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THE HORSE AND HIS RIDER 21 

Then the mice replied: "Although we saw in you the whole 
Order of St. Anthony, or of our holy Father St. Mark, we could 
have no confidence in your hypocrisy." 

The Cat covered herself with a dust rag, and smeared her
self with Bour. The mice approached her, saying: 

II Wretch, we see through your dust rag I " 
Then she pretended to be dead, and lay in the path of the 

mice, who approached her and said: 
II Miserable cheat, although your skin be made into a purse, 

we could not believe that you bad given up your habitual 
knavery." 

This fable shows that when you liave once found out a per
son of dishonest, treacherous, and evil character, you should not 
trust him, even if he tries to do right, for he cannot change his 
nature. 

THE Fox AND THE WOLF 

The Fox deceived the Wolf, telling him that if he delivered 
a letter to the heads of the village, they would give him food 
to bring back. When the Wolf reached the village the dogs 
fell upon him, biting and wounding him. When he returned 
in a sad plight the Fox said to him: .. Why did you not show 
your letter?" 

.. I did show it," was the reply, .. but there were a thousand 
dogs, who did not know the liandwriting." 

This fable shows that there are many people ignorant, though 
brave, with whom it is best not to dispute or to mix, but pru
dently to keep away from them. 

THE HORSE AND HIS RIDER 

The Horse complained to his Rider, saying that it was unjust 
that a fair and powerful creature, such as he was, should be 
a slave and carry so weak a thing as man. 

His Rider replied: II I feed you, I shelter you with a roof, 
and I show you where water and grass are to be found." 

"But you take away my liberty, and put a hard bit in my 
mouth. You weary me with long journeys, and sometimes 
expose me to the dangers of battle," answered the Horse. 

II Take, then, your liberty," said his master, removing the 
bridle from his head and the saddle from his back. 



TURKISH FABLES 

The Horse bounded off into the mountains, where grass and 
water abounded. For many weeks he enjoyed ease and plenty. 
But a pack of wolves, seeing him in good condition, pursued 
him. At first he easily outstripped them, but he was now heavy 
with much nourishment, and his breath began to fail. The 
wolves overtook and threw him to the ground. 

When he found his last hour was come he exclaimed mourn
fully. "How happy and safe I was with my master, and how 
much lighter and easier were his bridle and spur than the fangs 
of these blood-thirsty enemies I " 

This fable shows that many people do not estimate duly the 
blessings of their condition, and complain about those duties, 
the performance of which is the sole condition of their life and 
safety. 

THE RosE AND THE BUTTERFLY 

A Rose growing in a garden of THlis saw in summer 
time a Butterfly of many colors fluttering in a neighboring 
flower-bed. 

" Poor creature," said the flower, "how short your life is I 
You are here to-day and gone to-morrow. But I remain on my 
stalk, spread my leaves in the sun, and scatter scent on the air 
without change." 

"I have the power of going into many gardens," replied 
the Butterfly. "You are only a prisoner; I can get under shel
ter when it rains, seek the shade when the sun is hot, and if 
my life is short, it is a merry one. Besides, your life is short 
also, and a storm at any moment may throw you to the ground 
and scatter your red petals in the dust." 

The Rose tossed her head in a burst of rage. "I am at least 
beautiful and fragrant while my life lasts; but you are no more 
than a worm with a pair of wings." 

There would have been more angry words between these two 
bad not the lady of the house come that moment and plucked 
the Rose, while a bird from the bough of an oak-tree swooped 
down and carried off the Butterfly. 

This fable shows that pride and vanity make people very 
often fancy themselves superior to others, while all are really 
of no importance, being subject to the same condition of decay 
.and death. 











THE MAGISTRATES 

ACT FIRST 

Sceae I-The Sc:eIle fa laid ill the JIoue of the Late 
Kerdwlt, Badjl-Ghafour 

Sekinl-KliaftOfln. sister of Hadji-Gllafot4f'. is discOTJered stand
ing before the window; she calls to her servant. Goul-Sebah. 

SEKINE-KBANOUN. Goul-Sebah I Goul-Sebah I 
GoUL-SEBAB [entering the f'oom]. Here I am, madame. 

What do you wish? 
SEKINE-KBANOUN. Have you not heard of the trouble which 

my shameless sister-in-law is bringing upon me, Goul
Sebah? 

GoUL-SEBAB. No, madame. How could I hear about it? 
SEICINE-KBANOUN. She has given notice to the President of 

the Tribunal that she objects to his paying over to me the 
money which my brother had placed in his hands for me. 
She claims that this sum should revert to her. Good 
heavens I Goul-Sebah, was ever such a case heard of? I 
do not know what sin I have committed against God, but 
things always fall out unluckily for me. 

GoUL-SEBAB. Whatever put such ideas in your head, madame? 
Why should things fallout unluckily for you? 

SBIUNE-KBANOUN. As you are aware, Goul-Sebah, I am des
perately in love with Aziz-Bey. For two whole years did 
the unhappy youth in vain beseech my brother to give him 
my hand; my brother would not consent, because Aziz-Bey 
is the son of a heretic, and an officer of government. But 
now that my brother is dead, and I am free to dispose of 
my hand as I choose, I wish to enter into possession of 
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THE MAGISTRATES 41 

pen to die," he said, " you must give this money to my legal 
heir." The President of the Tribunal took charge of the 
money, and then, like everybody else, he quitted the city. 
All our neighbors also left. No one was at home but my 
brother and I, with a woman whom he had espoused in 
temporary marriage. It happened that my brother fell 
sick. Noone was left in the town but some soldiers whom 
the government had left to guard the houses of the inhabi
tants, and to carry the dead to the cemetery. On that 
day four soldiers came to our house, and my brother said 
to them: "I am dying, and I have no other heir in th~ 
world but my sister here. After my death take me away 
to the cemetery." Then my brother departed to the other 
world. Meanwhile my sister-in-law, who is no more than 
a mistress to whom no legacy can fall, pretends to be the 
heiress of my brother, and institutes a suit against me. 
Her advocate is Aga-Merdan, the son of the confectioner, 
and I hope that you will be willing to undertake the task 
of defending me. 

:AoA-SELKAN. Madame, I have retired from practice, and do 
not intend henceforth to be anyone's advocate. 

SUINE-KHANOUN. This business will not take long, Aga-Sel
man; it will soon be finished; it is matter for a single ses
sion. If witnesses are required to testify to the words of 
my brother, there are the soldiers--you can summon them 
as witnesses. I hope that you will undertake my case out 
of mere good-will toward me. 

AGA-SELKAN. Do you know the names and addresses of these 
soldiers? 

SEKINE-KHANOUN. Yes. Aziz-Bey will write the information 
on a sheet of paper and will hand it to you. 

AGA-SELKAN. Since you depend upon me, I accept the case; 
but on condition that it is not to tum out a long one, for if 
it is likely to last for any period, it will not be possible for 
me to devote myself to it. 

SEKINE-KHANOUN. It is matter for a single day, and in recom
pense for your trouble I will give you a fee of 500 tomans. 

AGA-SELMAN. That is scarcely necessary, madame. I engage 
in this business purely out of regard for y.ou, and without 
motives of self-interest. 



























































OTTOMAN POEMS 

Lose not opportunities that thy hand doth find, 
For some day full suddenly Death thy tongue shall bind. 
Of how many singers, eloquent of words, 
Bound have Death and Doom the tongues fast in their corda I 
Lose not, then, th' occasion, but to joy look now, 
For one day thy station 'neath earth seek must thou. 
While the tongue yet floweth, now thy words collect; 
Them as Meaning's taper 'midst the feast erect, 
That thy words, remaining long time after thee, 
To the listeners' hearing shall thy record be. 
Thy mementoes lustrous biding here behind, 
Through them they'll recall thee, 0 my soul, to minct. 
Those who've left mementoes ne'er have died in truth; 

• These who've left no traces ne'er have lived in sooth. 
Surely with this object didst thou come to earth, 
That to mind should ever be recalled thy worth. 
" May I die not I" say'st thou, one of noble race? 
Strive, then, that thou leavest here a name of grace. 

Allfflltli. 

FROM THE ISKENDER-NAMA 

ONCE unto his Vezir quoth the crowned King: 
Ie Thou, who in my world-realm knowest everything I 
With my sword I've conquered many and many a shore; 
Still I sigh right sorely: • Ah I to conquer more I ' 
Great desire is with me realms to overthrow; 
Through this cause I comfort ne'er a moment know. 
Is there yet a country whither we may wend, 
Where as yet our mighty sway doth not extend, 
That we may it conquer, conquer it outright? 
Ours shall be the whole earth--ours it shall be quite." 
Then, when heard the Vezir what the King did say, 
Quoth he: Ie Realm-o'erthrowing Monarch, live for aye I 
May the Mighty Ruter set thy crown on high, 
That thy throne may ever all assaults defy I 
May thy life's rose-garden never fade away I 
May thy glory's orchard never see decay I 















































































QAlsDA 

One day he secrets all shall descry, 
Love makes the soul from sleep raise the eye; 
Unto him all things shall oped be and shown, 
Off e'en the curtain from God shall be thrown. 

