your sorrows. He 
pitied you, and offers you his services. Take him as your Grand Vizier; he is the man you want. 
The present holder of the office is but a fool, who carries out to the letter such orders as you may 
deign to give him. The ingenious Naoud will do much more—he will know how to preserve you 
from Homaiouna’s wand, which he in no wise fears so far as he himself is concerned. 
Meanwhile, and little by little, he will establish the Horremitic sect in Daghestan, so that if you 
should throw off the mask of piety, which you have so far assumed, your subjects will be rather 
rejoiced than scandalised.” 
 I eagerly seized upon this hope. I saw Naoud, and made no doubt that, with his gifts of 
seduction, he would soon relieve me from all anxiety. We conferred together several times. At 
last we settled the day on which I should, in full divan, declare him my Grand Vizier. I was thus 
hurrying to my ruin, without a thought that to establish impiety in my states would be the most 
unpardonable of my crimes, in a very few moments I was to perceive my error, but too late. 
Naoud, clothed in magnificent attire, was at my right; I pointed him out with my hand to the 
emirs, and grandees of the kingdom, who waited respectfully to hear my commands. “Here,” said 
I, “is the man of whom I make choice to help me in governing you, and making you happy. . . .” 
I was about to enlarge on the scoundrel’s imaginary good qualities, when the fatal wand, without 
striking me to the earth, or troubling me in its accustomed manner, compelled me to change my 



tone: “He is,” I continued, “with the exception of myself, the most infamous of men, he is the 
impious friend and disciple of the impure Babek Horremi; he has undertaken to corrupt you all, 
to make you abandon the religion of Mahomet, and to adopt instead the worship of unbridled 
enjoyment and illicit pleasure; he is well worthy to be the vizier of a monster, who has murdered 
your king, so outraged your princess that she was forced to throw herself into the deep, caused 
the Peri who protected him to be pierced with a thousand wounds, taken advantage of all your 
wives, and finally impelled his brothers to assassinate his and their father. Here is the ring that 
has favoured my crimes. It is this ring that made me invisible when you, the Iman of the Great 
Mosque, said doatingly to your wife that she was a little mouse whom the Angel Gabriel had let 
fall into the room of the prophet; it is this ring that enabled me to listen while you, Mohabed, on 
being summoned to the Divan, said I was more fit to be a fisherman than a king; but I forgave 
you, because I instantly took your place in your harem. A power, supernatural, irresistible, which 
often before has made me utterly beside myself, is this day constraining me, after a different 
fashion. It leaves me just enough of reason to convince you, circumstantially, that I am the most 
atrocious, the most detestable monster that the earth ever bore upon its surface. Glut your 
vengeance. Tear in pieces Ologou, my accomplice, and the perfidious Naoud; but beware lest 
you come near me. I feel that I am reserved for a yet more terrible fate.” 
 After speaking thus, I was silent, looking round me with haggard eyes and a ferocious mien. I 
seemed to defy the general fury, which, as I looked, took the place of what had at first been 
consternation. But, when every sword was uplifted against me, I quickly put the ring on the little 
finger of my left hand, and, crawling like a reptile, escaped through the furious crowd. As I 
passed the court of the palace I heard the cries of Ologou, and of Naoud; but these were less 
fearful to me than the sight of the sycamore from which, in fancy, I saw myself a second time 
suspended—and the terror of it still held me long after I had left Berdouka. 
 During all the remainder of the day, I walked, or rather ran, mechanically, and not knowing 
whither I went. But at nightfall I stopped short, gazing fearfully at a forest that stretched out 
before me. The feeble and confused glow of twilight made everything loom large, and the dark 
green of the trees was so gloomy and lugubrious that I hesitated before penetrating into that 
black abode of solitude. At last, impelled by an evil fate, I entered the woods, groping. Scarce 
had I taken a couple of steps, when I was thrown down amid the thorns and briars by the great 
branches, that seemed to my fancy, so strong and irresistible were they, like great arms intent on 
repelling and keeping me out. 
