The Student of Timbuctu

By Henry lliowizi

At the close of the year 1578 the dave-markets of Mauritania were glutted to ther uttermost, and
for once the price of a male dave was less than that of a donkey. This overstock of human ware
was due to the thousands of prisoners who had survived the fateful bettle fought in the
neighborhood of Al-Kesar Kebir, on the banks of the Elmahassen, between the invading army of
Dam Sebadtian, the youthful, overbearing monarch of Ludtania, and the host of Muley Abd-al-
Mdek, the formidable Emir-al-Mumemm, the Commander of the true bdievers, the Seedna or
lord of the Moorish Empire.

The Modem's crudty to his Christian daves rose in proportion to the latter's decline as
marketable articles, and fanaticiam reveled in the daly spectacle of crusaders doomed to
immurement, because of their refusng to embrace Idam by uttering the Fatha. The irony of the
higoric whirligig showed itsdf in the fact that the Catholic Auto-da-fé had its counterpart in the
frightfl doom of a king and an aamy led by the flower of his nobility, who, bardy a hundred
miles from the coast of their kingdom, had to choose between apostasy or being immured dive
for the edification of the vengeful Moor. The wretches were compelled to prepare ther own
graves, usudly cdls in the city’'s wal, one Chridian bricking up his fdlow only to be in tumn
entombed dive himsdf.

A mdancholy diginction was reserved for the royd zedot, Dam Sebagtian, who had en
countered crushing defest and humiliation. With less then haf of his smitten chivdry and vdiant
oldiers he saw himsdf in the power of an inexorable foe, himsdf wounded and in chains pining
in the vile dungeon of Mequinez, one of the Sultan’s capitas, the others being Fez and Morocco.
After the obsequies of the unmourned Seedna, who had died on the fied of battle, his son and
successor, having been proclaimed Sultan, and crowned in the holy shrine of Mulai Edris a Fez,
proposed to celebrate his coronaion by the entombment dive of the Chrigian king who had
invaded his faher's empire, notwithstanding the waning of the lae Shereef that the unjust
inroad would surdy land the aggressors in ruin. His Mgesty furthermore remembered the
treacherous proceeding of Sebastian, who, a the end of the decisive battle, had caused a white
flag to be digplayed, but had broken the truce by throwing himsdf with fifty of his knights into
the thick of the Moorish ranks, causng daughter and congternation, and resulting in the death of
the late Sultan.

But the strongest moative of the young Shereef’'s dire vengeance was the unaccountable loss of
his dre's pricdess crown, which Muley Abd-a-Medek was in the habit of carrying with him
whithersoever he went, wearing it on solemn occasons. Muley had worn the crown upon his
head while the great batle was beng fought, after which that invauable symbol of imperid
grandeur was not to be found. The crown was an heirloom traced back to the great Cdiphat of
Omar, whose victorious general Saad had acquired it with the enormous tressures of the
Chosroes. It was worn by Chosroes Nushirvan in the throne-hdl of his grand paace in Madayn,
the capitd of ancient Perda, and its incaculable value had been further enhanced by a rare jewd
which the Emperor Heraclius had sent Omar as a present.

! This battle and the fate of Dom Sebastian as narrated in this tradition agrees with historical fact.



Such were the cumulative incentives to one of the most crud executions devised by human
atrocity. And the tortures also inflicted by order of the new Seedna on his mog loyd atendants,
such as the Mul-€-Ma, who sdidfies His Mgedy's third when in camp from a gazdle-skin; the
Mul Attai, who prepares the royd tea and serves it; and the most important Mul M’dul, the
keeper and holder of the Shereef’ s red umbrela, left the mystery unsolved.

