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INTRODUCTORY NOTE

MODERN Arabic filtion, in so far as it concerns
Morocco, Algeria and Tunssia, may be conveniently
divided into three groups. One consists of the work,
of the superficially educated anthor who writes novels
in French about bis own part of the country, adopting
the exterior point of view, taking the least interefting
type of French sexual romance as his model, and
imitating it badly; with this we need not be con-
cerned.  The second comprises the work, of those
conscientions artists who write either in Arabic or in
unaided French or in French with the collaboration
of a Frenchman, and who, while altogether discarding
the traditional mechanim which would prevent them
coming into living contal with their charallers, yet
remain enthusiafiically native in their point of view.
When we come to consider, in our Terminal Essay,
Eastern Love @ a whole, fories of this second
class will be found, sheerly because of their method,
to have no place in our series. The third group
contains all filtion which & not written down; and
this may be again divided into tales told privately, in
the household, and those told publicly. Examples of
the first kind, colleled in Feg, form the major part
ix



of this volume. But a single example, chosen not as
typical but as unwsual among the latter class of
professional Sories, is given first in
THE YOUNG WIVES’ TALE
(Kissat al-‘ara’ss al-sabiya)
of Amor ben Amar.

In translating from the French version prepared by
M. G. de Villeneuve for his most interefting series
of note books Une Vie Tunisienne, I bave fad the
advantage of consultation with the collector himself,
who took, down the tale from its professional teller
thirty years ago.
‘Moit of the ftories I have litened 1o in the squares,
says M. de Villenenve, Speaking of researches made
by him in Tunis, Somsse and Kairouan, ‘ are not
worth any attention from those who have the authentic
wheat of the Arabian Nights at their disposal;
Jor they are but the surviving husks, and the repast
# often of intolerable length. . . .
“ But Amor ben Amar Sruck me as a man of some
education, with a pleasant malice in his embroidery
of the old themes. I took down three ftories from
bis lips, in each case being given, at my own request,
the shortest version. In The Young Wives’ Tale,
Jor instance, I was $pared two complete recapitulations
of the marrative up-to-date, which would have been
patiently liffened to by the wsual andience. .
“He took a very intelligent interest in the customs
x



of other countries, and in this he differed from such
others of bis profession as I have met. . . . The
supernatural was to him a living problem, and he
never tired of any exposition, such as of the Black
Masses of Guibourg, which' I could give him of
occult procedure among other peoples. This fait
Jeads me all the more readily to believe that the ritual
details which be was fond of introducing were authentic
and not invented. . . .

“ Amor ben Amar was born near Nabesl! in about
the middle of the Nineteenth Century, and died in
bis own howse at Kairouan, the Holy City, in 1906.’

Of the ten
TALES OF FEZ

the first nine are selefled and translated from
Contes Fasis, an admirable volume in which M. E,
Dermenghem, a young anthropologisi and writer of
considerable talent, and M. Mobammed ¢! Fasi have
made (taking them from the lips of the latter's
grandmother) a colleFion of simple fairy ftories quite
peculiar to the city of Fex. Their book i the only
one which has been written out of this material,
The tradition of these tales &s an entirely amatesr one,
and # said to be dying out; they are told in the
household at evening, nearly always by women, and,
though ostensibly addressed to the children of the
house, make a Strong appeal to all adults. It will
be necessary in our Terminal Essay to Speak, of the
xi



ritual surrounding the telling of such Slories, 1o
compare the individual tales with those of other coun-
tries, and especially to consider the affinities of the
ninth with the legend of Cupid and Psyche. For the
moment, if their charm bas not been too far lost in a
second process of translation, the Stories may be found
worth reading for themselves.

The tenth tale, or colleion of anecdotes, the Sayings
and Adventures of the Sultin’s Dadai, belongs to
a more sophifticated and universal tradition. The
material from which I have selelied was taken down
by M. Heinrich Crucy from a proffitute in Fez
about five years ago. Tales from such sources may
be said, in these days, properly to belong to our firs?
class rather than 1o our second, for the public woman
has ceased in any serious sense to funflion @ a
public story teller in North Africa.  She still sings
and makes impromptu Stangas to atrait her clients
but most of ber tales are told in intimacy, and most
are, besides, quite worthless. The $pecial interest of
the Sultan’s Dada lies in its unwsual transference of
the jester idea to a female, the blending of the
philosophy of a Goba or Bublul with the epical
ugliness and misbehaviour of Old Mother of Calamity.
The nearest approach in The Book of The
Thousand Nights and One Night, or indeed in
Aprabic literature, to the charalier of Dada, seems
to be that of Delilab the Wily, and the latter was
rather a noble old lady forced by circumsances to

xii



play pralfical jokes in her capacity of super-thief

than a consciows Rabelatsian teacher such as Dada

#.

In nearly all cases I have kept such place and proper
names and $pecial local words as occur in the text in
the form in which a native with some French education
would transcribe them to-day ; but, in order that there
should be no inconsistency between these tales and the
literary ones which will occapy Volume VII, I have
transliterated universal and literary words according
to the same simple syStem of accents adopted in the

revised edition of my translation of Dr.
Madrus’ Book of The
Thousand Nights
and One
Night,






Thes Young Wives’ Tale
(Kissat Al-"Ara’is
Al-Sabiya) from theo
Arabic of Amor ben
Amar






Thes Young Wives’ Taleo

HERE WAS ONCE—BUT ALLAH WAS ONCE

and always, the Merciful, the Compassionate
—a wealthy silk-merchant at the Holy City of
Sidi Ogba* who, growing old in the accumula-
tion of riches, had stayed unmarried. Therefore
when at last he chose a wife, she remained
childless, in spite of the old man’s exertion,
and he despaired.
Year followed after year with no change in
the woman’s condition, until at length the
merchant sought out his wisest friend, who was
also the possessor of a large shop, and greeted
him, saying: °Behold, O Mohammed, my
white hairs are many and the marrow of my
bones has grown thin; also the yeats have
accumulated upon my head, and I remain
childless. Therefore I come to make trial of
your wisdom, because I fear to leave no son
of my own blood to enjoy the good things
which shall remain after me.” The merchant
Mohammed refleted a certain time, and then
answered: ‘O friend, despair should have
no place in the heart of a True Believer, for
there is neither power nor might save in Allih ;
He is the Highest. To-night, before you enter
the harim, take care to fulfil all the prescribed
B I



Thes Young Wives’ Tale

rites, and to make your ablution scrupulously,
and to pray with fervour; also insert some
rosy peppers beneath your tongue. Then if
it be God’s will that you achieve 2 son, you shall
not die childless.’
The old merchant thanked him, and departed
in joy; and that night did all that his friend
had suggested. He made his ablution scrupu-
lously, he prayed with fervour, and fulfilled
cach of the prescribed rites with careful atten-
tion ; then he placed some rosy peppers beneath
his tongue, and, entering his wife’s apartment,
did that which he bad to do with her. And
behold ! she remained childless as before.
More grieved than ever at the disappointment
of his hope, and forgetting that no man may
escape the Destiny which is bound about his
neck, the merchant now determined to have
recourse to a certain Jewish sorcerer, who had
become famous throughout all the lands of
the Bey for his unnatural powers. And be-
cause this magician had been banished to a
dwelling beyond the walls of their sacred city
by the people of Kairouan, he set out at nightfall
to visit him, his face muffled in his mantle,
so that he should not be recognised.
He found the Jew’s dwelling without mis-
adventure, though it was in a desolate place
among tombs, and was about to put his difficulty
2



Amor ben Amar

before him, when the wizard, who was very
old and tall, and most repulsive to the sight,
cried out: °Give me the fifty golden pieces
which you have brought, and then keep silence!’
Now this was the exa¢t sum with which the
merchant had taken care to provide himself,
though he had hoped not to have to dispense
the half of it, so, hearing it named thus surely,
he believed in the Jew’s power and, handing
over the gold, waited in silence for what
might happen.

The Jew counted over the money, and then
cast a ball, made of the fat and hair of a goat
mixed up with benzoin, into a Ecrfuming pan.
When this began to melt and fill the chamber
with fumes, he placed a copy of the Holy
Koran on the floor at his feet—I seek with
Allih a refuge again§t the Stoned One, the
Accursed—and, opening his garment, made
water liberally upon it. After this he wrote
a Name upon the palm of his left hand in his
own excrement and licked it off with his tongue,
crying: ‘I invite you! I invite you!’ By
this time the pupils of his eyes had disappeared
within his head, and, as he darted back and
forth in the room, calling again and again: ‘I
invite you, I invite you !’ he appeared to the
unfortunate merchant, who was half suffocated
with fear and smoke, to be thrice his natural

3



Theo Young Wives’ Tale

size. Finally he ran out through the open
doot, and could be heard rolling among the
tombs.

Forgetting all but his terror, the merchant
also made haste to leave that place of ill-omen
and, fetching a wide arc to avoid the sorcerer’s
body as it lay &ill now among the graves,
ran as fast as his age and emotion would
allow him back to the City. But as he ran a
great white bird flew by his ear, endlessly
repeating :

Set ber head towards the West,
Sprinkle rue upon bher vest,
She will bear a son and he
Must die or wed the pepper tree.

Nor did it quit him until he was almo$ within
touch of the sacred walls.

Next morning the merchant had largely re-
covered from his terror, and began to remember
his fifty gold pieces. Therefore, though he
supposed the white bird to have been some
one of the Invisible in the service of the Jew,
ot else the Jew himself whose spirit had assumed
that body, he yet determined, as a last resott,
to follow the advice which the bird had given
him. ‘For after a son is botn,” he said to him-
self, ‘there will be time enough to take counsel
about the business of the pepper-tree.’

4



Amor ben Amar

So when night came he went in to his wife,
without fulfilling any of the proper usages;
he sprinkled rue upon her shift and set her
head towards the West and did with her that
which he had to do.

And behold ! at the end of a2 month his wife
was pregnant, and at the completion of nine,
amid the rejoicing of the whole household
and of the merchant especially, she bore a son.
Also, though the circumstances of his begetting
were marvellous in no good sense, the child,
through the infinite Metrcy of Allih, was born
with baraka* upon him, and throve from
the first hour.

Yet on the night of the seventh day, when
a sheep had been killed and the child had been
called Asad (‘ For he lies like a lion upon my
heart,” the mother said), and while the merchant
sat a little apart from the loud rejoicing, and
from the yuyus of the women, and the flute-
and the drum-playing, a large white bird came
down out of the sky towards him. It lit upon
the ground at his left hand and regarded him,
saying : ‘ He shall wed the pepper tree or die.’
‘What pepper tree ?’> asked the old man in
consternation, and the bird replied: ° He shall
seek and find her.” “ How shall he know her ?°
asked the merchant, and the bird answered
again: ‘One sits beneath her preparing
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Thes Young Wives’ Tales

kuskus* and feeding the fire with his left
hand.’ But this time the voice of the bird
was as the voice of the abhorrent Jew, so that
the old man fainted away ; and when he came
to himself the bird had gone. Allih yen‘a lek
wa-yakhzik ya Iblis*.

Afterwards he returned to his house and kept
silence about these things; so that, when he
was §tricken suddenly a few weeks later, and
fulfilled the portion of every man, neither his
wife nor any other had heard of the fate which
awaited the new-born child. So much for
him.

But Asad grew to boyhood and increased in
strength and perfe& beauty until he was like
the moon, the shame of the $tars, and was
graceful as a young cypress, so that sheep
would §top feeding to look at him. When
he was four years old his mother chose for
him 2 wise and virtuous teacher, who made
him acquainted with all the Koran and the
Sunna* and also our grammar in its intricacy.
By the time he was eight he could repeat
the siras* of the Holy Book and knew the
hadiths* of the Prophet (upon whom be
Prayer and Peace !) and could speak and write
Arabic like the wisest poet. Anrf other teachers
were seleéted for him, so that he soon excelled
in running, wrestling, riding and fencing, in



Amor ben Amar

swimming and firing off guns and hunting
with slight hounds, until it became a marvel
that such $trength could be wed to so much
languor and beauty. Nor were these qualities
all, for he grew to possess such vittue and happy
kindness that even the flowers which wete
crushed by his foot could love him.

But as for that which concerned the Jewish
sorcerer: very many times during Asad’s boy-
hood the old man said to himself: God’s
curse is upon me, seeing that the merchant
is dead and has said nothing of the pepper
tree. Now if the youth should find the pepper
tree by chance, and by chance wed it, then will
all my plans have come to nothing ! > (And as
for these plans, you shall be told about them
later.)

So on each occasion that this thought occurred
to him he sent one of the Invisible in the form
of a large bird, sometimes white and sometimes
black, that it might inform the boy of his danger
and drive him to seek and wed the pepper tree.
But each time that one of these birds flew into
the presence of Asad, behold ! he so smiled
upon it, and virtue and kindness so shone from
him, that the creature was moved to an exalta-
tion and spoke the Fitihah*. Then would
Allih cause it to disappear, so that it neither
gave its message nor returned to the sorcerer.

7



Theo Young Wives’ Tale

In this it will be seen that Allah, who # the Mot
High, puts out exceptional good into the world a
a balance for exceptional evil, thus confounding the
wiles of those who do not believe in the mission of the
Prophet (upon whom be Prayer and Benedition /)
This good and this evil have to be purchased ar the
last, for He i the King of the Day of Judgment.

Now it happened one evening, when Asad was
full fifteen years old, that he rode at the hour
of moghreb* in a part of the plains far to
the west of Kairouan, which he had not visited
before. The air was filled with a poetic silence
and with the scent of wild blossoms; the
vault of the sky was growing full of §tars.

Asad urged his horse across a §tream and,
rounding a clump of fig trees which grew
upon its bank, beheld at fifty paces diStant
the figure of an old man seated by a small fire
beneath a solitary pepper tree. Surprised at
seeing a §tranger in a place which he esteemed
to be empty save for the presence of Allih,
the young man rode forward and dismounted,
asking : ‘ Jinni or man ?’ Then the ancient,
whose white beard fell into his lap and who was
eating kuskus and feeding the fire with his
left hand, made answer: ‘I am a man of flesh
and blood even as you are, though of all God’s
creatures I am the most dejeed.” So Asad

8



Amor ben Amar

compassionately sat down by the old man and
questioned him concerning the cause of his
wretchedness, but first, since he was as wise
as he was kindly, he refused with
great politeness to partake
of the §tranger’s
kuskus.



Thes Tales of thes Old Man under
thes Pepper Trees

‘N/OU MUST KNOW, DELIGHTFUL YOUTH,

answered the old man, ‘that I was once a
farnachi* and pra&ised my calling in a great
city beyond the mountains of Djurdjura. At
the time of which I speak—it now seems many
years ago—l was a widower and, when I
colle@ted dung about the $treets and Stables,
I had but two ends in view: to prote&t my
only child, my dearly loved daughter, from
all want, and to provide myself on special
occasions, since I have a great gust for dulcifica-
tion, with those very sweet little cakes which
are called horns. In both these projeéts I
throve, by Allah’s aid, so that at least once in
every month I was able to afford my cakes,
and my daughter was kept from all want and
provided with necessaries, and grew in remark-
able grace and beauty every year.
‘The bows of the archer could not suggest
the moving curves of her brows, and all the
coral of the deep sea was in her lips; her hair
was night and her forehead day, and the lights
of day and night were gathered in her eyes;
her breasts were two citrons, and their little
points could pierce through any fabric. Would
to Allih she had been less fair !
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Amor ben Amar

‘Now it happened that one day as I was
taking my load of dung to the hammim, that
a tall Jew of venerable appearance stopped me
in the §treet and, after cordial salutation, wished
to be informed of the situation of any little
shop which I knew might be to let. As it
chanced that such a one §ood vacant in the
Street just opposite my own poor dwelling,
I dire@ed the §tranger to it, and by the time
that I returned to my daughter in the evening
I found that the §tranger had inStalled himself
at the shop and, in spite of the poorness
of the neighbouthood, had $ocked it with
stuffs and metal work of every colour and great
beauty.

‘ But, as day followed day, it was noticed that
the Jew would be absent from his place of
business for hours together, though none had,
on any occasion, seen him leave. I also found,
though this was not known to the re§t of the
quarter, that each of the old man’s absences
coincided with periods of gteat wretchedness
on the part of my dear Amina, who would
corll;‘plain of headache and of an unclean feeling
as if eyes devoured her in secret.

*So I, who had heard a great deal from the
public $tory-tellers concerning the unpleasant
powers of sorceters, especially if they be Jews,
took counsel with a very holy man of my
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Thes Young Wives’ Taleo

acquaintance and told him that I suspeéed our
neighbour, to what end I could only too well
imagine, of visiting and spying upon my
daughter by means of his art. The saint con-
sidered for a long while and then advised me
to return home and, on the next occasion of
the Jew’s absence from his shop, to throw
handfuls of cut onions about my daughter’s
apartment.
‘1 thanked my holy friend in the name of the
Most High, and, returning home, expended
the money which I had set aside for my monthly
treat of sweet cakes all upon onions.
¢ And, on the next occasion when I saw that
the Jew had disappeared from his shop and
yet none had seen him leave it, I chopped up
the onions very fine and, entering my daughter’s
chamber, sprinkled the fragments all about
the floor. I withdrew, closing the door after
me, but $tationed myself behind a hole in it
to see what should befall.
“ At once my daughter began to weep at the
eyes, and, even as she did so, I perceived the
dim figute of a man $§tanding within a pace
of her; this appearance swiftly grew clearer,
and in 2 moment I beheld the accursed sorcerer,
who $till turned his eyes upon her, though they
were blind with weeping from the onions,
as if he would swallow her up.

12



Amor ben Amar

¢ For you must know that, according to custom,
this impious person had endued his eyes with
a magic ointment to make himself invisible,
and that his tears had gradually washed it away,
until he became plain to the outraged sight
of my daughter and myself.

¢ Amina cried in terror, and I, leaping into the
room, began to belabour the intruder about
the head with the brush of my trade. Im-
mediately he jumped from the window on to
a low, adjoining roof; but I followed him,
and, as I pursued him, uttered loud cries which
brought many other members of my guild to
my assistance. We chased the Jew from roof
to roof with $ticks and brushes, and had jus
surrounded him upon a certain one, when it
opened beneath him and he evaded us. Hasten-
ing down to the Street we saw that all the
precious goods of his shop had also disappeared.
Thetefore I returned home and consoled my
daughter, imagining that our troubles had come
to a final end.

“Indeed for a whole month we saw and heard
nothing of the sorcerer, and it was with joy
in my heart that I one day discovered I had
collected enough copper coin for my mensual
supply of cakes. I hastily made my purchase,
but even as I brought the fir§t exquisite trifle
of almond paste towards my mouth and it

13
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touched my lips, the world grew black before
me and I knew nothing more.

‘ When I came to myself it was near evening,
and I sat, even as you see me now, in this
unknown place, with a little fire beside me on
which kuskus, the food from which I have
the greatest abhorrence, lay in a pot preparing ;
and at my back this pepper tree §tood and sighed,
and its leaves seemed to whisper .Amina.

“As I was taking in my surroundings and
beating my head to know how I had come here,
I saw the Jew (may the compassion of God
visit him not !) rolling towards me, riding upon
a2 cloud of dust. When he reached me, he
dismounted and his §teed lay down upon the
desert. He $§tood and regarded me with malig-
nant triumph, and then said (and alas! each
word is written in blood upon my memory :)
“ O beast, O low gatherer otP infamous matters,
know that when Fakfash son of Kakrash son
of Makmash deigned to pasture his eyes upon
your beautiful but ill-born daughter, you llj)cat
him about the head with a dirty broom ;
know also that the wrath of Fakfash is terrible.”
After this he §tood silent for a space gloating
upon me and upon this peppet tree, and then
continued : “It is Amina, and she shall stand
§till to all the winds, while you sit down in
her shadow and eat kuskus and feed the fire

14
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with your left hand. But this shall not be so
for ever; for in a week, in a month, in a year
shall come a youth, thinking to save his life
by wedding the pepper tree, and on his coming
you shall die, and the souls of the youth and
of Amina shall be shut in boxes, to serve me
with degradation for ever and ever.” Thus
far had the Jew spoken in a tone of triumph,
and I felt my heart turn over in my breast
at the fate which awaited my daughter and at
the thought of an everlasting kuskus with death
at the end; but now a cloud crossed the
wizard’s face, and he continued: ¢ Had the
matter rested with Fakfash this should have
been my vengeance, rounded and complete ;
but He whom I serve not is the Highest, nor
will He permit the last thread of hope to be
snatched altogether from the vile§t of His
creatures. Therefore should any man come
and wed the pepper tree for loving kindness,
not seeking to save his life thereby—this thing
is most unlikely—then not only shall no harm
come to him, but also Amina and you, O
dungy one, shall be made free. But in much
learning is much power, and, even should
such a man be found willing, he mu$ firt
seck out from the face of the earth two married
girls, two only, who have remained with
pearl unpierced and flower unplucked—this
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thing is less likely still—and mu§t wed them
both before he weds the pepper tree. Thetefore
I think, O unhappy dealer in excrement, that
you may prepare for death after a surfeit of
kuskus. Therefore I think that the souls of
the pepper tree and of her groom shall serve
me in boxes throughout eternity.”

¢ With this, O amiable young man, the Jew
called up his steed of dust from where it lay
upon the desert, and departed from me, I
cannot tell how long ago. Since then I have
not moved from this place, and the Invisible
have kept me supplied with kuskus, the food
of all others which I most detest. Also, when
I have tried to feed the fire with my right hand,
behold ! my left has undertaken the service
again§t my will. Often and often have noble
youths ridden this way, and I have told them
my sad §tory; but those who would have
married a pepper tree, yet objetted to wed
into the house of a farnachi, and those who
could §tomach my trade have shrunk from the
search for unmounted brides, or have feared
to undertake the piercing of those unlucky
peatls, the plucking of those ominous flowers.
Thetefore I sit in despait and await the
coming of the youth who, thinking to save
his life, shall seek us, bearing my death, and
my daughter’s and his gwn damnation. And

I
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in my dreams I sit down to exquisite sweet
horns.’

When he had made an end of this tale, the old
man wept until the tears fell like a cascade
down his white beard into the lap of his gar-
ment. And to Asad it seemed as if the pepper
trec shivered in loveliness at the chill breath
of night and sighed throughout all her leaves:
Ab, save me, save me/ So he made up the
resolution of his mind in silence for a full hout,
and then said: °Old man, there is no incon-
venience. As for your §tory, the grief of it
touches me. As for your daughter, I love her
already, for your description has inflamed me,
and also I have seen her dancing and heard
her sighing. As for your trade, my father
was a silk merchant. Do not the women cty
ya gemel el-bét* when they have lot their
master ? Is not the horse a lofty animal?
Surely it is as noble a calling to colle¢t that
which proceeds from these as to gather what
comes from a worm, a thing in the likeness
of Evil? And as for the brides with pearl
unpierced and flower unplucked, there is in
every man an emulous will to succeed where
another man has failed. Therefore I swear to
free the delicate Amina or perish in the attempt.’
And, as he ceased speaking, tears of happy
dew fell from the pepper tree, and the old man
c 17
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caught him to his brea§ with murmurs of
content.

But as for that which concerned Fakfash bin
Kakrash bin Makmash: his servants amon
the Invisible hurried in a flock to tell him what
had passed between Asad and the old man and
the pepper tree; but nothing is to be gained
by repeating it in this place. And when he
had heard them, his fury knew no bounds,
and he at once set about the master conjuration
of his life, in order that he might utterly destroy
all three, seeing that his plan had come to
nothing, He took off all his garments and put
them on again inside out; then he made his
ablution in urine, and $tarted to pray impiously
towards the West. But the matter of his
ablution had excited the flies so that one of
them came and settled upon his nose. He
threw up his hand to drive it away and behold !
his ring of power flew from a finger into the
mouth which was opened in prayer, and de-
scended and choked him ; he fell over with his
feet in the ait, and his soul escaped by way of
his back parts, and was gathered by that Hell
which had so long hungered for it. So much
for him.

From this it will be seen that Allah, who  the All-
Potent and the Most-High, though He permits
a certain power upon the earth to men who glory
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in evil and to those rebellions S$pirits who bowed
not 1o the orders of Sulaiman-bin-Diid (upon
whom be Prayer and Peace /), yet will pluck up that
evil like grass in Hius hour, and not suffer the True
Believer to be devoted before bis birth to altimate
deftraction. For now if Asad, with God’s aid,
can fmd endurance for that search and Sirength to
pierce those pearls, then be shall be saved and Amina
and the old man with bim. But God knows all.
Young Asad remained all night by the pepper
tree, and in the morning, as he rose to depart,
the old man blessed him, for he now hoped
that an end to his own and his daughter’s
sufferings might be expeced, and had steeled
himself to bear his vigil and his diet of kuskus
until, if it were Allih’s wish, the bridegroom
should return. Also, as Asad mounted his
horse, the tree let fall a cluster of rose-coral-
coloured peppers upon him, and he put them
in his breast as he rode away.
Soon Asad reached home, and told his mother
all that had befallen; but, though the old
woman wept, she put no other obstacle than
tears in her son’s way. Therefore, without
losing an hour, he loaded a pack-horse with
silks and jewels, with henna and amber and
gold pieces, and arming himself with sword
and gun, rode out upon his search for wedded
virgins.
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There followed for Asad a random journey of
indesctibable peril and weariness: he scoured
the world, in search of unmounted brides,
to North and South and Wes, riding in tor-
ment through great deserts and venturing
more than once in a wabir* upon the sea.
Thrice he was set upon by bands of robbers,
who cared nothing E(’)r his exceptional beauty,
and on each occasion he beat them off with
slaughter, saving the load of his pack-horse
from their hands; on each occasion also,
because of the spirit with which he defended
himself, he was cast into prison by the bulis¥
of the Franks, and only escaped with difficulty.
And all the while, though he enquired diligently,
he found himself no nearer to the obje& of
his quest.

But one day, after he had been thus travelling
for three months, he entered a certain city,
and put up his horses at a certain khin. Then,
as the day invited him, he went out beyond the
walls and walked he knew not whither, thinking
with sorrow of his long search and its unsuccess.
Presently the heat of the sun in the hour of
zuht* wearied him, and he therefore lay
down under some trees which gtew by a lonely
pool in the oued* watering that city, and
slept, covering his face.

He was wakened by the sound of approaching
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footsteps, though they were as light as moths,
and, looking round, perceived a young woman
dressed as a widow approaching the pool.
She came down to it quite unaware of Asad’s
presence, and to his unbounded surprise began
to colle&t handfuls of mud, till she had made
a pile of it before her, and to pick up little
shatp §tones and knead them with fragile
hands into the pile. Then she unveiled, and
it was as if the sky held instantly two glories
of the sun; for her cheeks were of jasmine
brightened by the blood of roses, and her lips
were §tained with scarlet sugar ; also her eyes,
under brows curved like the wings of a datk
bird, shone with the lustre of precious candles,
and her hair was night. Asad, who had never
before been granted so paradisal a vision,
caught his breath as he beheld it. But, all
unwitting, the woman bent and took two
handfuls of the mud with the sharp pebbles
and began to rub it violently over the beauties
of her face. Then she uncovered her bewilder-
ing breasts, which were as two proud pome-
granates, and treated them in the same sorry
fashion. She was about to undress further and
to commit God knows what more intimate
maceration, when Asad gave vent to a long
and dolorous sigh. The woman $tarted at
this sound and, swiftly adjusting her weils,
21
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sank without power of movement upon the
bank of the oued, so great was her surprise and
perturbation. Asad immediately approached
and sat beside her, comforting her trouble with
kind words ; and when her spirit was a little
appeased, he asked, but with all humility, how
it came about that she heaped so much indigni
and harm on beauties which could have filled
the world with light. So, in a little, the
woman looked upon her beautiful
interrogator with kind
eyes, and sigh-
ing said :
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OU MUST KNOW, O AMIABLE BUT IM-

ptudent youth, that I am the daughter of
the wali of yonder city, by his adoted and
favourite wife ; and it was supposed that I was
botn in an auspicious hour. I grew up to
miraculous beauty and took glory in the form
which the Giver gave. (How great is He who
modelled and created it!) Also, I can say these
things without shame; for you shall hear how
my vanity was punished. By day I would look
long at my face in the mirror, and sometimes
at the splendour of my breasts, or my thighs’
excellence. I would look haughtily upon my
beauty in the glass even at night*; and by
this it may be I invited the Jinn and wooed
misfortune.
¢ Soon the fame of my beauty was noised abroad,
and one poet said such and such of it, and a
second such and such; but yet another thrice
took up his pen to write of it, and thrice fainted
away.
‘Now this last was a young man called ‘Al
cl-Mishmish* because of the sweetness of his
verses; and after he had thus thrice failed to cele-
brate me, he purchased a house near that of my
father, and, when none could hear but I, would
walk upon its roof and sing to my shadow.
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‘When I saw that, in spite of his faintings,
he was as §trong as Antar, as graceful as a reed,
and as handsome as a night filled with moon
and §tars, I loved him, and we exchanged sweet
letters in secret. Then, when our feelings could
be denied no longer, he asked me in marriage
of my father the wali, and because he was also
rich and highly-botn, as well as a poet, my
father consented.

‘We were wedded with great splendour, and
when the night came and the women had with-
drawn, I lay naked upon the bed (this was my
pride), and a faint lamp glowed near me, since
I could not forego my glory. Then my husband
entered the apartment and drew near, and his
eyes fell upon me, and he cried: ‘ Now glory
and praise to God !* At the same inStant he
fell forward upon the bed, imprisoning my
legs ; and when my women ran to me, in answer
to my calling, we found that his spirit had
departed. Since then I have been held in
abhorrence by the young men who before
praised me, therefore I sigh and &trive to
lessen the beauty of my nakedness, for I wish
to be wed and pierced like other women.’
When she had made an end of this tale the girl
W?t’ and the two young people looked at
and loved each other. Asad at length broke
the silence of constraint between them, saying :
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‘ There is no inconvenience.” And he told her
all the citcumstances of his search, which I
shall not here repeat, and begged her to journey
with him, suitably attended, to his mother’s
house in Kairouan, there to abide until he
should succeed in the rest of his mission and
return to wed her.

‘With pleasure and good heart,” she answered ;
so he gave rich gifts from his §tore to the wali
her father, thereby winning his consent; and
on the morrow the two $arted for the Holy
City, the girl in a litter, suitably attended, and
Asad riding beside her. God prospered their
journey, and they soon came to the house of
the dead silk-merchant, where his mother wept
tears of joy over her son and received the
bride with a warm heart.

But Asad, as soon as he had replenished the
riches upon his pack-horse and without delaying
at all to rest himself, set out upon a journey
which proved, before its end, more filled with
danger and hardship even than that former
one. Again he scoured the world, in hunger
and thirst, to South and West and North, riding
upon his horse or sikket el-hadid*, or ventur-
ing in a wabir on the sea. Not only was he
again attacked by thieves, and defended himself
and was ca§t into prison; but also certain
Franks doated upon his beauty, and he escaped
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from their hands only with great difficulty,
and by rudeness. But all the while, though he
enquited with diligence, he came no nearer to
the obje& of his quest.

Then one day, after he had thus been travelling
fruitlessly for three months, he entered a certain
city and saw a great concourse of people
jostling excitedly before a large and well-built
house in a pleasant §treet.  What is the mean-
ing of this crowd ?* he asked of a bystander,
and the man replied: ‘O sidi, this is the
house of the Sheikh of the Goldsmiths, and the
commotion is that he offers the hand of his
daughter to any who will make her tell the way
it happened.” ‘The way what happened ?’
questioned Asad, and the man answered: ‘ You
are indeed a §tranger ! Did you not know that
her husband ca§t himself from the window
on her marriage night, and fralured his
neck ?’

So Asad, thinking that this as well might be
his affair as it might be far to the contrary,
crossed the spacious courtyard of the house
and entered a richly adorned and brightly
carpeted hall, in which, upon a seat of honour,
sat an old man in deep perplexity.

As soon as this venerable host saw so handsome
and suitable a §tranger approaching, he greeted

him with every benevolence and asked him his
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name and countty. To this Asad made fitting
teply, and then ventured to ask in his turn:
‘Is it true, O Sheikh of the Goldsmiths, that
your daughter’s husband threw himself from
the window on his marriage night, and thereafter
broke his neck ? > ° Alas, it is but too true,’
answered the old man, ‘and now she will
not even tell how this came to pass, so that
evil murmurs begin to be made again her,
and again§t my house. Therefore I offer her
in marriage, together with a gift of two thousand
pieces of gold, to any who shall make her reveal
that secret, and who, when he has heard it,
shall yet have a heart to wed her. Many,
brooding upon the fate of that unhappy man,
have found no courage for this enterprise,
and the very many who have been tempted
both by the gold and by the notorious beauty
of my daughter, have been unpleasing to her
and have therefore not succeeded.’