GAZEL 

YEA, on God's favor all my trust I place; 
Ah I how my soul desireth his dear grace I 

Yal&)'G Beg. 

Since with the Lord I have my heart made right, 
All of my hope upon his aid I base. 
I upon troops and treasures no faith lay; 
Nay, to the Hosts Unseen I leave my case. 
Bravely strive on, the Holy Warfare fight; 
Firm, in God's cause to war, I've set my face. 
By him, I trust, received my prayer may be; 
For, on acceptance I my whole hope place. 

MtwIdI.-

QAiSDA 

ONE night when all the battlements Heaven's castle doth dis-
play, 

Illumed and decked were, with the shining lamps, the stars' 
array, 

Amidst the host of gleaming stars the Moon lit up his 
torch; 

Athwart the field of Heaven with radiance beamed the Milky 
Way. 

The Secretary of the Spheres had ta'en his meteor-pen, 
That writer of his signature whom men and jinns obey. 
There, at the banquet of the sky, had Venus struck her lyre, 
In mirth and happiness, delighted, joyed and smiling gay. 
Taking the keynote for her tune 'neath in the vaulted sphere, 
The tambourinist Sun her visage bright had hid away. 
Armed with a brand of gleaming gold had leapt into the 

plain 
The Swordsman of the sky's expanse, of heaven's field of 

fray. 





























MUSEDDES 

GAZEL 

SooN as I beheld thee, mazed and wildered grew my sad 
heart; 

How shall I my love disclose to thee who tyrant dread art? 
How shall I hold straight upon my road, when yonder Tor· 

ment 
Smitten hath my breast with deadly wounds by her eyelash 

dart? 
Face, a rose; and mouth, a rosebud; form, a slender sa.,. 

ling-
How shall I not be the slave of Princess such as thou art? 
Ne'er hath heart a beauty seen like her of graceful figure; 
Joyous would I for yon charmer's eyebrow with my life 

part. 
Firisl, what can I do but love that peerless beauty? 
Ah I this aged Sphere hath made me lover of yon sweetheart. 

FIJrisI. 

MUSEDDES 

AB I that once again my heart with blood is filled, like beaker, 
high; 

At the feast of parting from my love I fell, and prostrate lie; 
O'er this wildered heart the gloom of frenzy, conquering, 

doth fly; 
In the valley of distraction ne'er a guide can I descry. 

Heedless mistress I loveless Fortune I ever-shifting, rest· 
less skyl 

Sorrows many I friends not any I strong-starred foemaal 
feeble II 

In the land of exile loomed dark on one side the night of woe, 
Nowhere o'er me did the lustrous moon of beauty's heaVeD 

glow; 
Yonder glared the Two Infortunes, sank my· helping planet 

low; 
Here did fortune, there did gladness, parting from me, di~ 

tant go. 



OTTOMAN POEMS 

Heedless mistress 1 loveless Fortune) ever-shifting, restless 
sky) 

Sorrows many) friends not any) strong-starred foeman ) 
feeble I) 

Strange is't if the nightingale, my heart, in thousand notes 
doth wail? 

Fate to part it from the rosebud, the beloved, did prevail; 
Whilst I'm on the thorn of anguish, rivals with my love re- . 

gale: 
Why recite my woes, 0 comrades? space were none to tell 

their tale) 
Heedless mistress I loveless Fortune I ever-shifting, rest

less sky) 
Sorrows many) friends not any I strong-starred foeman I 

feeble I) 

~'en a moment at the feast of woes from tears can I refrain? 
How shall not the wine, my tears, down rolling, all my vest

ment stain? 
Can it be with e'en one breath I should not like the reed 

complain? 
Sad, confused, like end of banquet, why then should not I 

remain? . 
Heedless mistress) loveless Fortune) ever-shifting, rest

less skyl 
, Sorrows many I friends not any I strong-starred foeman I 

feeble I I 

Yonder Princess, though I served her, pitiless drave me 
away, 

~anished me far from her city, sent me from her court's 
array: 

When I parted from her tresses, black the world before me 
. lay; 
Helpless 'midst the darkness did I, like unto 'Ati'i, stray. 

Heedless mistress) loveless Fortune) ever-shifting, rest
less sky I 

Sorrows many I friends not any I strong-starred foeman I 
feeble II 

'AtiJ'l. 









128 OTTOMAN POEMS 

LA'L-PARA (RUBY-CHIP) 

LA'L-PARA as her name doth one of these own, 
A girl whose heart is hard as is the flint-stone. 
Her mouth in very truth's a ruby bright red, 
Her teeth are pearls, so too the words by her said. 
Strange were it, if my heart be by her love slaved? 
For sooth her rubies bear the .. coral-prayer" graved .. 

AQ-'.ALEM (WHITE UNIVERSE) 

AND Aq-'Alem they one of yonder maids call, 
For her the moon of heaven acteth jackal. 

'A.rI.ri. 

!s't strange if through her loveliness she famed be? 
A white Rose on the earth is yonder Huri. 
He who with that bright Moon as friend goes, 
A universe enjoys more fair than earth .shows. . .. 

'A8I.d. 

MUSEDDES 

BE mine for dress, the piercing thorn I be mine for couch, tlie 
hard, hard stone I 

Be mine for home, grief's cot I be mine for bread, woe's tears I 
for work, pain's moan I 

Be all my bleeding frame with wounds of cruel foeman's 
hatred sown I 

Be these rejoiced in heart and gay who make my grieving 
soul to groan I 

Be all those glad by whom my aching heart is tortured and 
o'erthrown I 

Be those blest with their wish who say of me, .. Be all 
his hopes cast prone I " 

Unfaithfulness is aye the rule which guides the Sphere that 
loves to pain, 

The inborn nature of the Skies is but to manifest disdain; 
Within the breasts of those who pleasure seek there lurks 

some yearning vain ; 



























































TAKHMIS 157 

TAKHMIS 

'TIS yonder Darling of my soul that wildering my sense o'er
throws; 

My waving Cypress 'tis that freshness to the garden doth dis
close; 

The bird, my heart, my gardener is in Love's fair parterre of 
the rose: 

Mine eyes' field with thy cheek's reflection as my flowery 
orchard shows; 

For long my heart the picture of thy palm-like figure doth 
enclose. 

The world seems in my eyes as prison that doth my dear love 
control; 

Through love for thee my heart acquireth many a scar, and 
that's the whole; 

From hour to hour thine absence makes my tears like rushing 
waters roll: 

The heart bows down through grief for thee, and constant 
weeps the life, the soul; 

The fountain of this vineyard is the stream that from my 
weeping flows. 

As well thou know'st, through fire of love for thee how sad 
my plight of woe, 

My smiling Rosebud, wilt thou ne'er a glance of pity toward 
me throw? 

My sighs and wailings thou dost see, Oh, but for once compas
sion show: 

Through gazing on the rose and bower, my heart repose 
shall never know, 

The ward where doth my loved one dwell alone can yield 
my soul repose. 

Oh, how I think upon thy box-tree form in sorrow's night so 
drear I 

My story would Mejniin's and Ferhad's tales from mind make 
disappear. 





AZ 

.. God is Most Great I" we shout in rush and charge on field 
of ht 

We're Ottomans lour lives we give, our gain is glory 
br t. 

Then let th ca on ~"lr, d sh wer . s ft es ev si 
or ose ur thers brave let Heaven ope its portal~ wide I 

What have we found on earth that 0 fro dea h sh ld 
or de? 

.. God is Most Great I" we shout in rush and charge on fi ld 
of ht 

We're Ottomans I our lives we give, our gain is glory 
br t. fe eg 

A2 L 

AT R hich ea mo nt L_'~es ife pil ure' pa 
rtt. , 

A· lass which for a tho "'ltld oul doth ell ch op f 
ra s ea h. 

The world's a Magian that adores the fI"n:te of power d 
rtu hi 

If thou should brightly shine, a moth about thy taper's ray is 
rth 

Anon one is, anon is not-thus ever runs the course of time; 
Fro en 0 a m -fr ght s ge om tic 

is earth, 
'Tw se se f zy s eed gh ar 0 w e 

sund'ring line, 
bJt e I' un rst din w, d en 51 th ay s 

earth. 
Th eso ion f t wo be . de' w is th' elf 
Just as prospenty it seems, so rum and decay is earth. 
Ho rna Kh re an em -ds ve me and om 

wer have passe I 
A theatre that vieweth J"''''"ilY and many an act and la 's 

rtL 
Ziyii a thousand carava1lS of wise men through its realms 

ave sse 
But yet not one can tell its tale, and all unknown this day is 

art Ziy Be 
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INTRODUCTION 

I N the journal of Antoine Galland, the celebrated translator 
of the .. Arabian Nights," we read on page 29 of M. 
Charles Schefer's edition: .. Thursday, January 14: I 

purchased for his excellency (M. de Nointel) a book entitled 
• The Marvels of Creatures,' written in old Cufic characters 
with sixty-six illustrations representing different fabulous 
actions of Mahomet for the establishment of his pernicious 
doctrines, such as his ascension to heaven, his descent to hell, 
etc.; I bought it for twenty-five piastres." 