The inhabitants of Mequinez, who since times immemoria furnished the bulk of the Emperor's
most devoted servitors, tingled with excitement, and the entire population turned out to witness
the burid of a live Chrisian monarch. From the porta of the imperid mosque issued atran of
chosen notables, long-bearded Kadis robed in white floning raiments, wearing white turbans, red
sandals, the ddlill or prayer book suspended from the belt by a cord of slk; talebs, the doctors of
law; emins, the ministers of the mosque; adools, the public notaries; and a train of fukies, the dl-
moving luminaries & whose feet the riang generaion of the fathful drink in truth and wisdom.
They were joined at the city’s gate by another cortege, grotesque and disma enough to maich the
gruesome processions of the Inquistion. This was made up of happy juveniles, who sruck tom:
toms, rent the air with the blare of infernd horns, and accompanied the music with ludicrous
grimaces and comicd dances, to the great delight of a sympathetic crowd, who swelled the
chorus to the pitch of mad vociferation. A hideous negro, broad-shouldered, tal and massve, his
frame dothed tightly in black, his eyes blinking dismaly from circles of red, with a pointed hat
to add severd feat to his unusuad heght, impersonated Azrad the ange of desth. Behind this
caricature came a donkey whereon was seated the woeful representative of outraged Christian
roydty, bare-headed, dressed in a black jellab, holding in his right hand a human skull,—a
picture of terror and anguish. This was Dom Sebadtian, riding to his sepulchre, on his right
Monkir, to his left Nakir—the demons of livid hue, who wake the dead to question him about
his faith, and best him with clubs if unable to sand the examinaion. The rear of this group was
occupied by Eblis, grotesqudy attired in red and armed with the implements of helish torture. A
throng of naked, filthy saints ran dong howling and spitting a the whilom mgesty of Portugd,
relegating his soul to the deepest pit, and praying Allah to show no mercy to the Christian dog.
Having passed out of the city’s gate, the processon advanced adong a tortuous road, winding
among well-fostered gardens, protected by an outer and much lower wall, toward the spot where
a cdl about sx feet high, but bardy wide enough to enclose a human body, stood open in the
main wal for the desth by suffocation and for the dreamless rest of the fdlen king. Too week to
dismount unassisted, Sebastian was rudely handled by Monkir and Nakir, who raised him from
his sedt, lifted him to the level of the cdl, and pushed him ingde, turning him with a twist o that
the fanatic spectators had a full view of his face. Three wooden bars held the victim againgt the
dead wall.

All eyes were now turned in the direction of the mosque, whence the signd for the closng up
of the king's grave was to be given by the firing of a gun and the hoising of a flag. The ghaslly
ceremony was S0 timed that the bricking up of the living tomb coincided with the hour of prayer,
so tha the boom of cannon and the appearance of the flag streaming to the breeze, was answered
by a score of muezzins from the tops of their minarets, who cdled; “ Allah akbar, Allah akbar,—
God is grest, and Mohammed is his Prophet!” The multitude fdl prograte in the dugt, sending
the fatha eastward to Mecca: “Praise be to God, the Lord of al creatures, the most merciful, the
King of the Day of Judgment! Thee do we worship, and of Thee do we beg assgtance. Direct us
in the right way, in the way of those to whom Thou hast been gracious, not of those againgt
whom thou art incensed, nor of those who go astray.”



The echoes of the Sulhama having expired in the ar, the fathful rose from their posture of
adoration, and the supreme Kadi of the land read this decree: “Hear me, ye worshippers of the
true God! The Chrigian there had planned the downfal of our nation and the uprooting of Idam;
but Allah willed it otherwise, decreeing that we ded with him as he meant to ded with us. Our
late Seedna—may Allah grant him the joys of paradise—died in his coat of mall, combating that
infidel dog, who came as a foe and acted as a traitor, dishonoring his flag. Therefore did our
Emir-a-Mume-min decree that he perish ignominioudy, like the other daves who would not
recite the fatha. May Allah wither the right hand of our Seedna's enemies—There is no God but
God, and Mohammed is his Prophet!”—Sowly bricks and mortar closed up the open side of the
upright tomb. One hour later there was no cdl to be seen, but a plan wal hiding a monarch
quickly choking to death, while the barbarians returned jubilant to the city.

Under the rule of Muley Zidan, a firman, bearing the Grand Vizier's sgnature, was placarded
in every mosgue of his domain, promisng him who shoud be indrumentd in restoring the lost
crown to the ruling dynasty not aone high honors, but the option of leading home as wife any
maden of the empire, from the daughter of the fira Sultana down to any damsd within the
confines of Mauritania, and the assurance was given that there would be no inquiry as to how the
lucky finder had come into possession of the imperid diadem.

As time lent distance to the disastrous crusade and its tragic sequels, a spontaneous crop of
tdes and legends trandferred the former memorable event into the redm of romance. Down to
this day the rudic folk of Ludtania look forward to the return of Dom Sebadtian, whom they
believe to dwel among the Moors in the somnolent state of Barbarossa, while among the tribes
of Wegstern Barbary it is popularly current that, owing to unknown causes, the great battle is
periodicaly fought over, dways & new moon, the phantom armies engaging each other on the
banks of the Elmahassen, and the combat winding up with the historic rout of the crusaders.