‘May I be permitted to make the attempt ?’
asked Asad. For though he could not tell what
had happened in that chamber of death and
bridal, and therefore was unaware whether
he had to do with a pear]l unpietced as yet
or far to the contrary, he reasoned that the
old man’s condition would, should he wish
to withdraw, sufficiently absolve him.

At once the old man led him into an inner
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apartment and, taking his own seat upon a
mattress, bade him be seated upon another.
Upon a third an unveiled woman sat and shone
in all the brightness of her childhood. Her
hair was a river, dark and deep, the S$tars
refle@ted among it were her eyes, the floating
foam and roses of its surface were her cheeks,
her lips were the scarlet fruit adrift upon it.
And as Asad looked he felt the love mount
upwards to his heart.

Servants served tea with mint flowers, and as
the two young people drank of it, Allih alone
knows what shy signalling, what up-lifting
and down-dropping of brows and eyes and
hearts, took place between them. Scarcely had
the servants withdrawn, when Asad cried:
O delight of my eyes, blood of my heart,
and angle of my liver, tell me, I pray you, the
way your bridegroom came by his death, or
I myself will perish yet more quickly !’

Then the gitl, to the great delight of her father
the Sheikh of the Goldsmiths, said: ‘I love
and honour,” and turning her long
eyes slantwise upon
Asad, thus
began :
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OU MUST KNOW, O DELIGHTFUL YOUTH,

that I was wedded with great splendour,
as befitted my father’s position. And on the
night of my marriage, after the women had
retited and T lay upon the couch in darkness
awaiting my husband, one of the cats which had
conceived a liking for me entered before him and
settled by me, though I did not know it, upon
the silks. Then my husband came to me and
leaned over to catess me, but he set his hand
upon the cat and it moved and squeaked beneath
him, and he mistook it. Therefore, calling
aloud that he sought refuge in Allih, he ran
to the window and cat himself forth from it.
Since then, because I could not bring myself
to relate this thing, I have been held in abhor-
rence by all the youths who before praised me;
and so I weep and sigh, for I wish to be wed
and pierced like other women.’
When she had finished speaking, the girl hid
her face in her hands, but Asad cried: °As
Allih lives, there is no inconvenience.” Then
he explained to the Sheikh of the Goldsmiths
the circumstances of his search, and gave him
many handsome gifts, and received the promised
pieces of gold and an auspicious blessing. On
the morrow the two young people set out for
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the Holy City, the gitl in a rich litter, suitably
attcndcd}z and Asad riding beside her. Allih
prospered theit joutney, and they soon artived at
the house of the dead silk-metchant in Kairouan,
where his mother wept tears of joy over her son
and received the bride with a warm heart.
After this, and with as little delay as possible,
Asad and his mother and the two brides set
forth, with great provision of tents and carpets
and silks, of foodP and drink and perfume, and
journeyed towards the place of the pepper
tree. And they took the whole household
with them and many guests, and the kidi and
witnesses, and a troop of those women whose
business is in weddings.

As soon as they arrived at the grove of fig trees,
and while a great encampment was being
arranged, Asad went forward and greeted the
old man under the pepper tree, who immediately
praised Allih and overset his pot of kuskus
into his little fire. But as for Amina the pepper
tree, she seemed to glory and laugh throughout
all her leaves.

When all had been suitably prepared, Asad
wedded the wali’s daughter amid feasting and
loud rejoicing. And that night, as he entered
the bridal tent where the girl lay naked upon
the bed, with a faint lamp glowing near her
because she could not forego her glory, he
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muffled his eyes in a silk scarf and, thus ap-
proaching, blew out the lamp. Also he did
many times with her that which he had to do.
But as for the old man, he was immersed in
a provision of those sweet cakes which are
called horns; and as for the pepper tree,
she shook her branches in anger, and sighed
with a woeful sound.

‘Then, when the prescribed interval was over,
Asad, amid the loud rejoicings of all the guests,
wedded the daughter of the Sheikh of the
Goldsmiths. And that night, as he entered
the bridal tent where the girl lay waiting him
in the dark, the cat came in with him ; but,
as the creature loved him for his virtue and
kindness, it rubbed against his legs as he
approached the couch. Therefore when, in
leaning over to caress his bride, he set his hand
upon it and it moved and squeaked beneath
him, he mi§took it not, but did that which he
had to do, and so continued until the morning.
But as for the pepper tree, she sighed with a
woeful sound and shook her branches in anger.
After this, when the prescribed interval was
over, Asad wedded the pepper tree herself,
amid such a feasting and rejoicing as far outdid
those which had gone before. And as soon as
they were man and wife in the sight of Allih,
behold ! the pepper tree vanished away, and
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in its place §tood a woman of such exceeding
loveliness that neither tongue nor pen could
tell it in a thousand years. The beauty of the
first bride, set in the scale against it, would
have been as feathers, and of the second would
have been as thistle-down.

As soon as Amina looked upon her husband,
her jealous resentment passed for ever, and
love alone remained. But she showed to Asad
her right hand from which the little finger was
wanting, and asked: ‘ My lord, in what place
did you cast down the pepper cluster ?> For
wonder, and because of her beauty, he made no
answet, but, taking the peppers from his bosom,
laid them within her hand. And immediately
they vanished out of sight, and lo! the finger of
the hand was altogether restored in loveliness.
That night Asad again entered the bridal tent.
Allih gave him $trength, and he behaved
mightily until the morrow. Then the whole
encampment returned to the Sacred City, and
Asad and his three wives abode there together in
all felicity until they wete visited in their turn by
the Builder of Tombs, the Pillager of Palaces,

the Destroyer of Delights, the
Provider to the Grave.
But God knows all.

The_ End.
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Thes Slipper-Mender’s Son

HERE WAS AND THERE WAS—AND ALLAH

was in every place—no land, no region, is
empty of Him—and there was basil and lilies
in the lap of the Prophet (upon whom be the
benedi@ion and the peace of God !), and there
was once a princess as beautiful as the moon,
who was deatly loved by her father, the Sultin.
Since one day she conceived a desire to visit
the markets, and as it would not have been
fitting for her to be seen on foot in the Streets
by day, an order was sent out to all the merchants
to light their shops that evening, to display their
most desirable merchandise, and to go away.
And all obeyed, except a single simple slipper-
mender, who was, in spite of his mean pro-
fession, a great sorceter, and who also had a
son as handsome as the day. This man coun-
selled the youth rather to shut himself up inside
the shop.
Afterwards the princess and her followers
walked in the markets, which were all lighted
and quite empty, admiring the objeéts displayed
on the counters, the chiselled brasses, the
finely-gilded leathers, the multi-coloured stuffs,
the potteries with sumptuous designs, the pet-
fumes, the hennas, the dyes, the daggers and
damascened guns, the Toledo blades, the girdles,
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the varied fruits, the great steel spurs, the silver
and coppet ornaments, and those fashioned out
of rare woods. Nothing but their laughter
sounded in the deserted $treets.
But when the princess arrived before the shop
of the slippet-mender and found its door fast
closed, she became enraged against the manner-
less fellow who had disobeyed and seemed to
defy the Sultin’s daughter. Therefore she
otdered the eunuchs who followed her to force
the door; but her rage quickly abated when
she saw the young man seated, shining with
beauty, among his father’s leathers. They
looked at each other for a2 moment without
speaking, and were both dazzled.
And the princess returned to her father’s palace
without further delay, and quite in silence.
Also the son of the slipper-mender lo§ no time
in falling ill.
‘ He is ill of love,’ said the do&or.
But the father was, as we have said, a great
magician, therefore he knew a magic formula
of invisibility. He wtote this on his son’s
brow, and the latter was able to enter the
palace, and even into the apartments of his
well-beloved.
When she ate, he sat facing her and also helped
himself from the dish, so that the plates which
left the princess’s chamber bote two holes, one
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on each side of such food as was left, as if she
had been eating from both sides at once. We
can imagine the rage and shame of the Sultin
when he heard of this. But no one could find
any man with the princess; the mystery was
incapable of solution. So a Jewish sorcerer
was summoned, who ordered a great fire to be
lighted in the room. This was done, and at the
end of a few moments the temperature was
raised considerably ; therefore the young man,
who, though invisible, was present in real flesh
and bone, began to sweat, and passed his hand
over his brow to wipe away the great drops
which fell from it. But in doing so he gradually
effaced the magic formula and suddenly appeared
to the sight of all.

The Sultin was too much agtonished and went
in too great fear of magicians in general to dare
to punish him. Instead he contented himself
with ordering the young man’s father to come
to him to explain the matter. The slipper-
mender answered that he would certainly come
if he were sent a horse and sumptuous clothing,
so that he might present himself at the Court in
a costume worthy of his science.

Furious at such pretension, the Sultan sent two
eunuchs with orders to fetch the old man in
chains if he refused to come of his own free will.
The eunuchs obeyed; they chained the old
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man and led him to the palace. But, O marvel,
it was a chained and dying ass that appeared
before the King. Being more and more furious
he sent four eunuchs. But this time it was a
dead mule which arrived before his throne.
He sent eight others, and it was a horse which
fell at his feet in the last §tage of decomposition !
Therefore the Sultin decided to send the horse
and the clothes, and the old magician came.
After saluting him respe@fully, the latter said :
‘Why do you oppose the marriage of our
children, seeing that they love each other ?’

‘ Does my daughter teally love your son ?’

“ Ask her !’

And as the princess, when she was called into
the Presence, did not conceal her love in any
way, the marriage was celebrated forthwith.
Then he who had been the slipper-mender
wished to return the Sultin’s hospitality, so he
invited firt the chamberlain, then the wazir,
then the Sultin himself.

The chamberlain came, and after dinner the
magician led him to a certain barrel, telling him
to look within. Then the chambetlain saw
himself falling into the barrel, falling long and
long, and coming at la& to a garden, where he
was violated by fifteen provincial gardeners.
He became a pregnant woman, and with infinite
pain gave birth to a dead child.
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Then suddenly the chamberlain found himself
as before, leaning over the barrel.

‘ Have you seen pretty things ? > asked his host.
¢ Are you satisfied ?

‘Oh yes, petfe@ly satisfied, thank you !’ the
terrified official made haste to answer.

“ It is useless to hide anything from me,’ said the
other. ‘Now you know my power. Say no-
thing to anyone.’

The wazir came in his turn, was sumptuously
entertained, and was also conduéted to the rim
of the magic barrel. He fell into it likewise,
or had the impression that he fell into it, and
found himself transformed into an ass, loaded
with lime. A brutal donkey-boy maltreated
him, raining blows on him with a &ick, or
thrusting a sharp needle into a sore kept open
at the base of his neck, and leading him for
fifteen days up all the mountainous lanes of the
City.

‘I could procure you all those ills in reality,’
said the magician to the wazir, when that great
man found himself clinging giddily at last to the
rim of the barrel.

Nor was the Sultin spared. He saw himself
first in a boat which was shipwrecked, and then
clinging for twenty-one days, dying of thirst and
hunger, to a plank which was tossed about by
the wild waves.
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¢ Are you satisfied ? * asked his ho& at length.
‘Have you seen interesting things in my
barrel ? °

 Very interesting things indeed,” answered the
Sultin, who had been much moved. And the
impression of what he had seen was so great

that he made the slipper-mender
his grand-wazir and
most intimate
friend.



Thes Merchant’s Daughter and
thes Sultan’s Son

HERE WAS AND THERE WAS—AND ALLAH

was in every place—no land, no region, is
empty of Him—and there was basil and lilies in
the lap of the Prophet (upon whom be the
benedi&ion and the peace of God !), and there
was once a rich merchant who had a daughter
called Aishah, as beautiful as the moon. Gloty
to God who created and modelled a creature so
very fair !
As she was taking the air one evening on the
terrace, her dada* climbed up to her with a bowl
of thin soup, and while she was drinking it the
gitl let one of the little balls of paste fall on her
breast, and afterwards picked it up and put it in
her mouth.
The Sultin’s son, who was walking on the
neighbouting terrace, saw this and said :
¢ O Lalla, you who grow basil, you who water
a pot of basil on the terrace, tell me, I pray you,
how many leaves there are in your basil-plant !’
“O son of the Sultin,” she answered, < O you
who hold all lands, O learned Lotd, O sage who
reads in the book of Allih, tell me how many
fish there ate in the water, §tars in the sky, and
stops in the Koran !’
‘Be quiet, greedy ! he mocked. ‘You took
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up the ball of the thin soup from your breast
and ate it.’

The young gitl came down from the tetrace in a
very bad humour, and asked her didi to take
her to Moulay Idtis for a little distraction.

As they went on their way, she saw the Sultin’s
son again, sitting at the $tall of a fruit-merchant
and eating a pomegranate. A seed from this
pomegranate fell to the earth between his
slippers, and he picked it up and ate it.

The gitl was delighted to have surprised this
gesture in him, and returned home in the best of
humours. Early next morning shewent up on to
her terrace to water her pot of basil, as was het
custom, and to work at her embroidery.

Thus it happened that the same dialogue took
place as on the previous day.

¢ O Lalla, you who grow basil, how many leaves
are there in your plant ?’

¢ O son of the Sultin, O you who hold all lands,
O learned Lord, O sage who reads in the book
of Allah, tell me how many fish there ate in the
water, §tars in the sky, and §tops in the Koran !
‘Be gone, greedy ! You took up the ball of
the thin soup from your breast and ate it.’

But this time she replied in triumph :

‘Be gone, greedy! You took up the pome-
granate seed which had fallen in the mud be-
tween your slippers and ate it.’
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It was the prince’s turn to grow angry and to
depart. He made his way to the Jews’ quarter,
to a certain one whose clothes he purchased.
Disguised as a little wandering Jewish pedlar,
covered with a black bonnet, wearing black
slippers, and bearing a tray full of merchandise
for women, he walked through the $treets crying
his goods until he came to the dwelling of Lalla
Aishah. Imitating the voice of a little Jewish
pedlar, he cried: ‘Scents and mirrors! Ker-
chiefs and combs and rings ! * and this he did so
well that the gitl took him for a true son of
Israel, and sent her didi out to him to buy some
petfume.

Seeing that his ruse had succeeded, the disguised
prince said to the negress :

¢ Choose out and take all that you wish.’

And, when she asked the price :

‘I only require one kiss of your mistress’s
cheek,” he said.

The gitl consented and allowed herself to be
kissed on the cheek by this filthy pedlar, who
straightway departed, glorying in his success.
Next morning, at the fir§t hout, he climbed up
on to the terrace, and saw the daughter of the
merchant watering her basil.

¢ O Lalla, you who grow basil,” he said, * tell me
how many leaves it has !’

‘O Sultin’s son,” she replied, ¢ O learned Lotd,
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and the like, tell me how many fish there ate in
the water, §tars in the sky, and §tops in the
Koran !’

‘Be gone, greedy! You took up the ball of
the thin soup from your breas and ate it.’

‘Be gone, gteedy ! You took up the pome-
granate seed which had fallen in the mud
between your slippers and ate it.’

It was now the prince’s turn to triumph, and he
said :

¢ I was the Jew, I walked along the $treets, and I
had my will of the cheek of the merchant’s
daughter.’

When she heard these words, Lalla Aishah was
coveted with confusion and quickly descended
from the terrace.

* Dada,’ she said, “ I wish to go at once to see my
aunt. Will you come with me ?’

¢ Willingly,” said the dada.

Lalla Aishah told her aunt all that had happened
and begged her to colour her black, that she
might seem in everything a slave. As soon as
she had been turned into a negress, she had her
aunt lead her to the House of the Converted Jew
and sell her. ,

The merchant found the young gitl so beautiful
that he offered her to the Sultin’s son, and the
latter had her sent to his dwelling.

But before she departed, Lalla Aishah got ready
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a razor, a cucumber, some red ochre, 2 mirtor
and a violent narcotic.

She caused the prince to drink of this drug and,
when he was asleep, shaved off his beard and
moustache, painted him like 2 woman, hung the
mirror round his neck, thru the cucumber up
his bottom, and then escaped.

Returning to her aunt’s house, she carefully
washed and had already become quite white
again, when the Sultin’s son awoke to find
himself in a very humiliating position.

After the usual dialogue had taken place between
the two upon the following morning from terrace
to terrace, that is, between the merchant’s
daughter and the prince who was shaved as close
as a woman, the girl was able to finish it in
triumph, crying :

‘I was a slave, I went to the House of the Con-
verted Jew; then I played several splendid
tricks on the Sultin’s son.’

Furious, humiliated, and vexed to the bottom
of his heart, the Sultin’s son swore to marry
this young obstinate, and to compel her to
confess that man is more subtle than
woman.

He asked for her hand in marriage, and her
father consented. As soon as he had her in his
possession he placed her in an underground
granary, giving her very coarse clothes and,
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for sole noutishment, a daily barley loaf and a
jar of water from the oued.

But the cunning girl dug a subterranean tunnel
between the granary and her parents’ house;
thus she was able to go home every day to eat,
and had only to take care to be back in her
prison at the time when her husband came with
her daily ration.

Stretching out the black bread and the jar, he
would say :

O Lalla Aishah, O sad dweller in this granary,
which is the more subtle, man or woman ? ’

‘ Woman, my Lotd,” she would always answer,
and he never could make her alter her
reply.

The days passed thus, and the Sultin died, and
his son succeeded him. At the beginning of
Spring he decided to spend certain days in the
country, as was his custom, and therefore came
to visit his wife in the granary.

‘In eight days,” he said, ‘I shall go to Sar at
five o’clock in the morning and spend a fort-
night there.’

‘ For your health, Lord ! > answered the young
woman, ‘ and may it bring you happiness.’

She hastened along the tunnel to her father’s
house, and begged him to make preparations
even more magnificent than those of the Sultin
at Sir, and told him that she wished to be
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installed in that place an hour before her husband
could himself arrive.

On the night before his departute the Sultin
came to say farewell to his wife, and at dawn the
next day he set out upon his journey. When he
came to Sir, he found velvet tents, far hand-
somer than his own, set up there, and at the
door of one of these tents he saw a young slave
dressed with marvellous richness. He asked
about in his astonishment, and learned that a
very beautiful young woman had come earlier
that same morning to settle down in that place
for a few days. Being filled with curiosity, he
begged the slave to ask her mistress if she would
receive him. She sent back answer that she
would not see him until he had spent three days
in the city as a scavenger of dung.

The Sultin consented, and returned in three
days, all dirty and covered with dung. Water
was heated for him, and he was washed, and
afterwards dressed in sumptuous clothing.
Finally and at length he went below the tent of
the mys$terious unknown.

‘I will not speak to you,” said Lalla Aishah,
“until you have a marriage contra& made for
us, and give me your sabre and its belt for
dowry.’

Moved by the sweetness of the voice in which
this demand was made, the Sultin consented,
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and then, losing all sense of time, passed twenty
whole days with his loved one without recognis-
ing her.
On the twenticth day they sent to tell him that
if he did not return a revolution would break
out in the City ; therefore he left his wife, who
had by this time become pregnant.
When the Sultan reached home, Lalla Aishah was
already back in her granary. The first thing he
did was to go and visit her, being sute that she
would now acknowledge the superiotity of
masculine cunning. He said :
‘I have just passed twenty days of delight in the
country with 2 woman who has eyes like yours,
hands like yours, a face like yours, and a voice
like yours.’
‘ For your health, Lotd ! * she answeted simply.
¢ Your good fortune is a great good fortune, and
happiness ceases not to fall upon you. May joy
and pleasure abide in your dwelling !’
After this all went on as before.
In the fifth month of her pregnancy, Lalla
Aishah began to make prepatations for the birth
of her child. At the end of the ninth month she
brought forth a son, and called him Sar.
Next Spring the Sultin went again to the
country, choosing this time to pitch his tents at
a place called Dur. Lalla Aishah had preceded
him, and all went between them as before.
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She insisted that the Sultin should spend three
days as a wandering sweet-seller, and demanded
his silver prayer-case with its silken cord as
dowry. In course of time she bore a second
son, whom she called Dar.

In the third year matters fell out precisely in
the same way, but this time at el-Kusir. 'The
Sultin had to spend three days cleaning the tent
where his loved one’s horse was tethered, and
to give his ring as dowry. This time the child
was a daughter, and her mother called her Lalla
Hamamet el-Kusiir, the Dove of the Palaces.
Each time her husband returned to the granary,
Lalla Aishah refused to admit the supetiority
of men over women in matters of ingenuity.
Therefore the Sultin ended by feeling that he
had had enough of so headstrong and proud a
wife, and told her that he intended to take
another favourite.

‘I love and honour her !’ she answered im-
perturbably. ‘May Allih consolidate your
reign, and cause your triumph! When will
they get the chamber ready for your new bride ?’
‘ On such a day,” he answered.

‘I wish you luck,’ she said.

When the time came, she put her three children
into their most beautiful clothes. Then she gave
Sir a pair of scissors, Diir a small knife, and
young Hamamet el-Kusir a little watering-can.
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Finally, she had the children introduced into the
palace and bade them cut and wet all that the
negresses were preparing.
The children carried out their task to a marvel,
and thoroughly spoilt all the preparations.
When the servants would have driven them
forth, they cried :
“ This house is the house of our father, and yet
these sons of dogs would drive us from it !’
And when the servants tried to catch them and
put them to the door by force, they called out as
loudly as they possibly could :
‘ Come, my brother Sur! Come, my brother
Dir! Come, my sister Lalla Hamamet el-
Kusir ! Look, look, we can see Uncle Packet
flying up to heaven !’
And while the people of the house lifted their
eyes to see Uncle Packet, the three little ones
escaped.
Thus it was that the Sultan learnt that these were
his own children. The whole tale was made
clear to him, and he had to acknowledge that
woman is much more cunning than man. He
sent back the girl he was about to matry, and it
was in honour of Lalla Aishah the Merchant’s
daughter that the festival
preparation went
forward.



The, Fatal Houseo

HERE WAS AND THERE WAS—AND ALLAH

was in evety place—no land, no region, is
empty of Him—and there was basil and lilies in
the lap of the Prophet (upon whom be the
benediction and the peace of God !), and there
was once 2 man who had two wives, each of
whom had given him seven daughters.
Fourteen daughters! Not one son! That is
an exceptional misfortune ! The father had
a marked preference for one of his wives,
but she was very evil and had no thought
but to rid herself of the daughters of her
rival.
Now there was a fatal house in that city,
haunted by the Jinn. We died if we passed the
night there. So, having heard of this house,
the bad woman persuaded her husband to hire it,
and to send the seven daughters of the spurned
wife to sleep there one evening. This was done.
But these girls were very cunning, as well as
being exceedingly virtuous, courageous and
well-brought-up. They were not disturbed by
what they thought was going to happen, but
only requested their miserable father to buy
them brooms and fishes, milk and perfumes.
The house was very dirty, and full of the dry
carcasses of men who had perished there ; but
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the seven siSters courageously swept the whole
place, and cast milk upon the floor to appease the
Jinn, who are very partial to this drink, and
burned the perfumes for the same purpose.
And during this time one of them lit a fire and
began to grill the fish for supper ; but suddenly
a hand without either arms or body appeared,
stretching out to her, while a voice said in
gentle, supplicating accents :

‘ My sister, give me a fish to eat.’

‘With pleasure and good heart, dear friend,
answered the cooking girl, without showing any
sign of disturbance. ‘ This one is &ill too hot.
It would hurt you. I will cool it.”

As soon as the fish had become cool enough, she
tretched it out to the hand, and did the same for
seven other hands which came, one after the
other, to beg for grilled fish.

Then, as night had fallen, the seven sisters lit
candles, and set themselves to table, and ate.
Then a Jinni with two noses presented himself,
having a candle in his hand; but, instead of
being frightened, they welcomed him in friendly
fashion, and made him sit beside them, and
offered him very sweet tea with mint.

‘Do you requite a being with three noses ?’
cried another Jinni, suddenly appearing.

¢ Certainly ! ’ they answered. ¢ With heart most
friendly and in duty bound !’
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And thereafter successively appeared a Jinni
with fout, a Jinni with five, a Jinni with six, and
a Jinni with seven noses, who were all received
most kindly by the sisters.

Then the voice of a little child was heard
weeping, moaning and saying :

“O my sister ! O my sister ! Fetch me down !
Fetch me down !’

The bravest of all took a candle and mounted the
staircase leading to the terrace. On the top $tep
lay a great slab of meat, and it was this which
was making all the noise. So she took it
tendetly in her robe and carried it downstaits.
The Jinn were affe@ed by their welcome from
the seven sisters, and therefore, instead of doing
them harm, thanked them for having fed and
scented them, for having washed the house, and
for having kept them company.

Next day, at dawn, the father came to the fatal
house with fourteen bearers, provided with
seven planks, to carry away the cotpses of his
daughters ; but, intead of finding them dead,
he saw them joyous and in excellent health, and
covered with jewels which the grateful Jinn had
given them. Therefore he was compelled to
dismiss the bearers and to take the young gitls
home with him.

Who was disappointed ? It was the wicked,
jealous wife. Seeing the gifts with which her
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step-daughters had been loaded, she wished the
same for her daughters, and accused her husband
of being vety clumsy. At length, at her insist-
ence, he led his seven other daughters to the
haunted house and left them there alone.

They had asked for fishes and viétual as the
others had, but, as they were negligent and
dirty, they had not thought for either brooms or
perfumes. Without tidying at all, they began to
prepate their meal ; and at once a hand showed
itself before the one who was grilling and begged
for a fish.

“What horror ! ” cried the girl, and began to
recite the formula of exorcism : “ In the name of
God, the Merciful, the Compassionate ! I seck
near God a refuge again§t Satan, the Stoned
One !’

And she cried to her sisters :

¢ Give me an axe.’

But the menaced hand disappeared with no word
spoken.

When the Jinn with two, three, four, five, six
and seven noses came to ask to share their repast,
instead of receiving them cordially as the other
siters had done, these sisters refused them
company, and not without heaping curses and
mockeries upon them.

When the voice of the child cried from the
terrace : “ Fetch me down !’ not one of them
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went to the help of the enchanted meat, but each
one cried : ‘ God damn you !’

When the father arrived next morning at dawn,
this time without either bearers or planks, he
found seven corpses in the fatal house.

He repented bitterly of his fault, and ceased to
love the wicked woman who had caused this
calamity through her evil intention with
regard to her step-daughters.

For an evil intention is
everything.



Atik and Edb-Dhabi

HERE WAS AND THERE WAS—AND ALLAH

was in every place—no land, no region is
empty of Him—and there was basil and lilies in
the lap of the Prophet (upon whom be the
benediion and the peace of God !), and there
was once a rich merchant who had a very
beautiful and learned son. The charm, the
manners, the intelligence, the courage of this
lad won the admiration of all who came near
him, and his father, feating for him the danger
which his beauty might excite, took care to hide
him from the world, and saw to it that all his
time should be passed, either in §tudy or in
fencing and riding, far from the thronged
streets and bustling markets.
But the father underwent that which is undet-
gone by all men, and died on a certain day, leav-
ing his son a great fortune, 2 fair house,and many
slaves. Now that he had become master of his
own ats, the young man got into the habit of
going every day to walk in the city, and of
rejoicing in a sight of the rich shops and the
coloured crowd. And all the world was aston-
ished to see such beauty.
“Ya Allah !’ said each. © Who is this delicious
adolescent 7 We have never remarked such
an exquisite appearance in our §treets before.
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He is like the moon upon her fourteenth
night.’

And each time he entered one of the markets, the
people would turn round to him, troubled to the
extreme limit of trouble by his radiant face and
by the damnation for all souls which shone
from it. ‘Then, without caring for his confusion,
they would cluster round him, and exclaim :
“Ya Allah ! The crescent of Ramadin twinkles
upon us,and the full moon is rising in our market!
Doubtless this is an angel from the seventh Para-
dise or a King from the lands of Dream !’

Has not a poet said :

O Lord, You have created Beauty to $§teal away
our brains, and have said to us : My servants, be
virtuous. You are the Source of all Beauty and
You love that which is Fair; how then can You
forbid Your creatutes not to love the Beauty
which You have created, and not to be troubled
in their wits by that which you have made Fair ?’
Soon all the city spoke of the boy, and he dared
not go abroad. The Sultin learnt that there was
a lad of marvel in Fez, the rich heir of a merchant
who had just died; therefore he resolved to
make the acquaintance of the youth, and sent
to fetch him.

But scarcely had the messengers come to him,
when an old woman also sought him out, and
said to him :
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‘If the Sultin asks your name, you must
answer : I am called Atik-he-believes-in-God-
he-does-not-drink-alcohol-he-is-not-seduced-by-
fortune - ot - conquered - by- man-he-will - reach-
Edh-Dhahi-even-if-she-be-up-in-the-clear-sky.’
‘ Your words upon my head and before my eyes,
O mother of wisdom. I will do as you say.’
Next day, therefore, when he entered the palace
and the Sultin, who had graciously replied to
his polite salutation, asked him his name, he
answered :
¢ Atik- he-believes-in-God-he-does-not-drink-
alcohol-he-is-not-seduced- by-fortune-or-con-
quered-by-man-he-will- reach- Edh-Dhahi-even-
if-she-be-up-in-the-clear-sky.’
Now the King had a daughter who was called
Edh-Dhahi ; but no one knew her name, for,
since her birth, he had taken great care to hide
her in a subterranean palace in order to preserve
her from the evil-eye. This palace had no other
entrance than a secret flagstone in the middle of
the royal fountain basin. Therefore, being ex-
ceedingly astonished to hear the young man
name her, the Sultan said nothing for the mean-
while,and sent away Atik with the peace of Allih.
Two days afterwatds he invited him to come to
spend the night at the palace with all his wazirs
and the people of his court. The most skil-
ful muscians played their happiest airs while the
o
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wine-cups went round among the guests. But
Atik refused to drink, even when the Sultin
offered wine with his own hand ; so the Sultin
handed him the keys of the Public Treasury.
Besides coined gold and silver, the treasure con-
tained all sorts of precious and splendid works
of art, massive gold thrones encrusted with
jewels, sceptres and crowns fit for the great
among sultins, and all the booty taken from
vanquished kings. It was a dazzling reunion of
marvels. The Sultin had ordered young Atik
to enter the treasure in order to fetch a certain
cup carved from a single emerald, from which
he wished to drink that night. He thought that
the young man would be dazzled by all the
varied splendours which lay to his hand, but,
instead of being so, Atik lifted the cup and
carried it to the King without giving a single
glance to the other matters. So the Sultin
sought out another way to catch him.

He whose funéion it was to make the tea came
to ask for mint §talks.

*Oh,’ cried the Sultan, ‘Inever use any except
of the mint which grows in my gardens at the
East Gate, Bab Sidi Bou Jida, and it is now too
late to go and look for them in such a deserted
place.’

‘ But,” objected a certain wazir, ‘ Atik can go,
since he says he is invincible.’
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‘ Be it upon my head and before my eyes,’ cried
the young man, and at once set forth,
But scarcely had he passed the ramparts and
entered the gardens of the Sultin, when a troop
of forty armed men, springing out from behind
rocks and trees, threw themselves upon him.
These men had been sent there by the Sultin
himself. But Atik overcame them all, and cut
off their heads ; then, with the same sword which
ran red from their blood, he cut forty lemons in
the orchard, plucked the requisite mint §talks,
and returned to the palace, where all the guests
were astonished to see him &ill alive. When
he petceived the forty lemons, the Sultin under-
stood that his men had been killed, and began to
fear that Atik might in very fa& fulfil his promise
of reaching Edh-Dhahi. The tea which was
forthwith prepared with the fresh mint was then
drunk, and all the guests returned to their own
houses.
When Atik reached his home, he found the
mysterious old woman waiting for him.,
* Now that you have triumphed in all things, and
have proved the truth of your declaration as to
what you were, it remains only to reach Edh-
Dhahi. You mu$t open your fathet’s treasure
to me, and in two days I will tell you what more
you have to do.’
He gave her the key of the chamber where all
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the riches of the dead merchant were &ored in
minted pieces and unwrought ingots. The old
woman took what she needed and then went to
the Jewish quarter, to the shop of two jewellets
of that faith, whom she begged to come with her
to her home to undertake a certain labour.