 “Wretch that thou art,” cried I, “even inanimate things have thee in horror! For thee there is no 
mercy in the heavens, or on the earth. Remain where thou art, a prey for the evil beasts of the 
forest, if even they do not disdain to devour thee! Oh, Homaiouna, well art thou avenged; 
triumph in my miseries; I am not worthy to excite thy pity!” 
 I had just done uttering these words when thousands of ravens and crows began croaking from 
the tops of the trees, and what they croaked was: “Repent, repent.” 
 “Ah!” cried I, “is there still room for repentance? Yes, I may dare to hope so, and will do 
penance resignedly. I shall wait for the return of daylight in the place where I now am, and then, 
setting forth once more, will make haste to leave Daghestan. Fortunately the precious stones are 
still in my possession. I will sell them, and distribute the money as alms among the poor. Then I 
will retire into some desert, and browse on the grass of the field, and drink the water of heaven. I 
have been the abominable king foretold in the parchment, but I may yet become a holy hermit.” 
 Amid these good resolutions, which somewhat quieted my spirit—and being, moreover, 
overwhelmed with fatigue—I fell asleep on my couch of briars and thorns, and slept as 



profoundly as if I had lain on a divan with velvet cushions. The sun was already up when 
lamentations, proceeding from no great distance, awoke me with a start. A soft and childish 
voice was crying: “Oh, Leilah, unhappy Leilah, shalt thou leave thy mother’s body to the 
vultures, or shalt thou still continue to drive them away, notwithstanding the hunger pinching 
thee so sore? Alas! my death is sure if I remain here. These ravenous birds will devour us all, and 
my mother will never be buried, according to her passionate wish, in the same earth as her father, 
who was murdered so inhumanly. Oh! why is Calili dead also? He would have helped me to 
honour the last wishes of his dear princess. Barkiarokh, cruel Barkiarokh! I will not curse thee, 
for thou art my father, and Gazahidé forbade it, but I curse the day that I owe to thee.” 
 Surprised and utterly bewildered by such an amazing adventure, I was on the point of uttering 
a piercing cry in answer to my daughter’s complaints; but I refrained, so as not to frighten her, 
perhaps to death; and, remembering that I was invisible, I advanced, without noise, to the place 
where she still sobbed out her heart. A palisade, bristling with spikes as sharp as javelins, barred 
my way. I looked through, and saw the innocent Leilah lying on the grass before a little house 
made of palm branches intertwined in reeds. Her lovely eyes were turned towards the gate of the 
palisade; though those eyes were tear-bedimmed, they seemed to shoot at me their full rays, and 
those rays pierced my heart—a heart which they reached indeed through accustomed ways, for 
their light was the same as Gazahidé’s eyes had so often darted upon me. I was carried back to 
the fatal moment when my princess caused her tent to be set up over the spot where the dwarf 
first saw my precious stones. Leilah was of about the same age as her mother at that time—her 
features, her hair, her figure, her entrancing beauty, all were alike. Startled, beside myself, I did 
not know what to do. Clearly it was imperative that I should hide my name; but supposing 
anyone had given my daughter a faithful description of my person, how would it then be possible 
to escape recognition? Still something had to be done. I could not leave the lovely child without 
help. I removed the ring, therefore, from my little finger, and knocking at the gate of the palisade 
said, with a lamentable voice: “Whosoever you may be that inhabit this dwelling of canes and 
palm leaves, I pray you to afford your hospitality to a poor wretch whom the impious Barkiarokh 
has reduced to utter misery.” 
 “Now Allah and his prophet be praised for the help they have sent me,” cried Leilah, rising 
hastily, and leaping at one bound to the gate of the palisade, which she opened. “Come,” 
continued she, “dear stranger, whom Barkiarokh persecutes; you will here behold other victims 
of his cruelty, and help me to bury my mother and her dwarf, so that the vultures may not devour 
them.” 
 As she said these words she invited me to enter. 