Indeed the foolhardy invason would read like the myth of the Argonauts, had the outcome
turned out less crushing to the adverturers. For a youthful king, in the twenties, and of limited
resources, to embark on a career of conquest remote from his base of supply, the coveted prize
beng a walike empire much larger than the kingdoms of Spain and Portugd combined, an
empire which Chrigendom learned to fear, is s0 daring an adventure that, but for its
unquestioned redlity, it could pass as a bit of chivdrous fiction. And the circumstances under
which the last encounter took place, the death of the Sultan, the loss of the crown, and the
terrible fate of the prisoners, tend much to invest the event with a hdo of the mystic and the
ghodly.

However, the legendary evolution of that desperate struggle near Al-Kesar Kebir may be traced
back to the adventures of a student from Timbuctu, who arrived a Fez a the beginning of the
gxteenth century. That was the time when the Fazzi had good cause to boast of cherishing one of
the grestest centres of learning in the world. From the valey of the Nile, from the banks of the
Congo and the Niger, from populous Europe, darkest Africa, and farthest Asa, the youth of the
opulent without digtinction of creed and race flocked to the hals of the Karouin to cull the
honey dropping from the lips of inspiraion, especidly the dimly reveded arcana that teach how
to read the signs of the gars.

The Karouin was then, and is in diminished lugtre now, four inditutions in one—the highest
school, the largest mosgue, the grestest library, and the most hospitable caravansary in the vast
regions traversed by the Atlas Mountains. Within the precincts of the Kairouin hundreds of poor
gudents found then not only free sheter and tuition but aso food and garments, the cost being
defrayed from the ample bequest of the philanthropic Fatma, the origind benefactress of that



curious univergity. It embraced a miniature world of the rich and the poor, the learned and the
ignorant, the faithful and the infidel, the good and the bad; was the home of every Modem who
had none other; and, among its many good things, was disinguished for an amosphere of
tolerance, peace and cordidity. Even to-day the president of the Kairouin, the Mokaddun, whose
office is hereditary, treats dl as equds, the prince and the beggar having the same right, and that
is to take life easy,—very easy. Instances of nervousness from overwork have never been heard
of in the Karouin. Once matriculated, the student is not expected to pass examinations, and is a
privileged character, his presence in the city being a source of revenue to its inhabitants. For it
should be remembered that among those who come to the Kairouin in quest of wisdom are the
sons of the wedthiest sheykhs, nobles, and merchants from dl the habitable lands which skirt the
sands of the Sahara, young lords wrapped in soft slks, bestriding Arabian steeds magnificently
caparisoned, followed by retinues of daves to cater to ther physicd wants, and harems to
beguile their ennui. Nor is in the chase of romantic diverson, the beautiful Fazzi neglected; the
people being indined to connive a the trivid transgressions of the future pillars of Modem
scholarship. Thrifty parents know how and when to be absent when the young lords from Insaa,
Nubia, Tunis Tripoli, Egypt, Taradunt, or Timbuctu are sure to mak their trangt through
goartments of supposed inviolable privacy by a trail of gold-sand. Such are the traditions of the
Kairouin, redized down to this day.