The Jews accepted, and the dame bade them
fashion, out of the gold which she had, a gazelle
large enough for a youth to hide within it. Two
days later the golden gazelle was finished, and
had been provided with an invisible door,
opening on the inside. The old woman then
gave the Jews a fistful of gold pieces each,
telling them to carry this to their families and
then to return for the rest of their wage. They
obeyed her joyfully, and in the meanwhile told
no one of the mattet, because they had not yet
touched all their money.

But the woman dug a great hole in the court-
yard of her house, and covered the bottom of it
with dry faggots; then she thatched all with
reeds, and set a mat above. When the jewellers
returned, she offered them tea and made them
be seated on the mat. They fell into the hole,
and she threw down cans of flaming petroleum
upon them and upon the dry wood until the
two unfortunates were completely burned. At
lagt she replaced the tiles which she had had to
move, and all was hidden.
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She then fetched Atik to her and, after making
him enter the gold gazelle, went to the Sultin’s
palace. By crying and insisting to the guards,
she was at length admitted into the Presence,
and said to the Commander of the Faithful :
‘Lotd, I have come to ask you, of your great
goodness, to take care of a gold gazelle for me,
since I am about to depart to the East, to make
my pilgrimage to Mecca. I am very old, and
pethaps it is written that I shall die there. If I
return to Fez, you can give me back my gazelle ;
if not, she shall be yours.’

The Sultin accepted this trust and gave the old
woman two eunuchs to fetch the gold gazelle
for her. And when he saw it, he was thrown
into Stupefaction, since he had never before set
eyes upon the like.

“ This obje& will give a great deal of pleasure to
my daughter, Edh-Dhahi, since she lives all
alone in her subterranean palace.’

He had the gazelle lowered by the flagstone in
the middle of the fountain basin, and the gitl
received the gift with rapture. She began to
caress the pretty gilded animal, and shower all
sorts of tender and gentle words upon it; but
Atik did not make a move till nightfall.

When Edh-Dhahi was asleep, however, he
opened the door, came out from the gazelle, and
sat down to eat the remnants of the gitl’s supper.
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Afterwards he returned noiselessly to his hiding-
place.

After a few days, the slaves of the princess began
to be astonished at finding all the plates quite
empty every morning. They asked each other
how their mistress had eaten so much, and
began to feel themselves aggrieved, since it was
their habit to finish the rest of the meal them-
selves.

One night Edh-Dhahi woke while Atik was &ill
cating. Without the least trace of fear she
asked: ‘Man or Jinni?’ ‘Man,” he answered.
‘I am of the race of Adam, and I bear witness
that there is no godhead save that of God, and
that Muhammad is the Prophet of God !’

The princess immediately fell in love with the
handsome Atik. Therefore, instead of dismiss-
ing him, she begged him to continue his meal,
and herself kept him company. Thus the two
lived together for several days, in mutual delight,
and whenever a slave entered the apartment,
the young man would run to conceal himself in
the gold gazelle. At length Atik proposed that
they should marry, and himself drew up the
following contrat upon a sheet of paper:
‘ Before Atik notary, Allah kadi, and His Angels
witnesses, Edh-Dhahi consents to marry the
consenting Atik, according to the will of Allih
and the words and traditions of the Prophet.’
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Then he signed the contrac in his quality of
notary, and that night was the night of pene-
tration.

When they had lived together for a whole year,
without once leaving the sweetness of each
other’s arms, a little child was born, and the
mother laid him, with the marriage contra&t
inserted in his swaddling bands, on the border
of the basin a few moments before that hour
when she knew that her father, the Sultin, made
a habit of coming for his prayer and ablution by
the fountain.

The Sultin was exceedingly astonished and a
little annoyed at the trick which Atik had played
upon him. But, as it was now too late to do
anything and as he was in his heart of hearts
delighted to be a grandfather, he smiled upon the
little morsel and embraced him tendetly ; then,
calling up his daughter and son-in-law, he gave
order that their marriage should be celebrated

with every kind of pompous and
public festivity. Glory
be to Allih.



Lalla Khallal thes Green

HERE WAS AND THERE WAS—AND ALLAH

was in evety place—no land, no region, is
empty of Him—and there was basil and lilies
in the lap of the Prophet (upon whom be the
benedi&ion and the peace of God!), and there
was once a certain very rich family whose only
child was a daughter. The mother died and the
girl was placed as an apprentice in the house of a
neighbour, that she might be taught embroidery.
This neighbour was a wicked and cruel woman
and used to load little Lalla Khallil the Green
with blows. Also, as she herself desited through
avarice to marry the widower, she employed the
child to urge on her father to this wedding,
promising as a reward that she would no longer
beat her.
But when she had gained her end she was far
from remembering what she had undertaken.
This vile stepmother had a daughtet of her own
by her fir§ martiage, who was 2 gross and ill-
educated child, and made dirtinesses in her bed ;
while Lalla Khallil was both charming and
intelligent, and as clean as she was pretty.
Glory be to Him who created and modelled so
fair a creature ! Now, in order to alienate the
father from his daughter, this unpleasant woman
used to saddle her with all the incongtuities of
her own child.
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One day, under pretence of being very amiable
with her, she took that little &epdaughter out
into the country. When they had found a patch
of shade, they sat down together and the old
woman began to comb the child’s long hair
and take the lice from it. As the day was very
warm the patient went to sleep ; then her step-
mother rolled her long hair about a thorn bush
and departed.

During the child’s sleep a certain gazelle, a
creature of God, passed by that way, had pity
on her, and unwound the hair with his feet.
The little gitl woke and saw the gazelle licking
her brow. At first she was very frightened,
but soon she became accustomed to the animal
and lived for many years with him.

Thus she became a young woman, quite as
beautiful as the moon, a marvel of creation.
One day, as she was going for a walk, she came
near a village and, seeing a house which took
her fancy, climbed up to the terrace of it. She
leaned over the well of the house and could see
no one ; yet the place appeared to be inhabited,
for thete were various obje&s of use about the
courtyard and carpets at the entrance of the
rooms. But there were not even any women
there, such as we would expe& if the men were
abroad.

Climbing down and entering the kitchen, she
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saw that it was full of great quarters of venison,
and game of fur and feather; therefore she
understood that the house belonged to hunters.
Men when they live alone can never take care of
their surroundings. If the truth must be told,
this house was not in very good order. So the
sweet young woman, who loved cleanliness, set
herself to wash the whole place, to set the rooms
in order, to do the cooking and to make all
ready for a meal.

Then she hid herself.

Soon she saw seven hunters returning with all
sorts of game; and these good fellows were
astonished to find their table served and the
house in order. Yet, as they were mistrustful,
they first made an old dying greyhound eat of
the kuskus which they found prepared. As the
animal did not die, they gaily began to eat, but
not without having first said : In the name of
God !

Next morning all the hunters set out once more,
except the eldest, who wished to probe the
my$tery and therefore feigned to be asleep.
But from feigning he passed into real sleeping,
and Lalla Khallil the Green, after she had set
the house in order and cooked the dinner, went
up to him, §ained his right hand and his left
foot with henna, and returned to her hiding-

place.
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Next day the second brother, who trusted to be
more successful, stayed behind in his turn ; but
he also fell into a true sleep and the young gitl
played the same jest on him. And afterwards the
same thing happened with four more of them.
But when the youngest stayed behind under the
same conditions, he succeeded in keeping awake,
while pretending to sleep, until the moment
when Lalla Khallal, after tidying the house and
preparing the meal, came up to him. She put
henna on his left foot as she had done to the
others, but, when she would have painted his
right hand, he seized her suddenly by the arm,
crying :

 Mortal of of the Jinn ?’

‘I am a woman of the race of Adam. I say over
the confession of Faith.’

As she was very beautiful, the youngest hunter
fell in love with her and asked her if she would
accept him as a husband. When she said that
she would, he advised her to say to his six
brothers: ‘He who caught me shall marry
me.’

When the rest returned in the evening, the young
man showed them his unpainted right hand,
and then introduced them to the gitl. All were
stricken with amazement at her beauty, and each
desited her for himself. But she declared :

‘ He who caught me shall marty me.’
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So the two were married, and the whole eight
lived together in great happiness ; for the other
hunters greatly appreciated the sweetness of
Lalla Khallal’s disposition and the excellent
management which she introduced into the
affairs of their house.

One day, while her husband and her six brothers-
in-law were hunting, Lalla Khallil heard a Jew
crying his wares for women in the $treet. She
recognised him as one Ditd, a wandering
pedlar from the city where she had been born.
She signed him to come to her, bought different
trifles from him, and asked him the news of her
family. When he had told her that her father
and §tepmother were §till alive, she dismissed
him with a little purse full of gold pieces. And
the old man hurried to the §epmother and
told her where he had found Lalla Khallil.
The old woman at once promised him two
little purses of gold (for she had laid hold
of all the dead mother’s fortune) if he would
procure a finger-ring rich in sleep-producing
qualities.

Diaid soon returned to the village where he
had seen Lalla Khallil, knocked at her door, gave
her good-day, and handed her the ring as a
present from her tepmother ; also he exclaimed
that the latter had not been at all to blame, that
she had not lo& the child on purpose by the
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thorn bush, and that she was desolated at no
more beholding her.

While she was preparing the kuskus for that
night’s meal, the young woman placed the ring
between her teeth in order that she might mix
the semolina with both hands, and immediately
fell down unconscious.

As soon as the seven hunters returned they
supposed her dead and gave way to great grief.
‘ The joy of our life is passed,” they said.  We
shall never hear her voice again, we shall no
more take pleasure in her tender presence. Our
dwelling will lack her valuable cares for ever-
more. There is no power or might save in
God! Such is the Destiny which He had
written for us.’

 What ate we to do with the body ? * asked the
youngest, the husband, who was well-nigh
dead from his despair. ‘I can never resign
myself to letting so sweet a thing go rotten in
the earth.’

Now these seven brothers had a she-camel
whose name was Nala. They dressed the young
woman’s body in all magnificence, covering it
with jewels and precious veils, and then placed
it upon the she-camel, saying to her :

‘Go forward, Nala, go forward ceaselessly ;
and do not halt unless someone calls you by
your name.’
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Nala obeyed, and all the land was soon talking
about this prodigy: a she-camel who went
forward for ever, beating the body of a very
beautiful woman, dtessed like a queen.

Many tried to catch Nala, but none succeeded ;
for no horse could run as fa& as she. The
Sultin himself could not succeed. Therefore
he promised a great reward to any who should
bring the she-camel and her burden of mysery
into his presence.

‘I shall make him rich,” he said. ‘I shall make
him in every way as rich as God meant him
to be.’

Now a poor harvester was going along a certain
road on his ass, and just at the moment when
the she-camel passed him, he dropped his
sandal.

 Give me, I pray you,” he said to a little raga-
muffin, ¢ give me my nala.’

Hearing her name, the she-camel halted in-
stantly, and gently allowed herself to be led by
the peasant into the presence of the Sultin, who
generously rewarded the man. _
Lalla Khallil was &ill sleeping. Her heart did
not beat, and no breath raised her breaéts.
 She must be buried,” said the Sultin, and sent
for women to undertake this task according to
the rites.

These first drew the ring from the place where it
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§till remained between the tecth of the young
woman, and at once the body sat up, fresh and
smiling. In his delight the Sultin asked first
for her §tory and then for her hand. And she
accepted him in the end, for she did not know
how she could find her a&ual husband.
Nala was put in the palace §table.
One day Lalla Khallal the Green, who could not
forget her first love, and did not at all care to
share the favours of a single master with a
whole harim, resolved to be gone from that place
at any co§t. Therefore she organised a pleasure
party in the Sultin’s gardens with six maids of
her honour, bidding them conceal about them
anything they valued. All seven hid themselves
in a large chest which was put on Nala’s back,
as if it were provision for the excursion. But as
soon as they came to the entrance of the garden,
Lalla Khallil said to Nala :
* Go forward, Nala, and do not halt until you
reach the door of your masters.’
Thus it was that she discovered the village again,
and the house of the seven hunters.
‘ We have forfeited,” they were saying, “all our
good luck along with her. And to put a crown
upon our grief, Nala is lost to us.’
On hearing her name and the voice of her
masters the she-camel began to utter loud
glou-glous of great joy.
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The brothers were indeed happy to find their
dear Lalla Khallil the Green again, when she
fell weeping into the arms of her husband.
Then she brought the six maids of her honour
out of the chest.

‘ See,” she said to her brothers-in-law,  these are
the wives I have brought you.’

And she vaunted to the young girls the

charm of every woman
having a husband
apiece.



Princes, Abmed Ben Amar

HERE WAS AND THERE WAS—AND ALLAH

was in every place—no land, no region, is
empty of Him—and there was basil and lilies
in the lap of the Prophet (upon whom be the
benediétion and the peace of God !), and there
was once a King who had long vainly desired
to be a father, and who came to the height of
happiness when at length his wife, having been
so far barren, gave him a little daughter.
As he feared to lose this child for whom he
had waited so long, and that he might preserve
her from the evil-eye, he had her shut up in a
richly-furnished underground palace, with an
old negress to look after her. Her feeding was
very specially cared for, and she was only given
the crumb of bread and such parts of meat as
had no bones.
The walls on one side of this palace were made
entirely of glass and looked upon a garden
where an oued ran.
When the young gitl was fifteen years of age,
her old nurse died and was replaced by another
slave. But this woman, who had not been
warned in the matter, gave her migtress bread
whole with its crusts and unfilleted meat.
‘ This bread has a crust such as I have never
seen before, and this meat has bones such as I
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have never seen before,” said the young princess.
And she hammered a bone again& the wall to
let the marrow out of it.

The glass wall broke at once, and, leaning out
by the hole thus made, the girl found that her
palace looked upon a fair garden divided by an
oued.

A young man as handsome as the full moon
was walking in the garden.

‘Oh! what a handsome young man upon the
shore of the sea !’ cried the princess, who had
never seen such a sight.

‘Oh! what a fine palace on the shore of the
sea ! * said the unknown in his turn. O Girl,
I wish it had a series of dream verandahs which
would take 2 month to cross.’

At their first mutual glance these two had fallen
in love with each other.

Caught by this passion and by the desire to
have the dream verandahs, the princess fell ill.
The Sultan called do&ors to him in his despair,
and said to his daughter :

“The treasutes of the Ea§ and those of the
West shall come to your bedside if you desire
them. Every head you wish shall be cut off
and brought to your feet.’

“ The only thing I wish,” she said, “is a series
of dream verandahs which it would take a
month to cross.” And the Sultin immediately
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otdered the construcion of these things. Would
he not have done better to ask at once who
had inspired such an idea ?

After the masons of that land had laboured to
satisfy the princess’s caprice, she went forth
once more, perceived the same young man, and
cried :

‘Oh! what a handsome young man by the
shore of the sea !’

“Oh! what a fine palace by the sea with a
series of dream verandahs which would take a
month to cross !> he answered. ‘I would it
wete provided with two benches, the one of
male amber and the other of yellow amber.’
The princess fell ill again. Her father said to
her :

“The treasures of the Ea§t and those of the
West shall come to your bedside if you desite
them, and the heads you wish shall be cut off
and placed at your feet.’

‘T only want two benches,” she answered, * the
one of male amber, the other of yellow amber.’
These were made. She was cured. She leaned
forth. She perceived the young man,and cried:
“Oh! the handsome young man by the shore
of the sea !’

And he:

“Oh ! the fine palace by the sea, with its seties
of dream verandahs which it would take a
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month to cross, and its two benches, the one
of male amber and the other of yellow amber.
O Gitl, I wish it had a column of musk and a
column of right amber also.”

‘ The treasures of the East and the treasures of
the West shall come to your bedside if you desire
them,’ said the Sultan to his daughter, when she
became ill of love and caprice for the third
time. ‘And such heads as you wish shall be
cut off and placed at your feet.’

‘I only want two columns, the one of musk
and the other of right amber.’

When this desire had been satisfied, the princess
leaned forth afresh.

‘Oh! the fine palace by the sea,” said the
youthful unknown in the garden. ‘Oh! the
fine palace with its series of dream verandahs
that it would take a2 month to cross, with its
benches of male amber and yellow amber, with
its columns of right amber and musk ! I wish
it had two fountain basins in the midst of a
court yard paved with bright mosaics, one
having a jet of rose-water and the other a jet
of orange-water.’

The Sultin fulfilled this new wish. Then it
was emerald tiles with ruby incrustation which
the §ranger wished for and the princess de-
manded. Finally, when she had leaned forth
yet again, the girl heard these words :
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“Oh! the fine palace by the sea with its series
of dream verandahs which it would take a
month to cross, with its two benches, the one
of male amber and the other of yellow amber,
its two columns of right amber and musk, its
two basins, one having a jet of rose-water and
the other a jet of orange-water, its emerald tiles
with ruby incrustation! Now nothing lacks
save the Sultin’s daughter seated on one of the
benches and Prince Ahmed ben Amar on the
other.’

This time the princess fell even more setiously
ill. She became yellow, and admitted to herself
that she was taken in the toils of this young
man. None of the dofors in the Fortunate
Empire could succeed in curing her. All the
old women came to tell her tales in order to
distra her. She was not distracted. None
could find the cause of this sickness, and the
girl kept her secret.

At last a really old and very 1ntclhgent woman
came to her. As the princess dearly loved a
certain little bird which lived ever in a cage at
her side, the old woman took the bird and cut
its throat upon the breagt of the sleeping
invalid. The princess cried in anger and deso
lation as she woke :

‘O Lotd, my Master! May he who has de
prived me of this bird be deprived in his turn
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as I am deprived of Prince Ahmed ben Amar !’
The old woman’s subtlety had succeeded, and
she hastened to tell the Sultin of it. When he
learned that his daughter was in love with a
man, he fell into a fury and ordered a certain
cunuch to carry the princess into the country,
to kill her there, and to bring back her blood-
stained shift in proof.

But the eunuch, feeling pity rise within him,
warned the princess, advised her to provide
herself with all the precious and easily-portable
treasures on which she could lay hands, and
then went out with her beyond the city.

When they had come to a far-off farm, she
requisitioned a sheep, undressed herself, and
stretched out her chemise. The eunuch cut the
animal’s throat above this garment. Then the
princess put on the clothes of a servant and,
after having hidden her treasures under the
coarse veil which covered her abundant hair, went
forward alone into the desolate country, where
there is neither bird to fly nor beast to walk.
She joutneyed from city to city, passing herself
off as a beggar, and secking Prince Ahmed ben
Amar in every place. At length she found work
in 2 house where a certain woman dwelt, and
this woman kept her on as servant, because she
was hard-working and courageous in spite of
her noble education. This woman was none
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other than the Prince’s siter. He had also two
other sifters living in different houses. He
used to come and visit them in turn for one
night every three years. He came to that house
at length, and the disguised princess recognised
him, without daring to reveal herself. He
passed the evening with his sister, slept in the
house, and departed at dawn, with no intention
of returning save in three years. Not wishing
to wait so long, the Sultin’s daughter betook
herself to the house of the second si§ter and, at
the end of a single year, saw the obje& of her
love again, but without summoning up the
courage to show herself or to speak to him.
Leaving her second mistress, she went to the
house of the third sister, whose affe¢tion she
was not long in winning.
‘ My brother seems to be the vi&im of I know
not what enchantment,” said this third woman
to the princess. ‘ He can only come to visit us
once every three years, and then but for a
single night. No one knows what he does with
the rest of his time.’
¢ All powerful Allah will help us,” said the dis-
guised princess. ‘ There is no powet or wisdom
save in Him !’
So, when Prince Ahmed ben Amar came, both
women questioned him anxiously, begging him
tell what they might do to aid him.
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‘I indeed suffer from a sorcery,” he said, ¢ but
no one can deliver me.’
 You must not speak so,” said the princess, who
had by this time made herself known to him.
*God will not refuse us His support, and
perthaps we shall be able to do something for
ou.’
2rVery well | This is what must be done : the
first mouthful of kuskus must be subtleised from
my mouth without my noticing it, seven hairs
must be dragged from my beard without my
feeling it, I must be followed when I leave with-
out my knowing it, I must be tracked whither
I go without my seeing it, and in that place the
mouthful mus§t be cast down, the seven hairs
must be burnt, and my follower must stay for a
whole month without sleeping. At the end of
the month a fish will come to that place, and
spew me out of his mouth ; for I dwell within
him, and can only leave his belly once every
year. You see that all this is impossible ;
therefore leave me in my wretched pre-
dicament.’
I will nevertheless try,” answered the princess,
who had a bold heart and came of a fine race.
Indeed the Prince’s third sister succeeded in
subtleising the fir§t mouthful of kuskus, and in
tearing out seven hairs from her brother’s beard
while he slept. She gave the mouthful and the
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hairs to the princess, who wrapped all in a
handkerchief, and then followed Ahmed ben
Amar to the seashore. There she beheld him
go down and become ingulfed in a certain cave.
Therefore, after casting down the mouthful and
burning the hairs, she sat down near the entrance
of this cave, and for 2 month her tears helped
her to forego her sleep.

When the lag& day came, the poor girl was
exceedingly fatigued, and sat there in continuous
tears, thinking on the sad Destiny of him she
loved. Only the hope of saving him sustained
her in her task. As time went on, a peasant
woman passed by and said to her :

¢ Oh, supernatural beauty, what do you here ?
O young girl unmeriting all misfortune, why
do you weep so ?”’

Happy to see a human face once more, the
princess told the new-comer her &ory (but she
did not speak of the jewels which were hidden
in her hair and which she had ever carefully
preserved). Then, at the end of her §trength,
she slept.

The peasant woman set a §tone beneath her
head, so that her sleep might be the deeper ;
but when Ahmed ben Amar, delivered by the
month’s watching, came up out of the monstrous
fish, which swam in to spew him upon the shote,
she passed herself off as the princess by repeating
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the §tory which she had heard. The two re-
turned to the city and were married.

The poor princess woke all alone beside the
cave, and understood that she had been be-
trayed, for the stone which had shut the entrance
had been moved aside. Following the foot-
prints of the prince, she came to the city and
learned that he was living with his wife in a
beautiful house.

Instead of letting her grief overwhelm her, she
went to a slave-merchant and, after causing him
to §tain her black all over, had herself sold to
the Prince as a negress. Though her master
did not recognise her, he learned to esteem her
greatly because she worked very well, and,
when at length he had children, he confided
their education to the black slave. The children
loved her very dearly.

One day she suggested to them that they should
say to their father: ‘ We want Didi to tell us
a Story.’

So when evening came the little children said
to their father: *We want Didi to tell us a
story.”

‘It is not worth while,” said the Prince’s wife,
who had already recognised the princess-slave
and had become very yellow in her anxiety.
‘It is not seemly that slaves should tell night-

tales.’
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But the father gave way to his children and
called the dida, who at once began to tell a
story. She began by describing the beautiful
palace of her youth, with its series of dream
verandahs which it would take a month to
cross, its benches of male amber and yellow
amber, its columns of right amber and musk,
its jets of rose-water and orange-water, its
emerald tiles with ruby incrustation, and telling
of the handsome young man who walked beside
the water.

¢ Sit down near me, Didi,’ said the Prince.
Then she described her illness, the Sultan’s
anger, the eunuch’s pity, and how she herself
had undertaken to destroy the fatal enchant-
ment. ‘ Come nearer to me, Dida,” said the
Prince.

Then she told how she had stayed a month
without sleeping, and had finally slept beside
the cave, how the peasant woman had betrayed
her, and how she had blackened herself and
become a slave in order to live near her love.
Finally she drew forth the royal jewels hidden
in her hair.

‘Come nearer to me &ill,” said the Prince.
‘ Come nearer to me $till, my darling. What
shall be the punishment ?’

He had the wicked peasant woman torn in
sunder by two camels, and great feasts cele-
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brated his marriage to his dear one. Those two
lived happily until the day on which the King
of Death came seeking them.
Glory to the Living, who does not
die, to Whom alone
are due our
praises !



Theo, Carpenter’s Daughter

HERE WAS AND THERE WAS—AND ALLAH

was in every place—no land, no region, is
empty of Him—and there was basil and lilies in
the lap of the Prophet (upon whom be the
benedi&ion and the peace of God !), and there
was once a poor carpenter whose wife died in
childbed, leaving a daughter on his hands ; in
truth a beautiful baby, but one whose upkeep
was like to be a grave burden upon her father,
and who therefore seemed to have been born
under very sad auspices. How could the un-
fortunate man take care of his child when he
had no money, no relations, no slave, and was
worn out by his work ?
But Allih congtitutes himself a Father to the
fatherless.
As soon as he returned home after the burial of
his wife and had anxiously opened his door, he
found all the house as clean and well-arranged
as when the dead woman had looked after these
things. Better &till, the cooking had been done
and a meal set out. He had nothing to do but
to wash his right hand, and dip it into the dish,
saying : ‘In the name of God !’ to drive away
the devil.
To crown all, the little girl had been carefully
swaddled and was sleeping peacefully.
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Yet there was no one there. And the miracle
was repeated every day. A my$terious hand
looked after the child and directed the house.
The reason for these things was that the People
of the Invisible had adopted the gitl, and now
looked after her and gave her suck. And she,
being under the protection of the Jinn, developed
with miraculous rapidity, growing greater, wick
and lamp, by night and day.

When she was three, she seemed to be twelve,
and her intelligence was remarkable. Her
father had given her the name of Aishah, in
memoty of the favourite wife of the Prophet.
Now at that time there was a Sultin upon the
throne who delighted in all fantastic things, and
whose habit it was to ask $§trange questions,
which his people had to answer on forfeit of their
heads.

¢ Who will tell me,” he asked, ¢ what the water-
wheel says ?’

Many persons had already been put to death for
their silence, and at length the Sultin sent for
Aishah’s father and asked him the same question,
offering him a thousand dirhams or death.

But all that the carpenter could do was to obtain
a delay of three days.

‘Do not torment yourself so, my father,” said
Aishah, when she saw the good man return in
terror to his house. °Follow my advice. Do
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not wait for the three days. What is the good
of that ? Go to the Sultin to-morrow, sit down
by the watet-wheel which turns in the garden,
stay there listening for a quarter of an hour, and
then recite the verses which I am about to
teach you.’

The carpenter did these things. After pre-
tending to liften with great attention to the
water-wheel as it turned, as it turned slowly
groaning among the citrons and the jasmines,
he advanced towards the throne of the Sultin,
and said :

¢ O Commander of the Faithful, this is what the
water-wheel says :

I was a quince tree Spreading perfume and
Giving all sorry lovers back, their sighs.
The Sultan cursed me suddenly. I ffand
A silly plank and weep from all my eyes.’

Now you mu$t know that the Sultin was afflicted
with ringworm and hid the fa& most carefully.
One day the branch of a certain quince tree had
knocked off his fez and surrounding turban,
setting his head bare before all his following.
Being furious that his malady was discovered,
he had caused the tree to be cut down and a
water-wheel made of its wood.

How had the carpenter known of this detail ?
This seemed extraordinary to the Sultan, and
he hurried to put a second question, giving a
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three days’ respite as before. This time he
requited to know what the water sang as it
boiled upon the fire.

And this time also young Aishah consoled her
father, as he sat in his house groaning and
broodmg upon death.

“ Go to the palace,” she said, ‘sit down before
the stove, lay your ear near to the kettle, and say
to the Sultan:

I was quick water, and the wood I fed
When I was living, burns me now I'm dead.

The Sultin had to be contented with this
answer.

‘But now I wish,” he said to the carpenter,
‘ that you bring me a vegetable garden on the
back of a camel.’

This time the poor man gave up hope entirely.

¢ Beautiful verses will not help me now,” he
said, ‘ for the matter is too matcrial. My last
hour is written for to-morrow.’

‘How can you so lack courage ?’ asked the
ingenious Lalla Aishah. ‘You have only to
ask for eight days’ grace, and Allah thereafter
will provide !

As soon as her father had obtained this delay,
she set earth and dung in a saddle-tray and sowed
various seeds within it.

At the end of a week all the vegetables had
begun to sprout, and there was nothing left to

91



Tales of Feg

do but to fasten the saddle-tray to the back of a
camel.

But the Sultin propounded a further test.

‘You mu$t come to me,” he said,  at the same
time mounted and on foot, and weeping and
laughing at the same time.’

But it was weeping and by no means laughing
that the carpenter returned to his own house.
“Good-bye, my dearet daughter,” he said.
‘Soon you will have no father at all.’

And he explained the Sultan’s §trange and con-
tradiGtory conditions to Aishah.

“If it is only that,” she said, ‘ you may be quite
tranquil. Go and find a quite little, little
donkey, such a one as can walk between your
legs without your sitting on him ; also you
mus$t take some onions with you, for they can
draw tears from your eyes without preventing
your laughing at the same time.’

* My daughter is a true Ifritah,’ said the carpenter
to himself next day as he made his entry into the
palace in that bewildering fashion.

But though the Sultin could not help laughing,
he was a little vexed also, and therefore he set a
fifth problem, though promising that it should
be the last.

‘ Make me a robe out of a block of marble,” he said.
‘Do not weep, my father,” cried Aishah, when
she heard of this. ‘ Simply go back to the Sultin
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and require him to send you some threads of
sand with which to sew the robe.’

The Sultin was quite disarmed by this request
and gave the carpenter a rich reward ; at the
same time he insisted upon knowing who had
so wonderfully counselled him.

‘It was my daughter, who has been raised, I
think, by the Masters of Earth.’

‘I wish her for my wife !’ cried the King.
‘ For in truth no other could have shown such
fine and handy intelligence.’

He took Lalla Aishah, the Carpenter’s Daughter,
for his legitimate Queen. And the two lived
together for many happy days.

Now the Sultin frequently gave justice to his
people at the palace entrance, and one day he
had to judge between two men who were
disputing over a new-born foal. One owned
a gelding, the other 2 mare ; and both animals
had dwelt in the same $table, with each of the
men looking after them on alternate days.

* My mare was full,” said the plaintiff, “ and on
the day when she was due to bring forth, it was
my comrade’s turn to look after the stable.
When I entered in the evening, I saw the new-
born foal under the gelding and not under my
mare. O Commander of the Faithful, does it
not nevertheless belong to me, in spite of this
perfidious substitution ? ’
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‘ May Allih make the days of our master the
Sultin innumerable,’said the other. ‘My animal
is past peradventure the mother of the foal.’
Then said the Sultin : ‘ The foal belongs to the
man under whose beaét it was found. You may
retire.”

Ulcerous with indignation, the master of the
mare went aside to hide his angry tears. Now
the Queen’s window looked out upon the
tribunal and Lalla Aishah had heard the sentence
pronounced. Therefore she had pity on the
unfortunate man and, without showing herself,
called to him through the lattice, asking the
cause of his grief.

“'This is what you mu$t do,” she said. You
must return to the Sultin and say to him: “I
sowed my field near the river with grains of
corn, but alas ! the fishes have eaten all the
young shoots.”’

‘ But do fish eat grass and the like ? * cried the
Sultin, with a great laugh.

So the owner of the mare, $till following the
Queen’s advice, cried out: ‘But do geldings
bring forth ?’

‘ Who told you to say that ? ’ said the Sultan,
and then low to himself: ‘I only know one
petson in my kingdom capable.’

‘I heard a voice through a window,” answered
the man, ¢ but I saw no one.’
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Being furious that his wife had spoken to a man,
the Sultin ran to Lalla Aishah saying :
‘I send you back to your father. You are no
longer my Queen. But you have my permission
to carry away with you a single chest filled with
anything you most care to take.’
When that night came, Lalla Aishah mixed with
the Sultin’s food a soponﬁc dose sufficiently
strong to keep him in a deep sleep for several
hours ; then she placed him in the che§t which
it was her right to take away. Slaves followed
her with it, and she took the road to the cat-
penter’s house.
The Jinn, who kept Lalla in the charge of their
protection, had prepared all in the house for a
reception of great splendour. As soon as the
Sultin began to wake, a fortifying soup was
given to him and, as he sat up, he began to
admire the beauty of his surroundmgs

‘You are at my home, dear master,” said Lalla
Aishah, ‘You gave me permission to bring
away what was dearest to me.’

The Sultin threw himself at her feet, asking
forgiveness for having suspe@ed her, and
thenceforward their happiness was
as perfe& as it can be
among mortals.

Glory be to
Allah !