 Considering how contrite I had been only a few hours before, who would not have thought that 
the sight of Gazahidé’s body, even more effective than the Pen’s wand, would overwhelm me 
with remorse? But, ah! the horrible effect of habitual indulgence in crime! I experienced, at that 
terrible moment, nothing but wild, ungovernable passion, and vowed that my daughter, my own 
daughter, should ere long become my prey! I called on Eblis to give me success in this my 
sinister design; and immediately set to work to carry out Leilah’s filial wish with regard to the 
interment of her mother’s body, so as thus to gain her confidence, and ultimately bring her into 
my arms! 
 I dug a large pit in which we deposited the corpse of Gazahidé, and that of the dwarf—on 
whom, in my inmost heart, I showered a thousand curses. Then, taking Leilah by the hand, I said: 
“Dry your tears. Let me lead you to some place where we can obtain the assistance of which you 
stand so greatly in need. Barkiarokh’s wickedness has driven me out into this forest. I fancied I 



saw, a long way off, some peasants’ cottages; let us go in that direction. You have done your 
duty to your mother. It is now time to think of yourself.” 
 “I will follow you anywhere,” she replied; “for surely Heaven has sent you to be my protector. 
Be a father to me, since my own father is a monster, whom both you and I have every reason to 
detest.” 
 Leilah had more courage than strength. She could scarcely stand. I took her in my arms, and 
bore the lovely burden through the forest—not without trembling lest I should meet someone 
who knew me, for I dared not use my ring, except in case of absolute necessity, since its history 
must be well known to my daughter, and its use, therefore, would have involved instant recog-
nition. I pressed the innocent creature to my bosom; and the impure fire within me was 
increasing in violence, when a sudden thought put an end to my infamous transports. “Fool that I 
am,” said I to myself, “of what am I thinking? Homaiouna is hovering about me. It is she who, 
yesterday, caused the ravens and crows of the forest to utter their warnings. As she has no 
supernatural means of reading in men’s hearts, she may believe it is only paternal love that 
makes me take care of Leilah; but if I yielded to my present mad desires, she would not spare me 
the worst effects of her fatal power. Then, by confessing my crimes, I should make myself 
known to my daughter, and the horrible scenes that I had erewhile with Gazahidé would be 
renewed. Oh! is there no spot in all this wide world to which the terrible Peri cannot follow me? 
And if there is, cannot the Afrite of the Miry Desert point it out? His advice to my brothers 
shows well enough that all things are known to him, and that he hesitates at nothing. I will go 
and consult him; and, till then, I will hold myself well in hand with Leilah, and not even kiss her 
as a friend.” 
 The honest peasants to whom we addressed ourselves, not only supplied our immediate and 
urgent needs, but also sold us a good horse. So I took Leilah up behind me, and made haste to 
leave Daghestan. 
 When I had nothing more to fear, I stopped in a large city; and there, having disposed of one of 
my emeralds to the best advantage, I caused fine clothes to be made for Leilah, and gave her two 
woman slaves. She did not know how to thank me enough. The name of “father” which she 
bestowed upon me, her real affection, her innocent caresses, all excited me beyond measure; but 
I still had perforce to hold myself firmly, if reluctantly, in hand. 
 The necessary preparations for our journey to the Miry Desert required time. I had no desire to 
remain whole months on the way, like my brothers and my sisters-in-law. One quiet evening, 
after a very stormy day, I asked Leilah to tell me her mother’s story; which she immediately did, 
with ready submission. That story I already knew only too well up to the time when I thought 
Gazahidé had thrown herself into the sea, and I paid little heed to what Leilah was saying, till she 
reached this point: 
 

THE STORY OF LEILAH, BARKIAROKH’S DAUGHTER 
 
“My mother only recovered from the swoons of which the unworthy Barkiarokh took such 
infamous advantage, to abandon herself to the most terrible despair. Neither her slaves, nor even 
the good Homaiouna, could comfort her. She pined away visibly, and must, crc long, have died; 
but, one night, when she had risen from her couch, and was, as usual, weeping over the accursed 
carbuncle, she heard, through the window, the voice of Calili saying: ‘Open to me, dear mistress, 
open to me! I have risked all to save you.’ 