But the student of Timbuctu with whom this tde is concerned was in every way an exception.
He disdained luxury, spurned the delights of the harem, consorted with nobody, had but one aged
dave to wait on him, dwdt in a tent on a rock in the outskirts of the city, and spent his days
among the piles of old bocks and manuscripts treasured on the sheves of the Karouin s
subterranean library. In the bazaars he was known for years as the student who paid for his
purchases in slver or in gold, without ever waiting for the change. He was not handsome. His
most remarkable feature was a face drikingly reminding one of the owl’'s, with orange eyebdls
which glowed like living topaz stones. He wore an expresson which, once caught, haunted one
like an gpparition. His white-haired attendant was dumb and moved like an automaton of bronze,
leaving one in doubt as to whether he was redly a creature of flesh and blood. All that was
known about that strange student was that he had come with the great caravan from Timbuctu,
that his name was Omeyya, and that he devoted his whole time to researches in works of the
occult sciences, such, for ingdance, as dchemy and astrology, supplementing his inquiries with
practicd experiments, asssted by his autométic atendant. His was a persondity whom the Fazzi
liked much less than they feared. Omeyya was left saverdy done, but this was just the condition
which seemed to suit him. His unique appearance and singular individudity had ther origin in
his exceptiondly romantic birth, and in a career even dranger than his beginning. He grew up as
the adopted child of the renowned sibyl Kadijah, whose abode was a cavern near Timbuctu, and
who was more shunned than sought by the people of her quarter. To the smple folk Kadijah was
known as the “owl-witch,”—rarely met, and then usudly during the dusky hour before and after
sunse, dill more rardy a night; ever in a hurry, with her harr-covered arms flapping like the
wings of a scared odrich. She was in very truth like a hairy owl; weazen-faced, the extremities of
her body resembling clawvs while her face bore every resemblance to that of the owl, orange
eyebals and a nose so pointed, hooked, and besk-like that it partly covered the thin curl of her
upper lip. Only in extreme cases of distress did the people of Timbuctu resort to her for help, and
her manner of meeting emergencies inspired them with awe. Her most potent specific was the
likeness of a long-necked, herontlike bird, crudely drawn with charcod on a bit of leather, and
hung on the breast of the afflicted patient. The cure was assured.



In Kadijah's sombre abode Omeyya came to his consciousness of life, nursed with motherly
solicitude, and was later initiated into the secrets of her dark arts. One day, the boy having risen
to mature youth, the owl-witch dartled him by offering to inform him as to the mysery of his
life

“Thou knowest not who thou art, my son, and my gpproaching end requires me to let nothing
stand between thee and the truth concerning thy legitimate parents. In this place Naima, the
daughter of Moadh, then recognized the srongest arm of Timbuctu, gave thee birth. Thy father's
name was Abu Sofian, the hair of Abu Thaleb, whom Moadh had dan in a family feud. When of
age, and drong enough to avenge his faher's death, Sofian burned to run a sted through
Moadh's heart, vengeance being his only thought and prayer. From the flat roof of his mother's
home Sofian had a clear view of his fo€'s teraced habitation, and thither he daly sent his
imprecations, determined to bresk into it a the first opportunity, and make an end of the fierce
homicide. The outbresk of a fire in the immediate neighborhood of Moadh's house gave the
daring youth his chance. Armed with a deadly wegpon, he succeeded in dipping unnoticed into
the Saalemlik (reception room) of the hated man. Missing his object here, the son of Abu Thaeb
made a dash for the Haremlik, resolved to srike down the head of the house in the inviolable
secluson of his wives. His rush was checked by the gppearance of a tiny, jewelled, dabaster
hand, that swept a dlken curtain asde—and there stood reveded above the frame of a screen a
Houri of charms so enchanting that the lad was not sure that he was awake. ‘ Comest thou to save
me from the flames? They are out to watch the fire, and my dre commanded me to await his
return; he is a fearful man to be disobeyed, spoke the girl in excitement; but her voice mdted
Sofian’s heart, and made his eyesto swim.

“ ‘Fary of the sun, disguise thy beauty in a man's jellab and turban that | may save thee, even
if 1 die in the atempt, replied Sofian with great presence of mind; and the girlish figure
disappeared, to return as that of a sately youth.

“ *My name B Naima, and if thou wilt be the light of mine eyes and the bresth of my life, | will
be the dust for thy feet to tread upon,’ said the metamorphosed maiden, and, favored by the
general confusion, they gained the sreet unobserved. Under Sofian’s roof the same day Naima
became his wife; but Timbuctu was too smdl for Moadh's rage, grief and shame, and the young
lovers guarded their secret so well that many weeks passed by before the city was in a furor at
the news of the e opement.

“Moadh summoned his kindred to assst him in avenging the outrage; but Sofian was not to be
found ngpping. An armed force of his kith and kin guarded his house day and night agand an
atack by surprise, while his girl-wife was ddivered to my keeping in case of defeat. There was a
sege and an assault, and, in the hand to hand struggle that ensued, Moadh met his death at the
hand of Sofian, who was in turn mortaly stabbed by one of the avengers. The youthful widow
remained in my charge, and here thou wast born, thy mother having had nobody to return to or
apped to for protection. Sorrow, shame and remorse caused her to shun the sight of man, so that
she would never venture out in daytime, lest someone recognize her and do her harm; for she
was hated of dl her relatives.