Thes Languages of thes Birds

HERE WAS AND THERE WAS—AND ALLAH
was in every place—no land, no region, is
empty of Him—and there was basil and lilies
in the lap of the Prophet (upon whom be the
benediction and the peace of God !), and there
was once a rich merchant in Fez who was in
despair because he had no child. Also his
advanced age seemed to forbid him any hope
in this respe®. But his desite was so great
that he asked one of his friends, who lived at a
great distance, to come to visit him and to give
him advice. This friend was a magician. When
he had consulted his art, he said :
‘ You will have a son.’
For he knew of the exiftence, in a far country,
of a tree whose fruit infallibly rendered the
eater fecund.
So he turned the ring of wisdom upon his
finger and thus caused two colossal black men
to appear before him, powerful Afarit, whose
feet were founded upon the earth and whose
heads touched the tall sky.
‘Why have you called us?’ they ctied in a
menacing tone. ‘What work have you got
for us ? Command and we shall obey.’
Then, on the magician’s order, they departed
and plucked the fruit of the supernatural tree,
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which they brought back to the merchant and
his wife, who both ate heartily of it.

Nine months afterwards a handsome boy was
born, and his father took care to provide him
with an excellent education at the best school
in the city.

When the boy was ten years old, the merchant
took him with him upon pilgrimage to Mecca.
But before they arrived and while they were
visiting a certain city of Egypt, they passed
in front of a very §trange school : through the
delicately-carved lattice-work the pupils might
be heard speaking in an unknown tongue.
Father and son could distinguish nothing but
tiu tiu tiu kiwit kiwit kiwit tiu tiu tiu tiun. . . .
“'That is the language of the birds. I teach it
to my pupils,” answered the master proudly,
when the two $trangers questioned him.
Allured by this original form of in§truction
and desirous of having his son grounded in
every branch of learning, the merchant trusted
the child to the old professor, giving him six
little bags of gold to pay his fees until the day
when he himself, having accomplished his pil-
grimage, should return to take him back to Fez.
But two yeats passed and the father did not
return. He had forgotten the way and had
arrived at his own home without his son.

‘ He fell into the sea,” he explained to his wife,
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who thereupon became almos blind through
weeping. ‘

The merchant was a careless and self-centred
man, and so, being absorbed in his business, he
forgot his son for the whole of ten years,
always putting off until the morrow that day
on which he would set out to search for him.
Yet a time came when he did at lag go forth
again on pilgrimage. He was more fortunate
this time ; he found the city and the §treet and
the school; he heard tiu tiu tiu kiwit kiwit
once more-; but he did not recognise the pro-
fessor. Instead of the old man whom he had
left, a very handsome youth of twenty was
teaching the class. The merchant made in-
quiries and found that the master had §ayed at
home that day from illness, and that the best
pupil was taking his place. When the old
man had been fetched, he said, pointing to the
young teacher :

‘Do you not recognise your son ? This is he
whom you confided to my care ten years ago.
He has become so learned that he can in all
things take my place.’

The joyful merchant clasped his son in his arms
and then, after thanking the old master, said fare-
well to him, with a present of new bags of gold
to console him for the departure of his helper.

The two now took boat for the Far West, and
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when they had been for some time in the open
sea, three birds came to perch on the nettings
and began to sing.

‘ What are they saying ? * asked the father, but
his son did not care to answer.

“ Chi chi chi tiu tiu tiu,” cried the birds.

‘Why will you not tell me what they are
singing ? * insisted the father, and many other
rich men of Fez who were journeying with him
began to mock him, saying :

‘It seems most proﬁtablc to pay money for the
intruction of a2 son! Why spend ten years in
Studying the language of the birds and then fail
to interpret the very first birds that come to
hand ?°

So, much againét his heart, the young man gave
way, and cried :

‘You insit on knowing what they say ? Very
well, dear father. They say that I shall become
a Sultin some day and you a porter.’

This prophecy was by no means to the old
man’s tate, but he said nothing at the time.
Yet he ruminated silently on his anger, and
with such deep brooding that, when night fell,

he went down into the hold, emptied one of
his chests of its merchandise, and fastened his
sleeping son within it. Thcn, when he had
carefully closed down the lid, he threw the
whole thing overboard.
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* At least,” he grumbled, I shall not be lying to
my wife this time when I say he fell into the
sea. ‘That will be God’s truth.’

And the ship continued on her way towards the
Fortunate Empire.

When he came to the city of Moulay Idris, the
old merchant found that his house had been
completely burnt to the ground; and it took
him several days to discover his wife, who had
had to become a washerwoman to gain her
bread. After these two ancient people had
dragged out a miserable existence for some
time, they decided to leave their native city;
broken by age and worn with grief they
crossed Bou Jloud, passed under Bab Segma,
and went forth to find their fortune in some
other place. So much for them.

There was, during that time, a certain poor
fisherman who lived in a town by the sea and
scarcely contrived to earn his livelihood. On a
particular day he was in a very bad temper,
because his wife had just been brought to bed
of a daughter. A daughter—that is to say, a
mouth to feed and no honourable incentive to
do so. To put a crown upon his misfortune,
he fished from sunrise and his net brought him
in nothing. Therefore, in his discouragement,
he climbed up again to the beach and sat
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there on the sand, with his head between his
palms.
Lifting his eyes of a sudden, the fisherman saw
a large chest floating upon the waves and being
carried towards the shore. He therefore got
back into his boat and, setting out towards this
stray, brought it immediately back to his house.
When his wife and himself at last succeeded in
opening their booty, they saw that it contained
2 handsome young man dressed in rich gar-
ments.
“ Are you man or Jinni?’ they cried in their
astonishment.
‘I am a man of flesh and bone even as you are ;
therefore do not fear me,’ said the young man,
and while they comforted him with a very hot
soup and showed him all sorts of attention
springing from pute pity, he continued :
*You are henceforward my only parents. See,
here is money which I had stowed away in my
wallet. Take it, and also sell these expensive
garments, since I have no use for them.’
Now this young man, who had been born, as
mu& be remembered, under marvellous con-
ditions, and educated in an exceptional manner,
was a Luck-Bringer. He cartied good fortune
with him.
From the day on which the youth began to
live at the fisherman’s house, that good man
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always had excellent catches, and joy dwelt in
the home. And the young man, for his part,
being very learned, frequented the schools and
the mosques and the University of that place,
and became the intimate friend of the kadi’s son.
Now the Sultin of that place was considerably
annoyed. Every day while he was sitting among
the people of his court, three birds would come
about him and vivaciously chatter for several
moments, as if they were asking each other
something. Then they would fly away, but only
after having, O abomination !, done their needs
on the head of Sidna* himself.

The Sultin had offered the half of his kingdom
to anyone who would deliver him from this
calamity ; but death was to be the penalty of
one who should make the attempt and fail.
Many persons had thus had their heads cut off,
and none had been able to explain the mystery.
Therefore, as the kidi bore the reputation of
being very learned, the Sultin sent for him and
gave him eight days in which to arrange the
matter.

We can imagine that it was in a §tate of much
depression that the unfortunate kidi left the
palace. At the University where he taught, he
cut short the time of his class, and all his pupils
remarked his anxiety. When he had returned
home, he put his affairs in order as if he
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were presently to die, and told his son of the
Sultan’s bidding.
That evening the fisherman’s adopted son, the
young man who had been saved from the
waters, met his young friend, and noticed his
sadness. He asked him concerning it, and
learnt of the doom which hung over the kidi’s
head.
“If it be only that,” he said, ‘ do not torment
yourself. I will get you clear of the business.
It is useless to wait for eight days. Let your
father present himself before the Sultin to-
morrow, and I will go with him.’
The next day, when he stood with the kadi in
the palace, he saluted the Sultin three times and
then asked him if he would give the half of his
kingdom in case of success. The three birds
had already come and were beginning to chatter.
“Yes,’ said Sidna.
‘Let the notaries come, then, to register the
deed of gift,” said the prudent young man, and,
when this had been done, he began to speak
with the birds. It sounded an incomprehensible
exchange of : tiu tiu tiu—kiwit kiwit—chi chi
chi—tiu tiu tiu.
‘ They ask jugtice,” he said at length, turning
towards the King. °They are two males and
one female. This on the left is from the Eagt,
this other is from the West. The female
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belonged to the latter, but he was absent for a

very long time on a journey. Thinking him

dead, she married the other and lived with him

for a year. 'They demand that the Sultin should

decide upon their case.’

But the Sultin felt himself very embarrassed.

“If you wish, O Prince of Believers, I will give

judgment in your place, and all shall be made

plain.’

When the Sultin acceded to this suggestion,

the young man said to the bird who came from

the East :

* Go towards the Ea !’

'To him who came from the West :

“ Go towards the West !’

And to the female :

¢ Follow him you love !’

When the two male birds had obeyed, the

female followed her first husband into the West

without a2 moment’s hesitation.

All who were present became filled with

marvel, but the Sultin regretted that he had to

give half his kingdom away for a few tiu tiu

tiu’s, and was not ready to sign the a& which

the notaries had drawn. Then the young man

threatened to call all the birds of the world to

that place, that they might behave upon Sidna

as the fir§t three had done.

Indeed he called out certain orders in the
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language of the birds, and immediately the
Sultin saw the sky growing dark above his
head. All the birds of every kind from every
land of all the earth were assembled above that
court ; and there was a fine concert of tiu tiu
tiu’s. Then said the young man :

‘I will order them all together to do their
businesses upon you if you do not fulfil your
promise.’

The Sultan had to yield, and the birds departed.
Nor did the royal ill-humour continue, for the
young man was so amiable and seductive that
none might help loving him. He caused the
fisherman and his wife to be brought to the
palace and dressed in the dresses of kings and
of kings’ sons, and they gave thanks to Heaven
that they had been granted this most fortunate
youth. Seven days afterwards the old Sultin
died, leaving the kingdom to the young man
who understood the language of the birds.

In the meantime his real parents, who had left
Fez in their ruin, had come at last to that very
city.

“Try to get work as a porter,” the old woman
advised her husband. ‘I will myself again
become a washerwoman. We can meet this
evening.” And with that the old man went to
the small square near the ramparts, where those
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who wished to be hired as porters used to wait
for work.
On that same day the Sultin bade his master of
the palace to have wood laid in for the Winter.
Therefore the master of the palace told his
eunuchs to go out and engage porters for this
work. Thus it was that the father became,
according to the predi¢tion of the birds, a
porter in that city where his son was
Sultan.
The old man was not at all accustomed to
manual work, for, in his whole life, he had
hardly ever done anything except sell goods
and count over money. Therefore the eunuch,
who was oversecing his labour, saw that he
did his task ill and gave him a few blows with
a rope to encourage him, while the two went
on towards the palace.
The Sultin, who was reclining upon the
terrace, recognised his father. He would doubt-
less have liked to know the old man’s reason
for throwing him into the sea, but his heart
was too generous to nurture thoughts of re-
venge. Seeing his frail old father $taggering
under the blows of the eunuch, he sent down a
message bidding them exchange their parts.
Thus the porter took the rope and the eunuch
the burden. Now, as the father was a2 much less
generous man than his sgn, he gave back many
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mote blows than he had received and was
lashing his persecutor furiously when the two
entered the palace. But, when a further order
was brought from the Sultin that he should be
led into the great hall, he began to feel afraid
and asked himself if he were not going to be
punished for having ill-treated a royal servant.
While he was busy with such thoughts, the
Sultin entered and began to question him con-
cerning his existence.
‘ Have you a family, a son, a2 wife ?” This he
asked because he wished to have news of his
mother.
‘I have never had a son,” said the old man,
whose conscience was not very clear upon this
point. ‘But I have a wife who is very old
and feeble and does washing.’
¢ Go and fetch het,” ordered the Sultan to two
of his eunuchs.
These wete not vety pleased at this command,
since its execution would not bring them any-
thing ; but the otder was a formal one. After
a long search in every place, they managed to
find a2 house where a $§trange washerwoman
had just been employed, and returned to the
palace with the old woman.
All who ate concerned in this story wete thus
brought together.
‘ Poor woman,’ said the Sultin in deep emotion.
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¢ What misfortune has brought you down to
this ?’
¢ Alas, O Sultin, my husband has caused all
our gnef by losmg our son.’
¢ Would you recognise your son ? ’
‘Yes, yes, Lord ! He has a beauty-spot on his
right shoulder.’
Immediately the Sultin undressed, showing his
bare right arm, and embraced his mother, who
wept exceedingly in her joy. He pardoned his
father, and ordered slaves to wash the two old
people at the hammam and to dress them in the
garments of kings and the sons of kings.
Henceforward he lived with his real and his

adopted parents ; his reign was a

long one and in every way
fortunate for his
subjes.



————

Theo Kaftan of Loves Spotted
with Passion

HERE WAS AND THERE WAS—AND ALLAH

was in every place—no land, no region, is
empty of Him—and there was basil and lilies in
the lap of the Prophet (upon whom be the
benediction and the peace of God !), and there
was once 2 man who had three daughters and,
wishing to depart on pilgrimage, asked each of
them what he should bring back for her.
“ Gold and silver bracelets crusted with gems,’
said the eldest. ° Gilded slippers,” said the
second. But the youngest asked time to reflet
before she answered. As soon as she found
herself alone in her own chamber, a Jinniah
appeared before her, saying :
“ Ask your father to bring you The Kaftin*
of Love Spotted with Passion.” Then she dis-
appeated. When the moment came for her
father’s departure, the little one asked him for
The Kaftin of Love Spotted with Passion, and
the good man, promising to find it for her, set
forth upon the road of Allih. He accomplished
his pilgrimage to the sacred city and bought
fine bracelets there for the eldest daughter, and
gilded slippers for the second. But he forgot
the kaftan.
Yet when he was half-way home he remem-
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bered his promise and asked this garment of
all he met. Everyone thought that he was mad.
Some laughed in his face, others answered him
gently that they did not know, yet others sighed
in silence and made off as quickly as possible.
But no one helped him at all in the matter.
At length, one day, he met, in a certain solitary
place, a venerable old man sitting at the foot of
a tree in deep meditation, and having white
hair and a white beatrd which fell' below his
knees. When the man asked his usual question,
the sheikh made answer :
‘My poor child, what are you seeking ? Do
you not know that it is impossible for a2 human
to see the Kaftin of Love ? Yet, if you abso-
lutely hold to the attempt, you must follow my
instruions point by point. After a half-day’s
journey from this place you will reach a very
great tree. Sit down below it and wait. You
will be given seven dishes on a wooden tray,
one after the other. Taste of each of them and
then go down to the edge of the sea; drink a
few mouthfuls of her water and then wait.
Have courage, and God accord you peace !’
The traveller followed this advice, and all came
to pass as the sheikh had said. Soon after he
had drunk of the water of the sea, a being with
the appearance of a man came up out of the
waves, and said to him :
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‘ He who has eaten of our food and drunken of
our water is worthy to be given the desite of
his heart. Why have you come here, and what
do you wish ?°
‘I wish,” answered the father, ¢ The Kaftin of
Love Spotted with Passion.’
‘ That is well,” said the my$terious being. ° Cast
yourself into the sea, and you shall see what
you shall see.’
So the man dived, and soon found a door below
the waves. He passed through this, and came
into the courtyard of a vas palace, where slaves
were walking. ‘ What do you wish ? > asked
one of them. °‘The Kaftin of Love,” he
answered. ‘ Come into this room,” said the
slave.
The man obeyed, and saw a male figure of
imposing aspe&, seated upon a splendid throne
in the middle of that room. He saluted the
seated figure three times, as we salute Sultans,
and asked him for the Kaftin of Love.’
The being welcomed him kindly and gave him
a morsel of sandal-wood.
‘Hand it to the girl who wishes the thing,” he
advised, ‘and tell her to put henna upon her-
self, to wash her room very carefully, to go to
the hammim, and then, after shutting herself
in alone, to burn a small piece of this wood,
and may God give you peace !’
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Being delighted that he would be able to
pleasure all his three daughters, the traveller
returned home, gave his presents, and carefully
repeated to his youngest the advice of the King
of the Jinn.
The young gitl, with no delay, did all that she
had to do, and, when she had butned a little
of the sandal-wood, a troop of beings, carrying
lanterns, came and knocked at the door of the
house, crying to the merchant to give his
youngest daughter to them. If he should ever
wish to see her again, he had but, they said, to
go to a certain place and call her with his
mind, and they themselves would then appear
to condué him to his child.
The gitl departed fearlessly with them, and
came to the palace of the Kaftin of Love.
There she was placed in a room with a little
negro to serve her, who gave her dinner and
then made tea for her; but, in the la&
glass of tea which she drank, he placed a pinch
of powder which plunged her into a profound
sleep.
Now the Kaftin of Love was a Jinni of the
race of the Jinn, who had fallen in love with the
young girl as he flew through the air one day
and saw her sitting beautifully and gently at
her window. He was the son of the King of
that submarine palace, and the palace itself
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communicated by a glass pipe with the room
where the child had been established. The
Kaftin of Love now came by way of the glass
pipe and joyfully contemplated the objet of his
love. He did not wake the little person, but
lay down beside her until morning and departed
before she was awake.

He did the same thing every day, and the gitl’s
life went forward thus ; for the small negro put
her to sleep every evening with banj before the
coming of her mysterious husband. At the end
of some months she began to grow rather
weary, since she did nothing but eat and sleep,
and saw no human face save that of the little
slave. During this time also, her sisters began
to regret her absence and ardently desired to
see her. At their request, the merchant went to
the place which he had been told to visit and
sat down with closed eyes, thinking of his
daughter. When he opened them again at the
end of 2 moment, he found himself on the shore
of the sea, and saw a little negro coming towards
him, who asked him what he wished.

‘I have come to take my daughter home,” he
answered, ¢ for her sisters wish to see her.’
‘No good will come of such a departure.’

‘I am resolved upon it, and her si§ters have a
great need to see her once again.’

‘I will go and tell my master.’
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With that the slave departed, and presently
returned with the announcement that the Kaftin
of Love consented to his wife’s leaving at the
important hour of evening prayer, on condition
that the little negro himself came to fetch her
back on the morrow at the same time.

The father promised, shut his eyes once more,
and found himself at home. And that very
evening his daughter knocked at the door,
accompanied by the little negro.

After they had tenderly embraced her, her
mother and her two sisters questioned her about
her husband and her life :

“ Are you happy ? Where do you live ?’

‘ Down there,” she answered.

¢ And your husband ? What sort of man is he ?
Does he love you ? Is he kind to you ? Where
does he live ?°

‘ Down there,” she answered simply, and would
add nothing more.

But when night had come and she went in to
lie down with her sigters, these pressed her with
new questions and sought for detailed informa-
tlifgn about this mysterious husband and his
life.

‘I have never seen my husband ! * she confessed
at length. ‘I only see the little negro who
looks after me and gives me all I want. Every
evening he makes tea, and I always go to sleep
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after the last glass. In the morning I always
wake alone upon my bed.’

¢ Oh, how can you endute to live under such
conditions ? > cried her sisters. ‘It is all too
monotonous and too mysterious. You do not
even know who your husband is. This cannot
go on. You muét follow our advice. Here
ate a napkin, a candle and some matches.
To-morrow, when the little negro gives you
the glass of tea, you mu$t not drink it; you
must pour it into this napkin, and then pretend
to go to sleep. 'Thus you shall see all.”
Delighted with the idea of making plain het
own datk problem, the young girl departed on
the morrow with the little negro, who had
come punctuilly to fetch her, and did all that
her sisters had told her.

Thinking her asleep, the little negro took her
in his arms and laid her on the bed. Then the
Kaftan of Love came by way of the glass pipe,
ate the rest of the supper, drank tea, and lay
down to sleep by the side of his human wife,
after having tenderly regarded and caressed her.
When she was sure that he slept, she took the
candle out of her pocket, lighted it and brought
it near the face ofp the Jinni.

She saw a very handsome young man lying
by her, whose lids were closed and whose
breast rose and fell regularly beneath a kaftin
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of silk. Looking more closely at this garment,
she noticed that the button-holes which closed
it were each provided with a little padlock and
a tiny key. Pricked on by curiosity, she worked
the locks and opened the kaftin . . . and lo !
she found herself descending a great Stairway
into a vast house. Following the $teps, she
came fir§t to a room filled with gold bars, then
to one filled with powdered gold, and lastly
to one cumbered with all kinds of precious
stones. When she had visited these three, she
ascended the $taircase and shut all the padlocks.
But, through her clumsiness, a drop of boiling
wax fell from the candle on to the face of her
husband, who woke in a very bad temper,
divining all that had passed.
“I was right to say that your journcy to your
fathet’s house had not good fortune in it.’
‘It was written,” she answered humbly. It
was my Destiny. But my intention was by no
means evil.”
‘I am willing to pardon you this time. But you
must never return to your father’s house again.’
After that day, the Kaftin of Love came openly
into his wife’s presence, without having her
first sent to sleep with powdeted banj. They
lived thus together for six months, and at the
end of that time the gitl’s father came as before
to ask leave to lead her back to his house. The
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little negro made known his master’s intention
in this matter, but the father so insisted that he
was at length received by the Kaftin of Love in
person, who told him that he had pardoned his
wife her first indiscretion, but that he would
certainly not tomach a second one. With this
warning he allowed her to be absent again,
between the important houts of the evening
prayer of two days.

As soon as she arrived, her sifters questioned
her anew, and she told them how she had suc-
ceeded, thanks to their §tratagem, in seeing her
husband, who now no longer hid himself from
her.

¢ What is his name ? ’ they asked.

‘I do not know. I have never questioned him
about it.’

‘You mu$t do so. And if he refuses to answer,
you mu$t sulk, you must become sad, you must
refuse to eat and drink and speak, until he gives
way and tells you his name. That is how it
pays to behave with men.’

The little one answered by hearing and obeisance
and, as soon as she arrived back at her own
place, assumed 2 most dejedted air, bittetly com-
plaining to her husband that he had never told
her his name.

The Kaftin of Love was indeed angry at this,
and he answered that he would never tell his
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name, since it was infinitely better that she
should not know.
¢ My husband does not love me any more,’ she
cried with a burst of tears.  How can a2 woman
live if she does not know her husband’s name ? °
And she repulsed all the dishes which the little
slave brought to her. Then, after she had
sulked for a long time, she returned to the
assault.
‘I cannot tell you. Be quiet !’ said her hus-
band.
But it is not easy to come to the end of 2 woman’s
obstinacy. In final exasperation, the Jinni went
out into the courtyard and, by breathing air
strongly into his lungs, began to swell and grow
greater and greater, until his head was as high
as the roof of the house. Then he cried several
times in a horrible great voice :
‘ My name is The Kaftin of Love Spotted with
Passion ! The Kaftin of Love! The Kaftin
of Love Spotted with Passion !’
Then, seizing his wife in his giant hands, he
took her up and cast her far off into
a terrible deserted
place. . .



Sayings and Adventures of theo
Sultan’s Dada

THERE WAS ONCE A SULTAN IN FEZ—BUT
Allih is the only Sultin and reigns for
ever—who was wiser and more just and glotious
than any who have come after. But the sole
Wise and the sole Jus and the sole Glotious is
Allzh. And this Sultin’s mother had died as
he was born, so that the milk and influence of
his boyhood had depended upon a nurse picked
from among the negro women in Fez by the
unanimous voice of all the do&ors and wise
men of his fathet’s court. When this Sultin
came to the throne, he continued to pay great
resped to his dida, and allowed her a place of
special licence in the women’s and the men’s
patts of the palace.

For she was a woman of note ; she was hideous
and wise and very fat; her face made the birds
flying in heaven drop their eggs out of due time ;
her swift answers put every procuress to shame ;
she was as lustful as a sparrow, as shameless as
a bride, and had a kind heart.

I will tell you some of the things she said and
did. =

It happened once that the Sultin looked at and
desired a very beautiful slave gitl, belonging to
an unimportant man about the court. But her
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owner loved her, and, with many expressions
of respe@, refused to sell her. At length the
Sultin grew angty, and offered the man the
choice of selling or death. Then he had the
girl weighed again& her weight in gold pieces,
and gave these to the man, who went forth
from the Presence with a broken heart.
Later that day the Sultin boasted to Didi of
his generosity ; but she refused to extol him
for it.
Yet, when the time came for the noon meal on
the following day, after the Sultin had blunted
the fir& edge of his desire with the girl, Dada
intetcepted the slave who was bringing the chief
dish into the Presence, and took it from him.
Now this dish was the Sultin’s favourite, of
skewered mutton-chops with a peculiar sauce.
Throwing these out of the dish, Didi made a
great motion in their place, and then covered
all again with the original blue silk. Afterwards
she carried the dish into the Presence, saying to
the Sultin that she would that day serve him
herself because of his generosity. But, when
she uncovered the terrible contents of the dish
and the Sultan, Stopping his eyes and nose with
his hand, ordered all the palace cooks to be
put to death, she said :  What does it matter ?
They are of the same weight, my son. They are
even a trifle more, for this dish has no bones.’
120



From the, Arabic

One ‘morning the Sultin, who had eaten and
drunken too heavily the night before and was
distempered, allowed his spleen to overcome
his usual subtlety in §tatecraft, and, between two
envoys, the one over-honest and the one ovet-
suave, made the less advantageous alliance.
As night fell on that day he sent for Didi and
asked her to mix him sherbert in a fashion
which she only knew. °Hearing is obedience !’
she answered and, shuffling off her ponderous
slippers, smacked the Sultin’s cheeks hard with
them, once on the right and once on the left.
O filthy Dada !’ cried the Sultin, ‘ how long
shall I bear you? You have earned death by
doing this.’
‘It is my misfortune,” answered Dida, getting
again into her slippers. ‘You lost your wits
this morning, my son, I have just found them.’
Didi lay once on the marble of the harim
privy, taking great pleasure with a big green
vegetable marrow. As matters were in ecstatic
train, her favourite little gitl of all the Sultan’s
women entered the privy, picking her nose with
her finger, thinking herself quite alone. O
child,” gasped out Dada to the intruder, ‘ what
is the use of trying to teach you manners ?’
A madman was arrested by the guards in a
certain §treet in Fez, while he was disturbing
the citizens and crying: ° Even Maghrib is a
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shadow, and we shadows on that shadow, and
the Sultin a shadow upon us shadows.” As he
was an obje& for mockery, he was dragged into
the Presence, and the Sultin mocked him, and
all the court mocked him, and the grand-wazir
mocked him, saying: ‘He is so dull of per-
ception that if he were beaten he would say it
rains.’
After this the Sultin, wishing a special mock
that should transcend all which went before,
sent for Dada and, ‘when she entered the diwian,
said to her: ¢ Come, Dadi, this madman has
said to the people : “ Even Maghrib is a shadow,
and we shadows on that shadow, and the Sultan
a shadow upon us shadows.” We have all
mocked him as clevetly as we could, and our
grand-wazir has said: “ He is so dull of per-
ception that if he were beaten he would say it
rains.” Come now, excel yourself, Didi, and
say what you say.’
So Dida, who hated the grand-wazir, considered
and then said: °This matter of shadows and
of shadows upon shadows is too high for me.
But as for your most gracious grand-wazir, it
seems to me that his mind is so shining bright
that only if his body were burned would he be
at peace with himself.’
But the madman was beaten, and Dada behaved
in an outrageous fashion for many days.
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One day when the Sultin, who was devoted to
his horses, wandered without an attendant
among the $ables, he saw a large groom, in
stooping to make water, display a vety great
inheritance. At the same moment Didi, who
had been rather drunk all day and had also
petceived the magnificence of the groom, came
out and put a handful of gold pieces into the
man’s palm. As the Sultin watched without
cither of the two noticing him, Dida lay down
and made ready to receive the wonderful mer-
chandise for which she had paid. But, just
before the thing could take place, the Sultin
ran forward, brandishing his sword. The groom
fled, and Dadi relu@antly covered herself.
“ O disgraceful Dada, O blot upon our reign !’
cried the Sultin. But Dadi, rolling over in the
muck, answered : ‘ Better disgrace than death.’
Then, unwrapping one of her great nipples, she
sorrowfully continued : ‘Not once did I deny
you this, my child. And yet your need was
never greater than mine.’
Didi chanced to break wind in the very
Presence, and the Sultin, growing angry at
this, called her the daughter of a wanton bitch.
‘You mu$t be wrong, my son,” answered the
old woman with a sigh. °Qualities descend
from mother to daughter, and a bitch can reach
many parts of herself that I cannot.’
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There was a time when the Sultin doted on a
gitl who was sent to him, and let his spirit be
occupied with her to the exclusion of all other
things. She was beautiful and very frail and
most evil. Her breasts and flanks were slighter
than is thought fitting, and her body was
everywhere as cool as those of little children.
Her mind was a knot of serpents, both poisonous
and quick in doing ; and her life had the tenure
of the flame of a match in a garden. After
some months in which she had wound and
interwound the affairs of Maghrib into subtle
confusion, while the Sultin hung upon her soft
red lip, the breath of Allih blew upon that
light flame and the girl died. She was prepared
and set out, and the Sultin, throwing aside his
turban and tearing his face, lay down over her
knees.

As he was murmuring : O slight one of my
reign, O wild dove, I die with you, I die with
you, even I, the King ! °, Dadi, who had ven-
tured near, cried: °Well done, my child!
Those are the first wise words I have heard in
Fez for seven months. A girl like that is better
to die with than to live with.” Then the Sultan,
who had not heard Dida’s terrible voice for a
long time, rolled away from the body and sat
up and wept. At last he smiled, and then
laughed so that he fell over on his backside.
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It was the Sultin’s cu$tom to take Didi with
him, when she was not overcome with drinking
and could walk very softly, on his secret visits
of inspe&ion among his women.

One night, instead of remaining with his im-
mediate favourite as all the girls had thought
he would, he called his nurse to him, and the
two made progress among the other rooms
of the harim.

As ill-fortune would have it, when they came to
the chamber of a certain girl called Narcissus
Petal, who was Dida’s preferred of all the
women, and looked through a contrived lattice,
they saw her clasping, with a great exchange of
sighs and poetry, and among the remains of
feasting, a rich young merchant, as fair as the
full moon, who had been introduced in women’s
clothes into the secret places of the palace.
The Sultin rushed in upon these two, crying
for the beater of his sword to kill them, but
Didi ran past him, and behaved as if she was
demented. Before the astonished eyes of all
three, she seized a banana which lay upon the
floor near a bowl of flavoured rice cream, and
thrust the fruit, with sighs and groans of de-
light, several times into the sweet dish. Then,
changing her expression from amatory to a fine
imitation of great wrath, she mashed the banana
beneath her naked feet and dashed the bowl in
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pieces against the wall, crying: ¢ Thus! thus!
They have deserved to die !’
O bestial Dida,” cried the Sultin, while the
guilty couple cowered before him, Why do you
do this ?°> Panting excessively, ‘I have taken
vengeance on the two vile things,” Dida
replied, and then, throwing her dirty kerchief
to the culprits, she said: ‘You are under
my protection. The Sultin may not imitate
the slave.’
When Dada felt death coming to her, and took
to the place where she lay, the Sultin would
not leave her by day or night. At lagt she
said : “ A thing troubles me, my son.” ‘ What
is that ? > asked the Sultin between his tears,
and Dida replied : “ God does not allow a black
person into His Compassion.” Then she fell
silent, Afterwards she smiled, and said : ° But
you, my son, are a2 King, and yet you have put
up with this black old bitch because she was
amusing. Have you not put up with me?
Have you not needed me?’ ‘O Dadi,’
answered the weeping Sultin, ‘I have indeed
put up with you, I have indeed needed you.’
*Then,” she said in delight,  Allih, who is
also a King, may pethaps put up with me ;
He may need an amusing black old bitch in
His Paradise.’
After Didi had been buried, the Sultin pro-
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claimed mourning for a year in the whole of
Maghrib, and himself tasted no joy for that
period. A poet said of her at the time :

Dida was very large and black,
Greater and darker is our lack.

The End.
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Thes Loves of
Réidhi and Krishna

from thes Bengali
of Chandidisa






INTRODUCTORY NOTE

BENGAL bas always been the home of sensuous
mySticsm, and Chandiddsa, the first great vernacular
poet of Bengal, was intensely a lover and a myfc.
His date was about 1400 A.D.; we know at least, on
the evidence of one of bis poems, that e had composed
996 songs before the year 1403. He was born in
Chhatnd in the Birbhum distrift, but moved in early
life to the neighbouring village of Nannura, ten miles
to the south-east of Bolpur, where a mound # il
exhibited as the site of his house. There he discharged
priestly funitions in the temple of Visuli Devi, until
proclaimed by beat of drum to have ‘ fallen from the
Brabmanic order’’ because bhe Joved Rami, a washer-
girl.  In Spite of attempts at reinfiatement by his
brother Nakula, Chandiddsa remained for the rest of
bis life an outcast, known in affeltion among the villagers
as mad Chandi, and was killed, singing his latest songs,
by the collapse of a homse roof.