 “And indeed the faithful dwarf had, at the peril of his life, climbed a gigantic fig-tree, which, 
rising from the border of the sea, covered with its branches the walls of Gazahidé’s chamber. By 
the help of a silken ladder, which he attached to this tree, my mother escaped, with great 
courage, after leaving on the dais a writing intended to throw Barkiarokh off the scent. The 
dwarf, after detaching the ladder, slid down, and made the princess enter into a little boat by 
which he himself had come to the place—and then, for he rowed quite as well as he swam, he 
hugged the shore, and ultimately reached the forest, and the dwelling in which you found me. 
That dwelling belonged to a holy woman called Kaioun, who had retired thither to pray and 
meditate. She had given shelter to Calili, and, hearing from him of Barkiarokh’s crimes, and the 
sorrows of Gazahidé, had not hesitated to second that zealous servant in his enterprise. The poor 
princess was received with much respect and kindness by this pious recluse, so that she never 
ceased to thank heaven for the refuge she had found; and when Calili wished afterwards to 
persuade her to quit Daghestan, she refused to listen to his advice, protesting that she would end 
her days with Kaioun, and be buried in the earth of the same land that held the bones of her 
father. As Barkiarokh made no attempt to find the fugitive, the dwarf became more easy in his 
mind; and my mother was beginning to find comfort and peace, when a new misfortune befell 
her: she found she was with child. ‘Oh, heavens!’ said she, ‘must I bear a child to that detestable 
monster! Ah! may it not be like him.’ 
 “It was then with tears, and anguish, in the most mortal anxiety, that, at last, she brought me 
into the world. I did not want either for care, or good instruction, during my infancy—my 
mother, Kaioun, Calili, all had no thought but for me. I was grateful and submissive, and, I may 
say, happier than I shall ever be again. I sometimes went to the neighbouring town with the 
charitable Kaioun. She had bought a supply of sandalwood, with which we made little boxes, 
very neat, that we sold at considerable profit. It was not necessary to enjoin silence upon me with 
regard to the place of our retreat; for my mother had told me her story, and I feared even more 
than she did to fall into the hands of Barkiarokh, whom I hated with all my soul. 
 “So the years passed pleasantly and peacefully. We regarded the savage spot in which Heaven 
had placed us, as a real paradise; when, suddenly, the hand of providence, that so far had been 
our stay, ceased to give us its support. My mother fell sick of a slow fever, and we were greatly 
alarmed. Calili and I never left her for a single moment. Kaioun alone went to the town to 
purchase such necessaries as we required. She always remained away as short a time as possible, 
but at last a day came when she went and never returned. We passed the next two days in an 
indescribable torment of anxiety. At last Calili, seeing that his dear mistress was getting worse 
for want of the necessary food and comforts, resolved to brave all chance of discovery. He 
repeated, without ceasing: ‘I am the cause of all that has happened, it is all due to my idiotic 
admiration for the accursed jewels of the thrice-accursed Barkiarokh; it is for me to do whatever 
can be done to remedy the irremediable.’ 
 “My mother suffered him to depart out of pity for me. But, seeing that he did not return, any 
more than Kaioun, and fearing that he had been recognised and delivered over to Barkiarokh, she 
lost all hope, and had not the courage to suggest any remedy to our desperate circumstances. 
Indeed we had nothing left for our support save the water of the cistern, and she herself was far 
too weak to go outside our retreat, even had I dared to let her do so. I already felt the pangs of 
hunger most poignantly, and though I took great pains to hide this from Gazahidé, she perceived 
my agonies all too soon, and they added terribly to her own distress. She was dying like a lamp 
in which the oil is exhausted. I saw it. I mourned by her side in silence. She lost consciousness, 
to my inexpressible anguish, and then, coming to herself again, took me in her arms, and said: 



‘Daughter, most beloved, and most unfortunate, I recommend thy innocence to the protection of 
Allah. May he keep thee from falling into the hands of Barkiarokh, nay, take thy life with mine, 
if such be his will. Never curse thy father; but flee from him as thou wouldst flee from the fiery 
mouth of a dragon! If thou dost survive me, if Calili does not return, depart hence; seek out some 
charitable person who will help thee in thy distress, and see to my burial. I refused to leave 
Daghestan so that my bones might rest in the same mould as the bones of my father, and I should 
not like the vultures to carry them to some other land. O Allah! O Prophet! forgive me for having 
been the cause of the death of so good a father, and take pity upon my daughter.’ 