“She did not remain long in my keeping. In an evil hour she left her safe refuge to bask in the
morning sun, only to fdl an easy prey to the rgpacity of marauding Bedouins who, having
attacked and plundered the city, lighted on her as they passed this way. My arts could not rescue
her, Omeyya, and the daughter of Moadh has changed hands many times since ;—a dave or a
mistress, just as it suits her magter’s fancy. This happened nineteen years ago, when thou hadst
become my charge, yea, and my comfort.



“In my youth 1 was loved by a man of the black arts, and of him | inherited the secret of
Egypt’'s great mystery, the land of his birth. He knew much, but not enough to escape deeth, the
inexorable regper, whose approach | aso now fed. To-morrow | shdl be no more, and this
hollow shdl be my sepulchre. Bury me as a son would his mother—Under that stone thou wilt
find gold to sustain thee for the length of thy days. Yet shdt thou depart hence to seek a brighter
life, greater wedth, higher dation, and the hgppiness of love—yea, and thy mother—in the
famous city on the River of Pearls, provided thou wilt act as thou art bidden. This unlighted hole,
Omeyya, hides Egypt’'s greet mystery, which is heregfter to be in thy trus.—Take this rod from
my hand and describe in mid-air the sgn of the crescent from right to left toward the eastern
wall,” commanded the witch.

Omeyya did as he was bidden. In answer the slvery crescent loomed up on the bleak rock,
with its horns gradudly lengthening downward until it completed the shape of an ova door
opening to an arched space, brilliant with dazzling light. In the heart of the vault thus reveded
there stood, perched on a block of onyx, a large heron, white as snow from its crop down, the
ret of the plumage sky-blue traversed by lines of hieroglyphics in rdief st in jewes of every
hue with a predominance of the ruby and the amethys. The scintillant hieroglyphics were
irregularly scettered over the body of the mystic bird, thicker dong the wings and thickest
around the breast and the gracefully elongated neck; the eyes in the beautiful head were of topaz,
and the long bill of burnished gold, pointed with black diamonds. Of a deep lapis-lazuli color
was the heron’s tail, spreading to the dimensions of the peacock’s and furnishing a fidd for dar-
like configurations sat in sparkling pearls, emerads, sapphires, beryls, chrysolites, carbuncles,
sads, and a variety of the jasper and the licure, while the black of his legs was likewise relieved
by kabbdidic linesin rare gems.

“By the genii of Amenti, the masters who fashioned thee in the beginning to be the symbol and
oracle of Odris, O, Phamix! | adjure thee to accept this youth in my stead as thy favorite, and to
answer his cal as soon as he shdl decipher the emblems that move the spirits of thy mysery,”
screamed the sibyl, vociferoudy.

Omeyyds eyes dilaed in amazement. The bird's inanimate form gave dgns of life Ruffling
his grest plumes he displayed a blaze of variegated gems, flashing like so many brilliant stars.
From his feather train issued a haze of golden orange, changed into a flame of carmine, which
consumed the bird and |€ft the place to its previous dinginess.

“Mak me wdl, for death is upon mel—The rod in thy hand holds the key to the mystery thou
at to unriddle in Fatima's great school, during a period of srict abstinence from carnd pleasures.
For thirty-seven months thou shdt drink the dew of the morning, shdt bathe at new moon in the
River of Pearls, deep within canvaswalls, so thet thy nature be untainted and thou worthy of the
power the reveded arcana insure for thee” exclamed the shyl, never to spesk again. With the
last word her shriveled frame fdl lifeess to the ground.

Omeyya suspected that the rod contained something to be sudied. On examining it in full light
he found the upper end, looking like a carved handle, to be a closng stopple removable by a
turn. From the hollow of the rod he pulled forth a rolled up papyrus. The unrolling of the
document proved it to be much larger than it a firt gppeared, and Omeyya looked with
concentrated  atention a  the lifelike picture of the phomix it represented, the shining
hieroglyphics being dartlingly reproduced. Having reverently buried his foster-mother and
possessed himsdf of the hoard, Omeyya abandoned the gloomy abode of his boyhood, earnestly
resolved to comply most scrupuloudy with the directions of the sbyl.



When we meet Omeyya a the Kairouin of Fez he is at the close of his probationary period, and
we need not be surprised to see him one new moon's eve on the bank of Elmahassen, rod in
hand, ready to test the occult science acquired during years of assiduous application.