The majority of Chandidasa’s songs, other than those
composed for Rami, deal with the love of Radba for
Krishna.  They sound that note in the intelleftual life
of bis time of the soul turning in on itself to brood
over the love of God for Man and of Man for God.
R.W. Fraser says that Chandidisa sang a “ wail of
love in which the soul, personified as Radha, pours
Sorth bis love for the Divine, incarnate in Krishna.”
Briefly it may be said that, while the language of the

xi



people was SHll groping among anconscious folk pastoral,
the vernaculars of Bengal and Bebar were suddenly en-
hanced by two men of amiversal genims, Chandidisa
and Vidyapati, precursors of the great Bengali con-
$Bellation of the sixteenth century.
The significance of Chandidisa’s songs with reference
to Vatshnava theology, to the manifold interpretations
of erotic themes in Indian religions literature, and to
the poetry of sex in general are dealt with in the
Essay at the end of this series.
I have transiated from a most satifaftory French
linking and shortening of Chandidasa’s songs by
Man’ha, published last year; but have allowed myself
an occasional divergence suggested by a
[riend who examined the
original text
Jfor me.
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PART

DAWN






I

H ARIL* THE SON OF NANDA, SITTING ONE
day in the shadow of a tree with his
companions and keeping his herd of cows, said
after silence, looking upon his friend Subala :

‘ Tell me what I mu§ do, and why my heart is
hot ; for I cannot bear it. What ill is burning
out my life? Liten to me, and expound my
suffering.’

‘ The pain is in your heart,” answered Subala.
* What more can I say of it than that ? A vision
has taken your glances unaware.’

Krishna said: ‘I am about to translate what
passes in my heart. Yet my vision was so deep
that a confused trouble as of flames followed
upon it. Show me some cute, for my body is
a ptey to sotrow, and knows no frespite.
“Yesterday Dhavali, the white cow, wandeted
unseen toward the forest by Brikvanupur. I
sought her in many places. I followed the
prints of her feet through the woods of Brik-
vanu. Dhavali had joined with the cows of
another.

‘ That which I then saw is now unsayable, and
my heart is overwhelmed in telling. I saw her,
as soft as 2 shadow, leaving the royal house of
Brikvanu.

‘ She went with a friend and bote a gold jar at
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Ridha and Krishna
her hip, the aureole of her beauty shone like a
thousand moons, an unstill radiance brightened
from her face.
‘}_ saw her as in a dream, and she shook my
life.’
O Yadunatua, says the poet Chandidisa, the hour
will come when you shall understand this myStery.
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II

‘SHE departed, a figurine of gold, and plunged
me into nameless trouble.

¢ She wore a blue sari; her belly gave itself to
be guessed through her garment; her beauty
broke forth like light by all her veils.

‘How shall I tell of her? Her glances wete
ever moving, and knew no rest. She wore so
many and so costly ornaments, it seemed as if
a thousand gold bees had alighted upon her.
‘When she walked, I knew the gliding of a
wild swan across the waters.

‘ The music of her gold rings sent up the fifth
note of the scale from her slim ankles, and was
as suave as honey.

¢ She balanced carelessly as she passed by. She
balanced carelessly.

¢ We could have seized her lioness waist between
our hands as if it had been the neck of a water
ar.

]‘That is the image of delight I saw with my
own eyes. When she laughed, a ne@ar seemed
to fall from her eyelids in a hundred drops.’

It # thus, says the poet Chandidisa, that the
Princess showed to Krishna.
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I11

‘I saw her, and the chara&er of her beauty
beat upon my soul. After she had looked at
me, I log all knowledge.

‘I returned, leading Dhavali, the white cow.
Subala, are you listening ?

¢ When shall I see that miracle again? It is
something new to the world. Subala, my
friend, can you hear me?

¢ Ah, who can under§tand my grief? For I am
so cast away. When this meeting returns sud-
denly, to whom may I tell it ?

“ Since yesterday a thing, born in the deep of
my heart, torments my life.

‘I know not hunger or thirst. Weariness is far
from me when I lie down. I have the same
dream, and sometimes my soul is heavy.
‘What is this thing in my corroded heart?
My life has become as a mad elephant. The
harmony of my soul is shattered.’

O Prince of Love, says the poet Chandidisa, you
shall see ber again, you shall touch her with your
hands; of that you may be certain.
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1v

‘HER glance came forth like the light of a
cloud. She mingled with her companions, and
they followed her.

“ She wore a collar of pearl. Her deep glances
combined a multitude of diverse colours and
intentions. 'The hornet dashed himself towards
the perfume of her body with the booming of
a vibrant bell.

‘ Sometimes she lifted a fold of her siri, then
covered herself again with a quick movement.
She leaned upon the shoulder of her companion
with a gesture of tenderness, and was cutious
of that which passed by.

 She showed me her laughing glance, and I
lost my soul to it. Tints played about her to
the thythm of her §teps, and each drew forth
my life.

‘ Moonlike clarity shone from the ends of her
fingers. She killed the souls of those she looked
upon. The arrow of her glances pierced my
flank, then ploughed a red way to my breat.
Yet my heart was so stitred that I never felt it.
I was lo§t when I saw her.

‘I saw her leaning upon the shoulder of her
companion and passing along the road. She
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showed forth the works of Madana, the god of
love.

‘ She glanced with laughter.

‘ Friend of my heatt, is it possible that I shall
ever clasp her?

‘Her long collar of blue pearl, falling upon
her robe, girded her beauty. The new moon
is gitded with a net of stars.

‘ Her breasts wete two gold cups turned down.

How did God make them ?

“ Ah, let her wish to make me an offering of all
her laughters, and of the joy which abides
within her !

‘I saw this miracle decked with her jewels and
the light of her eyes. My patience will not
much longer remain my patience.

* O tender friend, her regard was full of sorcery,
and shook my reason.

“ Her face was as a weeping cup, was as a love
share.

¢ She kissed the end of her hair, then, twisting
her body twice to catch at it, she set it high
again upon her neck.

‘ She held her falling siri with one finger, and,

seeing this, we fell a prey to all temptation.

Madana himself grew enviously sad.

‘How can I hold my heart? This girl, appear-
ing to me with her hair upon the bank of the
river, has taken away my weapons.
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‘ She was immaculate. Her teeth caused us to
dream of pearl lagt night, and when she laughed
it was as if the moon came out of her mouth.

‘ My soul was mad. Her. beauty broke up the
sea of my heart by mirroring within it. The vile
envelope of my being alone remained to me,
for the life of my soul has fled away with her.
‘I saw her passing along the road in day’s
decline, and my eyes knew a contentment. I
did not recognise her. Who would have dared
to look $teadily upon such a one?

“ The beauty of her siri added but little to her
grace ; her grace ennobled all her jewels.

¢ She wore a ring upon her left ring-finger, and
carried a gold cup in her hand.

“The division of her hair was tinted with
vermilion, her eyes were underlined with a blue
kohl. Pear]l pendants beautified each nostril.
The clinging of her azure siri showed me the
line of her body in profile.

‘ Who has my heart? I have consecrated it to
the feet of this girl, and would be her slave.
Her breasts out$tand like hills; her gold cup
shines in my spirit.

¢ She looked slowly. She stepped lightly.

“She did not dare to let her glances linger
upon me because of her companions, for she is
noble.

‘ There is no image possible of her movement.
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“ She walked in peace. :

“ Who has prayed long to the Lord of Umi *
that he might obtain her? To whom has she
been accorded ?

“The light of her face is moontise, making the
soul tremble and the datk afraid.
‘ Who would dare to compate her breasts with
the fruit of the bel tree ?
“Her collar of gold peatl, shining with light
bortowed from her, fell to her knees. It was
as long as the unrolled trunk of a royal
clephant.
‘It was a chain to bind young men. Madana
was confused, and did not venture to lift up
his face.
“ Gold bracelets wete about her wrists.
‘ Her wai§t was as the waist of a lioness, the
curve of a domri *.
 Her croup was as a chariot wheel.
‘ The hornets rebounded from the lotus of her
feet, and made her flying anklets.
‘ Her toes, tinted with gum-lac, were more than
sunshine.
‘I could not look upon her body.
¢ My friend, tell me who is this young unknown
with the gilded colouring ?
‘I saw her bathing in the ghat.
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O confidant of mine, liften to what like this
girl was as she washed.

¢ She sat down upon the bank of the Yamunai,
her legs were crossed in the water ; she sat
down upon her siri, which she had taken
off.

‘Her gold collar balanced beneath her naked
breasts, the ridges of the hills of Suméru.

‘ When she rose after her bathing, her hair fell
to the hollow of her back ; the darkness wept
and went to find shelter and help behind the
moon.

‘ The shell forms of her bracelets flamed like
the slim crescent of the moon, when she rises
againgt twilight.

¢ She went away upon the bank of the river
Yamuni, twisting my soul into her blue siri,
and now peace dwells at the other end of the
carth from my great fever.’

O Nagar, says the poet Chandidisa, learn, in the
name of Vasuli, that this girl i the daughter of the
King of Brikvanu and ts called Radhba.

Subala, his companion, to prove that he
has understood the suffering of Krishna,
promises to bring him into the presence of
Ridha.
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v

SUBALA becomes incarnate in the form of
Krishna, He grows of a beauty without rival,
appeating like the thick cloud formed upon the
sky.
His body is the colour of blue kohl, of the
blue atasi, of blue lotuses, the colour of adora-
tion.
He is like a garland of nelumbos, like the heart
of a blue flower.
He is manifested incomparable among the beauty
of the world.
'The grace of love upon his body shines through
his garments.
We see that the palms of his feet are redder
than lac. We would say that his every &ep
was ctushing crimson cinnabar.
His feet are mote coloured than the red fruit
vimba, and the nails of his toes are ten moons
lighting the ten directions of infinity.
The gold bells of the rings about his ankles
chime with his yellow tunic; they recall the
round blond flowers of the kadamba.
His members are soothed with incense, and the
scent of musk goes forth from his body.
He wears a garland made of all the petals of
the season, and a single flower of the kadamba
shines in the midst of them.
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He is the refle®ion of the moon, wavering
in the river Yamuni.

One of those peacocks whose beauty satisfies
the soul has given plumes that his brow may
be exalted.

Curls shine like trembling light about his ears.
His lips may be compared with red flowers, his
teeth with seeds of pomegranate.

'The lunar bow drawn on his forehead with a
paste of sandal is one with his gilded dresses.
The flowers of his eyes are underlined with a
curve of blue kohl, the curve of the shadow of
a cloud on the clear waters of Yamuna.

Two rows of pearl border his diadem. Its
jewels, circled with shining coral, are the nine
planets.

His hair is tressed with flower gatlands, and is
as soft as white chamaras *.

He holds a bamboo flute in his hand, containing
a song of sorcery.

He is upright in three flexions. His right knee
is a little bended, and his head inclines toward
the left. His glance is lowered and does not
move. His smile has the sweetness of a necar.
The women of the village are troubled. The
saints forget their san&ity. The people of
Brikvanupur are $tricken with Stupor, and the
King himself is rapt into a drunkenness.

So sings the poet Chandidisa.
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VI

Now Radha and the pretty Krittikd look forth
from the balcony of the palace window.

Radhi watches the magic games of Subala and
reason suddenly fails and abandons her. Her
companions ate thrown into astonishment and
grief.

“Surely in the whole world, or in the imagination
of any man, has there never been such beauty.’
*Whence comes it 7 Who brought such treasure
here? How might our God compose such
colouring ?

The heart of Ridhi is bowed by this apparition,
for it is impregnate and radiant with the love
of Krishna.

She falls into the gulf of this love, for her
heart is simple.

Her eyes, watching in languor and half-closed,
now suddenly open to receive this wave of
love.

* What would I not give to have him for my
own? With what price may I purchase him for
myself alone? In each of my incarnations I
would sing praises of his charm.’

And, so saying, Radhi is betrayed to Sti-Krishna.
She falls unconscious, as an inert gold doll
might fall from the hmght of the sky.
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Thanks to the cunning of Krittiki, Ridha’s
mother does not guess the cause of her daugh-
ter’s illness. Nor do those about the princess
pierce that mystery.

Lalita cries in her astonishment :

‘ Why has Radhi suddenly fainted ? A moment
ago she watched the people passing. Why is
she now unconscious ? ‘That is a mystery.’
And Krittika also says: ° Why does she stay
thus $tretched, with her eyes half-open, as stiff
as a2 wooden toy ?’

And Ridhd’s mother laments with an unquiet
heart, and weeps before them all :

¢ What grief! Let a servant go swiftly to warn
the King that Radha has been suddenly §tricken
with disease.’

So sings the Brahmin Chandidisa.
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VII

ONE of Ridha’s gitls fetches a milkwife, who

knows all sorcery, and leads her to the royal

house.

The milkwife takes the pulse of the sick

girl, and understands that it is no fever, but

the influence of pestilent air or of an evil

spitit.

f¥Ct, though there is no fever, the heart beats

ast.

‘I can tell nothing,” she says, ° it is no sunstroke,

nor is it feigning. O King of Brikvanu, I will

sit in the middle of the room and try my

incantations.’

Gesturing with her gold stick, the milkwife

conjutes, while the girl Rami knots a careful

amulet about the neck of the princess.

But there is no change, or the disease grows

worse.

Magic words are uselessly pronounced in her

ear. The sorceress lights a fire and burns there

upon resin an arrow fashioned by the goddess

who was her mother.

Subala continues his magic feats at the threshold

of the palace. He sees the King passing and

says :

‘The King has gone into the toom of the
16
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women. Why has he passed so rapidly, not
stopping to render homage to my magic?’
One of the palace maids comes to him, saying :
* O magician, 2 woman of the royal house has
fallen unconscious while she was watching you.
Her name is Radhi, and her unsayable beauty
charms the world. Our King is by her.’

At these words all the young shepherds overflow
in question: ‘What is the matter with her?
During which of the magic feats did the evil
take her? 'This is the work of one of those spirits
which take demoniac form at the close of day.
She has been touched by him and terrified.”

© A sorceress has come to care for her,” says
the servant. © She has taken her pulse, and fails
to restrain the malady.’

‘I know all exorcism and every spell,” answers
Subala. °The princess is certainly under the
influence of some evil genius.’

“O magician,” cries the gitl, “if you can cure
her you may receive fine robes and gifts and
jewels, and as much gold and as much silver as
a king could dream.’

‘I know many and sure ways of saving her,’
says the friend of Krishna.

Therefore the servant goes to the King and
stands before him with hands joined in deep
respedt.

c 17
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‘ Mahirdj,” she says, the sorcerer who does
feats of magic by the threshold has declared he
has knowledge of spells. He knows how to
liten to sick hearts, and how to interpret the
beating of the pulse. He says that the princess
saw a demon while she was sitting near the
window, and that the fright has sent her soul
aStray. Surely it cannot be otherwise. He bade
me speak of him to the Mahardj.’
‘These words send the King mad with happiness,
and he cries :  Let him bring back my daughter
to her own in any way he pleases. Call him.
Let him come.’
The maid leads Subala to the women’s room.
He approaches curiously.
He goes toward Ridhi and takes her pulse.
He sets himself to conjure the evil spirit with
invocation.
Subala leans nearer §till and says the charm of
all charm into the ear of Ridha. He murmurs
the name of that Krishna whom we know,
who is the Magter of Hearts, whose body is all
beautiful, who lives and reigns in Gokula.
‘Krithna, Krihna, Kribna, Kribna, Krihna,
Krishna, Krishna, Krishna, Krithna, it is Krishna
himself,’ he whispers.
And these twenty sounds repeated in the ear of
Radhi renew the image of the god.

18
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Light was kindled within her, O Krishna, jewel
of the world. O symbol of love, and centre of
the life of Vraja. O loved of all the women
of Gokula, O infinite power, prote¢tor of all
life that lives, O Krishna. Your name vibrated
in the ear of Ridha, and she rose and her eyes
were opened and her pain departed.

Subala regards her with $§ag-like glances, as
she looks round.
The rays of her beauty blind the magician and
fill his eyes with tears. He abases his lids, and
cannot raise them.
‘What shall I give you?’ cries the King of
Brikvanu to Subala. ¢ What shall I give you
now that you have brought back my daughter ?
Why cannot I let you into my heart and, when
you are there, give you that heart itself?
But Subala answers: ¢ Hear me, O Maharij. I
have done as one who knows how difficult it is
to benefit others, and that to do ill to others is
the greatest sin of the three worlds. Let the
life of the evil-doer be pain. Let the man whose
a&ions are as a friend’s before a friend be paid
in this life and in all.’
So sings the Brabmin Chandidasa.
The King rewards Subala with gold and
silver, and with embroidered robes. He
entertains him at a great fea&.
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VIII

‘Bur listen further, O King,’ said the five
young shepherds, ¢ for we also have a word to
say to you. It may be that the shade of the
demon dwells with your daughter still, for a
spitit may persi&t in the body of his possession.
Tell her to go down and bathe in the Yamuna,
as an added precaution, so that the resentment
of the demon may be laid. A bath in the waters
of Yamuna has all the virtue of pilgrimage,
and pilgrimage is cleansing to the bewitched.’
Ridhi was put in the charge of one of her
companions, and the girl was bidden to lead
her to Yamuna.

They walk, and the princess lights the world
as she passes through it.

But the young shepherds hasten toward Vrinda-
vana, where Natavara §tays, the pearl of cun-
ning.

Subala tells his friend all that had passed, but
his friend knows it, though he had not moved.

How beautiful is that cotner of the bank of the

Yamuni where the great banyan grows!

All birds are singing in trees of diverse essence,

and the trees are flower heavy.

The perfumes of the wild date and the white

chameli and of the jasmine mingle with the
20
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scents of the dark blue parul tree and of the

champaks.

The amaranth and the round gajakanda dance

with the parrot-flowers, and the double ranks

of the kadamba wave and shine. Among

a hundred thousand plants, the climbing

madhobi mingles her white and saffron with

the acacia.

Swans and the charbak duck and the moon-

partridge people those thickets.

The white cows with suave silk hair come down

to pasture.

Hornets murmur there.

And there Krishna §tands forth, revealing his

guise of mo$t sedu&ion, such as a blue

cloud descended to the foot of the madhobi

tree.

His bowed diadem and his tender, lowered

glances fan up the world to ecstasy.

The lunar disk painted upon his brow with

paste of sandal follows the line of the peacock

plumes.

The frail arrows of the peacock lengthen the

line of the slim pearls hanging at each nostril.

He &tands there in three flexions, and drunken

bees rest in the garland of flowers about his

neck.

He is dressed in a yellow robe, bells chime at

his ankles, and his bamboo flute, whose sound
21
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is honey, plays on five notes a song that makes
the world forgottcn

Ridha goes down to the bath with her com-
panion.
Subala says: ‘ Young,incomparable beauty stands
on the river bank. All men of mortal stuff lose
their assurance when they come by her shadow.
Hasten down to the bank of the river.’
The King’s daughter goes, with her walking
as of a wild swan, down to the §tream.
She walks in the middle of the way, and Krishna
and Subala pass forward toward her.
Krishna knows her and is faint in the light of
her beauty.
Their glances mingle, life checks in the blood
of Krishna.
They feel they are bound together for ever ; it
is only with trembling glances that they touch;
it is only with the emanation of their hearts
they come together.
The gitl of Brikvanu searches him from feet
to crown, and secretly vows her soul into his
service.
In her thought she begins to pluck the wild
flowets of the season, and would lay them down
before those feet.
She may not touch him, but she carries his
image in her heart for ever.
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Subala murmured : ‘I shall bring her to you,
with the girls Lalita and Bisakhi. I will pretend
to lead them to adore the sun. You shall
approach and touch her.

And Chandidisa sings: ‘ Love will seem sweeter
when they have gone through the heavy trials that
wait for them. Lovers and ladies shall henceforth
recognise in Krishna the symbol of all love, under our
guidance they shall know his many adventures and
mofst clever artifice !’
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IX

THE princess has gone to the Yamuni, she has
seen Shima and has returned to her own
place.

She sits in a lonely corner and begins to weep,
dreaming of the beauty of Krishna.

She leans her cheek upon her palm, in a saint’s
attitude. Waters, like those which pour from
the clouds in the rain month, fall from her
eyes.

L};liti falls into sadness also. She takes Ridha
between her arms and, wiping her face with a
fold of her sari, questions her tendetly :

“Your face knew laughter and was ignorant of
gtief, why are you now so desolate and weep-
ing? My soul is anxious; you have not
arranged the clusters of your hair. Why are
your thoughts so far from you?’

Riadhi goes forth for no reason twenty times
an hour, and then returns.

Her spirit is pierced, and she looks sideways at
the kadamba thicket.

Why is Rai so full of care? She has nothing
to fear from her parents. Does a demon in
truth possess her ?

She has lost her rest. She takes no further care
to order the folds of her garment. She sits
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down. She lets her robe slip so that it bares
her shoulder.

Is she not a King’s daughter? Is she not
young ? Is she not matried in a great and
honourable family? What further can she
desire ? Does she want the moon ?

What then is this trouble of Radha ?

She sits alone in a far corner, and does not
hear what is said.

She dteams, looking upon the sky, and the lobe
of her ear moves not.

She will not eat. She wears the red robe of a
nun.

She has undone her hair. She looks fixedly
upon the blue cloud, twining her hands to-
gether.

She looks fixedly upon the blue necks of peacocks.

Ridha’s grandmother says : © Adored one, what
does this wild air mean? You do not cease
from weeping. You went to bathe in the
Yamuni and saw the Breaker-of-Hearts by a
kadamba thicket. You are thinking of him
now. When you looked at him, you covered
all your respeable family with shame. You are
the wife of an excellent gentleman. You belong
to his house. His house is honourable.’
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The memory of the yellow robe and strange
colouring of Krishna come back to Rai. She
shivers and falls, and her companions hive to
hold her up.

Some of them murmur: ‘Ral is possessed by
an evil spirit. Let us have her cured by sor-
cerers.’

Wotds of power ate said over her. Exorcism
is pra@ised with her hair.

One of the girls says jestingly :

‘Let them bring her the flower garland of
Kalia. Radhi will lose the evil influence, and
all her grief.’

L] o Ld

* Who was it said the name of Shima so near
to me?

“ There is great sweetness in that name. I say
it over and over. He puts a spell upon me
when I say his name.

‘ My friend, how can I have Shima?

“If his name has this power upon me, what
condition would be mine at the touch of his
body ?

‘ Now that I have seen him, what can I know
of teligion? I wish to forget him, and I
cannot. What mu$t I do, and how can I find
refreshment from my pain ?
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‘Dear friend, great beauty appeared to me
to-day. I went down to the Yamuni and saw
a man of sombre colouring, matvellously
adorned. Upon his bent head he wore 2
diadem, framing the flowers of his hair. Pea-
cock feathers rayed forth like the wavering
beams of the sun. A yellow sign was upon his
brow, in the midst of a gracious moon outlined
in sandal.

‘The bees came and went about him, drawn
by the petfume of his body.

‘He &ood at the foot of a tree, upright, in
three flexions.

‘The son of Nanda has §tolen my heart. Why
was it not some other woman? Why should
it beI?

‘I preserved the repute of my family from all
stain. But why did his flute sing: Radhi,
Radha, Radha ?

‘He wore a garland of jasmine and champak.
He danced, and in his airy leaping, crossed and
uncrossed his feet.

“ The inclination of his head was gracious. It
would have drawn you unresigting

‘His head showed like a shaken moon, and
was coveted with a fillet made of fresh red
berries.

‘ He ceased to dance, he crossed his feet, and
leaned his back on the kadamba tree. But
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the garland went on wavering about his
neck.’

‘ Masvellous is the blue colouring of Shima.

‘ His beauty passes that of a million love gods.
It flames like the sun.

‘ Shama is the river of love. He is fatal to the
eyes of those who see him.

‘If T had not feared reproaches, I would have
run to take him in my arms.

“His flute has so wiled my reason that I can
no longer bear to live at home.

‘I wish to tell my family what I suffer. I wish
to confess all, and then to leave them.

‘What could my brother do again& love?
Krishna has taken me. My faith and duty grow
indifferent.

“A song fell suddenly, coming from the ka-
damba. It could have destroyed the peace of all
the women of my high rank over the world.’
Lalita says: ‘Are there no other songs than
that strange flute’s?  Why were you so troubled
by that one? Try to be calm.’

But Ridha continues: ‘ Why had the song of
his flute that sweetness? I tremble, and my
heart shakes as if water or gteat cold encom-
passed it.’
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¢ Go no motre to the river,” says Lalitd,  go no
more to the river. Kalia has his dwelling by
the kadamba.

‘His beauty is as that of a new-born blue
cloud. It can seduce the hearts of yogis.

¢ Go no mote to the river.

‘His brightness passes the body of Madana
and of the moon. The garland enhances his
neck as the crescent enhances the corner of a
cloud. It charms and bows down the world.
‘His bended, moveless glance, the singing of
his flute, are fatal to the spirit. To look upon
him is to lose control.’

And Chandidasa sings, looking toward the place
where the god is Sanding: ‘The face of Shama # as
the flower kanera. It waters the soul, even if she looks
upon it from the corner of an eye.’
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X

BARAI, the companion of Ridhi, seeks out
Sri-Krishna, saying :

‘ They tell me that you often talk with Radha.
It is a good thing that 1 should have met you.
You make advances to young wives when they
come to the river. Those whom you have
treated so have confided in me, coming from
the Yamuni. What is the meaning of your
conduét ?

‘I will not be vexed with you if you behave
differently. In the pas you have not been
virtuous. What is this desire that takes the
wives of others ?

I am the only one who has heard these §tories.
Think of your reputation, if they had come to
other ears ! ,

*You sigh with impatience, you fall upon the
ground.

‘I understand your fear; but be assured that
none can hear me.

‘Do not begin again, or soil the family of
Nanda.’

Sti-Krishna answers: ‘ Why has God pressed

all the sweetness of the world into the name of

Ridhi?

‘I cannot hear it without fainting. Its two
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sounds have taken possession of my heart. I
tremble and I have lost tranquillity. Deign to
under§tand me, my dear friend, for I do not
know my way.’

Barai returns to the sweet Radhid, saying:
¢ Fine symbol of all love, listen to the words of
Krishna.

‘I found him in desolation, neat to the grove
where you saw him. I found him weeping. I
found him weeping for you.

‘He sighed and repeated: “Rii,” and fell
upon the ground.

‘He took me by the hands and asked me
anxiously. He asked how he might have you.
‘ That is why I have come to you, O Rii. Go
to him and learn his love. Go to him and
make that love grow greater. Who can prevent
you ?

‘I have come to you, darling, §traight from
seeing him. He seems to be near his end. He
does not tend his hair, or eat or drink, and his
il is growing.’

Now Ridha is luminous with happiness.

But Barai says: ‘He dreams of the sweetness
of your name, and he knows no one. His lids
are fixed. His glances are wooden, like a doll’s.
I touched a wisp of cotton to his nostril to see
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if he were breathing. Darling Ridha, his life
has not left him utterly. His breath a little
remains to him. Go to him now.’
And Chandidisa the Brabmin sings: * Grief alone
# the came of bis sickmess, Raidhi alone the
remedy.’



Chandidasa

X1

SRI-KRISHNA disguises himself as a snake-
charmer. He goes from house to house, and
comes at last to the palace of Brikvanu.

All the gitls crowd round him, to watch the
tricks of Indra, the snake-master.

He lifts the lid of a clay vase, and makes a
snake come forth, lifting it by the neck.

He beats the reptile, and it grows furious. It
stiffens and rises up and wavers, following the
movement of the hand which Krishna spreads
above it.

The young women are pleased with this, and
question the performer as to his dwelling.

‘I live in the near wood, and am called Naga-
damana, Lord of the Serpents, a very famous
name. I came to earn wherewithal to clothe
myself. In pity give me what I need, not a
torn wait-cloth, but a new and excellent one.
Give me the siri you wear, give it for love
of me.’

“You are a jester and not worth a penny; yet
you would have us give you coétly garments.
If you wete not a beggar, you might demand
such things. But you live in the wood and
catch snakes, you dress in a rag and loiter upon
the river bank.’

‘It would give me pleasure to have one of
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youtr garments ; my heart would be filled with
joy; I would care for it as the fruit of my
eye. Also I dream of touching one of your
feet. May I?°

‘Be quiet, snake-charmer, take what you are
given and depart in dignity.’

‘I am not a thief. I earn my bread by begging,
and fear no man. I was but jesting with you.
Why do you not make a poor man happy ?’

Again, on the day of the fetival of Indra, when
the young women have gone to adore the god
in Gokula, and the city is full of noise, Krishna
disguises himself as a merchant.

He sets out his trestle, laden with necklaces,
among the other stalls, and cries to the women :
‘I have many fine things. I have treasures of
peatl and coral, with gems which I have laid
up for you.’

And when the gitls come near his $tall, he
sighs insinuatingly: ‘ What can I show you?
Pearls in a necklace? The prices ate rather
high.’

At this the young women protest: ‘Oh, we
are not purchasers. It is pleasant to look upon
such things.’

One pretty child takes up a necklace and passes
it about the throat of her friend, in order to
try it. She approves, and is asking the price,
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when another girl greedily lays hold of a gilded
needle and runs away without paying.

Krishna catches and holds her by the breasts.
She §truggles, and he reclaims his due and does
not”let her go. He kisses her on the face,
crying : ‘ How dare you $teal my needles ?
Then all the women crowd round to plunder
his stall. Pillage and disorder reign. Each
merchant is busy prote&ting his own &ock,
without caring for that of his fellows.
Delightful i the song of Chandidasa, the friend of
the washer-girls. Al i sacked into confusion, the
Jfair comes to an end, the comedy i finished.
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XII

KRISHNA disguises himself as a barber. He
enters the palace of Brikvanu, even to the
chamber of Rii.

Krishna prepates his case of 1n§trumcnts and
gives Rii a mirror, saying tcndcrly ¢ Sit down

that I may care for your beauty.’

The desirable young woman sits down, while
the §range batber fetches a small jar of water,
which he pours into a gold cup.

He files the corners of Radha’s nails, and shapes
them to moon-forms. Bemused and half asleep,
in a pleasant idleness, Rai lets her hand fall
softly on the barber’s shoulder.

Shima, as like to melt as a Statue of butter,
rubs the feet of the princess with burnt earth,
and has delight while doing so.

Still tasting his secret joy, he paints the soles
of her feet with his vermilion.

He fards them skilfully. Then, pressing them
to his breast, he inscribes his name on them.

‘ Look, pretty one,” he says, ‘ look at your feet,
and see if I have cared for them well.’

Rai sees the name of Shima written in full
upon the sole of her foot.

She forces an air of indifference, and asks the
barber: ‘Is that your name?’

‘I go from village to village. I call myself
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Shima, that I may draw down the benevolence
of the people.’

Now that the barber has completed his work,
Ridha retires from his presence.

Being in joyous humour, the Prince of Love
disguises himself as a flower-seller. He fashions
garlands, hanging them on his arm, and cries
along the &treet : * Who desires flowers 7 Who
desires flowers ?’

He comes to the house of Brikvanu, and Rai
leads him to a deserted corner, where she begins
to bargain for a garland.

But the feigned flower-seller answers : ‘ Let me
first adorn you with one of them. You can
pay afterwards.’

Krishna passes a garland about the neck of
Rii, and kisses her face.

Ridhi recognises Krishna and, surprised that
he should so jest in her own dwelling, keeps
the god’s hand in hers with a certain pain.

She murmurs to him : ‘I am not a §tranger.’
Krishna disguises himself as a do&or. He goes
about from one house to another in the city of
Gokula, visiting and curing the sick.

He frees them from all ills. He causes the man
with headache, the sufferer from love fever,
and him who cannot sleep because his heart is
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burning, to drink of a certain water. Only
Dhanantari, who is the god of doéots, knew
that remedy. The God of gods was ignorant
of it.

He says to the affli¢ted : ‘ Take this water and
be cured. You may pay me later.’

Someone tells Radhi of these cures, and Radha
rejoices.

She insists on seeing what sort the doctor may
be, and one of her companions runs to fetch
him. Krishna rejoices.

He goes to the dwelling of Rii, and, as he

waits to be called in, feels need to travesty
himself.

He paints over his colouring and covers his
hair with mud. He puts on his garments inside
out, and disguises his walking in a singular
way.

He sets an elaborate bag upon his shoulder,
filled with roots and plants.

He sits without shame at Radha’s bedhead and
lifts the veils from her face. He looks at her,
and says moét anxiously : ‘ She is very ill.’

He takes her left * wris and counts the beating
of her pulse. ‘The water of love is rotting her
heart like a poison,” he cries aloud.