 “She never spoke again, and I lay upon her breast almost as lifeless as she. I know not how 
long I so remained. I only came to myself when I felt, trickling down my throat, some liquor, 
which Calili was pouring out with a trembling hand. I opened my eyes. Oh, horror! It was blood, 
his own blood, he was making me swallow! 
 “ ‘Unhappy Leilah,’ said he, ‘this beverage, odious as it is, will sustain you somewhat. I have 
been pursued by a tiger. I was quick enough to prevent him from seizing me altogether, but once, 
once he managed to catch hold of me, and tore my side with his claws. My blood has nearly all 
run out through this great wound. I am about to follow my dear mistress. I go to Allah’s 
judgment seat, there to ask for justice on Barkiarokh, and help for yourself.’ 
 “Having said these words, the good, the generous Calili, laid himself down at my mother’s 
feet, and expired. 
 “I had slightly recovered my strength, but would only, in my despair, have used it to put an end 
to my own life, if it had not been for the fear lest vultures should eat the body of Gazahidé, and 
her last wishes thus remain unfulfilled. The same fear prevented me from leaving the spot. I 
contented myself, therefore, with uttering loud complaints outside the house, so that any chance 
passers-by might hear them. Full oft, however, did I go in again to shed hot tears over- my 
mother’s body. And I did the same over that of Calili! Alas! it was to his blood that I owed my 
small remnant of life. At last you came to save me. You helped me to bury my dear mother and 
her faithful dwarf. What a debt of gratitude is mine! But gratitude is not the only feeling I 
entertain for you. You inspire in me an affection akin to that I felt for Gazahidé. I should be 
happy with you anywhere, provided you were safe from the pursuit of Barkiarokh, who, as you 
tell me, is ever on the watch to take your life. Let us make haste, therefore, to go to the friend of 
whom you have spoken, and who, as you hope, will be able to show us the way to some place of 
retreat where the name of that cruel prince is detested. No fatigues daunt me, I am far more 
afraid for you than for myself. And be assured that I shall be guilty of no indiscretion. I was not 
myself when, in the forest, I uttered those complaints which might have caused me to fall into 
the hands of Barkiarokh. Fortunately they were poured into the ears of his enemy—his enemy 
who is for ever to be the friend of the unhappy Leilah!” 
 

END OF LEILAH’S STORY 
 
A narrative so touching should have cut me to the heart; a confidence so misplaced should have 
brought a blush to my cheeks. But borne away as I was by an unbridled passion, nothing gave me 
pause. I had been much more attentive to the simplicity and grace with which Leilah expressed 
herself, than to the horrowing scenes she had placed before my eyes. In her innocence she 
misunderstood the cause of my agitation. She thanked me for the interest I had shown in her 
mother’s misfortunes, and in her own, and returned to her apartment, calling down blessings 



upon my head. But it was not Barkiarokh that she meant to bless, nor did any blessing come to 
him. On the contrary, the moment was imminent which would see him for ever accursed. 
 At last we started for the Miry Desert—my daughter and I in a palanquin, the two women 
slaves on a camel, and twelve eunuchs on horseback, as an escort. Our journey lasted only three 
weeks; but these seemed as long as three centuries, because of the war I had to wage continually 
between my criminal desires, and my fear of the fatal wand. I left Leilah, with the two women 
and the twelve eunuchs, in a caravanserai at a little distance from the Miry Desert—which I was 
in a hurry to reach. The slough, the swine, nothing stopped me. I came in a few moments to the 
Afrite, whom I found, as I had been told, seated at the entrance of his cave. He inclined his head, 
with civility, and asked me what I wanted. So I told him my story, without the least disguise, and 
finally besought him to show me the way to some place whither the Peri would be unable to 
follow me. 