It is a cloudy night, and Omeyya drains his eyes to catch a glimpse of the tiny crescent. “ Spirit
of Kadijah, asss me” prayed Omeyya, and his rod described an imaginary crescent in face of
the red one, now gleaming through a fleecy cloud. Like the flash of a search-light, there broke
forth a radiance in the crown of a cedar-tree, focussng upon a nest upon which sat the shining
phoanix.

“Bird of Osris—worship of Hediopalid if 1 am as worthy of thy magters favor as | have been
successul in fahoming the mydic lore which commands thy presence, then let me see the
encounter of those armies which years and years ago fought ther last bettle in this valey, so that
| may learn what has become of Abd-a-Meek’s crown,” spoke, the student of Timbuctuy,
circumscribing the area by a sweep of hisrod.

A prolonged scream was the bird's response, and its thousandfold echo a rumbling and
gamping, a tramping and dattering, like that of heavy cavdry and atillery, followed by muffled
hurrahs, and the neghing of horses In the hazy twilight of the new-born moon Omeyya
surveyed from a convenient devation the inrushing of column after column, on horse, on foot,
accompanied by trains of ammunition. It was a foreign amy in the act of occupying Sraegic
points. Wild cheers rent the ar a the sght of a royd tran that emerged from the digance, a
youthful king at the head of a compact force of mounted cavaliers armed to the teeth. No sooner
had the kingly commander surveyed the ground than he ordered a bridge of boats to be thrown
across the river. The bulk of the amy formed into two divisons, one fortifying the postion
occupied while the other hurried across the water to do likewise on the other sde. It was a scene
of feverish activity.

During the precipitous preparations in this pat of the vdley, a Modem host burs forth from
the shades of the groves, gardens and thickets up and down the stream, bore up with the speed of
the wind, deployed into frowning lines of battle—having caused a force of horsemen to ford the
stream—and faced the foe on both sides of the water. Surrounded by a brmidable body-guard,
appeared the Commander of the true faithful, whose pavilion was pitched a the foot of the hill
on which Omeyya sood, in the midst of the minor pavilions of His Mgesty’s minigers. The soul
of Modem inspiraion was the Shereef Abd-a-Meek, mounted on a white horse, his crown
showing him to be the imperid centre of force. At a motion of his hand the Court's Emin gave
the sgnd for baitle by the cry: “La illaha il Allah!” But before the echoes answered the cal, a
dashing body of Portuguese cavdry broke into the advance lines of the Moors, and the fierce
ondaught was backed up by a discharge of atillery, which mowed down great numbers of the
true believers.

“Hamdillahl—Degtroy the enemy of the fathful!” thundered the Sultan, and the rush of his
host was like the roar of the forest swept by the storm. Outnumbered three to one, Dom
Sebadtian’s lines were broken into upon every Sde. Yet the brave Chrigians not only held thelr
ground, but threw their entire phadanx of foot soldiery againg the enemy’s left wing with such an
impetus as drove it back toward the roya pavilion, spreading corsternation and confusion. Abd-
a-Mdek, who had wached the action with intense concern, on seeing his forces hurled
backward raved like a madman, smote with his scimitar whoever came within its reach, cursed
his men, and wound up by tearing the crown from his head and flinging it into the tide of the
river. For a moment the issue was doubtful, but the Chrigians fell as grass struck by the sycthe.
Presently a white flag was raised in Sebastian's quarter, which induced the Moors to dacken



ther fury, when the desperate king dashed againg ther ranks with as many of his knights as
were yet dive. The enraged Modems made short work of the king's devoted band, daughtered
as traitors, and the victory was proclamed by the Emin from a pile built of Christian heads
From this unique minaret the Sulhama dirred the echoes of the vdley: “ Allah ahbar! Allah
akbar!” Prodrate on thelr faces the host offered up prayer; dl except the Shereef, whose head
sank until the chin touched his breast, and when assstance came it was too late. Abd-a-Melek
was dead; and dead night ruled, the phantom hosts dissolving as they had come. Omeyya's heart
throbbed in hope and suspense. What will day reved to him in the river’ stide?

Ealy dawn found the student on the spot he had hdd during the eventful night. * Bismillah!
Arrahmani! Arrahimi!” excdlamed Omeyya, blessing the “dl-merciful God” for his wonderful
success. For in the dime of the bed, about four feet under the surface of the eddying current, his
gye diginctly discerned the precious object. In a moment Omeyya plunged into the water and
emerged therefrom with the tiara of Abd-al-Melek. The achievement was dazzling enough to
turn a young head, but Omeyya had passed through a probation which left him in full control of
his passons.