In her delight she rises up, stretching out all
her limbs, and saying : “ You have seen cleatly.
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Now tell me what I mu$ take to be strong
again and cleared of my sickness.’
‘I would be shy to give you my remedy,’
answers the physician. ‘If I had place and
time, I could allay your fever. I could cure
you utterly.’
At the double meaning of these words Radhi
knows that this is another reckless trick of
Krishna’s.
Krishna dresses himself as a priestess. He
assumes an expression of beatitude, and walks
slowly.
The rumour of his arrival spreads about the
city of Gokula, and the people of Vraja come
out to meet him. They bow down before the
lotus of his feet. There are tears in their
eyes.
‘I have come to Vrindivana,” lies the divine
Shima, ¢ but my dwelling is in Mathura., I will
tell you the secret of my life.
‘T adore my goddess, and have come into these
places of pilgrimage to implore the aid of those
who believe in her also. I am a pious wan-
derer, whose soul is satisfied. I tell you the
simple truth. I will §tay for some time in your
city of Vraja.’
The priestess departs from the crowd, clapping
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her fingers againgt her cheeks according to the
ritual. She asks her way to Brikvanupur. ‘I
mus$t go to that place also,” says the cunning
lovet, for he is inspired by love.

It is thus that he comes to enter the palace of
Ridhik3, disguised as a priestess. ,

He wears cutls at his ears, and has painted
signs upon his forehead with red sandal paste.
He carries a basket of flowets in his left hand,
his body is covered in ashes, and he tells a
chaplet of brown and ruddy beads.

“ Glory be to the goddess who prote@s Gokula !
Whom the city of Vraja adores ! O herdsmen
and milkmaids, bow down to Bhigavati, for
she is the wife of the supteme God, and she
gives happiness.’

Ridha’s grandmother, hearing of this grace,
comes to the prieftess with many questions.

¢ The herdsman you speak of will do well. You
will succeed in every undertaking. Your
enemies shall be laid low. Your husband has
only good intentions.’

Then Kulila, the sister-in-law of Ridha, enters
with her mother, Jotila, and both fall at the
feet of the priestess, praying: ‘O give us
happiness for our daughter-in-law. O give us
happiness for our sister-in-law.’
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But Shima joyfully answers :  She who desires
my blessing must come to receive it.’

Jotila fetches Radhi and leads her by the hand.
fI}z‘tdha‘. sits down by the saint and unveils her
ace.

The priestess has only fortunate things to say
to her:

¢ She catries the signs of happiness. The music
of Gandharva, who sings in heaven, is purified
by her beauty. She is the protetor of the
world, her name is Ridha, and she is the King’s
daughter of Brikvanu.’

The pricstess takes Ridhd by the hand and
looks upon her face. Joy becomes all her
portion.
She opens her basket and, taking a flower, sets
it in the hair of Radhi. ‘ You shall live with
joy about you. You shall have your desire,’
she murmurs. ‘No shame shall come upon
your house.’

But Ridhi answers gently: ‘I cannot believe
you unless you can cure the pain which is
about my heart.’

‘You have made a condition which I fear to
fulfil. Have you not given your heart ? > ques-
tions the priestess.

Radhi lets her smiling glance linger about
Krishna, and asks: ¢ Whete do you dwell, O
priestess ?
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‘I dwell in this city. I can say no more than
that.’

Riadhi looks more closely upon the priestess,
and retires to her own chamber in confusion.

The faithful lover disguises himself for the last
time. He visits the houses of Brikvanu as a
necromancer.

He goes from door to door with an almanack
in his hand, until he comes to the dwelling of
the lovely Radha.

The girl Bisahka asks him of his life, and
Krishna answers discreetly : ‘I dwell in Hasti-
nagara *, but I voyage through $trange lands
to gain my living. I stand ready, with con-
tented mind, for those who would question me
about the year.’

‘O Rddba, says the poet Chandiddsa, ‘this necro-
mancer can make the most cunning calculations. He
will answer all your questions. Embrace bis kpees,
and you shall know the answer of a most frange
science.’
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XIII

ON the path to the Yamuni, at the foot of the
kadamba tree, the young, dark god stands
upright in three flexions, wearing a gilded dress,
holding his flute.

He $tands on the path by which the daughter
of the herd must pass.

‘If you mu§t go to the ghat, take another
way,” he sings. “If you do not wish sorrow,
O Ridha, take another way.’

“But I always go by this path,” says Radha,
¢ and who shall prevent me to-day ? ’

Thus the two lovers speak, and Radhi §truggles
to pass, and Krishna opposes her. They push
again$t each other.

And Chandidisa sings: * Dark-coloured lord, we
feel ashamed of you.
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X1V
Complaints to thes, Moon

‘O moon of the sky,” says Ridhi, ‘O moon
more yellow than sandal-wood, would I not
break you in a hundred pieces with a mallet of
iron, if I could reach you !

‘Oh, that I might learn the charms of the
Tantra, the magic of Rahu, then would I order
your destru&ion, moon.

‘I would not have you driven from the sky,
but I would veil you to make an end of your
great pride.

“I would adore Indra, that I might then demand
this work from him ; I would compel you to
stay covered up with complete clouds.

¢ Ah, let the time of the new moon, when nights
are dark, return and $tay for ever.

‘Let a fog cover you over, as when Parasara
was joined toMatsagandha.’

“This 15 becanse the moon shone curiomsly upon the
Joves of Réidha and Krishna, sings Chandidasa.
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XV
Answers of the Moon

‘ RADHIKA, my friend, O like a champak petal,
listen. Which of us two shines the more
brightly ?

‘ How many millions are bright in you? One
of your radiant feet could spurn a hundred
moons.

‘ Your teeth are whiter than my body.

‘It was from fear of your beauty that I chose
the sky to shine in.

¢ What brightness could pass your limbs’ bright-
ness ?

“If I tried to equal you God would resolve me
into sixteen crescents.

‘ The sun trembles before the drop of vermilion
twinkling on your brow; even he trembles
before the beauty of your lips.

¢ It is only the sun’s great audacity which allows
him to return so quickly within the range of
your glances. I who am more timid must keep
away from you for fifteen days.

‘Your two eyes glisten like the eyes of a
bird.

‘Your nose is 2 flower of sesame ; Madana is
troubled to see your face.

¢ What further comparison may I use of you ?
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 The form of your ear recalls the vulture *.
‘How paradisal are your eyes with their eye-
brows !

‘I have never seen a rival beauty.’

And Chandidisa the singer has no hope of seeing a
rival beauty either.
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XVI

The Words of Radha to her
Friend

“ CARRY my thoughts to my well-beloved.
“Tell him that the sky and the evil moon are
again§t me.

‘She came forth in all her brightness while I
was speaking to my husband’s parents ; I passed
the rest of the night in converse with my
husband.

“If the moon has pity, to-night I shall try to
join my well-beloved.

“ If not, I shall wait for the moment of the new
moon, when the §tar seems dead.

‘Tell him that I have not the time to go to
him ; the work of the house is endless.

‘ My mother-in-law calls me at every moment,
my si§ter-in-law is watching me, and the moon’s
vigilance is greater §ill. She had already risen
when I tried to go to the wood.

‘ My mother-in-law is furious with me. What
can I do against a family that fears dishonour ?
Half of my nights are passed in secking oppot-
tunity.’

‘Radha, Radha, you shall soon join Krishna again,
sings Chandidasa the poet.
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XVII

After the Night passed in the
Thicket

THE sparrow, the crow and the blackbird are
singing.

The night is over, and Ridhi and Krishna have
passed it waking.

Now he otrders his hair and gets ready to go
from her.

But she $§tays indolent, her head lying on her
wild pillow, her eyes half-closed; they are
veiled with a joyful lassitude.

She rises at last, but sees that they have mistaken
their garments.

¢ What shall I do? My mother-in-law and my
sister-in-law are foes ; they will hasten to heap
words upon me. If they guess the thing they
will become furious. There is great danger in
this morning.’

‘ Love is perfidious, O my Lover.

‘I love you and I languish. How can I cure

this ill of loving Krishna ?

‘ The night is passed. Return swiftly to your

own place, my Love.

‘My mothet-in-law and my sifer-in-law are
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waiting. Eat a little betel quickly. Carefully
tie the undone tresses of your hair.

‘ Your face is pale, and makes me sad.’

Smiling, he wipes the moon of his face; he
takes up the magic of his darling flute, which
he had set down near Radha.

He gathers up his gilded robe, casting a long,
smiling, equivocal glance at Ridhi.

Shima has gone, and Ridhi’s heart is most
sorrowful. For what may not happen to
him ?

What can we do for her ?

So sings the poet Chandidisa.
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XVIII

IT is dawn, and the folk of Ridhi’s house are
waking.

After she has fulfilled her domestic tasks, she
wanders restlessly, seeking to be elsewhere.
She enters her room and finds the dark scarf of
Krishna, and the garland of atasi flowers which
have fallen from his crown.

Ridhi, seeing them, gives up her heart to sad-
ness; she wipes away the kohl from round
her tear-wet eyes.

She looks out toward the path where Shima
plays on his flute. She negle@s her household
duty.

Sometimes she feels gay, and then is caught in
a swift sadness.

She says words other than those she means to
say.

She remembers that this is the hour when the
herds lead their cows down into the field. She
dreams that it would be wise to watch for
Krishna and to warn him that he has forgotten
his gatland.

She hears the herds passing, with the noise as
of a rolling river. Ridhi shows her face at
the window, and Krishna appears to her. His
brow is girt with a new gilded gatland.
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He comes by the high-road with his herd of

cows.

Balarima, Chidana, Sudama are there about
him, and he leans on Subala’s shoulder.

He laughs and makes his flute sing the syllables
of Ridhi. Subala alone may recognise them.
The young herds go to the wood by the high-
road, crying Hai! Hai! to hasten their cows
along.

And Ridhi, who is the image of love, looks
upon the beauty of the young, dark god from
her window. Their glances meet, and their
souls hasten along their glances, and come
together.

Yet, at the sight of so ensnaring a face, Ridhi
is tormented and cries :

‘How can they send so rare a treasury to the
wood ?

¢ What shall I say in defence of his mother, O
my friend ? She can have no shadow of feeling
in her. Her heart is drained of pity. She lacks
compassion to send a young flower to the forest,
a youth of the carnation tint of Krishna.

‘How can he go so far with such a delicate
body ? How can he hetd the cows? The heat
is callous, and the sun burns his face. Hundreds
of snakes glide under the grasses of the wood,
and the reed splinters will pietce his red feet.

51



Ridhbi and Krishna

“ Also the hatred of his uncle Kansa is against
him, and ever seecking him. My heart is cease-
lessly aware and afraid of all these dangers.
‘Listen to me, O pretty friend. How can I
live without seeing Kanu? I weep by night
and day.

‘Lo, how fair he is with his beguiling flute !
The glances of the wotld bless him for being
Kanu.

‘When he laughs, it is as if coloured pearls
were falling from his mouth. His laugh is
running neétar.

‘My friend, I would lift up my garment and
with it cover Krishna, for fear that someone
should take hold of him.

‘I do not wish to trust to Fortune alone and
leave him without protection in some place.

‘ His habitation is here, near to my soul; it is
here in my brea&, for he has pierced a way
to it.

‘I would hide him thete in my breast from the
world’s eye, and keep him carefully, lest they
should seck him there, lest they should make
a tunnel to my heart and §eal him from
me.

Riadhi and Krishna behold each other, for sh
has signed to him with her eyes, and he ha
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answered. This soundless language is only
understood by Ridhi and Krishna and by
Subala.

Now Subala drives the herd to the wood with
Chidana and Sudama and Balarima. But
Krishna goes down toward Mathura.

The young and amorous god sits between two
kadamba hedges. He puts on a garment of
new appearance and plays his flute.

He is dressed as a dancer. He sits by the road
as if to implore charity. He looks along the
road and plays his sounding flute.

The moon-faced milkmaid thinks of the sign
which Krishna’s eyes have made her.

She calls Barai, she calls the milkmaids about
her, saying : ‘ Let us set our baskets in order.
Let us sell our milk at Mathura. Let us not
delay.’

The milkmaids return to their houses and take
up their baskets of butter, their gold jars of
cream and milk. They cover them with costly
tissues.

They put on their ornaments, and the moon
grows pale.

Dressed in their coloured tunics, they set their
baskets and gold jats upon their heads, and
cluster again round Radha.

So sings the poet Chandidisa.
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The milkmaids go towards Mathura, to
sell their butter and cream.

And as they go they meet Sri-Krishna, and
take him, as is his will, to be a toll-gatherer.
He feigns to demand payment in cowries
before he will let them pass.

But Barai knows him and, with Radha,
gives skilful counsel, so that the two lovers
are left together.
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XIX

Lo! a matter of magic to see, comparable
only with a cloud not dreamed of.

Is that a group of thick mists, fallen among the
flowers ?

A moon shows near it; the milkmaids seem
adorned by its mystical shining. Is it a moon?
Is it a fruit? But how could a fruit grow upon
a cloud ?

'The branches, bearing these fragmentary moons,
seem to be playing together. Yet there is no
grumbling of thunder, but from this magic
knotting there rises a flute’s song, and attentive
peacocks hover about it.

It is Radhi and Krishna, rounded by a halo of
light and seated upon the thousand heads of a
dancing serpent.

Who can understand the beauty and the mystery
and the artifice of such a love ?

'The lark, snared by the shining of this universal
cloud, flies drunkenly, hoping to reach it. The
milkmaids are painted with light because of
it.

Barai, O Barai, a day is shining for me,’
Ridhi says.

‘I am made one with my master. All my
§trivings have been to him for whom I suffered.
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The desite of my heart is satisfied, receiving
Yadumuni.

‘Go now to Ayana, to my husband, and tell
him that Riadhi is dedicate to Shima.

“Tell him that Radhi has consecrated her soul
to the red feet of Krishna.

‘ What need have I to dwell any more with
Ayana, or to be religious, or to be penitent ?
‘Let come what will to the fair renown of my
house. Let the lightning break it, O Barai, for
I know happiness.’

“ Never have I heard such exposition of happiness and
love, says Chandidasa.
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X X
Rigi as a Herdsman

‘My love has gone to the wood,” said Ril.
“And I wish to plait my hair and set it up
upon my head, I wish to disguise myself as a
herdsman. Then I shall go in my joy to the
place where the lotus eyes of Krishna are. I
will go to the wood to meet Shima ; he is the
colour of a blue cloud. Plait your hair, my
friends, set it up on your heads, and dress in
yellow garments.’

Joyously the milkmaids dress themselves as
herdsmen, and when they ate ready, lo! a
myriad of cows come up from the Lower
Wortld and surge about them.

Whole lowing herds appear, and the world
marvels.

Indra arrives on his elephant to see so rare a
sight.

And Brahmi comes on his swan. Shiva ap-
plauds from the back of his bull, crying:
“ Excellent ! excellent ! > He claps his hands,
dancing the dance of joy and making his cheeks
resound beneath his fingers.

These novel herdsmen call their cows, Dhavali
they call, and Sangli. They leap in their plea-
sure, they go down to Yamuni.
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They come to a nook of the woods, and Shima
looks out at them.

‘From what village? And in what village?
Why do you advance so joyously to my green
retreat 7 What are your fathers’ and your
mothers’ names?’

He speaks with a smile, but his spitit is in a
snare of curiosity.

Now the perfume of Ridhi’s body intoxicates
him. He looks long at her feet and her head.
O Shima,” asks Laliti, ‘O our treasure, do
you not know Riadhi? What sort of lover
are you then ?’

“O Radha, sings Chandidasa, * Now ook upon the
beanty of your lover and be content.’
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XXI

Confidences bheld by Radha with
One of her Companions

¢ THI1S morning I slept by my sister-in-law, I
shamelessly tell you all I felt, my friend. In
the torpor of my sleep I dreamed that my lover
embraced me.

¢ My sistet-in-law woke in fury, saying: “ You
think you are with your lover! Alas, what
wantonness ! Oh, that a woman of a good
house should do so with another’s husband !
I have had proof of what was hinted to me.
I will tell my brother when he returns.”

‘ You may under§tand how my heart trembled
at these cruel words, how my heart died down
for shame.

‘I looked away and pretended not to hear her,
but she continued to scold me. I rubbed one
of my eyes with my hand ; I looked out of the
other.’

‘Why are you afraid, Radha, when you have the
Jove of Krishna?’ says Chandidésa.
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XXII
Farewell

‘Now is the moment of separation,” Ridhi
says. ‘ He keeps on saying the three words :
I mu§t go. How many kisses did he give me ?
How many times did he bind me with his
arms ? He took my hand in his; he made me
swear by him. He tried to persuade me to
promise another meeting. He walked a few
paces, and then turned and looked back
anxiously.’

“His love # so deep, Radha, his prayers are so
warm, says Chandidisa. “Ob hold bim in your
heart for ever !’
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XXIII
The Bed of Flowers

THE milkmaids make a green couch and deck it
with the three kinds of jasmine.
They make so fair a bed of flowers that yogis
swoon to see it. Madana, who knows every
marvel, is humbled by it.
Columns of flowers, walls of flowers, chambers
of flowers, pillows of flowers wooing to idle-
ness ! Arrows of flowers upon either hand !
The parakeet and the red-billed cuckoo guard
the threshold ; Madana is sentinel. Hornets
boom there, and the soft breeze whispers there,
and the six seasons shake with Spring in the
breast of that green cradle.
The night is lighted with lamps of precious
Stones.
They prepare perfumed water, anise and betel.
Ridha looks at the green bed, she lies down
on the green bed and waits.
But Krishna does not come, and Ridhi
weeps.
She says: ‘I made this bed for my lover. I
tressed flowers for him. I prepared betel, and
lit lamps so that the grove is shining. I have
seen that there is no lack. Why does Kanu
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not come to me, who is the prince of love, the
bird of wisdom ?

‘I was able to $teal away to this deep wood.
I beguiled my mother-in-law and my sister-in-
law. Feeling my beauty and my youth in their
ascendant, I had a great desire to meet my
lover. How long shall I watch the path in
vain ? How shall I soothe me?”’

“The Prince of Love will come soon, Radha, says
Chandidasa.

Krishna was kept on his way to Ridha by
Chandra Bali, her jealous cousin. She
forced him to spend the night with her.
Krishna was in despair, but next morning
he found Radhi on her bed of flowers.

End of Part Oneo



PART
II

RASALILA






XXIV

HERE IS A JEWELLED THRONE IN A DELICATE
thicket on the bank of the Yamuna.
Trees of every essense blow about it, their
branches bending to the earth beneath a weight
of flowets, and birds sing in them.
The bees steal the honies which drip from the
trees there ; the peacock and the peahen round
out their tails there.
Creatures of the water, small glittering fishes,
swim in the Yamuni, and the ripe lotuses hold
up their netar to the flies.
Every delight of nature decks that lonely wood,
and Sti-Krishna sits unseen there.

It is the full moon of the dry time Sarat, the
time of Rasalild *.

The full moon seems to be about to overflow,
nay, seems too pute.

Kanu, the king of dancers, sits with his flute to
his lip in a dell whete the hornets murmur and
the birds are singing, where the peacock and
the peahen utter their harsh cries, and the
water-bird dahuki clamours out his joy.

It is for the love feast of Rasalili that Krishna,
the son of Nanda, the passionate, the over-
flowing, loses himself in dreams.

He loosens a few notes from his bamboo flute.
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Touching his face, it makes even that more
beautiful. Then upon the five holes of it he
sings five messages.

The flute calls: Radba, Radba, my well-
belovéd.

And the milkmaids, hearing, dream of the
forest.

The sound of the flute deStroys their peace,
even the peace of those who know not love
torment. They seem mad. As the §tags of the
wood §truck by the hunter’s arrow, they flee at
haphazard, with wild glances.
And Radhi says: ‘It is his flute of spells. It
is Krishna of the lotus eyes. He calls us. I
cannot be calm. My heart is troubled. Do
you not feel that only our body remains here,
that our soul is down in the fore&, is by our
Krishna ?

“The amorous moon wakes the desite of the
moon-partridge, and he dreams of touching
her. You know his raptute of joy when he
flies into her light.

‘Tell me when we can meet Nagar. Tell me
when we can find his arms again ?

* What can those who live with us and rule us
now do to us? What matters ill report? We
are going to Shima,
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‘ He without whom we cannot live, without
whom the winking of an eye seems twelve
years long, calls us upon his flute. Let us run
swiftly to him !’
And another milkmaid says: ¢ We cannot $tay.
We must go down to the wood of Vrinda-
vana,
One girl leaves her house-work and runs toward
the forest, without even changing her gar-
ment.
Another madly mixes a jar of water with the
milk she is boiling, and then abandons it.
A third, hearing the flute as she is making a
meal, leaves her vegetables and peas and spices
on the fire, and hastens away.
One milkmaid who is giving the breast to her
baby, lays him on the ground and makes off
with troubled heart. She runs to this notorious
Vrindivana, while the suckling weeps. She
has lo& all sense of right and wrong for
Krishna.
Another, sleeping beside her husband, wakes
suddenly to the sound of the flute. She wipes
her face and puts on her finest robe. Leaving
her husband and the clasping of his arms behind
her, she hurties to the wood.
A sixth fails to finish her house task, for love
has blinded her to duty.
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And, at the sound of that flute, one who is
living in loss finds joy again.

But the milkmaid’s husband wakes and pursues
and catches her, saying: ‘The night is far
spent, whither are you going? Are you not
ashamed ? Do you not fear the gauntlet of the
world’s opinion? Your behaviour is very
strange. Whither are you going at such an
hour? A little more and you will be driven
out from your family, a little more and you
will be covered with shame and make me die
of grieving. Why did you leave me ? Whither
are you going ? Alas! alas!’

The lotus-eyed milkmaid remains calm beneath
these reproaches; but as soon as her hus-
band has once more gone to sleep, she flees
again.

She flees under the spur of love and can obey
it only. She flees without fear to the wood
where Kanu is.

All the tormented women dress in haste, hearing
desire only.

One of them hangs her anklets about her neck,
another girds her thighs with necklaces, and
forces bracelets on her breasts.

A third hooks on one eatring, a fourth decks
one arm only. One paints a small vermilion
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disk upon her brow, and then smears kohl
beneath a single eye.

One gitl puts on her skirt hindpart before, and
cannot run. The women of Vraja are filled
with an impatience.

But have we seen a beauty parallel in all the
world to Radha ?

Dressed in an ensnaring robe and with jewels,
she hides among the women of Vraja, let she
should be prevented.

Her friends go down with her swiftly toward
Vrindavana.

Rai walks with great grace, and says in her
madness :

“ Night of incomparable joy! God is to give
me §tored-up happiness. I shall adore his two
feet, and bathe my body in the well of joy. I
shall know my hope and see desire granted.’
And alone in his green bower, Yadunitha still
sings the name of Ridhi upon his flute.

They come to Vrindivana, but the malicious
Kanu cries: O milkmaids, it is deep night.
Why do tyou break the laws of nature? The
names of young women are tainted, should
they approach me.’

‘O Yadunatha Ridhi answets tenderly, ¢ what
do I cate for my name? I have sacrificed my
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caste and my name before your feet. Why do
you §till speak of them? I am vowed entirely
to your love. Why, then, on such a night do
you recall those cares to me? You are the
kohl of my eyelids, and the god of my heart.
Why do you hold yourself thus with me ; why
have you §trange thoughts ? How can the well
of the life of Vraja do so mischievously ?’
O love with lotus eyes, I have left my body
at home, I bring you my spirit.
‘I have abandoned all to come to the pro-
te&tion of your feet. O flute-player, do not
repulse me. That would be wicked of you.
‘ My soul loses its re§t when I am not watching
our face.
¢ Grief has me by the throat when I cannot see
you. I am in a room at night where the lamp
has gone out.
‘You ate as the fruit of our eyes to all of us.
We believe that you deck the world. Your
name is The-Granting-of-Desire.
‘You are amorous, O Krishna, and know all
things. How then shall I teach you ?
“O prince, you may tell me all your wishes.
The people of my house have become §trangers
to me, and you, a Stranger, have become
mine.
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‘ The fire in my heart brightens. To what other
may I tell my sufferings, when it is great pain to
tell them even to myself? Ah, turn the cruel
side of your heart away from me !

‘My sister-in-law has spread her net of evil
words, calling me a Vile-Mistress-of-Shima.
But I carry the shame which has come upon
me for your sake as if it were a chain of gold.
‘The dangerous reproaches of the world have
come upon me, and now I have to bear your
harshness also.

‘You gave me your love the fir§t time that you
saw me. Do you &eal souls, but for the
pleasure of laughing afterwards ?

‘I have abandoned my husband for love of
you; we cannot dwell before you, thus mad
for you.

“ All the words that you have ever said to me
since that fir§t day are now arrows to me.
‘You made me vows. Is there any one as
unhappy ? For only such could receive my
suffering.

¢ If we, as women, had behaved so, we should
have died of broken vows.

‘ But it is allowed, because you are a man.

¢ O Krishna, I address a prayer to you. What
need had you to come and throw yourself at
my feet that day ?
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‘I trusted in you, as I would have trusted a
friend.

“O son of Nanda, what occasion had you to
lie to me? I will say over your words. Rise
then and liten.

“Turn to me for the la& time in my life.
Look at me yet once more before I go.”

The Prince of Love wept in his trouble at
Riadhi’s words; but his teasing had offended
his mistress.

Her heart suffers, and her face betrays her.
The dark lotuses of her eyes grow red with
tears.

Leaving her friends, she goes and sits apart at
the foot of a madhobi tree, and §tays there in
prostrate silence.

The moon of her face is pale. She scrapes the
earth with her left foot nervously. The peartl
ornaments at her nostrils waver in the wind of
her sighs.

A great fire of despair butns up the heart of
Rii, and when one of her companions comes
to give her counsel, and to ask the cause of her
grieving, and to beg her to return to Shima,
she is obstinate in silence.

The Prince of Love is sad in his green bower.
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He is, indeed, as sad. He knows that Riadhi
loves him, and is not gay.

He takes his flute and draws a joyous song
from it, though his heart is tortuted.

On his honey-tender flute he calls Radha,
Radha, and weaves a rapid melody upon the
breezes, picturing love.

So sweet is the song of Krishna that the beast
and the bird of the wood rejoice, and the
sylvan &tags, falling beneath that spell, come
together at the foot of the little hills. Krishna
is trying to put an end to Radhd’s anger with
his flute.

The messenger flute sings a love secret in its
godlike rhythm, but the princess does not
answer from her solitude.

Nagar forgets his happinesses; the tetror of
grown absence is in his soul. He can do
nothing save look upon the path which leads
to Radha.

He sighs often in every moment, and can but
repeat in his sotrow the name of Radha.

He does not know that his ctown of peacock
feathers, that his robe and his gilded waist-
cloth have fallen from him. He does not
know where his necklace of gems, his hair
jewel, and his crown of fresh red berties
have fallen from him; he does not know
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where his honied flute and heavy little drums
have fallen.
Courses of tears are flowing from his eyes.

And Chandidisa himself & sad to see these things.

Reduced by his pain, the Prince of Love chews
not his betel.

“Ah,” he says, ‘I would forget all things. I
would cease to be teasing if I could please and
satisfy her.’

He otders a gitl to go as messenger to Radhi,
saying : ‘I would know how to console her,
if one would bring her to me. I have already
sung upon my flute, praying her to return.’

* O Prince,” answers a certain one of the milk-
maids, ‘I will go now to console Ridhi, and
bring her back with me.’

She sought Riadha in all diligence, and Radha,
when she saw her, bent down her head. But
the girl threw passionate arms about her,
saying :

‘We cannot under§tand this novelty of yours,
darling. You leave Nagar to whom you are
consecrate. You abandon this incompatable
lover, who seeks you anxiously.

‘ Ate you happy now that you have left him ?
You used to tress your hair so many times a
day for him. Do you not remember how you
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put on a black scarf over your hair to do him
pleasure ?

¢ Why should you delay to go to him? Make
trial of kindness. Seek the Prince of Love.
Why ate you angry, beautiful Ridhi? What
sudden admirable §trength has come in you
that you ate able to abandon Shima ?

‘Hear his extremity, and how he appeared
before me. He picked up the lotuses which
had fallen from their place of adornment in his
hair, he lifted them with his left hand. He
held them in the hollow of his palm and,
weeping, looked upon them.

‘I beheld him thus. Would you yourself see ?
He meditated upon you. That is why I am
trying to bring you back to him.

‘ Forget your anger and run now to him. He
is saying over your name. He tenderly grasps
his left index of prayer with his right hand.

¢ Beautiful, look upon me. Lift up your moon
face and listen while I speak of Kanu. He has
watched all night for you and his torment is
not as our torment.

‘O Ridhi, if you would put Shima’s collar of
flowers about your neck, his incomparable gar-
land of betel leaves about your neck, you would
find resentment dying.
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‘Lift up your face to me but once. Ah, if
you cease to look upon Krishna, he dies of
grieving.
‘He sits alone in his green atbour. O you
who are beautiful and the symbol of tenderness,
how can you do so? Have you considered
your anger ? Can you abandon love ?
“You ate not cruel, O fair Ridhi. Lift up your
head. Why should you lose this lover 7 Why
should you not continue to live your love ?
‘I have never seen a young woman so §trong
and obstinate.
‘Nagar, a well of virtue, is failing now in
sadness through your fault.
“Go to his lotus eyes, go to the fairest of all
men !’
The moon-faced Radhi says no word. She is
sadder &ill, and $tays with her head bent
forward.
Her ill-consideted enmity grows a hundred
times, and burns the centre of her heart.
She sighs, and her agony is to be read upon
her eyes. She seems to be thinking, and answers
nothing.
She scrapes the earth with her foot, sitting
below the madhobi tree. Then she looks side-
ways at the messenger, saying at length :
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‘O messenger, do not speak to me more of
Kalia, for those syllables augment my grief.

‘I will not go to see this Krishna. When you
speak of him, the fire of sorrow grows bright in
my heart again.

‘Why should I go to him? Leave me, for I
have under§tood his soul. I would $tay here,
in the lunar shade of the madhobi.

‘I left all things for him. I §tained my family
renown, and took nothing in exchange for that.
Dishonour alone remained to me, when all was
over.

‘What kind of lover is this? He gave me
happiness ; but it is faint to-day. He drank at
the §tream of my love, for the sake of his heart’s
thirst.

‘ My neighbours mock me when they hear the
tale of my loves. But none can under§tand my
grief.

“I have put an end to my love for Kanu. Speak
no more of Kanu to me. Nothing is as bitter
as the poison poured by Kanu.

‘ Go to him now, my friend, for I shall not do

b

SO.

Thus Ridhi sends away the messenger, and
stays at the foot of the madhobi, her face resting
upon her palm.

She sighs and speaks to no one.
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A single girl stands by her silently.

A cuckoo comes to the branches of the madhobi,
and makes his double cry.

Ridha sees him, and the dark of his feathers
reminds her of Krishna. She claps her hands
to drive the bird away, crying :

‘Why do you come to sing near me? I drive
you away. Fly rather to Shima, fly to his
thicket of voluptuous flowers. Your song seems
to mean love and thus increases pain. Leave
these branches.’

The cuckoo flies away, &ill letting fall his
double cry.

But a peacock and his peahen comes to dance at
the foot of the madhobi tree.

And Radhai falls into a rage again, crying : ¢ Why
do you come to dance with such drunkenness
at the foot of my tree ? Go rather to where the
Prince of Love dwells in his thicket. What
happiness can you find in dancing near such
pain ? You might have pleased me if your
teathers held not the blue colouring of Krishna.
A fire is lighted again§t my heart by the tint of
your jcwcls. Go to the dark body of the Prince
of Love.’

Then moon-faced Radhi violently claps her
hands, and thc birds dcpart
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But the flower scents call a thousand hornets
about the madhobi, eager to drain its honey.
And golden Riadha says to them :

‘Why wete you botn with bodies as dark as
Shima? What is your business, why do you
buzz here? Is it to bring my griet to birth
again, to relight the fire ?

‘ The sight of you is wedded in my soul with
the garlands of Syima, upon which it pleases
you to feed. Gorged with honey and fulfilled
with love, you cling to the branches. And am
I not troubled enough already ?

‘I have need to be alone. You increase my
grieving. Why do you come to trouble me ?’
The hornets fly away, and Ridha snatches the
blue and black fillet from her hair, leaving no
morsel.

She throws away the blue scatf from about her
breasts ; she casts her black garment, and takes
a robe and scarf of white.*

She wipes the kohl from her eyes, and renounces
all dark ornaments.