This manuscript to which Galland, although he was of 
small experience in such matters, gives so singular a title, 
was brought to France and presented to Colbert by the Mar
quis de Nointel. Colbert, who prided himself on his knowl
edge of the treasures of his library, commissioned Fran~ois 
Petis de la Croix, the elder, to prepare a notice of his new 
acquisition. The learned Orientalist, after a minute examina
tion of the manuscript, recognized the fact that it would be 
impossible for him to decipher it. He, therefore, contented 
himself with giving a detailed description of the curious minia
tures with which the manuscript is ornamented, and introduced 
it with the following note: .. Translation of the inscriptions in 
the Turkish language which give the subjects of the sixty-four 
illustrations of the book • Leitet el Mirage,' written in curious 
script, in the library of Monseigneur Colbert, by La Croix, In
terpreter and Secretary to the King. • The Night of the As
cension' treats of the Mahometan faith and of the story of 
Mahomet. This is assumed with some justice, not only on 
account of the Turkish and Arabic inscriptions which it con
tains, but also on account of the words that have been de
ciphered in the queer script in which it is written. For in
stance, the profession of faith of the Mahometans in the forty-
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212 THE ASCENSION OF MAHOMET 

written in Persian, and which is as follows: II Paradise is con
quered by difficult tasks, such as prayer, fasting, pilgrimage, 
and holy wars. To enter it we must bind ourselves to spiritual 
exercises and be exact in all the practices of the true religion. 
Hell, too, is gained by the toils of concupiscence and by all 
kinds of desires." 

The Prophet (blessings upon him I) also says: When the 
Lord God, after having created Paradise, had adorned it with 
all kinds of delights, Gabriel was commanded to go to jour
ney through it. Gabriel examined it, and saw that God, by 
an effort of his omnipotence, had prepared for his servants 
a multitude of delights which no eye had ever seen, and no 
ear had ever heard described. 0 my God I he exclaimed, who
ever hears the description of paradise, will have no rest until 
he will have attained it. 

Then it was that the Almighty surrounded the four sides of 
paradise with irksome tasks; such as fasting, prayer, pilgrim
ages, holy wars, moderation of desires (contentment), and 
watches consecrated to adoration. It was ordained by the 
supreme Will that no one should enter paradise unless he had 
passed through these arduous trials. Gabriel knowing this, 
said: If it is thus, no one will have access to this abode of 
delights. 

Likewise, when God had created hell, he called to Gabriel, 
Go, Gabriel, and visit hell also. Gabriel beheld in hell all kinds 
of punishments and tortures which no one could ever describe. 
o my God I he said, no one will ever enter this hell. 

Therefore the Lord surrounded the four sides of hell with 
all kinds of inordinate desires, with the passion for wine, 
unlawful intercourse with women, unbridled love of lucre, 
tyranny, and the exaggerated search for pleasure. At this 
sight, Gabriel exclaimed, My God, I see well indeed that no 
one will escape this hell. 

Now let us return to the subject. When the Prophet re
turned, after having been granted access to the throne, Gabriel 
received this commandment from the Lord: 

Guide my friend Mahomet that lie may see the marvels of 
the paradise I have prepared for believers; then let him also 
contemplate the various punishments of hell that I have ar
ranged for the wicked. 











THE ASCENSION OF MAHOMET 217 

tongues in the midst of hell-fire. And who are these? They 
left their husbands no repose by their unceasing scolding and 
bickerings. They went out from their homes without permis
sion and committed shameful actions. 

[The Prophet (may salvation attend him I) said that para
dise would be the reward of the women who obey the com
mandments of the Lord of All, and who trouble not their hus
bands with scolding and quarreling.] 

At some distance, I beheld a group of people whom the 
angels were tormenting by pouring poison down their throats. 
What have these people done? said I. They consumed the 
goods of orphans without thought of the day of the last judg
ment. 

Next I saw a multitude of women suspended by their 
breasts, who were being tormented without mercy or respite. 
I sought to learn who these women were. They brought into 
the world, said Gabriel, the fruit of their criminal deeds; then, 
by pretending that they were legitimate, these mothers gave to 
them the inheritance of others, and bestowed on them wealth 
which was not lawfully theirs. 

Farther on, I perceived some with grindstones hung 
around their necks. They were bound hand and foot, and 
angels tortured them unrelentingly. Who are these? I in
quired of Gabriel. They paid not the tithes of their wealth. 
Full of indulgence for their desires, they thought not of this 
great day, and through the avarice which filled their souls, they 
could not resolve to purify their wealth by alms. 

Again I beheld a band of wretches, with blackened faces, 
their necks and hands loaded with chains, and who were under
going frightful tortures. I asked their crime. They always 
greeted the great with flattering compliments, answered Ga
briel. 

At some distance was a group of men whose tongues pro
truded from their mouths. Their heads were as those of 
swine, and they had legs and tails similar to those of asses. 
They are, said Gabriel, those who bore false witness, as they 
possessed not the fear of the Most High. 

Some also I saw who were slain and brought to life alter
nately, while they were asked. What good hast thou ever done? 

Some, too, were enchained by their necks. Angels poured 
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poison in their throats and cruelly chastised them. Who are 
those unfortunates? I asked. Those who drank wine, answered 
Gabriel, and died unrepentant. 

I also saw at the gate of hell a certain number of chests, 
filled with serpents and scorpions writhing out only to return. 
Gabriel, questioned by me, replied: These are the haughty, 
with hearts full of pride and harsh in their deeds, whom these 
serpents and scorpions .will torment until the day of the resur
rection, and who will suffer eternally. 

The Prophet (upon whom be blessings foreverl) says: 
o ye who follow my way, weep without ceasing through 
fear of hell, and do ye those deeds which shall earn for thee 
happiness in the next world; for terrible are the agonies of 
hell I Its depth is equal to the distance between heaven and 
earth. When the Lord God created hell, he ordered the angels 
to keep it burning for a thousand years in succession, when it 
became red. When they had kept it burning for another thou
sand years, it became white. Still another thousand years it 
was kept burning, and it became black. As for the infidels 
who enter hell, their skin is of the thickness of forty cubits; 
their teeth are as large as Mount Ohod. Everyone occupies 
a space equal to the distance which separates Mecca from 
Medina. The reprobates, in the very heart of hell, weep so that 
their countenances have furrows like canals, and when their 
tears are exhausted, blood commences to flow from their eyes. 

When I returned, after having successfully visited para
dise and hell, I received from the Lord God the following com
mandment: 0 Mahomet, now that thou hast seen the marvels 
of my omnipotence, go, tell them to those who follow in thy 
footsteps. Promise paradise to the faithful, and seek to warn 
the infidels, the hypocrites, and the vicious by inspiring them 
with the fear of the tortures of hell. As for thee, do thou per
severe with patience in the holy practices of the true religion; 
be thou mild in thy speech and kind in thy deeds. Invoke 
my name before all thy actions, for I am nearer unto thee than 
is thy soul itself. Even if the infidels invoke my name, I will 
not leave them without hope. 0 Mahomet, let not thy heart 
be puffed up with pride, for I love not those who are intoxi
cated with vanity. 

After the Lord God had spoken to me, Gabriel made me 





















I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 

I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 

I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 

I 
I 
I 
I 

I 
I 

I 
I 
I 
I 



I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 

I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 

I 
I 
I 
I 
I 

I 
I 

I 

I 
I 
I 
I 



Cli01CE EXA,\\l'U:S Ur: Fl<f:\CH SCl1LP'1 um:. 

T/iE SPIRIT 0F ;If["S:C. 

"T';~'! I'r; ~in'll uf thi<; jn~"p:ri;J~ !~:f)n:) ('ill lll~' . ~'('n 1!1 tl. .. r:-irH :p,.l f.l"Z1rk 'If rIle 

Gr lll(' {:; ~·r:'l. Hc·1..>1' at P.lri',; and tlw 'I'·;.;~t. (;lJi:':11l11l '. \\ 'o,'m ""';Irh.~ ('cit: ". l:.H'e 
rt '!' n 'd Ll:)wr l':-:i::'-!:Ill(" in L>· jrlc:,';, \',!:J!{> j:l'.'t'.rin~~: :,~ ''-I)''k \.,-j, I :,p i!,"li\,"11 "L:y 

l"l'iT,'l:- hi-. O'\Tl. h~t~ di..,; ;'Illl'd Id .. "::i,.'l ;,\, :H\ :ll~ "1 r: tv ;\'1',: 'j,,,lt-:s. tlJ tt 

l:\,.lt.::, latL\;r 111.111 (:~-:f;l':tc; f:·\..I'~, t1. . .: Ll:-::",~;l ,ILty 01 h.- .' \,t~. 