Although successful beyond his most sanguine expectaions, Omeyya returned to Fez in a
mood of profound sadness, having nobody on earth to share with him the golden anticipations
insgparable from the treasure in his trust, and the incdculable posshilities latent in the potency
of his magic rod. Though sobered by the earnest researches of years, Omeyyas thoughts
involuntarily reverted to the prize to which his find entitted him. He had a dam on the Seedna’s
own daughter, but it behooved him to ascertain whether the fird maiden of the empire was a
covetable acquidtion; secondly, whether, conddering the Shereef's chronic indinaion to Slence
annoying pretenders by putting them out of the way, it were prudent to proceed without adequate
safeguards.

Full of golden reveries, the youthful wizard drifted the following day into the enclosed bazaar
where the Fazzi, after the yearly arivd of the Akabah, or the grest caravan from Timbuctu,
gathered to take a look at the exhibited wares of far human flesh. It was the dave-deder’'s
paadise. The sgquare marketplace had but one gate and embraced many concerns within its
confines, but the chief busness was the dispogtion of daves by auction or by private bargain.
Under a roof of rough boards supported by rude posts, men, women and children were being
dripped of their clothing and examined like cattle— teeth, eyes, mouth, nodrils, chest, arms and
legs. The agility of the daves was tested by a free gpplication of the whip, making them jump
high, and ther drength by the lifting of heavy weghts Handsome femaes were trested with
more consideration. Bids were made, accepted, or declined. The most of the human chattels were
black, and dressed to st off their forms to advantage.

Among the few whites there was a woman for whom the owner asked a fabulous price, and
scornfully regjected a bid of twenty-five doubloons, dthough that was the highest amount that had
ever been offered for a dave above thirty years of age. She was not on open exhibition like the
others who shared her fate, but screened by a canvas stretched before her in a corner, behind
which the prospective purcheser was alowed to make his examination. The one who had last
avalled himsdf of this privilege and had jus come out from behind the partition, was a negroid
Modem, whose green caftan of slk bespoke his descent from the Prophet, while the soft rich
folds of his sin shawl gracefully wound around his upper frame, like his capacious girth, sug-
gested the enjoyment of an ample revenue, with little work and less worry. He was likewise a
dudent at the Kairouin, but his researches were entirdy confined to the mystery centred in



woman, and the bags of gold-sand he had brought dong from Tafilet engbled him to pursue his
ardent work with much assduity.

“What isthe age of thy gazdle?” inquired the lined descendant of Mohammed.

“It is a gazdle from Jannet d Ferdaws, who are ever young and swedt, like the blossoms of the
Tuba-tree” replied the dave-deder volubly.

“If she were a virgin thy comparison would pass, but she has seen somebody’s love, and must
have seen at |east thirty Ramazans,” observed the holy connoisseur of the fair sex.

“She will see thirty more years and yet be more beautiful than one of twenty. She is worth her
weight in gold,” asserted the dave-dedler.

“Will apound of gold-sand buy her?’ asked the scion of the Prophet.

“One hundred doubloons will take Naima,” cried the master of the dave.

“Namal” echoed a voice nearby. “Nama—is that thy dave's name?’ asked Omeyya eagerly,
who had been a witness of the progressing transaction.

“That is her name, Cid, as sweet as herself,” returned the cunning dedler.

“I will pay the price if thou cangt satisfy me as to her place of hirth, her pedigree, and her
antecedents,” promised Omeyya without hesitation.

“What thou askest of me | cannot do. We buy and exchange daves as we trade in other things,
never bothering our heads as to whence they come, or who they are. What matters it? | traded for
Naima in Tenduf; she might have come thither from Timbuctu by Tandeng, an oass in the
desert, rich in sdlt, and fertilized by wholesome springs,” said the merchant hypothetically.