One says: ‘O moon-faced Rii, why do you
not put an end to your anger before it kills you ?
Pretty one, why are you troubled ? Ah, cease
to tremble when you speak. Although your
face is bitter, why should you spurn all orna-
ment? O symbol of love, you are very
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beautiful ; you ought to end this most
exaggerated battle.’
But Radhi answers, with a sidelong glance :
¢ Dark colours weigh upon my heart.’
The messenger has returned again to Krishna,
and he cries :
‘You who have tried to bring back Ridhi,
tell me your news !’
‘Ridhi is furious, O my Krishna,” the girl
answers, ‘ but perhaps her rage would abate if
yourself went to her. Alas, it is'not my fault
if I have failed.’
Then Kanu of the lotus eyes began to disguise
himself, so that he might seek out Ridhi. He
put on a robe of sedu&ion, and tressed his hair
with gatlands of malati and chains of pearl.
He put on a blue siti and a gracious scarf, with
ornaments of gold and heavy bracelets. He
took a seven-§ringed vini * in his hand.
Thus changed and adorned, and with a single
gitl companion, the guileful Krishna goes to
the madhobi tree.
Ridhi sees the beautiful woman afar off, and
cties : © Why have you come ? ’
‘ Mo$t beautiful, I come from a green bower
where all the women of Vraja are about the
Prince of Love.
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¢ They called me to them because I was poor,
and there I sang such rigas * as I know. And
those are Gauri, Nata, Kedara, Sindha, Bhairavi,
Dako, Sahina, Kinadﬁ,Madhumidhari, Vilival,
Mailgava, Hamira, Dipaka, Belabeli, Surat, and
Mallari.
‘And while I sang these ragas, Nagar was
troubled. He wished to hear others.
‘I sang again, and the conjoined names
of Ridhi and Kirishna trembled upon my
strings.
¢ But Nagar felt no further joy after the music of
these names. He begged me not to depart,
saying : “ Stay, that your songs may murmur in
my eaf, singing not two but one name, singing
the essence of all names, smgmg the tender
sounds of the name of Ridha.”
“The name of Ridhi was a tender delight to
him. How can I bear witness to that love of
Kanu? “Sing Radhi,” he said, “for I wish
no other music.”
‘I sang Ridha, and my vini sang Ridhi also.
He told me how his heart §trangled beneath my
singing, and with what infinite love it
answered.
‘My vina sang, and Krishna lay beneath the
charm of it. He seemed to know no other
name but the name of Ridhi. Tears washed the
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lotus of his eyes more tender §till ; he would not
hear another music.

¢ Stilled with emotion, he yet grew frenzied, full
of §trange happiness. He &retched out his
gatland of pearls to me. See, most beautiful,
here is his gatland of pearls upon my breast.
‘The Prince of Love, the Ocean of Wisdom,
loses existence in the name of Ridha.

‘ Why did my song please him so ? And why so
trouble him ? Of what was he dreaming ? Alas,
I do not know.

“He is alone in the thicket with his flute. I
came to the madhobi, hoping that I might sing
you cettain ragas.

¢ Ah, listen also to the song of love.

* Lift up your head, my tender friend, for I shall

sing you that riga-which-is-inspiration.’

'Then sing, pretty musician,” says the moon-

faced Riadhi, ¢ for I wish to hear some music.’

So Syima began to play the riga Kedira, with

amorous melodies joining the names of Ridha

and Krishna.

The four sounds thrilled upon the $trings of the

vini ; but the woman sang :

‘Why, oh, why did you leave him? What

?appincss can you know in $aying thus so

ar?’

Ridha grew pale, and then her moon-coloured
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cheeks betrayed their fire. Her anger lost its
sutenance, and she felt weary. She began to
take off her heavy jewels.
But the seven-§tringed vinai said :

¢ Why have your words lost all their tender-
ness ? Why ate you desolate ?
“*The Prince of Love is by the madhobi tree.
His face betrays his anguish.’

Ridhi says: ‘ Your vini trembles with sweet-
ness, sing again. It brings me happiness to
liten. Surely none could help his grief depart-
ing under such music.

* Where do you live and how did you come here,
and what is your name, O you whose words are
sweet P’

‘I live in Gokula, 2 milkmaid, and am called
Syima. That is indeed true, I am called
Syama.

‘ But sometimes also they call me the Singer, to
give me pleasure. Kanu, the son of Nanda,
called to me and I came.’

“ O do not speak of Kanu. Talk of some other
thing, or play upon your vind, for nothing is
better than music.’
She clasped her vini in the fold of her breast and
began to sing : ‘ Ridhi, Radha.’
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How tendetly those sounds swelled forth no
man may sa

The glances of Radhi and the player mingled,
joy flowed from each to each.

¢ Gilded Syima, sing Ridhi-Kanu, the-melody-
that-brings-all-joy-to-birth.’

She plucked off her garlands of pearl and held
them out to the musician, saying :

¢ Take them, for you have sung mosét tendetly.
Then come to me, come to me, that I may speak
of my heart.’

She caught Syima against her breast, and was
filled with a $§trange delight. The perfumed
sweetness exhaling at this touch from the body
of Syama, and her loving laughter and her side-
long glances, betrayed her Lord of Hearts to
the failing Radha.

¢ Sly singer, you knew how to end our quatrel,’
Ridhi murmurs.

She has recovered her soft fashion of speaking.
She is joyful because she under§tands that
Krishna has disguised himself as 2 woman to
bring about their reconciliation. Grief §tands
far off from her, and happiness invades the
place of it.

Come now, O milkmaids, to see Radha in the
arms of Krishna. Our glances tremble.
Ah, nameless marvel of a Stream running love
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and ne@tar! Two so fair have not been seen in
Gokula, spoken in Gokula, dreamed in Gokula.
The wood of Vrindivana is lighted by their
perfe& union, the milkmaids exult, and Chandi-
ddsa & in ecftasy, for be sees Radba in the arms of
her lover.
Five young women rub those two bodies with
paste of sandal and agor. One fans them and
looks down upon their beauty, soft beneath the
kisses of the fan. One prepates garlands for the
neck of Shima. One serves the desire of those
two bodies.
Eight high-born milkmaids have abandoned all
for Ridhi and Krishna, they have troubled
delight itself, they have attained salvation.
This is how Krishna celebrates Risalili. He
sings the flowers that are rising in his soul.
He sings, and the trees about him put forth new
honey-dripping flowers. The peacock and the
peahen, and the lark and the swans come
forward, coupled in their kind, to circle this
Nagar and Nagara.
The wasp and the hornet murmur in drunken-
ness among the flower near. The water crea-
tutes come up from the river, each male with
his female. The lotus opens, and the noise
of the inse@s about it is a song of paradise.
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The beasts wander that green bower, the hind
and the hart, the monkey and the monkey, and
Ridha delights to see them.

¢ Listen, O Shima, O Prince of Love,” says

Ridha. ¢ There is a prayer I have shame to

make befote your red feet.”

‘I would not know how to oppose your wishes.’

So Ridhi continues in a half voice :

‘I dream of having my hair tressed even as your

hair is. Help me to do so. Then lend me your

bamboo flute and teach me how to play it.

That is my hid desire, and I have a haste toward

1.’

The Prince of Love gives Ridhi a long smiling

look. °Prince’s daughter, I will teach you to

play upon the bamboo flute.’

But fir&t he sinks at the foot of the tree to tress

the hair of Ridhi.

He gives her a mirror to hold in het left hand,

and then he adorns her. He wondetfully braids

the hair of Ridhi, mingling garlands of jasmine

within it, whose odour draws the bees, and a

chain of diamond, blinding them.

He decks the diadem of his well-belovéd with

new peacock feathers, and decorates her robe

with pearl and coral-seed.

He lengthens the snaring line of kohl beneath
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each eye, even to her bright ears. He wipes
away the vermilion tinting the division of her
hair, and the mark of yellow earth upon her
cheek, and sets on Ridha’s brow a single drop
of sandal pase and musk.

He rubs her body with aguru* and knots a
yellow belt over her blue robe. He ties
sounding gold bells about each ankle.

The Lover adorns his lover, and then looks upon
her face.

“ O Rii,” he says,  you must take the musician’s
pose, if you would play upon the bamboo flute.
Then shall the flute give you a first pleasure
already. Afterwards I will teach you how to
play it.

‘Do as I do. Rise on the points of your toes,
and bend your left leg at the knee and cross it
over your right foot. Turn your head to the
left and thus, §tanding in three flexions, speak
with your bamboo flute, and play your game.’
Ridhi gilded, Ridhi renewed, Ridhi trans-
ported, glitters for joy. She rises into the pose
of three flexions, and the Prince of Shepherds
teaches her to hold the bamboo flute. He
guides her fingers over the openings, and
Ridha blows into the reed.

‘ Sing melody, breathe a sweet sound, and do
not §op,” says Krishna. ‘I could learn all
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things from you,” she answers with a smile,
“ but little by little only.’

‘You ate doubtless,” Krishna says, ¢ somewhat
frightened by the presence of your com-
panions.’

“O Symbol of Wisdom,” answers Ridha, ‘let
us play together on the same flute and know a
sweeter music.’

He smiled and began to breathe into the flute
also ; the names of Radhi and Krishna rose in
one melody, and content swept over the hearts
of those who heard them.

Under their united breaths so penetrating a song
went up that it brought life to dead trees, and
the waters of Yamuni, fainting below their
bank, were troubled and lived again.

‘ Teach me to play well, Hari,” murmurs Ridha.
“Tell me which note corresponds to which
opening in the bamboo flute, and what sound
we make by blowing into it. Tell me which
word of love each says. We have ten fingers
and play with seven only. Tell me the sectet
of each finger.

“ O player upon the bamboo flute, whose spirit

is deep in ours, God has fulfilled my dream, for
you have made me play upon the flute. Yet
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my heart is not altogether tranquil yet, so play
alone now.

‘The milkmaids feel the one happiness in
hearing you, the day and night pass by like
dreams when you are playing. Let us hear
song being born upon your mouth.

‘I do not know what you mean, but your music
is suave poison, $tealing into my heart and
biting exquisitely.

When I see a snake, I lose all consciousness ;
it is the same when the snake of your music
rises within me.

¢ Sometimes your music is a river of love, and
sometimes a river of poison ; and yet again it is
a river fatal and very sweet.’

Lotus-eyed Krishna says to the milkmaids :

‘I have a thought.’” And his face shows how
hard he struggles to express it to them. Sud-
denly, sparkling with joy, he tells them the
dream of his heart :

‘ Here in this changed Vrindavana and on this
jewelled throne, I wish my Radhi to be anointed
King. I will sing her glory above the gloty of
women, I will mount guard by her &andard, I
will hold the royal umbrella over het.’

Ridhi, the herdsman’s wife, murmurs in smiling
sutprise :
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“Is not what he says most singular ? ’

But all the women cry : * Your will be done, O
Krishna, for in you abides our true salvation.
The day of high delight has dawned for us.
We would never have dated to dream of such
felicity. O Prince of Learning, make Ridhi
King in these places, and we will bow down
drunkenly before her.’

There is joy not only in their faces, but in the
folds of their garments.

They cull the water lotus of the Yamuni
together with land lotuses, and gather the
champak and the nigeswara, the jasmine and
madhobi. They pluck the kinada and the fair
ted dhatki and the pale blossoms of the other
jasmine, with flowers of the oleander, exquisite
roses, and sedu&ive chameli.

One milkmaid plants banana shoots about the
throne, near to gold water jars covered with
mango branches.

Another anoints the throne with tamarind
essence and diversity of perfumes.

She also pours water over the feet of Ridha
until it seems as if many fountains had come to
spill there.

And in that green bower the milkmaids sing
together in honour of Ridhi, making their
shells and little bells resound.
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Nagar takes part in these preparations with a
suitable music.

Then, when the bath is over, he dresses Radha.
He fagtens her joyful diadem and $tars it. He
covers her with a blue robe, and thus the gilded
Ridhi shows like the moon.

Then, while the milkmaids sing their benedi&ion,
he seats her upon the throne, and the throne
shines.

The gitls cry Aulus of an infinite joy.

They bring hetbs to scatter over Rai’s head,
together with rice grains. They anoint per-
fumed betel upon her temples and set a water
jar before her, with offerings of fruit and milk
and flowers.

A row of lamps is lighted by the throne, and
Rai is sprinkled with water from the golden
ewet. Then she is sprinkled with tender sandal,
and then with profound musk, with paste of
agor and with thuya essence.

Scented flowers are sown throughout that
arbour, and the bees pursue them.

The glory of Rii is sung upon the vini and the
tambour, with conches and cymbals, with the
music of Madana, with the pakhvij* and the
harmonious flute.

The milkmaids utter songs of blessing, in accord
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with the Vedas, and cluster round Radhi upon
her throne.

A peacock, amplified by a peahen, rounds his
tail to be a frame behind the head of Ridha.

The swan and the cuckoo, the blackbird and the
dahuki sing about her ; the hornets murmur in
time to the little bells.

Krishna sits at the right hand of Ridhi, and we
see as it were a flame of fire within a cloud, a bee
on a golden lotus.

‘Lo,” says a milkmaid, °there ate marvels
appearing in the copper-coloured trees.

¢ Are they fruits that so shine like moons ?

‘ Whence come such moons, and why is the
sun shining at moon time? Gold flames are
about the heads of the peacocks. What is the
connection between all these things ? ’

But another answers : ‘It is Radhi and Krishna
transfigured, who throw their halo.

‘Ridha and Krishna are in everything.

“In them and because of them the flowers are
but one flower, though we see each separately.

“ The tresses of Radhi seem to be serpents but
are not. Moons are shining in her bright
nails.’

Rai and Syama are one soul.
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She is all laced with him, their arms are con-
founded, metals in one alloy.

‘The Princess and the Prince of Love are but
one body.

A love song is about that throne. Its jewels
waver sweetly in the green artbour. It shines
throughout all its pearl; a shade is above it,
held by four pillars.

The scents of the two jasmines fill the bower,
spilling down drunkenness; a multitude of
hornets noise there. The moon-partridges
whistle there, and coupled swans walk with the
amorous peacocks.

The blackbirds and dahukis sing there with
passion. Heronsand the dark cuckoos infinitely
repeat their cries to the glory of Krishna.

'The hind and the hart lift their soft glances to
the sky, the ascending latk scatters her note of
joy, winging toward the brightness of that
throne. The white bulls and the white cows
wander in that green shade. It is lighted by
Krishna, and upon his left is Rai.

Exalted even to drunkenness, the women of
Vraja sing to their harmonies. Their songs ate
botne up upon the beating of the tambour.
Their songs are swift and deep, chiming with
flute and vina.
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They sing and sing again, being drunken, and
Chandidisa bebolds them turning, turning endlessly,
with a madness, with garments in disorder.

But these hours of happiness go by, and
Krishna depatts to walk in the woods of
Vrindivana with one of the gitls. There-
fore Ridhi goes out to seek him with her
companions.

Ridhi, the fairet among them all, begins to
weep and wanders to seek that one who walked
with her lover.

She goes deep into the wood and finds the
mark of Krishna’s feet upon the ground,
going beside the prints of the feet of the
milkmaid.

“ See, she dragged Krishna thus in her delirious
joty. And here he put vermilion on the brow
of this woman. That is the pierced leaf he
used. Here is a leaf Stained by the kohl
with which he adorned her. He put page
off' sandal upon her arms, and here is proof
of it

Ridhid’s glances sparkle with flame. She falls
from joy into a sombre mood, and covers her
face again.

‘ He has plucked wild flowers to cover her,” she
says. ‘He leaned on this branch in order to
reach them, and, see, it has broken beneath his
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weight. What milkmaid is this who has taken
Krishna ?’

Ridhi finds the milkmaid in the wood,
lying alone and fainting upon the ground.

‘Why are you alone in this deep wood, my
friend ?’ asks Ridhi. ‘Why do you lie upon
the earth with no care for clothes or jewels?’

‘I have great shame in answering. I am un-
happy. I have committed an error.

‘When all Vrindivana was murmurous with
Risalila, and the firt hours of the morning
rose among the woken milkmaids, you yourself
wished Krishna to take you upon his shoulder,
and he was angry and left you. He led me into
the wood instead of you, and told me things
that bowed me down with joy.

 But my pride was also to be wounded by his
pride. I asked the same, that he would take
me upon his shoulder. He vanished, and all
my joy went with him. I'am alone and despair-
ing in the deep wood.’

And moon-faced Radha hears and suffers.

‘O my friends, what may we do now?’ she
says. ‘ Death is our only shelter. Come down
with me to the Yamuni, that we may die.’

All the women of Vraja determine to go down
to the §tream and drown themselves.
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But we are sure that Yadunitha will appear
before it is too late, since he would not
have the shadow of their death upon his
conscience.

And we ate right, for he appears and addresses
them tenderly, so that all are filled with a.
complete drunkenness again.

‘O my love,” says Radhi, ‘you are without
fleck, while I have had a fault since birth. It
is that fault, I know, which made you angty.

‘I cannot sufficiently express myself, being
simple and ignorant. But you know all, for
you are Kalia. We understand that our ignor-
ance shocks you, and that you are §trong in
your disapproval.

‘My love, I am awake to you even in my
dreams. O Ocean of Compassion, pardon me.
Tree of Desire, pardon me.

“ As soon as I felt their coolness, I put myself
under the protection of your two most lotus feet.
‘To torture the innocent cannot add to your
greatness. Whither did you go when you left
the wood ?’

But when he hears how Radhi thus beseeches
him, dark Krishna says :

“O Ridhi, I am vowed to you in my body and
in my spirit. If for 2 moment I cease to look
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upon you, good life leaves me. O face of the
moon, my eyes are happy with you.’

Smiling, he began to wind her about with his
tenderness. He was prodigal of words of love,
and fixed a long, lowered look upon her.

‘ Do not think of that which is past, O my love,
for your heart and my heart were for ever
joined, and for ever shall be.’

The Prince of Love looks round upon the
delighted milkmaids, and Chandidisa joyfully
sings: “ Never, never, bave I known of such a love!’

The feast of Risalili is ended. All the
milkmaids return home, and Krishna goes
back to his dwelling.
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XXV
THE night is over. It is dawn, and yet that
moon which is Shima’s face is rising. He
washes himself in perfumed water, and Yasoda *
tenderly brings him fortifying cream and milk. .
She lifts them, turn and turn about, to the lips
of Krishna, and tenderly says to him :
‘You are going to the wood,and I am frightened.
They are telling §trange $tories. It seems that
the spies of Kansa are wandering to find you.’
‘Fear nothing, mother,” Kanu answers. ‘Have
I not received the benedi¢ion of your two feet
as safeguard? What can the evil spies of
Kansa do again§ me? I hardly think of them.
I can destroy all the thousands of Kansa with a
single wink. O troubled mother, you may
give me my clothes without misgiving.’
Thus Krishna speaks, answering the tender
words of his mother. Thus of his wise
intelligence he consoles her,

according to the poet
Chandidisa.

End of Part Two
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XXVI

Radha’s Dream

ADHA, WAKING EARLY, SAID TO HER
friends :

“If you knew of what I had dreamed your hearts

could not hold out for apptrehension; I saw
and heard prodigious things. You who §t1ll
have your reason, explain my dream to me.’
Then all cried :  Speak quickly, Ridha, for we
butn to hear you.” And Ridhi laid forth her
dream :
‘It was at dawn and I was lost in a deep sleep.
I saw myself walking with Barai on the road to
Gokula, for we wished to sell our milk there.
I saw a man coming towards us in a chariot.
I stopped him, to ask whither he was going and
his name and all that concerned him. And he
said: “My name is Akriira, and I have come to
lead Krishna and Balarima to the palace of King
Kansa.” 1 felt troubled at these words, and
returned home swiftly.’

The milkmaids wete troubled also, and said to

Ridhi:

‘Be very calm, for you well know that only

one out of a hundred dreams comes true.’

The princess continued : ‘ After that moment

of the night I could not shut my eyes. My
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heart is haunted. I fear that my waking happi-
ness is threatened.’

‘Radha, your $§tory has made us understand
the trouble of your soul most clearly. It would
be good to consult an astrologer,” suggested
one of the women. °If you are afraid that your
dream may come true, let one of us go to a
priest and question him.’

A milkmaid went to the temple and set flowers
upon the head of Gauri.

‘ If the flower falls,” said the priest, © there will
be no danger.’

But the flower stayed upon the head of the
goddess, and the priest said: ‘A great mis-
fortune, whose kind I know not yet, weighs
upon Gokula.’

“O milkmaid, sings the Brabmin Chandidisa,
“dreams are not always false. I have heard that
some of them sometimes come true.’

Soon they hear that Krishna is making ready
to go to Mathura,

His uncle Kansa does in truth send Akriira
as a messenger, to lead him to a religious
festival. The man seeks for him at his foster-
mother’s house, and Krishna, as also his half-
brother Balarima, is obliged to accept the
invitation because of its sacred nature.

The night before his departure hasnow come,
and all the people are weeping.
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XXVII

RADHA says: ‘Deep night is stretched over the
sky, and presently the morning will be born.
“O Night, I beg you to $ay, to cover us with
your dark robe.
“O Moon, do not take up your dawn position,
nor put on your morning face. Stay, O &ay as
you are now.’
‘Listen to me, O Rai,” says one of the milkmaids;
‘I know a way to succeed in what you wish: so
that none may see when she assumes her morning
face, we will cover up the moon with our saris.’
Another says: ‘ We will go and be like Rahu,
eclipsing all of her. Then none shall see the
coming of dawn, and so shall our dear master,
and so shall the king of the world, $tay near us.
Or else I shall imitate evil auspices, to appear to
the eyes of Krishna and prevent him going.’
‘I will be the jackal passing Krishna on the
right,” said a third.
‘I will rise in his path in the likeness of a
hermit,” a fourth suggested.
And yet another said : I shall become thunder
and in my breaking kill Akriira.”
“ And thus, reasons the poet Chandidisa, * Krishna
will be conftrained to Stay at Gokula.
Sti-Krishna is on the point of departure.
Yasoda and Robini ate lamenting. Robini
is the mother of Balarima and a further wife
of Vasudeva, Krishna’s father.
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XXVIII

YAsoDA and Rohini weep, looking upon the
moon face of their Krishna.
Upon a plaintive modulation Yasodi sighs:
“O Krishna, how may my spirit be without
you? How may it live far from that treasure
which you are to me? It would be better to
kill me, for my matetnal heart has lo& all
resting. It shakes me, and I do not know what
has become of the soul of my life. To whom
shall I carry milk and cream, O moon-faced
Krishna ? How shall I continue in my
sorrow ?
‘ Listen, O Nanda, my husband : when Krishna
has gone, we will leave our dwelling, and I will
set it on fire. What is the worth of life, how
may we cleave to her, when we have lost the
vety fruit of our eyes ? My prayer to God has
been in vain.
O Krishna, turn and look upon your mother
for this lag time. Tell me who has persuaded
you to go. Have you carefully thought upon
the matter 7 All Gokula will die in a torment
of grief during your absence. All the children
of Vraja, remembering your graces, will refuse
to live without you.
‘Who will drive the cows to pastute? Who
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will start the games in the meadow ? We shall
not hear your voice or your sweet words at the
time of the driving of the lock. To whom shall
I give cream and milk and butter ? And who
will call me mother now ?’

Nanda, the husband of Yasodi, weeping, passes
his arms about his wife, while #be poet Chandidisa
burits into tears, holding the foot of the excellent
mother of Krishna.

During this time, Ridhi, who had been told
of these things, comes down into Gokula.
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XXIX
The Lamentation of Radha

O Kalia, I cannot let you go. Say all you
will, but I shall drown myself in the waters of
the Yamuni. I will be born again as you, O
Krishna, and when I am the son of Nanda, you
shall be Ridhi. You shall know grief in your
turn who to-day remain unknowing.
¢ O lotus-eyed Krishna, I have forgotten all for
you, my name and family renown. My sister-
in-law and my mother-in-law used to love me
as their ear-rings, but now the sight of me can
burn their eyes. They make me suffer because
of their words by day and night.
‘I have abandoned all for you. Are you un-
grateful ? Or is it worthy of you to leave
me so ?
‘ You made my love grow under the tenderness
of your smile, and caused me to break most holy
bonds. How can you wish to go to Mathura ?
All the milkmaids are resolved to die. What
price shall we set upon the light if the idol of
our heart be far from us ?
‘It is ever you, O Kalia: you in my dreams,
and you before my eyes. You in my waking,
and you within my sleeping.
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¢ Kalia of my heart, O Kalia of my remorse, the
thought of you is with me when I eat.
‘ The thought of you is with me when I walk.
I say over your name; I love you endlessly
and carry your image about with me, O Kalia.
‘If my eyes are turned to the sky, the blue
tinting of the clouds gives me a dream of your
body. My guilty spirit knows sweet satis-
fa&tion : the fountain of love rises and weeps
in her.
‘I stand with my eyes fixed upon anything that
shows the dark colouring of your colour.
I wear your scarf, and it is as blue as the hair
upon my head.
‘ Because musk is dark like you, O Kalia, I rub
myself with it.
‘I keep your garland of scented flowers. I take
delight in looking upon the plumage of pea-
cocks because it is blue, and when there are no
peacocks about me, I take 2 blown lotus and
look at it until the hungcr of my eyes is fed.
‘T pluck atasi flowers and wear them with
devotion. I move through you alone and suffer
for you, and you wish to leave me.
‘ Sometimes my sad heart also weeps. My
spitit is often alarmed, as if there were 2 fire in
its neighbourhood. I am without rest when I
do not see you.
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¢ O Krishna, I am altogether vowed to your two
god-like feet ; I know nothing in all the world
but your two feet.
‘I try to calm my heart, and yet it rustles like
a lcaf},’ and I fall to weeping.
¢ Oh, that your love might &ay for ever "with
me, O Krishna! If you leave me, you mortify
me in the eyes of the world, you wound my
woman’s pride.
¢ Oh, that your love might §tay with me for ever,
Krishna. I try to be &rong, but my heart has
forgotten how. Ah, §tay in Gokula for ever.
‘ Master, lift up your face and speak to me but
once only. My happiness is drawing toward a
close. You go to Mathura and break our
womanish hearts.
‘I have said so much to you, I have said so many
things to you, O Yadumuni, that I have nothing
left to say.
‘Your red feet know my heart. Why are you
so cruel ?
‘I will take you into the solitude of my chambet,
and there watch over you by night and day. I
will fan you with fans. I will &retch you on a
flower-bed, I will touch your feet, and give you
a box of betel scented with anise. I will put
betel scented with anise in your mouth, and
your wearinesses shall depart. I will wash your
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feet and cover them with an essence of thuya
and of sandal. Whither would you go, dis-
daining such happiness? Rest, O Krishna of
my spirit, I pray you rest.’

And the Brabmin Chandidisa also implores him,
saying: * O Krishna, whither shall we go to dwell
without your presence ?’
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XXX

AND the herdsmen also lamented :

°O player upon the bamboo flute, where are
you going? Whither are you departing, to
make us grieve? We do not know that, or
what you mean, or why you let our love for you
SO grow.

¢ With whom shall we live now ? Your piéture
is in the deep of our eyes. Ever we see you in
our dreams,and think of you,eating and walking.
How can we forget our love, lotus-eyed
Krishna ?’

Thus the herdsmen weep in their passion,
looking upon the face of Krishna. In the great
disorder of their grief, they sink along the road,
sighing :

¢ O Krishna, we shall hear your tender words no
more. We shall play with you no more, though
the cows are at pasture; we shall hear the
singing of your bamboo flute no more. We
shall no more answer at the day’s end when you
say ‘“ friend > and “ brother.”’

Krishna answers : ‘I am conétrained to go, but
I shall return. Do not be grieved, O Rii. I
know the sweetness of your heart. It is filled
full of love. I shall indeed return.’
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Then he mounts into Nanda’s chariot, while
Nanda urges the bullocks forward.

The milkmaids bar his way, and Radhi, falling
to the earth, §retches her arms across the path
of the car.

“Go if you mu$, but only by killing Ridha!’
cty the women of Vraja, and would hold back
the chariot.

They cry and roll in the dust.

Also Chandidisa, suffering Radha’s own deSpair,
goes to the Prince of Love with cla$ped bands, to beg
him to give some further explanation.
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XXXI
After the Going of Krishna

ALL the cows low to Mathura, for the Prince of
Love has gone that way. The sad calves no
longer suck the udders, they leave them to rush
with lifted tails toward Mathura.
The sad stags will not eat. Their unquiet eyes
ate filled with tears, looking along the road of
Krishna.
The voice of the red-billed cuckoo, 2 melody
once desirable, now sounds no more among the
desolate branches. Yet certain of the birds
tepeat the name of Shima all through the day
and night most sadly. But the moon-partridge
and the dahuki and all the swallows ate dumb
with grieving.
And the swan and the parakeet and the heron
are dumb with grieving.
They stay still and weep silently, and none knows
whither their voices have gone.
The hornets have ceased to murmur. The
wortld is laid low by the departure of Krishna.
The children and the young men and the old
men of the c1ty are now in tears.
Krishna goes toward Mathura with Balarama,
and on the way he steals, from the washer-
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man of King Kansa, garments of the royal
family.

Balaraima and Krishna dress themselves as
warriors in the §tolen garments. But Kansa,
who has heard of these things, sends out an
clephant to fight with the two audacious
young men. In the course of the battle the
clephant loses his tusks, and flees in great
fright.

Then the King sends two known wartiors,
Chinira and Mushtika, again§& them. But
these are also driven back.

Krishna enters the palace, and kills his uncle
Kansa. The people of Mathura crown him
king.

Hc%cts his father Vasudeva and his mother
Devaki free, whom Kansa has kept prisoner
for many years.
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XXXII

DEVAKI, the mother of Krishna, says: ‘ My
son, O Yadumuni, where have you &ayed so
long and far from me ? My heart was dying.

‘ Let me fill my eyes with the sight of you, my
son, seeing your moon face.

‘How could Kansa have sent such a son away
from me into Gokula? Grief has been eating
me for many years. My heart became sick, and
the flesh dropped away from me. But now I
have found the fruit of my eyes again. O
lamp of my heart, sight of my glances, where
have you been throughout the long day ?”’

She takes Yadumuni over her knees, and gives
him milk to drink and butter and cream to eat.

And all the Brahmins tell Krishna of the eyes of
matvel, Krishna incomparable, the sectet of his
birth and the §tory of his life.

Preparations are made for great feagting because
Krishna has found the folk of his own blood
again.

When Nanda, Krishna’s adopted father, drives
back into Gokula, the ctowd, who hear the
rumbling of his chariot, run out to meet him,
hoping to see the god again.

Yasodi and Rohini hasten, desiring to embrace
their sons. And at the sight of the empty
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cat they stand étricken as if they were dead
trees.

They cry: €Where ate our Krishna, our
Balarama ?’

The herdsmen and the milkmaids, having run
along the bank of the Yamuni upon the
impulsion of their heart, now §tay as §tones.

* Where is he?” Yasoda cries. ‘I do not see
him. I do not see him.’

And Nanda answets, weeping gently :

“'They have both §ayed in far Mathura. They
have $§tayed there without me. Why do you
come to ask them of me? I have lo§& my
Krishna. I have lo&t my Balarima. I return to
my labour alone. It seemed to me that the
thunder beat upon my head. They let me
depart alone with my great grief.’

He comes down out of the chariot, lamenting
aloud and blinded by his tears. He has to be
held on either side before he can walk, and
the heart of Chandidisa # filled with agony.

Yasodi says : ‘ Where can I go to find Krishna
and Balarima ? They two were the treasure and
light of the world. What can I say to those who
approach me concerning them?

‘ My spirit is near my sons.

“O Nanda, my husband, I wish to go there. I
will stretch out my arm, and take my sombre-
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tinted child again, my child with a Strange
Degtiny. I will set him on my knee, and lift up
milk to his lips.
‘ And have a certain happiness.
‘Let us go and see our two children, my
husband. '
‘I will kiss their faces. I will take care of
them.’
Yasodi and Rohini weep by turns, and know
10 peace.
They weep daily and nightly, repeating: ‘O
Krishna, Krishna !’
And the poet Chandidisa says : * The frust of our
eye bas ftayed in Mathura. Krishna has left ws all.
The thunder & pouring down upon my head.’
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XXXIII
The Lamentation af Radha

‘MY beloved, my well-belovéd is in Mathura.
He said that he would teturn, but he has not
kept his promise. His heart is as hard as stone
ot as the thunder.

‘I live only in an impatient waiting for his
return. I rise and I seat myself and I rise again.
I look endlessly at the long road. My eyes
are dim.