 The Afrite, instead of replying, clapped his hands, with great glee, and cried, in a voice that 
made the very rocks tremble: “Now Eblis be praised! Here is a man who is more vile and wicked 
than I!” 
 The compliment was scarcely flattering. Nevertheless, I smiled, and asked the Afrite to explain 
himself. 
 “Be it known to you,” said he, “that your redoubtable father-in-law, Asfendarmod, who is as 
full of storms as the winter month to which he has given his name, condemned me, about forty 
years ago, to remain here, with my legs buried and fixed in the ground, saying, ‘He alone whose 
crimes surpass thine own shall have power to deliver thee.’ I have waited long; I have been 
prodigal of evil and pernicious advice to all who came to consult me; but in vain, I was speaking 
to little men, to men altogether devoid of resolution. The glory of being my liberator was 
reserved to thee, O unconquerable Barkiarokh! and thou shalt have thy reward; I will convey 
thee, and thy daughter, to the Palace of Subterranean Fire, where are gathered together all the 
riches of Soleiman and the Preadamite Kings—and into that place Homaiouna can never enter. 
Rely upon my word, and lean both thy hands upon my knees. 
 No less pleased than the Afrite himself, I made haste to do as he wished, and immediately his 
long legs became disengaged from the earth. He rose, and walked thrice round the rock, crying 
with all his might: “Let all here return to its accustomed order! “At these words a palace, adorned 
with a hundred shining cupolas, took the place of the rock; the quagmire became a clear and 
rapid stream; and the surrounding desert, a garden stretching to the horizon. The children 
emerged from the swine, and resumed their native beauty and grace. They all flocked round me, 
and, after caressing me in a thousand ways, led me to the bath. There I was rubbed and perfumed 
by powerful eunuchs, who afterwards clothed me in rich garments, and led me back to the Afrite. 
 He was waiting for me in a pavilion, where, under a dais ornamented with priceless pearls, a 
splendid banquet awaited us. “I am no longer reduced to clear, thin wine, and fruit, for my sole 
sustenance,” said he; “I am going to feed thee right well. But,” continued he, “thou dost not seem 
happy. Ha! Ha! I had forgotten. Nothing pleases unless thy daughter is near. Go and fetch her. 
Indeed it is necessary that she should grow accustomed to the sight of me, otherwise she might 
not consent to travel in my arms to the subterranean palace—and that palace none enters save 
voluntarily. She will play with my children while we are at table; and, when night comes, we will 
start for Istakhar.” 
 I made short work of returning to the caravanserai through alleys now strewn with flowers, and 
soon came back again with Leilah, who opened large and astonished eyes at the sight of all that 
surrounded her. 



 ” Where are we?” said she at last. “Is this the dwelling your friend has chosen for us?” 
 “No, no,” I replied. “It is not here; here we should have no peace, for the place is known to 
Barkiarokh. This is the dwelling of the giant who loves me, and will bear us this very night to a 
place of even greater wealth and beauty.” 
 “Is your friend then a giant?” she asked. 
 “Yes,” I replied. “Does that alarm you?” 
 “I fear nothing, except Barkiarokh, when I am with you,” said she, with an innocent affection 
that somewhat disconcerted me. Happily we were interrupted at this point by the attractive little 
girls and the pretty pages, who came to meet us, skipping and gambolling. Leilah was so pleased 
with these graceful creatures that, following the dictates of her age, she began to play with them 
and caress them, and run after them in the gardens, and manifested neither surprise nor terror 
when the Afrite appeared. 
 “She is very pretty,” said that wicked Giaour to me. “Ere dawn to-morrow thou shalt be 
beyond the reach of the wand that would disturb thy pleasures.” 