“She is ming let the taleb write out the legd trandfer,” said Omeyya, without sO much as a
look at the object of his purchases A murmur of surprise passed around among the onlookers.
The saint of the green caftan departed in disgust. In a few minutes the document was produced
and dgned, the price paid, and Omeyya, trembling dl over, led off the dave, whom he fdt must
be his mother. Brought to his tent, he caused her to remove her kaik or face cover, made her st
on a pillow, threw himsdf on his knees before her, looked into her beautiful countenance, then
kissed her hands and spoke: “Let thy first answer to my firs question be plain and brief.—If thy
father’s name was Moadh of Timbuctu; if thy husband was Sofian the son of Abu Thaleb of the
same city; if thy friend was the owl-witch Kadijah; if a child was born to thee in her cave and his
name was Omeyya—then speak the word that | may praise Allah’s great mercy.”

“What spirit imparted to thee the tae of ny woe, master?’ cried the woman, in a thrilling tone;
“thou must be a descendant of the dl-knowing Prophet!”

“No! Is it not enough that 1 am thy child?” answered Omeyya, with an outburst of tears, and
there was a pathetic moment beyond the reach of words.

It is agan new-moon. Naima is misress of an degant home, is wated on by daves, moves
among hangings of dlk, on the softes of Moorish rugs her eydids are painted with kohl, her
finger nals with henna; her harem opens on a courtyard pervaded by the odoriferous scent of the
mandragora and the blossom of the orange, cooled by the splash and play of fountains, and
animated by storks, who are sacred birds in Morocco as esawhere. Mother and son have by this
time unbosomed themsalves to each other, and both are confident that the culmination of things
will be equa to their expectations.

Once more Omeyya is done in the dead of voicdess night, under cloud-obscured stars. He has
been waiting snce before the sun had withdrawn his last beam from the picturesque panorama
afforded by the sight of the Western Mecca and its wreath of groves and gardens, spreading on
the dopes of the vdley through which flows the Wad-d-Jubar. Omeyya stood on the height
crowned by Mulai lsmad’s bastion, whence the view of Fez is as pefect as that of the padace



grounds. As night closed over the city and the green tops of Mula Edris—the famous mosgue,
griking because of its al-overtopping golden globe— faded in degpening twilight, Omeyya
heard the nightingde a her best, and his soul was well attuned for the amorous cadence. Now
the crescent soared in rdief on heaven's mystic tapestry, but a later hour was to evolve the vison
of Egypt's mygery. At the rignt moment the potency of Omeyya's rod raised up the bird. Over
court and palace broke a white radiance, and in its core hung the heron on wing in mid- heaven.

“Bird of Odris, worship of Hdiopolid by the invisble masters who fashioned thee | demand
to let me behold her whom destiny has decreed to be my consort.”

Omeyya was frightened on seeing the phomix fade, as if offended by his command; but in its
gead there sorung, like Iris from the clouds, a smiling Hebe; back of her rose in imperid magesty
Muley Zidan and his foremogt Sultana—"Hamdillah!” cried Omeyya, fdling on his face to
prase Allah “the most merciful, the King of the Day of Judgment!” When he rose there were the
dars above him and the dlvery crescent, while the valey of the River of Pearls rang with the trill
of athousand nightingaes.

The next morning the dreets of Fez were filled with the cries of the Sultan’s herdds, cdling on
him, who was entitled to the grest prize, to come forth and obtain it—"Bring the crown and
obtain thy reward!” was the cry heard in street and bazaar, no one knowing what it meant.

But Omeyya suspected that something had happened in the pdace, and he fdt that his triumph
was assured. What he learned later was this. That same night the Shereef, the Shereefa, and their
daughter Rehaming, had a vison which they imparted to each other the following morning. They
had al seen the same thing, and the coincidence could only be explained in one way. Abd-a-
Melek’'s crown had been found. The Sultans's criers were sent out to assure the happy finder of
his prize. Thus doubly reassured, Omeyya presented himsdf before the Emil-al-Mumemin who,
it need hardly be told, was gresatly impressed by the student’ stale.

“What thou hast seen, son, is not the phomix of Odris, but the image of Allah's dazzling cock,
who each morning chants to ddight the ear of the true God, when dl the fowls of his kind join in
his melodious praise. By no less a miracle than the help of the bird, whom our Prophet saw in the
skies, could the crown of Abd-a-Melek be restored,” concluded the Seedna, pioudy.

In the presence of the great Divan, Omeyya produced the crown; and here in the throne-hdl his
betrothal to Rehamina was solemnly confirmed. In due time there was a roya wedding, after
which Muley Zidan found Omeyya not only to be worthy of his lovdy daughter, but of his
highest esteem and fullest confidence as the wisest counsdlor in his Divan.