\ 

THE ROSE 
AND THE NIGHTINGALE-

I 

BLESSED is the phrase that praises Allah's name; -
It is the very rosary of God's word j 
For through it blooms the rose-bed of the soul; 

And through it sings the bosom's nightingale. 
Each single letter has the rose's hue, 
And thus adorns the rose-field of our faith. 
B is the bloom of the creation's rise, 
The rose that stands on plains of Paradise. 
S is the sultan, ruling over M; 
The dew-drop sparkling on the lip of buds. 
A is the cypress of God's kindliness, 
The buds of sanback, buds of promise true. 
The L leads on to leaves of happiness, 
Like the curled locks that deck the grove of truth j 
The H is like the eyes of hyacinths; 
Fresh as the rosebud when it starts to blow j 
The R is like the nation of the rose, 
Hither and thither tossed by morning wind. 
The H is the mild breeze that sweeps the plain, 
And is a symbol of eternal grace; 
What is the N but Eden's Nenuphar 
The dot rests on it like a pistil point. 
The J is, as it were, a jasmine flower, 
Bending above a violet full in bloom. 
The double mark that stands above the L 
Is dew upon the leaf of hyacinths. 
The points are nothing else but drops of dew, 
That rest on tulip, rose, and violets. 

231 
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The vowels of the sentence breathe their sounds 
Like breezes scenting glades of Gulistan; 
Emblems of peace are seen on every side, 
Like to the peace of Eden in the world; 
So do we come at last to Gulistan, 
And on the new-blown roses gaze with joy. 
And you, oh Fasli I to the rose-bed come, 
:And sing your ardent passion for the rose. 

II 

THE PRAISE OF GoD, THE WONDERS OF GoD, AND HIS MAR-

VELLOUS WORKS 

THOU didst with fire make red the rose's heart, 
And kindle passion in the nightingale; 
Thou didst lend sweetness to the open air, 
And scatter in the East the scent of musk; 
To thee the spring-time owes her living crown; 
The groves of roses owe their fame to thee. 
'Tis thou didst paint the rose's gallery; 
And China's flowery land had birth from thee. 
The festival of roses is from thee; 
The rose guests owe their genial' hours to thee; 
Thine is the burning aloe of the East; 
Thine, the loud warbling of the nightingale; 
From thee, the rose her glowing color takes; 
From thee, the nightingale her melody; 
The tulip'S bosom glows with love for thee; 
Delight in thee perfumes the cypress boughs; 
Great nature's heart is opened at thy smile; 
And by thy grace the vernal waters flow. 
Thy wrath bows down the violet to the dust. 
'Tis at thine indignation that it wilts. 
Thou lightest tapers in the forest glade, 
And sometimes in thy flames the tulip dies; 
And the narcissus, like a beggar crouched, 
Thou dost ennoble with thy crowns of gold; 
Yet, 'tis their voices and their tongues that praise 
With melody, thy name in woodland glades. 
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Were it obedient for a thousand years, 
The world could never see thee as thou art 
~d sins committed for a thousand years 
Could not impair one jot thy worthiness . 
. And I, who can do nothing of myself, 
How could I, Lord, obedient prove to thee? 
Yet in thy unity do I believe, 
And with a heart sincere observe thy Jaw. 
Show me the pathway of the unity, 
That in it I may lead myself aright. 
Grant that mine eyes may still reflect thy face; 
My heart receive the light thy knowledge yield&. 
Leave not my soul in darkness absolute, 
But cast the light of grace upon my path. 
Drive from my breast the instincts that degrade, 
And fill it with the radiance of thy love. 
Oh, make mine eyes reflect thee constantly; 
My tongue forever speak of thee alone; 
My heart be filled with love of thee, and lit 
With all the splendor of thy unity. 
Let me behold thy secret state unveiled, 
And manifest to me thyself alone. 
For why should human glances seek the light 
And turn toward the countenance of God? 
Make me with wine of love inebriate, 
And of my nothingness, thy creature fonn. 
I call for the delirium of love; 
:And naught but thee, Jehovah, do I seek. 
Therefore the name of God is on my lips; 
And still I cry, "There is no god but God." 
I care not that my soul perdition see 
So long as I behold the great Amen. 
Grant only that my soul be filled with truth, 
And my heart led along the path of light. 
Sincerity my rule I do ordain, 
And gratitude the watchword of my life. 
Of secret falsehoods shall my heart beware; 
Of pride and rancor's desolating flame. 
Oh, change my being; open wide to me, 
Poor as I am, the treasury of thy grace, 
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He is the circle's first and utmost line; 
And he, the all-respected, all-beloved, 
Mahomet, Mustapha, and Mahmoud named, 
Sprung from the house of Haschim, Koreish' stem, 
First published to the world the Monuments. 
From out God's secret treasure-house he came, 
Like to the light of morning in the East, 
To be on earth the prophets' guide, to be 
The great director of the pure in heart. 
When on the world his features cease to shine, 
It seems as if the sun was veiled in heaven; 
And when his grandeur does not rear itself, 
The very heavens no longer soar aloft. 
Without the shadow of his mightiness, 
The throne itself would totter in decay. 
When he is wroth, he in confusion throws 
The water's torrent and the dust of earth; 
His dazzling existence could not fail, 
But both the worlds of heaven and earth were gone. 
The world and all therein exist for him; 
Angels and men and demons of the air; 
And the nine heavens their being owe to him; 
For him the heavens their revelations make; 
He it! the world's foundation, cause, and end, 
And he preserves the beauty of the world. 
His law remains the age's guiding light i 
And in his countenance does Allah shine. 
Mankind in guilt and dire perplexity 
Had wandered blindly from the way of truth. 
Until the loving-kindness of his law 
Recovered them, and brought them to the path. 
Before the splendor of his law arose, 
The human race was separate from God. 
Mahomet showed the path that led to God; 
He was the polestar in the arch of night; 
The leader of the pilgrims on their way; 
The refuge of the rulers of the world: 
For when Mahomet on the earth appeared, 
He shone the candle of intelligence. 
Mahomet, called the prophets' pr·ince to be, 
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Was first in excellence of holiness. 
Mahomet rules the future of the world; 
In him existence is not bound by space; 
Mahomet is the source of light to all; 
The guide and guardian of the universe. 
Adam was once the glory of the world, 
But he is Adam's greater counterpart. 
'Twas he that rescued Noah from the flood; 
And so preserved the good of all the earth. 
Enoch ascended into paradise, 
But he, an earthly creature, mounted heaven. 
While Abraham was eminent for love, 
Mahomet only keeps the throne of love. 
And while on Sinai does Moses stand, 
Mahomet holds the highest place in heaven. 
'Tis true that Jesus waked the dead to life; 
Life to the dust was by Mahomet given. 
Though Joseph was of comely countenance, 
Mahomet is the Saviour beautiful. 
God to King Solomon great wisdom gave, 
The prophet's wisdom was Mahomet's dower. 
Though David was God's caliph on the earth. 
Truth in Mahomet is epitomized. 
Endless the pomp of his nobility, 
And endless is his honor and his power. 
When to his mighty power he gave free course, 
He ripped the curtain of the moon apart. 
And see what mighty miracles he wrought; 
.. I have been poisoned," said the lamb to him. 
Like the dim cypress that in summer springs, 
He cast no shadow on the ground he trod; 
But light invested him from head to foot, 
And people saw his pathway shadowless. 
Shadows from out the realm of darkness come, 
And never shadow yet has beamed with light. 
Yon full-orbed moon casts light, not shadow down, 
Yet on the cornfields flings the shadowed trees. 
So like a shade-tent did the people cast 
Their shadows on him in the sunlight clear. 
His beauteous eye, the window of his soul, 
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The first was guardian of the sherbet cup; 
Comrade of laughter, tears, and genial hours; 
Each morning she the rose-water prepared, 
The crimson-tinted wine that scents the glade. 
'Twas the delight and joy of the Divan, 
And shared the name and honors of the dew. 
Another was the cheerful cup-bearer. 
Ruby his belt, and his cup a carbuncle; 
With rosy cheeks he was conspicuous, 
For loveliness of lip the painter's choice. 
His inmost bosom was the home of love, 
And tinged blood-red with passionate desire. 
He drank the wine that fed his passion's fire, 
And never failed the wine cup to his hand. 
He was the chief at each Rose festival, 
:And the guests caned him by the Tulip's name. 
Another was the garden's eye, and seemed 
The very lamp and eyeUght to the grove. 
So full of contemplation was his face, 
So full of meditation's sober glance. 
The radiance of his eye was in its orb, 
:And wise men saw that it was crystal clear. 
This was the prophet of the sinless glance, 
Who stood the president of the Divan. 
Five golden coins he found, and in his hand 
He bore them on the petals of his cup: 
He handed round the goblet night and day, 
And late and early was he drunk with wine; 
So long as wine was flowing, at his board 
He would not close his eye till dawn of day. 
The eye-glance of the close in sooth was he, 
And in the rose-bed is Narcissus called; 
And since he holds his goblet in his hand 
The gold Cup is he among flowerets named. 
Sword-Bearer was another waiting-man; 
The guardian of the spacious Rosary; 
He bore his naked sword behind the Rose, 
And night and day he closely guarded her. 
A fencer of incomparable skill 
Was he, in short, the prefect of the burg. 
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The only fair with whom not one can vie." 
Thus she extolled herself to honor's height, 
And made the claim of beauty absolute, 
Then called the Eastern Wind, her messenger, 
And said, .. 0 faithful bearer of my words, 
Assist me in my dire perplexity, 
And lighten up for me the night of doubt. 
Traverse the realms of Syria and Kum, 
And glancing over all the plains you cross, 
(Either in Occident or Orient, 
Where evening darkles, or where morning glows) J 