 He kept his word only too well. We left Leilah, with the children, in charge of the eunuchs, and 
remained alone, feasting on exquisite viands, and excellent wines. Our talk was free and gay. We 
laughed at all restraints, holding that they had not been invented for people of our condition. The 
Afrite related to me his atrocious adventures; but, notwithstanding the charm of listening to the 
details of a thousand crimes, each one blacker and more abominable than its predecessor, I felt 
eaten up with impatience: I yearned for the society of Leilah. I therefore thanked my redoubtable 
host, and reminded him that the hour of our departure was approaching. 
 Immediately he called Leilah. “Come hither, entrancing little one,” said he, “will you let me 
take you to the subterranean palace of Istakhar?” 
 “I am willing to go anywhere with my generous protector,” she replied. 
 “That is clear enough,” he rejoined. “Come, get up, both of you, on my shoulders. Hold tight, 
and the journey, far as is the distance, will soon be accomplished.” 
 We obeyed. Leilah trembled somewhat; but I upheld and reassured her, putting one of my arms 
round her slender waist. 
 The night was so dark that we could distinguish nothing in the vast spaces through which we 
flew. I was all the more struck by the vivid light emanating from the subterranean vault on whose 
brink the Afrite deposited us, crying: “Oh, oh! the vault has opened of itself! Doubtless they 
expected you down below, and knew whom they are about to receive.” 
 Scarcely did I give any heed to this exclamation, which ought to have made me hesitate, for I 
was too occupied in examining the magnificent flight of stairs that swept downwards before my 
eyes. It was very easy of descent, but there was a long space between the plane on which we 
stood and the first of the steps. To help Leilah, I sprang down to this first step, and held out my 
arms, into which she was about to spring, when the wicked Afrite called out, laughing: “Good-
bye, Barkiarokh. I shall come shortly to inquire how you fare in your new abode, with your too 
credulous daughter!” 
 At these malicious words, Leilah uttered a great cry, and threw herself backward so suddenly 
that it was impossible for me to catch hold of her. I tried to leap up again, but an invisible hand 
held me down, paralysed and motionless. At the same moment I heard myself called by a voice 
from the upper air, a voice I knew only too well. I raised my head and saw Homaiouna, glorious, 
transfigured, and seated on a luminous cloud. 
 “Wretched Barkiarokh,” she said; “thou hast nothing more to fear from the Wand of Remorse. 
Instead of profiting by its strokes, thou hast sought to evade them. Henceforward the rod that will 



beat upon thy heart is the rod of Despair, and thy heart, hardened as it is, will be broken and 
crushed throughout every moment of a frightful eternity. I have done all that was possible to save 
thee from the abyss into which thou hast now fallen. Thy crimes have merited their punishment 
only too fully; but Heaven would not suffer thy innocent child to follow thee in thy fall. Even if 
the Afrite had not treated thee as the wicked always treat one another, the same Power that now 
holds thee back, paralysed, would have prevented Leilah from following thy downward path. I 
bear away with me that dear child, so worthy of a different father. I shall place her on the throne 
of Daghestan, where, with the aid and counsels of the pious Kaioun, she will cause the horrors of 
thy reign to be forgotten. Then I shall myself return to my own happy land. I am recalled thither 
by my father, who considers that by the ills suffered at thy hand I have fulfilled the measure of 
my own punishment. He allows me henceforward to dwell with my sister Ganigul. I am about, in 
that loved companionship, to forget the interest I took in the human race, and to leave all to the 
care of Allah, who suffers indeed the ephemeral prosperity of the wicked, but chastises those 
whom He regards as worthy of his ultimate forgiveness.” 
 Having spoken these words, the Peri came down to the earth, gathered up Leilah in her arms, 
and disappeared. 
 I uttered a fearful yell when I saw my prey thus snatched away from me; and words of horrible 
blasphemy were still upon my lips when I was hurled down into the crowd of the damned—with 
whom I am destined, like yourselves, O my wretched companions, to be whirled about for ever, 
bearing in my heart the fearful furnace of flame which I have myself prepared and ignited. 
 