See if in any spot you chance to reach 
Aught fairer you can find in face than me; 
If anywhere there's beauty like to mine, 
And wJ1ether there's perfection reaching mine. 
Make thou my beauty known to all the world, 
That he who listens may with passion burn. 
Let people of the time be made aware, 
All beauty has been consecrate to me; 
That mortals have not had it as their dower 
In shape so faultless as belongs to me; 
The fair must learn to estimate their c~ 
Aright, and know how few they do possess, 
And that I only may true beauty claim; 
The rest are slaves, while I alone am queen." 
The herald East-Wind, as he heard her word, 
Kissed low the ground before the monarch's feet. 
.. Thou art indeed the only beautiful, 
My Queen, the beautiful, the Queen of Light. 
Who will refuse to say that this is true, 
Excepting him whose sight is lost to him? 
Who to thy beauty's question answers • No '? 
All estimate thy grace as bright and pure, 
And own the whole wide world is filled with light 
From thy great beauty, as from dawn of day. 
I'll make my circuit through the farthest nook, 
From the bright Orient to the cloudy West." 
He spoke, and started straightway on his course, 
Blew a loud blast, and travelled with the wind; 
Like to the flocks of birds he shaped his course, 
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And gives thy voice its ovennastering charm? 
Thou whom such gifts transcendent glorify, 
How is it thou art fallen thus so low? 
Why do thy brows this mournful cowl disgrace, 
And thou, why art thou seated in the dust? 
Love in thy very countenance is writ, 
And love's wound plainly has transfixed thy heart. 
Art thou in love? How has thy passion fared? 
Now is the time to tell, so tell me true." 

Now as these words the Bulbul listened to, 
She roused in Gulgul joy and love's delight • 
.. Thou seest here," said he, .. a mendicant, 
With tearful eyes, that plead to pity's soul. 
'Tis love has lessoned me in sorrow's school, 
But never have I learned what is my name. 
Thou askest me the place from which I come, 
Love is my origin and native land. 
My foot turns backward still to beckoning love; 
'Tis love inspires and gives me genius; 
For I am one whose mind is crazed by love; 
And in the world I wander lost for love. 
Heedless I hurry by, nor care for rest, 
Yet travel cannot give the balm I crave. 
And often to my love I give full rein, 
Until I am not master of my mind; 
And at the will of love, am driven adrift, 
And therefore ever wait I love's behest; 
In short, this love pang quite o'ermasters me, 
And takes away from me the power of choice. 
Now I am brainless, footless, purposeless, 
Tossed like a plaything at the whim of Fate. 
I am constrained by love, and driven along 
Hither and thither like an autumn leaf. 
I have no other impulse in my soul, 
Where love and love alone predominates. 
The shame of love is more than honor's meed 
To me, and more than fortune's smile. 
The very gloom of love is sweet to me, 
For what were worldly bliss without this flame? 
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And wait upon her pleasure constantly, 
My breath refreshment brings to all the flowers, 
And cheers the rose parterre with cheerful light." 
Then said the Nightingale: "0 happy friend, 
Thy breath brings health and purity to me I 
But what is that you call a rose garden? 
And prithee tell me who this princess is?" 
Then said the Wind which fosters life in things: 
"Gladly I tell, and thou shalt joyful hear. 
There stands a place within the realms of Kum. 
'Tis called the rose parterre, the Rose's realm; 
There, in a climate genial, this burg 
Is equally renowned with paradise, 
Of paradise with Eden's beauties blent; 
And flowers, fresh flowers are ever blooming there. 
The waters gleam like springs of paradise; 
The dust is fragrant as the purest musk; 
The watered plain is like the mirror stream 
That flashes over Eden's happy realm; 
The dust is naught but amber all unpriced; 
This home of healing is a paradise. 
Within 'tis filled with all things beautiful, 
And siren strains incomparable resound. 
Well may it bear the name of paradise, 
For every glade with glowing houris shines. 
The Rose is queen and ruler of the town, 
Which holds the lordship over all the world. 
Unique for beauty is the reigning Rose, 
And her charm beautifies all other worlds. 
She is the princess of things beautiful, 
The moon of beauty in the arch of heaven. 
All spheres celestial lie below her feet 
When she sits throned on cushions of delight. 
Be she by me both praised and idolized, 
Whose sight might lap you into ecstasy I 
The bloom of love gives radiance to her eyes; 
Enchantment fills the meshes of her hair. 
Her brows are beauteous as the crescent moon; 
Her mole is like a glittering star of eve; 
The eye, when angry, like a dragon gleams; 
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. What is this lightning flash, whose sudden blaze 
Kindles a world of terror in my soul? 
What blast is this that carries me away 
And strikes my very being as it flies? 
What stranger guest is this who comes to me 
:And takes away my reason by his word? 
Peace like a bird escapes from out my hand, 
:And all my soul in utter ashes lies. 
l'he old distress has taken the strength of new, 
And yonder beauty overwhelms my heart." 

XVI 

To WITTY EAsT WIND CoUNSELS THE WANDERiNG 
NIGHTINGALE 

THE East Wind calmly on the vagrant gazed, 
Whose heart and soul were lit with raging flame, 
~d said, " Now tell to me, thou shameless one, 
Where are thy courtesy and manners fled? 
Whence can a beggar claim such dignity, 
That he in love could ask a princess bride? 
What spurs and flogs thee on to such extremes? 
Beware, or thou will lose at last thy wits. 
Compare her loftiness with thy estate; 
What can a beggar want of royalty? 
The Rose is winsome in a thousand ways, 
The Nightingale is but a singer clear; 
:Although a thousand times thy love thou sing, 
Hope not the Rose's fragrant charm to win. 
Whence dost thou gain such fitting dower of worth, 
'As makes thee fit to mate the balmy Rose? 
Abandon passion, with its torments sore, 
And shun this emptiness of wild desire. 
For even should'st thou live a thousand years, 
Ne'er wilt thou reach the level of the Rose. 
And though thou cry Gulgul a thousand times, 
Thou never wilt arouse the lady's heart. 
Refrain, then, further to torment thyself, 
Nor strike on iron cold thine idle blows." 
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'Tis she that sheds her rays upon this world, 
When thou hast flashed thy beams upon her disk; 
Oh, tear away this veil of gloom from me, 
:And call to me the mistress of my heart. 
Say to her: • Sore is yonder poor man's heart; 
He journeys o'er the world with silent lips. 
To this poor wanderer in the way of love 
Must thou show pity and compassion due, 
For want has tom the mantle from his back, 
And love has laid him prostrate on the earth. 
He sees before him nothing but the grave, 
And never turns his glance aside from it. 
Oh, do not tread the helpless in the dust, 
Dam up the flood of wrath that threatens him I 
When this poor man the needed morsel wants, 
The beggar still can boast a wallet full. 
He has nor wealth nor influence, my queen, 
Yet lacks he not accomplishment, my queen; 
And gold and silver failing, ' tis enough 
To see thy tears and sympathetic glance. 
Be gentle, then, to this accomplished man, 
And give assistance to a bard inspired. 
The prince who acts with kindness to the poor 
Proves by his deeds his loving gentleness.' " 
While in this wise the nightingale discoursed, 
The sun stood beaming in the arch of heaven, 
And as he marked it, from the moon he turned 
And fixed his contemplation on the SUD. 

XXIII 

THE DESPONDING NIGHTINGALE ADDRESSES THE WORLD

ADORNING SUN, WHILE HIS INMOST HEART GLOWS 

WITH ARDENT DESIRE 

HE said: II 0 lord of light in heaven above, 
Thou art the lightener of the angel realm, 
Thy lustre fills with radiance all the world, 
And reaches to the garden of the Rose. 
'Tis by thy diligence that all things are, 
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The Rose, who saw the temper of the day, 
That morning was a bright and lovely thing, 
An dscape round umed, 
A glory seemed gay, 
F thin her flowe 
F ment in a mer 
T rder gave tha 
A t rone 0 verdure should be raise or er, 
And that the sweet and placid morning dew 
Should fill the Tulip's goblet with her wine. 
The dwellers in the grove acceptance gave 
And hastened to obey the queen's command. 
And in accordance with her high behest, 
T velry was kin 
T If presided o'e 
An the faithful C 
An sts regaled th ew, 
An eys filled each 
And as Narcissus took the goblet up 
A wave of ardent longing swept the throng. 
The Hyacinth unbound her waving hair, 
The Musk breathed out her tribute to the feast. 
The lilies laughed and out they thrust their tongues, 
W k' h f st with silvery I d 
D nishment at s 
T violets stood 
T hurried by th 
W echoing the n 
An rth with impu 
The joy that in his bosom overflowed. 

their eyes. 
wd, 

The Wind blew blandly like a breath from God, 
And never stopped upon its restless course. 
His touch was like caresses of desire, 
His murmur an enchantment of delight, 
So the tide volup 
T was echoed th Id. 
T beakers of d y, 
A pplers crowde e. 
T nk all that n 
An Wit rent garments lay me nate. 
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xxx 
THE FAR-WANDERING NIGHTINGALE FINDS No HEALING FOR 

HIS PAIN, AND AT LAsT WRITES A LETTER TO MAKE 

KNOWN HIS PLIGHT 

FOR a long time bewailed the Nightingale 
His agony in many a tender trill, 
And yet the Rose came never into view, 
And never saw one sparkle of the truth. 
He never saw her in his view appear, 
She never mentioned with her voice his name. 
The bird continued in his constancy, 
And her approach was ever far away. 
She had no true acquaintance with his grief, 
Though patience still was torture to his breast. . 
Then said to him at last the fool of love, 
" Why is it that I do not write to her? 
I cannot speak to others my lament, 
I will to her myself my plight explain: 
I will the sufferings which o'erAow my heart 
And all my agony recount to her. 
My eyelashes shall serve me for a pen 
And from mine eyes I will my ink distil: 
The tears which drip like blood beneath my lids 
Are ink enough to write my love letter." 
With pain he took the pen into his hand 
And wrote his letter with a bleeding heart. 
Praise formed the exordium of this love-letter, 
Praise both of God and of the prophets blest. 
Then said he: .. 0 beloved of my heart, 
Thou uncompassionate of those who love, 
Is there no end to thy prevailing charm? 
Is there no end to my surpassing pain? 
Is thy hard-heartedness persistent still? 
And is thy love enchantment without bound? . 
Is it indeed the custom of the fair 
That their great beauty should be pitiless? 
Oh, leave thine hardness, prayers of love regard, 
Look on the desolation of my heart. 
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Then suddenly she heard a tuneful note; 
Like Anka's echo came the storm of song. 
Forward she came and saw the pilgrim poor, 
Who moaned as if he consolation claimed. 
Oose to the minstrel she ensconced herself, 
And looking up to Bulbul, greeted him. 
And said to him, " Pray tell to me thy name. 
Why is it that thou clamorest so loud?" 

He said, " I call upon the one I love. 
Through love I did forget how loud I cried." 
Quoth she, "To whom has love devoted thee? 
Who is it that thy heart and spirit love?" 
Quoth he, " I am the bondsman of my love, 
For one in love is thrall and pupil too." 
Quoth she, " What bond and emblem bearest thou? 
Whence dost thou come? What is thy native land? .. 
Quoth he, " Love hath no ensign and no home, 
No special dwelling-place in any realm." 
Quoth she, " Explain to me this pain of thine, 
Tell me the secrets of thy loving heart." 
Quoth he, " I have no other guide but love." 
And here he stopped and spake no other word. 
Quoth she, " What is the character of love? 
And does it bring the lover aught of gain? " 
Quoth he, " Love brings its slave to nothingness, 
It forfeits every gain, but wins delight." 
Quoth she, " And what is, then, the end of love? 
Does he who loves find rest his home at last?" 
Quoth he, " The goal of love is suffering's lot, 
The heart through love finds all its end in pain." 
Quoth she, "The wise man never longs for pain, 
More perfect he who shuns disquietude." 
Quoth he, " Who suffers not is not a man, 
For manhood must be based on suffering, 
And he who suddenly in pain is plunged 
Befits him then to suffer patiently." 
Quoth she, " In pain, then, thou dost take delight, 
Then cease thy sighs and study self-control." 
Quoth he, " And hadst thou medicine for thy pain? " 

















FASLI 

His cup was filled with wine of suffering. 
He had a tongue which never uttered sound, 
'Twas oft thrust out from very weariness. 
And since he filled his vials with his tears, 
They called him in the garden violet. 
The wounded Nightingale accosted him, 
Beholding one all destitute of strength, 
But he was overcome with hopeless love, 
His frame convulsed with suffering and dismay. 
Here Bulbul found a comrade in distress, 
And with a question tried to hearten him, 
And said: " My friend, what has befallen thee? 
How is it love has dealt so hard with thee? 
I see, thou art a worthy slave of love, 
From which thou art so weak and overwrought. 
What is it in thy mind which makes thee sigh? 
Pilgrim, why wearest thou this mourning blue? 
Is it that thy beloved has done thee wrong? 
Or has a rival stepped into thy place? 
For grief has bent thee double by its load, 
And all thy soul is out tune through grief. 
Who is it that has flung thee to the dust? 
Who is it gave thee to be rapine's sport? 
The feet of men have trod thee to the ground, 
As a poor weakling in the gay parterre. 
Was it the loved one pierced thee to the soul? 
Or is it that a rival tortures thee? 
Say, wretched one, what ails thee, for thy pain, 
Binds thee at once in kinship with my heart." 
He noticed how the violet, weak in speech, 
With stammering tongue at length replied to him,. 
" I, too, am wounded by the darts of love, 
And thus my case is witness to thy wit, 
'Tis love that bows my bosom to the dust, 
'Tis grief that thus has flung me to the earth. 
For oh, my soul has taken the fire of love, 
I burn for satisfaction and relief. 
The breath which from my lips forever comes 
Has ting-ed my raiment with this mournful blue,. 
And longing for the Rose has done to death. 
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Absence from her has thus afflicted me; 
'Tis ve at kes e vel th dus 
And m thIS gUIse I traverse all the world. 

a orm ted y t pa 0 ve 
.n.nd unally the dust becomes my home. 
Lov as I ay e b-- ty th os 

la, hat uau y I may ne er enJoy. 
For she is ignorant f my distr 
_LDd nu.. ne pa it her hea 
And no man knows the an ish of m mind 

ha no ien fan ar th pIa , 
And now I am so wan and courageless 

ca ot ens lk my str " 
Now when the Nightingale this poor man saw, 
etc pa n hi mis , 

And each one to the other freely spoke 
f th w an rna th s bide 

Then suddenly the royal spy approached, 
Wit dar . ng es d c nin 00 ask 
.tUld while these two together converse held, 
\nd ou d r t ar 0 hei ve 

he cunmng snare was spread above the bIrd, 
And om as tte d f he ey' ec 

he igh ga wa eize wi crue han 
And in a moment into durance cast. 

nd or pa an an h the ret 
A cage was brought with many an iron bar 

nd en e w im iso in e e. 
The cage must be his dungeon evermore, 

Uld oweN hti ale las as ug 
And banished evermore from peace and joy. 

ik p an ous iso r w he ow 
For what more like a prison than a cage? 

nd igh nd y hin at ge we 
O'erwrought by absence and the pang of love. 

he ro ht . in is cere e s 
Before the shah he sang hIS well-a-day. 
The Nigh' gal was 'ck f m fIer' so. 

h, see, w at a elu mg world can 0 
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tnat thus his foe had hither ItUl e his way. 
e ~ he d a hi no s fa' ce 

And stirred up all his force for feats of arms. 
e r se the al or ar he esi nts 

Of rose garden he summoned to the strife. 
e y w er oa wo f m est 

The thorns in hand their pricking arrows held. 
Even the cypress now prepared r r, 

00 rea w' h r n dl lik a I ce 
The tulips spread their petals like a DOW, 

nd en he w ep ed s bbl sto 
The violets bent them to a hostile bow, 

e lSI sh t r 0 in ai 
The stream put on its glittering coat of mail, 

nd s 00 enc th in pan p y st 
ike . mi rie all e lant ar nd 

Held In their hand their pikes and partisans. 
Id e bu t eat in blu eo bo , 

And put themselves as shields before the Rose. 
ey to< in rd d nk as arr rs ang I 

For war and conflict in the cause of right. 
ow h th su in ro g_de ca 
fie v Hey ra' ht y I dischar ed 

I\I1d with his heat began to devastate, 
'ke so etch ear 0 as rn ng 

And 10 I the dwellers in the rose garden 
wi ed on m Ii ta rs a os e. 

The lily wilted like a sinking flame, 
__ ld ic d p t br ds rd ro he an 
The crimson tulips burnt to duskv black, 
.culd ropped t eir lazoned arges from ei an 

a de as he rd t we co ps , 
And the whole city mto ashes turned. 

ho n ith an the aves t fi 
Who can wage war against its deadly line? 
--he to ah pr g t s n ws la w br gh 

His s lend or and his power faded away. 
though e s rugg ed 0 mamtam t e strt e, 
est t h wa fat t ef t. 

And straightway he betook himself to flight, 
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Forsook the field of battle for retreat. 
Retreat is cowardly, yet there are times 
When stoutest valor counsels a retreat. 
When stronger foes o'ermaster those who fight 
Retreat is better than to rashly stand. 
Such was the thought that swayed the monarch Spring, 
And so he took the Rose and fled with her. 
He mounted quickly to an alpine crag, 
Which bordered on a chain of savage hills, 
And all his followers he took with him, 
And all the mountain side was peopled o'er, 
And so he rested on the towering peak, 
And lived henceforth in safety and in peace. 
And from that alp there sloped a verdant plabl 
Where happiness and fruitfulness abode. 

XLII 

THE MONARCH SPRING FLEES ALSO FROM THE PItAK OF 
THE MOUNTAIN AND DISAPPEARS, AND THE MONARCH 
AUGUST, IN HIS FURY, BURNS Up THE CITY OF RoSE 
GARDEN 

,MEANWHILE the sun, field marshal pf the fray, 
Had to surrender brought the rose garden. 
Then comes the monarch August with great joy, 
To take his seat on the vacated throne. 
The garden dwellers mourned in anxious care, . 
For still the flame of fury burnt its way, 
And all the noblest houses were consumed, 
For the fierce glow of fire had drunk their blood. 
Its fury hastily the tulips parched, 
And burnt to blindness the narcissus' eyes, 
The Rose parterre is wrapt in dazzling flame, 
And fire amid the thickets reigns supreme. 
And soon as he had blasted every bower, 
He sallied forth to find the monarch Spring. 
And said to each, "Where is the monarch Spring? 
And whither has retired the Princess Rose?" 

In 
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And yet he did not spare his breath of frost, 
But laid his hand on Autumn's kindly glow. 
And when that monarch showed himself on earth 
He ran him neck to neck for victory, 
And like a flood his fury ran apace, 
And everything was stiffened in his way. 
The water curdled into solid ground, 
And the world's eye was filled with crystal tears, 
And each one went about with covered head. 
The sun in heaven concealed himself for fear. 
The poor man and the rich alike were forced 
To warm themselves in skins and cloaks of felt. 
And each one of the city elegants 
Wound round his head a costly robe of fur. 
In short, the Winter reigns, a king supreme, 
Throughout the period of the dwindling days, 
And swift as water hurried his command, 
And like the wind o'er every country swept. 
While he himself in sombre dignity 
Scattered his silver frost on every side, 
His silver with such lavish hands he spread 
That house and heather shone with silvery gleams. 

XLVI 

KING WINTER DEVASTATES THE ROSE GARDEN 

IN A SNOWSTORM 

AND then he gave command unto his hosts . 
.. Make ready," said he, "for a long campaign. 
Let all our army speed to rose garden 
And fall upon it with the force of fire." 
Upon the general a command was laid 
To overthrow the palace of the Rose. 
He stood at Winter's beckoning, a slave, 
A minion, who attended his command. 
He was himself of Winter's temperament, 
And in the world he bore the name of snow. 
White was he as the crystal camphor is, 
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Long hast thou borne this dire adversity, 
e ho f hap ss at draw ar. 

The queenly Rose her greetmg sends to thee, 
And makes the message through this herald known; 

y 10 ntin passi ds i d, 
is tim e vol of t in b sed. 

Soon shalt thou from thy prison-house be freed. 
Lament no more thy succor is at hand." 

en t ast the ant age 
With w IC the ose had sent him on is way, 
And when the bird received that sweet despatch, 

fell arth, . e ove e wi . y. 
d sa ' Oh, me k the n she 

For it has reached me in a happy hour; 
The hour in which I fell to earth for grief, 

ere c s to e ne f hap ss." 
d wi a tha heart than he Lo 

And to the East Wind every blessing wished, 
d on . hac way East . d w 
d so of t fulne e bi gan. 

And when the East Wind reached the happy Rose 
He said: "0 Light that glorifiest the world, 

e N ngale riso n a c 
e cag like ngeo the , 

And he is overwrought with love for thee; 
d la . hes . d the s of 1 
s st hetra e Ian of eart, 

Oft as he breathes them on the listemng wind. 
And ofttimes he reflects, that all his life, 

now ende 0 a n w ca 
d so is sp ill s dere 

Unless the anguish of his song be stilled. 
d th ' f 11 m a sufferer I have seen, 
wIn ever ch la shme 
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When this the lofty monarch of the world 
Had heard, he said: .. And lives that beggar still? 
And is he still imprisoned in the cage, 
Caught in the meshes of his pain and woe? 
Now must his sad imprisonment have end. 
Fetch him and let me look upon his face." 
Soon as the firman of the Shah went forth, 
The tidings of it reached the Nightingale. 
For one among the courtiers hurried forth, 
To bring the hapless one to happiness. 
And from the cage he was at once released 
And brought into the presence of the king. 
And soon as the celestial monarch's eye 
Beheld the plight and misery of the wretch, 
And saw how vile and weak he did appear, 
And how he was reduced to skin and bone, 
And all forespent by separation's pang, 
And dwindled like the crescent of the moon, 
He questioned him of each particular, 
And of his public conduct in the past. 
The Bulbul called down blessings on his head, 
And in the dust he bowed before his face; 
Then he ran on in ardent passion's tone, 
As a gazelle in his swift circle turns; 
From his sweet lips he warbled to the Shah 
The whole expression of his gifted heart. 
And as his ardent trills and mournful notes 
Filled with astonishment the royal mind, 
He owned him, in the usage of his art, 
A singer perfect of consummate skill. 
And as the monarch listened to his strain, 
He felt the tide of pleasure flood l1is heart, 
And said: .. Oh, what an artist do I hear I 
Well fit to fill my bosom with delight. 
It is injustice to this wretched man 
To put him pitiless in prison cell, 
Because forsooth within the rose garden 
He sets himself as friend beside the Rose. 
For since this beggar is a very seer, 
I think he is companion for a king. 
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He whose high throne was sport to every wind, 
To ft s i ish to ery Ie? 
At last the wind bore off the lofty throne, 
An Solon da s ban leo 
Where is Schamshid, through whose profound design 
Th or was ou doli 19 nn? 
But even his genius vanished in the wind, 
An ud Iy m Ide in du 
Where now is he, the Lord of all the world, 
Th lord f 10 ,it trio F . un? 
He so 0 the spoiler yie s his power, 
FIun to the ound to mingle ith the d 
Sti m t ho th e Ii gers lye, 
The everlasting everliving GOO 
Th wo has ut 0 Is, hi ind d 
Are separated from each other far, 
Fo yo doo ma nte to h se, 
And by the other he an exit makes. 
Wl int h ef ve lad sta 
From which the very Prophet took his flight? 
An inc e er ger in is se, 
How canst thou think eternal there thy lot? 
W is w d, asr ut in 
Where caravans halt only for mght? 
Put ot th tru th m pe---,an e, 
Fo mbush ever lies m walt for it. 
Distrust it then for it can e'er du 
De se ,fo t L no elp r ee. 

x 
DECLARATION OF THE HIDDEN MEANING WHIC FOR HE 

M TIC IES N IS UE IS Y D UR FUL 

NARRATIVE 

THOU who hast on these pages fixed thine eyes, 
1£ t re i ny ow ge th in 
Look not on these events as idle tales, 
Fo ·n t wo a ean· th ea· es. 
23 



































370 HISTORY OF THE FORTY VEZIRS 

is wise as well as learned and skilled in the afiairs of the 
world; if the king see fit, the wise is worthy the seat of 
honor, as this has come down in the traditions, Ie A wise youth 
taketh precedence of a foolish elder." For the rest, the king 
knows.' 

"Then the king went to the palace and ordered that they 
adorned the throne, and the grandees of the state came, and 
all were present. Then he took his youngest SOD by the hand 
and made to seat him on the throne, when his brothers came 
forward and said, • 0 father, all the folk say that he is ac
complished and wise and that he knows well the law and the 
government; now we have some questions to ask of him, 
which if he answer, we also will contentedly resign to him 
the throne and stand in his presence with folded hands;· but 
if not, the crown and throne indeed become him not.' 

"The king said to his youngest SOD, • What sayest thou?' 
He replied, • Whatsoever their questions be, let them ask them.' 
They said, • What is meant by Sultan?' He answered, • By 
Sultan is meant one who has certificate and warrant, that we 
obey the command and ordinance of God most high: the Sul
tan is the shadow of God on the earth.' And they asked, • To 
whom is it worthy to be king by birth?' He answered, • First 
the king's lineage must be manifest, then his descent must be 
perfect, then he must observe the habits of the just monarchs. 
They said, • Who is just?' He answered, • The just is he 
who transgresses not the law.' They said, • Who is unjust?' 
He replied, • He who rather than obey the law, brings in inno
vations of his own, so that it may be easy to amass wealth 
with oppression.' They said, • What manner of persons 
should kings appoint vezirs?' 

" He answered, • They should appoint those persons in whom 
are two characteristics, the first of which is that they be en
dowed with prudence and resource, and the second that they be 
wise and accomplished; for learning in a man is a second un
derstanding.' They said, • How many sorts of people are 
needful to kings? ' He answered, ' Four kinds of people; the 
first, skilful vezirs j the second, valiant warriors; the third, an 
accomplished scribe who is perfect in Arabic and Persian and 
the science of writing; and the fourth, a clever physician who 

• A. aerYants do. 
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'Build thou a house in every city.' And to his middle son. 
, Marry thou every night.' And to his youngest son, 'When
ever thou eatest, eat honey and butter.' The king lived not 
long after giving these injunctions, but died. The eldest son 
fell to building a house in every city j the middle son married 
a wife every night, and on the morrow gave her her dower and 
sent her to her father's house j and the youngest son, whenever 
he ate, mixed honey and butter and ate it. A long time passed 
on this wise j we may say that though the middle and the 
youngest sons spent money, they at least had pleasure for it j 
but that bewildered and senseless eldest son spent this much 
money, and if the buildings he raised were fit for habitation, 
still they pointed to folly. 

" One day a wise man asked them, , Why do ye thus? ' The 
princes answered, , By God, our father thus enjoined us.' The 
wise man said, 'Your father's injunctions were not thus, but 
ye have not understood his riddles. And there is a tale suitable 
to this your plight, I will tell it you j afterward I will teach you 
your father's riddles.' The princes said, , Pray do so.' Quoth 
the wise man, 'Once there was a king who always exacted 
tribute from the infidels. One day those infidels assembled 
their monks and said, " Let us find some trick which the king 
will be unable to understand, that thereby we may escape from 
this tribute: now do ye each think of some plan." Thereupon 
they dispersed and went away. After a time a monk came to 
the infidel who was their chief and said, " I shall go to them 
and put to them a question, and if they can answer it we will 
give them tribute." 

" , So the unbelieving king gave that monk a little money and 
sent him. One day he entered the realms of Islam, and the 
event was reported to the king, who said, "Our learned men 
of the faith will surely answer an infidel without the faith j 
let him come." They brought him into the presence of the 
king j and the king straightway assembled his doctors and 
pious men and grandees. Then the king said, "0 monk, now 
what is thy question j speak, let us see?" The monk first 
opened the five fingers of his hand and held the palm opposite 
the folk, then he let the five fingers droop downward, and said, 
"What means that? know ye?" And all the doctors were 
silent and began to ponder, and they reflected, saying, "What 
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Luqman to his side and said, • 0 Luqman. is there no other 
remedy? ' Luqman answered, • 0 king, there is no cure save 
the cutting of thy son's throat! The king's soul came up to 
his throat through that trouble. Quoth Luqman, • 0 king, 
when thou art well, sons will not be lacking thee! Then said 
the king, • Now get the boy and cut his throat in a distant 
place that mine eyes see it not! Luqman said, • There is no 
good if it be done in another place, it is needful that it be done 
before thine eyes! Then they gave the boy into Luqman's 
hands. And Luqman bound the boy's hands and feet, and 
cunningly tied a bladder filled with blood round the boy's 
throat, and laid him down before the king. Then he took a 
diamond knife in his hand and said, • 0 king, now look, see 
how I cut the prince's throat! 

.. When-the king's two eyes were fixed on lhe boy, he struck 
against the boy's throat with the knife and the blood gushed 
out. When the king saw the blood on the boy's throat he 
sighed; and when Luqman saw him he thanked God. And 
straightway he raised the boy from the ground and kissed 
his two eyes; and Luqman said, • 0 king, I could find no other 
way to tum off thy sickness than this trick! Then the king 
greatly applauded Luqman and bestowed upon him much 
wealth. 

"Now, 0 king, I have told this story for that until the king 
have killed his son, he too will have no security from trouble." 
When the king heard this story from the lady he was wroth 
and said, .. To-morrow will I kill him." 

When it was morning the king went and sat upon his throne 
and he caused the youth to be brought and ordered the exe
cutioner, .. Smite off his head." The sixteenth vezir came 
forward and said, "0 king of the world, it is not beseeming 
thy glory that thou castest to the waters the words of the 
vezirs; for men are either good or bad concerning the king, 
whatsoever they say, the king is informed thereof, and the 
king is given word of evil or hurt about to be, and all that 
goes on without is known to the king, that he may make prep
aration accordingly. It is even as in the tradition, • Speak 
to men according to their understanding.' Mayhap my king has 
not heard the story of the dervish and the king." The king 
said, "Tell on, let us hear." Quoth the vezir: 
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a work on wisdom, and they laded three camels with it and 
brought it to him. One day the king said to the sages, 
• Abridge this book for me, that I may study it.' Then aU the 
sages of Hind came together and collected the necessary words 
from that work and made a book. When the king read it he 
was pleased. And the words that they wrote were these: • 0 
king, be not presumptuous, being deceived by the world; for 
the world showeth itself like a fair woman and fondleth men 
in its bosom; and when they are asleep and heedless, of a 
sudden it woundeth and slayeth them. Knowing of a surety 
that it is thus, have care if it offer itself to thee, that thou keep 
thyself from it, so that thou be prosperous. And expend what 
thou gainest of wealth in the way of God most high, and 
guard against iniquity, and show forth thy name through gen
erosity, and abandon avarice . 

.. • 0 king, the light of the world is darkness, and its newness 
is oldness, and its being is non-being. 0 king, strive that thou 
save thyself from it; and incline not to the amassing of unlaw
ful wealth, for it will pass from thy hand and be a woe to thee. 
Strive to collect wealth lawfully, and expend it on good works, 
and show thyself just among the folk to the utmost of thy 
power, that all the people of the world may love thee, and that 
thou be secured against the punishment of God most high. 
And guard thy faith for the hereafter. And love not women 
and tell not them thy secrets. 0 king, be not deceived by wom
ankind; for in body are they weak, but in guile are they strong.' 
Now, 0 king, these counsels are exceeding good counsels, and 
it behooves the king to keep them; and their saying is true that 
women are weak in body but strong in guile. Mayhap the 
king has not heard what befell a certain king with a woman." 
The king said, .. Relate it, let us hear." Quoth the vezir: 

A QUEEN'S DECEIT 

.. There was in the palace of the world a great king, and he 
had a beautiful wife, such that many a soul dangled in the 
tresses on her cheek. That lady had a secret affair with a 
youth, and she used to hide the youth in a chest in the palace. 
One day that youth said to the lady, • If the king were aware 
of this our work, he would slay the two of us.' The lady said, 
• Leave that thought, I can do so that I shall hide thee in the 
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the vezirs, saying, , If ye make me sultan, I will give you leave 
to do whatever ye may please.' When they had agreed to this, 
he sowed enmity between the king and the vezirs and nobles j 
and each of them rose in revolt in a different quarter, and they 
took the youth for their chief, and waged war and did battle 
with the king. The king could not overcome them, and at 
length they made the youth king. They began to feast with 
the new king every day, and to accomplish their desires. And 
the king's father saw that the purpose of the vezirs and the 
youth was evil, and he caned a confidant, and one night they 
fled in disguise and entered a cave j and for seven days and 
seven nights the king went not forth from that cave. The new 
king heard of his father having fled, and he and the vezirs 
began to seek him and to send out criers, who proclaimed, 
'Whoso seizes my father and brings him to me, him will I 
honor.' And the old king and his courtier went forth from 
the cave and came to a village, and were guests of an old 
woman in that village; and that old woman sowed seed. And 
she bestirred herself to entertain them, and brought them a 
mat, and they sat down. The king was hungry, and he pulled 
out a sequin and gave it to the old woman, and said, , Mother, 
go, fetch us food that we may eat.' The woman said, 'What 
will ye do with a sequin's worth of food? ' The king replied, 
• No harm, fetch it.' And the woman went and brought all 
manner of delicacies and set them before the king. And they 
sat down and ate. After the repast they began to talk with 
the woman; and the woman said, , What youths be ye? ' The 
king said, 'We are of the servants of the fugitive king; we 
are seeking our master.' The woman said, , I fear that ye too 
are followers of that unworthy youth, and would seize the 
king and take him.' The king asked, 'Does that unworthy 
youth seek his father?' The woman replied, 'Does he seek 
him? What means that? Those traitor vezirs and nobles 
every day cause criers to proclaim, .. To him who seizes and 
brings that fugitive sultan we will give the lordship of what
ever place he may wish; but of him who conceals him, or in 
whose house he is found, are the head and family gone.'" 

.. When the king heard these words from the woman his 
soul was troubled, and he said to her, 'And are the nobles also 
submissive to the youth?' The woman answered, 'He has 
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lean thy bade against the wall of retirement, and give thyself 
up to mirth and merriment: till thou bast done thus thou shalt 
not be at ease." And the king consented to this proposal, and 
they passed that night till the morning conversing. 

CoNCLUSION 

When it was morning the king was wrathful, and he came 
and sat upon his throne, and he said, "Where is the youth? 
let him come." They brought him, and the king said, " Ask 
ye him if he confesses to the charge of his mother." There
upon the grand vezir said, " Let him come before you and be 
asked, and it will be well; bring him, let us ask him." The 
king commanded that they brought him, and he said, " Youth, 
speak; how hast thou done by thy mother? " The youth was 
silent. The king turned and said, "Be not silent, there is 
leave to thee, speak." The youth was silent. Again the grand 
vezir said, " Perchance his governor might make him tell." 

Straightway the king commanded that they should bring his 
governor; and they sought him but found him not, and came 
and told the king. The king said, "This day it is needful to 
make manifest my justice; let the executioner come." He 
came; and the king commanded, saying, "Take the youth and 
all those vezirs; and kill them." And they took the whole of 
them from the presence of the king; and they made clean the 
judgment-square and sprinkled it with sand. And they made 
the vezirs sit down by tens, and they brought the youth too. 
Then the executioner set the prince upon his knees and bound 
his eyes, and he drew his sword from its scabbard and bared 
it, and said, " Is there leave, 0 king? In thy glory is my arm 
strong and my sword keen. The cut-off head grows not again, 
and too late repentance profits not." And he went twice round 
the divan and asked leave of the king; and the king commanded 
him, saying, "Smite off his head." The. executioner went 
round the divan once more, and as he was again asking leave 
of the king, the bearer of glad tidings came, crying, "The 
prince's governor comes I" The king said, "Quick, seize and 
bring him." 

Forthwith the slaves brouglit the governor, not letting his 
feet touch the ground. When the king saw the governor he 
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