‘ Can anyone tell me when the son of Nanda
will come back to Vraja? He is my content ;
how shall I live without him ?

* My treasure has §tayed in the city on the other
side of the river. I would be a bird and fly to
him, but God has not given me wings.

‘If I knew how to swim, I would dive into the
Yamuna and cross it and be with him.

‘ But I do not know how to swim, and we cannot
§tay the Yamuna by drawing all his water in our
jats.

‘ The name of Mathura tetrrifies me. O Barai,
Barai, I wish to see Kanu. When may I hold
him in my arms ? He is the light of Gokula.

‘ He was mine to me, even a jewel, and by my
carclessness I logt him.
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‘ When I would throw myself into the fire, the

flames die down before me.

* When I would hide in their night the caves all

close again§ me.

‘I seek succour near some tree, and the tree

denies me his shadow. He for whom I live is

cruel to me.

©O Barai, the year is reaching its end; the

Spting is to be born again. The madhobi

opens, the cuckoo makes his song near me, and

the hornets are murmurous.

¢ Of what use to me are my hair and my sarj,

if my well-belovéd $§tays in Mathura ?

“ The youth of my body, which was a gem to

me, means less than a fragment of glass now

he is gone.

“My Prince of Love lives doubtless with

another woman. He is in a far city.

¢ Who is this sedu&ion who holds my amorous

hornet in her charm? Rise, O my fi’icnd, and

go to Mathura. Speak of me to him. Try to

find out if he will ever return.

‘T will go to live in the forest, like Sitd who left

Rima and was an exile in the woods.

I will live alone in the forest, lost in meditation

and seeing no one.

‘I will gather fruits and roots and the wild
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flowers. I will wipe the vermilion from my.
brow, and my untended hair shall grow into
great mats.
‘I shall go to the forest, carrying my love within
me in my heart. Pcrhaps my grief shall sleep
in the forest while my love is waking.
‘I cannot abide in this agony. What use have
Iforahouse? Iknow that my Lord is cruel and
that he has left us.’
Barai lets fall her head and answers :

¢ Speak and speak, my pretty Ridha. Words
bring relief, and by lxétcmng I shall help you.’

Ridha suffers the pain of infinite lovc

She goes into the wood, and the sight of the
kadamba tortures her.

She goes to the ghat of the Yamuna where she
first saw Krishna and felt fire.

She sees the place where the Prince of Love once
stole the robes of the milkmaids as a jest. She
is §tricken with bittetness and can think of
nothing.

She sees the madhobi, and it pi€tures her meet-
ing with Krishna, so that her tears flow
down.

She sees the place where the Prince of Love
made her his lovet, and dies down upon the
earth.
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And again she says: ‘ My friend, now go to
Kanu of the lotus eyes and tell him that the
tiver of my happiness has dried away, and that
therefore my soul is thirgting.

‘ Take Kanu’s hand in yours and cease not to
speak of the boon of his retutn to me.

“ God has gone up againt all the desires which
cross my heart in sleep, which cross my heart
in waking and in dreaming.

‘I am innocent and can no more bear this
grief.

“Try to read in ‘the heart of Kanu. Praéhsc
upon him until he comes to us.’

So sings the Brabmin Chandidisa.
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XXXIV

THE messenget came to Mathura, and said to
Krishna :

‘O friend of Kobunja*, have you abandoned
the moon-faced Rii?

¢ O Prince, O wearer of the turban, Ridha has
sent me hither to bring back to your mind a
certain signature, of which we all were
witnesses.

‘You wrote your name upon one of her feet,
on a day when you came to her as a barber.
‘When you return to Vraja, the people will
heap reproaches upon you, yet they will sound
joytul cymbals.

“ Secing you so fair, Rai, as we take a coloured.
bird in a snare, tangled you in her glances.
“ She kept you in her heart’s cage, binding your
life to her life with chains of the spirit.
‘ She fed you with ne@ar and taught you to say
Ridhi, Radhi. But the bird became unfaithful,
he broke the bars of her heart, and flew away to
this §trange city.
‘I sought him for her a long while. I learned
that Kobunja had caught him in this place.
Now Rii sends me to fetch her jewelled bird.
‘You ate cruel. How can you thus live far
away from Ridhi, the symbol of love?
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‘She weeps by day and night, and knows

no sleep. She loses her wits and does not

answer, she $tays $till and hides her face

under her hand. Her tears fall wet upon her

robe. ,

¢ She went to sit at the foot of the kadamba ;

her sorrow became two sorrows.

‘She does not eat her daily rice. She does

not drink. Her dreams are endless.

¢ Sometimes she cries: “My love, my love!”

and for a moment comes to life again.

“ O Kanu, she may be cured if you return.’

Krishna’s heart breaks when he hears these

things.

‘Let us go swiftly,” he says. ‘I desire to see

Ridha.

‘How could I forget that gilded loveliness

which was part of my dreams and sleeping ?

‘I live at Mathura, but I see her in night vision,

and when I think by day.

¢ She is by my side when I walk and when I lie

down. I remember Ridhiki and her delights,

even in my laughter.

‘'To whom shall I tell my agony ? I cannot say

it, yet my soul is aware of it.

‘ My untesting heart sees Radhi ; I play nothing

except her name upon my bamboo flute.

“ Say to her that she is my lover and that I am
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ever telling, as if they wete a prayer, the sounds
of her name over upon my fingers.

‘ Go now before me, and say my messages. I
will follow, and sutely see her at the lag.’

So sings the poet Chandidisa.

Krishna goes forth from the palace. He
leaves Mathura and hastens back to Radha.

End of Part Three
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XXXV

¢ Y FRIEND, RADHA SAYS, ¢THE EVIL DAYS
are drawing towards an end and happi-
ness is born. Come to the temple of the
madhobi tree, to the temple of Krishna, since
I have happy forecastings.
¢ My hair waves in the small wind ; my robe has
fallen under the ardency of my youth. The lids
of my left eye are twitching, and my necklace
is moving on my breast.
‘I saw the crows coupling at dawn, and sharing
food, and coming to perch near me to sing of
my love’s return.
“The betel fell from my lips, and the flower
which they had put on the head of the goddess
Gauri has also fallen.”
One of Radha’s companions came smiling to her,
and said :
“ O face of theMoon, tise up, so that the pain of
your heart may cease. Your evil days are draw-
ing to their end. The madhobi appears before
you, therefore arise.’
Radhi, hearing, cannot contrain herself; she
raises delighted eyes and sees her lover.
‘Come to me, come to me,” she murmurs,
smiling and $retching forth her arms.
‘Come to me, for I have found my
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treasute for ever. The suffering in my heart
is dead.’

And her companions sing the ocean of their joy
about her.

She wipes the feet of Krishna with her long hair,
and seats him on a bed of marvel.

She rubs his limbs with musk and aguru and
sandal.

She spreads perfumed water over him; she
washes his two feet carefully.

She hangs a garland of lyric flowers about the
neck of Krishna.

She looks upon his beauty and is drunken. She
does not turn away her eyes.

The face of Kanu is the full moon, and Rii is
as the snared moon-partridge, drinking the
source of love.

‘ What shall I say to you, my well-beloved,
except that you shall be Lord of me in this life
and in all my lives?
‘I will bind your feet in a noose of love, woven
from the sub&ance of my soul.
‘I have dedicated my being to you, and become
your servant.
‘ None other lives for me in the three worlds,
of sky and earth and hell.
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‘I will rise up for none other, answering to the
sweet name of Ridhai.

¢ None other shall be mine in my two lives.

‘I put myself under the prote®ion of
your lotus feet, because they are cool and
tender.

‘Do not deceive me, for I am innocent. You
cannot do so, being a god.

‘I could not dwell without the Lord of my soul
to §tay me.

¢ My spirit dies if I cease from looking upon
your face.

‘I carry you as an amulet by my heart, O
Krishna.

‘O my love, what shall I say toyou ? You know
my heart and my thought, my works and my
belief.

‘ Joyful I run to take refuge in your bounty.

‘ Because you adore me, the world bows down
to me, though I cannot understand what may
be lovable of mine.

¢ My father and my mother and the city of Vraja
venerate me.

‘ The adoration of my milkmaids, who respe&
me whether I be chaste or unchaste, makes my
heart tender.

‘My soul is yours; it expands within your
joy.
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¢ Your words are as ornaments to my body.
¢ O Krishna, I would dress myself in your robe.
‘ My lover, I have known your love since I was
a child in my fathet’s house, and you have not
wished me to dwell among my people.
¢ I shall make plans to drown myself in the sea.
‘I shall die, and in my other birth I shall be
Krishna, the son of Nanda, I shall make you
Riadha,
‘I shall have myself loved of you, I shall
abandon you as you have abandoned. I shall
stand at the foot of the kadamba tree, upright in
three flexions, as ever you have.
¢ I shall sing in my bamboo flute when you pass
down to Yamuna,
‘ And you shall be snared by that singing, O
sweet, ingenuous and well-born woman.
¢ Thus you shall know love’s sorrow.
‘ You are the jewel that assures me happiness.
‘My body more than gilds itself in coming
against your body. You are the sign of love,
and you are the sign of love.
* We are but ignorant milkmaids, not knowing
how to adore you.
¢ When I wander secking you in the woods, a
single minute is more than a hundred times
twelve years.
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‘I rub my body with musk and sandal because
they have the blue colour of your body.
‘ Your two feet are upon my heart ; I clasp them
and shut my eyes.
¢ Krishna of all matvel, O my single memory,
my life has no other knowledge.
‘ Krishna is my life, Krishna is the treasury of
my soul, Krishna is my collar. He is as my
garments ; I carry him for ever with me, like
a sari.
¢ Krishna of my heart, and of my body and of
my soul, Krishna, my meditation and my
adoration, O Krishna, I have become your
servant.
¢ Krishna is my peculiar treasury, he is all my
power, he is my caste, and my renown.
‘ Krishna is the tree of happiness.
“ God has given me the inestimable treasure of
Krishna, and the cuckoo sings; the hornet
murmurs because my king is in my arms.’
Krishna smiles tenderly at Rii, and says to
her :
¢ Who may know your youth and your wisdom ?
The joy of your youth is without price, my
Ridha.
* Your heart is bound to my heart everlastingly,
your soul to my soul for ever.

131



Rédba and Krishna

‘ For your sake I became a herder of cows in
the house of Nanda.
‘I abandoned the blue fields of the sky, and
came to the earth fields of Gokula.
‘I sing the sweet sounds of your name for ever,
and you know it. I think of you solely, and my
happiness would faint without you.
¢ Rai, you are the instigation of my life.
‘I sit on the bank of the Yamuni to see you
bathing.
¢ I wait at the foot of the kadamba tree to watch
your beauty.
¢ Beautiful young lover, I look on every side as
the lark glances; I am on timid alert for the
tenderness of your face.
‘T am drunken with your love ; my imagination
is exhausted by you ; it sings you for ever.
‘I dream of you when I wake, O my young
lover, and in my meditation.
‘You are as my collar.
¢ My lover is my reason for adoring.
¢ The feet of my young lover are all to me.
I think of her in my walking.
¢ She is my meditation before I eat.
‘Ridhi, do not withdraw your feet from my
feet, for they depend on you.
‘I am your slave.
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‘I am the yellow robe you weat.

‘ More metcy shall be shown to him who has
adored my Ridhi for a minute of time than to
him who has adored myself for a million times
twelve years.

¢ Ridhia alone has power and access with me.

¢ All is dark in my heart without this Ridha.
‘O Rai, O sign of love, I feel that I am dying
when I do not see you.
‘Your love and the §tory of your joy make all
my learning.
‘ Radha, I wear the yellow robe of your delight,
and I sing.
‘Your greatness and glory are held in the two
notes of Radha. I tell your name over on my
fingers, as if it were a prayer, by night and day.
¢ All is dark without you, O Rii, all is without
hope. Ridhi, my life, my light.’
And the Brabmin Chandidisa eternally
sings the Splendour of Radha
and Krishna.

The End.



NOTES

Chandidasa

Hari

The Lord of Uma
domri
chamaras

left
Hastinagara
vulture
Rasalila

white
vind

The Sanskrit form of
native- words has been
generally adopted as being
the more consiétent; but
it might be borne in
mind, as a rough guide,
that in Bengali v is pro-
nounced as &, 4 as o, 5 as
shy and e generally as
French ¢.

It has not been thought
necessary to point out the
changes rung throughout
on the many names of
Krishna.

Shiva.

Narrow-waisted drum.
Fly-whisks of cow tails.
It was the custom to take
the pulse of a woman's left
wrist, and of a man’s right.
Ancient Delhi; see also
Amaru, 16.

All these are classic com-
parisons in Bengali verse.
A love festival taking place
in early Autumn,

The widow’s colour.
Instrument of strings
stretched on a long fretted
finger-board over two
gourds.
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raga
agury

pakhvaj
Yasoda

Kobunja

Mode.
A fragment of aloe wood

aste.

Eoud finger-drum.
Krishna’s nurse and foster-
mother, to whom he was
taken after the miraculous
birth in prison at Mathura.
Krishna’s miétress in Ma-
thura.






Amores of Amara
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INTRODUCTORY NOTE
AMARU

IT appears aftonishing that these poems should, if
I except one which 1 myself suggested in Coloured
Stars, be the firt introdullion of this poet into
Englsh ; for Amaru was, from our modern point
of view, one of the supreme early lyric poets of the
East, perbaps not very much less Startling and
satisfying than Li Po and Tu Fu among the Chinese.
Amaru has often been compared as love lyrist with
Bhartrbari and Bilhana, but he was, though this may
by no means be obviows through my interpretation,
whole centuries abead of either of them in subtlety.
Amaru holds among scholars, at least, the highest
distinétion as a poet of the phases of love : desire and
attainment, eftrangement and reconciliation, joy and
sorrow.

There are many theories and ramours concerning his
time and identity, but A. B. Keith says with authority :
“He figures as one of the gems of the Court o

Vikramaditya, but it &s impossible to suppose that be
was really a contemporary of Kalidisa. We definitely
know that be dates before Anandavardhana,and that be
cannot be later, therefore, than about A.D. 800.’

It 4 possible that a reading, even at third hand, will
make clear how the legend arose that Amara was the
bundred and first incarnation of a soul which had
previously occupied a hundred women.
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Amars’s Century of poems was only discovered soon
after 1800, his supplementary fragments and the
“lyric counterpoints’ to his work by papils, only after
1900. :

The poems which follow are not the original Century
of Amars, but a hundred selecled from the complete
available examples of bis work and school. I have
translated from the French versions of A, L. Apudy
and Frany Toussaint, and from the Iialian of
Umberto Norsa.

MAYURA

It seems feasible, in order to give an impression of
Amaru as a poet born out of due time, to append an
erotic fragment written by one who was more or less a
contemporary, and adjudged a poet of considerable
merit,

Maydira, who flourished in the first half of the seventh
century, was the father-in-law of the poet Bina. His
main work was the Siryasataka, a bundred stanzas in
prasse of the sun. He was a favourite of King Harsa
(606-647), and, apart from anthology stanzas, the
only other indubitable writings of bis that have come
down to ws are an erotic fragment, Maydrisataka
(written, legend says, about bs own daughter, and
given as the cawse of bis leprosy), and the present
Sfragment, recently edited with a French translation by
M. Eugéne Féval, a great authority on the Sanskrit
byric.
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Apart from these last few repetitive and, I think,
admirable lines, all Mayiira’s work has had the
advantage of brilliant editing and translation in
English by George Payn Quackenbos, who issued bis
work in 1917.
A comparison of such poets with
Amaru i contained in
my Terminal
Essay.






AMARU






Man

I.

HE TENUOUS BAMBOO BRIDGE SPANNING

the double tide of the Milini has been
carried away, and now my handsome is cut off
from me upon an island. Has her father enough
black millet ? The rain continues. Each night
I climb up the hill from which I can see the
trembling light of the house of Sarmichi. It
shines in the wet darkness like a glance through
teafrs.

2'

Her robe clung close to her body, and the tissue
of it became transparent. I thank you, rain.
You were, Sanibavi, as if you were naked. But,
when the rainbow broke in flower, who warmed
your little shivering breasts for you ?

3.

If T had the talent of Vilmiki I would write a
poem with my lover as heroine. The fir& ten
parts would be given over to the ten fingers of
her hands, for they wove a veil in which I have
wrapped up all my ancient loves. And I would
consecrate the ten others to the ten nights we
spent at Mabhahit.

L 145



Amores

4.
“ Pity ! * she says, with bruised breags and dis-
otdered hair. With eyes closed and legs still
trembling, ‘ Finish !’ she says. She says in a
choked voice : ‘It is enough !’ And now her
silence grows eternal. Is she dead or sleeping,
is she meditating in delight on what has hap-
pened, ot thinking of another ?

5.
My tender friend, my Sodari, returns to her
dwelling at sunset; Niriyani, the guardian of
the temple, leaves me as soon as the §tar Asva
is shining, and I sleep alone on my reed mat.
Too seldom I dream Niriyani has $tayed,
caressing me until the dawn.

6.
I have seen you at your soutce, a child could
have jumped over you, O river, a bunch of
flowers defle¢ted you. Here you are a wide
flood, and might engulf this fine boat. Alas,
Dayimati! My love for Dayamati !

7.
She makes me a precise salute, and withdraws
her little feet under her fringes. She looks
attentively at the flowers painted upon her fan.
If I venture to caress her gazelle, she $tarts to
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smooth the feathers of her painted parakeet.
If I speak, she asks a question of one of her
women. I find a thousand delights in her
timidity.

8.
When you used to make dolls out of wet leaves,
they always cried however much you rocked
them. And once I told you to put your doll out
in the sunlight. You have played with my heart
since then and I have wept. But in the end I
remembeted my own advice, and my tears ate
dry for ever.

9.
This is the first time that the wind blows from
the Ea&, O Sadami, O precious crown, and
brings me the sound of the temple bell of Ani-
gari. Soon the Five Flowers of Spring will be
scenting my house, and you, the Sixth, will
bring me in your hair the odour of the reed mat
on which you have wept all Winter.

IO.

If I told my pain to the torrent, the torrent would
halt for me. IfItold it to the palm tree, the tree
would bend down about me. But you pass
singing, and do not even regard me. I will tell
my pain to the torrent. If the torrent does not
halt for me, at least its water will refresh my
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brow. I will tell my pain to the palm tree. If
the palm tree does not bend down about me, at
least it will shade my grief. Once more I have
conquered shame and told you my suffering.
You refuse me the water of your lips, the shade
of your shadow.

II.

Your hair climbs down about your shoulders,
and the forest of Vishamadita shelters the gilded
temple of Misrakesi.

12.

A swan sought the silvered flowers of the
kumuda on a pool at night, and was deceived by
the reverberation of the §tars in the crystal water.
He pecked at the glittering reflection of the stars.
At dawn he did not dare to eat the flowers of the
sitopala, though they were white over all the
pool. He was afraid that they were only $tars.
Do not go on telling me that you love me,
Sarmicha.

13.
No one has dared to speak of you to me since
you went away. But I have said your name to
the wind as he passed me, and to a certain man
as he lay dying. If you ate alive, O my mistress,
the wind will some day meet you as he passes,
and if you are dead, the dead man will tell you
I have not forgotten.
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14.
My thir§ has redoubled since first I drank her
lips. Nor am I astonished. There was much
salt in that kissing.

I5.
O Gayatri, your love is more inconstant than the
refleGtion of a branch in the water of a lake with
boats. The lake is a mirror again when the boats
have gone, but your heart is suspicious $till
when you have pardoned me.

16.

It matters little to me that I shall never behold
the thousand gardens and intricate palaces of
Hagtinapura, since Miya, Illusion, in the like-
ness of Parvati, §tays in my dwelling. It matters
little to me that I shall never behold the smile of
Siddhirta in the temple of Suddhodana, since the
smile of Mayi, his mother, is mine in the smile
of Pirvati. My joy is as unshakable as Meru
mountain,

17.
Since your husband has got to depart at dawn,
listen to me carefully. He mu# not see your joy ;
you must weep, and keep him ; you must tell
him that you have not the courage to §tay in a
room his absence leaves most desolate; you
must go out to see to his horse, and bid the
servant saddle the fastest.
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18.

I told you that I knew how to make you happy.
I said the very old words which put a woman’s
fears to sleep. Now your tears smile at me as a
child smiles at a dream.

1.
Birds in all the trees of my garden, will you be
able to imprison my longing in your musical
net? It breaks out towards my lover whom I
have not seen for thirty days. My longing would
hasten and make haste and beat against her per-
fumed breasts, againgt her scented voice. Hold
it not back, good bitds.

20.

She put marguerites into her belt and their
petals closed.  Oh, what is happening? ’ she
asked, and I replied: ‘ You looked at them with
the darkness of your dark eyes and they thought
it night.’

21,
Why have you no pity for my love? The &ars
do not dlscf;m the sea. They can admire them-
selves in it.

22,
I was surprised that the nightingale singing in
the little tree did not fly off when I came near it.
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I &tretched out my arm and touched that flower
of music, and it had a broken wing. I am &till
singing of yout beauty, Dayamati.

23,

That voyaging cloud now srands on the root
of the moon and is broken in pieces. O you
who shall some day sing this verse, seek to find
why I sighed in writing it.

24.
‘T am no fool, and it is useless for you to lie to
me. I see the marks of her kisses on your
breast.” But I $train her violently againg my
heart, removing those marks of indiscretion, and
her memory of them.

25.

If so many birds sing in the trees of Kavindi,
and if the flowers of Kavinda can never die, if
clouds are not known in the sky of Kavinda,
dear : you once crossed Kavinda.

26.
‘You lie in my heart,” you said, and I thought
you commonplace. Now I send you a leaf of
balm by Gayatri. Slip it between your tunic and
your breasts so that the perfume reaches . . . me.
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27.
Do not speak. Your love words add nothing
to my happiness. Do not speak any more. Sit
in this sun-ray. '

28.
She has come in spite of the tempest. If you had
seen the small rain, Mitrayi, falling from the tree
flowers into her hair and, as if the thread of her
peatls had broken, shining upon her breasts. . . .

29.
The snow of loneliness falls on my heart and
shivers into white fruit blossom.

30.
The forest held you prisoner, and the trunks of
the trees were the bars of your cage, O dawn.
The &tream sang a mote joyous song to you,
dawn, and the mosses were softer. But you
broke your cage with light, and went away. I
think of Mahidahi who loved me for a morning.

31.
She is alive no more, and the flowers §till appear.
O Death, now that you have got this girl how
can you find time to go on killing ?

32,
The peacocks cried at nightfall and have beaten
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theit wings and departed. They carried away
the last fires of the sun in their proud fans, and
the last embers of our love, it seemed to us.

33.
Petfumes of love and smiles of love, O glory
of the sun and splendour of the &arry night, as
set in the balance against death you fulfil my
desire no longer ! Girls of Lanki, palm trees
of Sirtha, §treams of Maraki, songs of the wind
in the cherry trees of Kamala, I say good-bye.
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Woman

34.

See how his violence has dispersed my powder of
sandal ; I spread it with so much art upon my
breasts ! See how tired my lips are &ill, and how
the down of the couch has been soiled beyond
all cleansing, and this veil torn in pieces !

35-

Whither are you running, O leaping §tranger at
the borders of this forest 7 Has love let fly you,
fair boy artow, and do you hurtle towards the
dwelling of your mistress ? The ground rejedts
you as the tambourine rejeéts the ball. Are you
drunken with immateriality, trying to catch
yourself away from your body ?

30.

I shall go, I shall find a pretext for being away
until the twilight. I shall go. As I want time
to lick over my happiness, I shall take the long
path that passes in front of the fountain, and
there I shall tell my comrades that I walk out
to see if my father’s fields have suffered from
the flood. O victorious Love, I shall go, O
wild heart !
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37

This is the Winter season of long sleep. I lie
down on my couch at twilight and invoke
Matha, the god of gilded dreams. I promise
offerings and sacrifices and yet I hardly ever
dream of Sti Hari. When the §orm shakes the
walls of my little house, I prefer to lic awake
and listen, for the wind walking through the
bamboos of my garden says Sri Hari.

38.

‘He sleeps, sleep now in your turn,” said my
women, and they left me. Then, in a drunken
fit of love, I brushed the cheek of my young
bridegroom with my lips. I felt him tremble,
and saw that he had only pretended. I was
ashamed at the time, but soon I groaned with
happiness.

39-
I now abandon my body to the kisses of the
watet ; soon to the kisses of the hours. O
kisses of the hours, will you also leave a per-
fume of lustral water upon my spirit ?

40.
Sometimes you can be so fair, O day; O night,
so desolate. Sometimes so sweet, O night ; so
torturing, O day. If he means never to come
back, I wish you were both dead.
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41.
My father is away on business, and my mother
has been out since this morning upon a visit to
my invalid sister. Night is falling and I am too
young and afraid to §tay alone. Come in, O
pleasant §tranger.

42.
As the branch bends beneath the weight of that
bird, so I bend beneath the weight otg your love
for me ; but when you leave me, I have not the
branch’s resilience. Yet what does it matter,
O bird? Go on singing. I had forgotten that
your song would soon cease and that I had not
got it yet by heart.

43.
She said over and over very tenderly :  Come
and see my parakeet.” I followed her into the
house, but her women spied on us, and she said :
¢ My parakeet must be in the garden.” He was
not under the arbour, for the scent of the
jasmine was too §trong there. He was not on
the bank of the runlet, for a little boy was cut-
ting wood there. We found him at lag in a
deserted pavilion, on a gilded sofa.

44
We are but three, yet we ate four, for Love
dances beside us. Night has fallen, but the

breasts of Narani are light for us. The flowers
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have closed their petals, but the breath of
Priva, as she turns near us, is our refreshment.
Arahi! Let us dance our mo$t secret dances,
let our feet pleasurably bite this moss ! Move
the tress of hair hiding your throat, O Narani !
Priva, come nearer! Look upon our bodies,
Love, for we are Narani, Privi, and Domihi.
We love, and not even the calling of Night,
couched in the forest, can pluck us asunder.
Night wishes our plaints to be added to his great
murmur, but, arahd !, we will dance till the violet
morn ! Not till then will we carry Priva to our
dwelling and drink the wine of her sweat.
Arahi! Araha! Your belly is like a pool
lashed by the storm, O Narani! Why are you
alteady dancing the lag& dance? And thou,
Priva! Privi! O Night, we come !

45

I write this letter by the sufficient moonlight.
My friends have called me, but I preferred to
§tay in this room since it is full of you. I am
still weeping. Ilooked into the garden, and the
shadow of a leaf of the bamboo wrote out an
unknown word on the blue sand. It may have
been your name.

46.

I take a long time in carefully giving a severe
fold to my eyebrows, and know how to harden
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my looks. I am an expert in correting smiles.
When my companions rally me, I fasten an abso-
lute silence upon myself. When my heart is like
to break, I tighten my girdle. But the success of
these things is in the hands of God.

47-

O night, you have often come to me softly and
covered my face when it was weeping. A
ne@ar glistens in my cup this evening, and my
lover lies upon my breast. Stay with me as long
as you will to-night, O night.

48.

This s a Hymn of the Wife of the Buddha.
O first and fairest of all men, O moon-featured !
Your voice is as sweet as the voice of Kalavinka,
the bird whose singing maddened God! O my
bright husband! O terror of the armies of the
Sages! You were born in the heaven of gardens,
cternally sonorous with bees! Great tree of
learning, sweetest of saviours, O my husband !
Your lips are as purple as the plum, your teeth
like frot, your eyes are lotuses, your skin a rose !
O redolent of flowers! O my fair season!
O perfume in the chambers of the women better
than jasmine. . . . O Kanthaka, rarest of horses,
whither has he ridden you ?
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49-
If you remember my kisses, say my name once
very softly as you crush your mistress.

50.
My blood is calling him but he does not come.
That dawn does not rise for me. I said to my-
self that this is life, that this is the lotus-§trewn
way. O moon, is it your frozen rays that thus
devour my breasts? O breeze of the evening,
O freshness charged with garden scents, you
burn me terribly. My sight is not what it was.
I am going to die.

SI.
She teaches me all her secrets : that it is better
to soak our cheek betel in snow water, that the
powdered root of lemon-grass brightens our
teeth, that nothing is better than the juice of
green §trawberries to reaffirm our breasts; but
not how to forget a door I wept outside all
night.
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Man and Woman

52,
What is the weather like this morning?
I do not know.
What ? You have crossed the village and you do
not know ?
The land is white with the sun, but I cannot
tell whether the day be fine or not until I know
if you are gay or sad.

53-
My dear, my very dear, where are you going
thus in the black night ?
I fly as upon wings to the place where he who
is mote beautiful than the day awaits me.
And are you not frightened to run alone, my
dear, my very dear ?
Love with his terrible arrows keeps me
company.
54-
Have the cocks sung yet ?
The night is &ill blue above us, and you may
sleep.
I have not slept, my eyes were closed but
pi¢tures passed beneath my lids.
What did you see, dear lover ?
A house white with jasmine under the palm trees
of Rami, and us there very happy.
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A fig of delight !
Where ?
A fig of delight ! You cannot see it.
Then tell me where it is.
Between two branches.
This way ?
No.
That way ?
No, no.
Higher? Lower?
Lower. But do not move !
You pick it then.
I shall climb up.
O miserable ! Mother ! Mother !
What is the matter, my child ?
Nothing. I nearly fell.
How warm a thing is a fig, Sandati !

50.
I was looking for you.
I have been here a long time.
I am sorry. One of my kids escaped.
You need not lie. I saw you with
Madidari.
I asked her if she had seen my kid.

And you hunted for it together ?
Yes.

A long time ?
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Quite a long time.
That explains why she is walking with such
difficulty.
57
My mother is not up yet. If you wish
me to give you that kiss, come through the
hedge.
My hands are alteady bleeding from the thorny
branches. Where are you going ?
To fetch my goats.
Your goats ?
They have not eaten since lagt night, and will
enjoy the thorns and the thorny branches. I
shall be scolded, but shall have had your kiss.

58.
I fear to be too warm.
My house is by the side of a river, freshness
inhabits it.
People would see me if I went to your house,
my friend.
My house is in the forest, only the orchids will
see you passing.
The orchid would tell the bee, and the bee the
parakeet, and he tells everything.
The orchids would be dumb for a long time
with ecstasy after you passed.
My mother would see my hair unmade when I
got back.
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In my mirror you can make your hair again.
It will keep the shadow of your smile for
ever.

I love you and have forgotten how to smile.

59-
You can ask what you will of me. My husband
is far away.
Alas, alas ! I only love the smell of growing
jasmine.
6o.
Those love-wetted eyes that shut and half open
like the wings of a dove in lu&, that say so
eloquently all that passes, on whom thrice-
fortunate will you fasten them ?
On him who will speak to me of my dear
love.
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Woman and Woman

61.

What did he give you ?
A tortoiseshell lyre, two flocks, and a silver
mirror.

How little !
Rather how much ! For he gave me pleasure

also.

You ate very young.
Is it my fault he only gave you a she-goat and
a sour memory ?

62.

He has just left me for ever, but I am brave,
and none shall notice my despair. I smile. I
am smiling.
Your smile is as sad as the fir§t dawn over a
burned village.
63.
The girls washing their clothes make such a
wanton babbling that I cannot hear what you
say. Come near. Sit on my bed. Now you
were saying ? . . . She knotted her arms about
my neck, her breath to my breath, and her lips
set to mine.
64.
‘ Caress my breasts with your fingets, they ate
small and you have negle®ed them. Enough !
Now set your mouth just there immediately.
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Oh, why have you delayed so long ?> She was

stifling her cries in her friend’s hair when there

came 2 knocking at the door, and a voice said :

¢ We ate the Washers of the Dead. They told

us that someone had died here.” ‘ Next door at

Harivansa’s, in the name of God, next door !
.No ... wait. . .

6s.

He has fifty flocks, his face is of the true plum

oval, his body is incomparable. When he rises

from bathing in the dark lake it is as
the moon merging from the night. You must
decide !

You are in a hurry?

In a great hurry.

Then tell him that he will have to content
himself by playing with my hair.

Are you mad ? Why should I tell him that ?
Because this morning Vajuna offered the same
sum, and by a bawd not quite too ugly for me
to play with.

66.

Who is there ?

It is I, and I have been knocking for a long
time.

What is your name ?

Mahideva, and I know you recognised my
voice.

I did, for I was dreaming of you.
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And here I am.
You shall not come in, my dream suffices me.

67.
O Dayimati, you know everything. Why do
youths not look at me ? I walk against the wind
until my tunic clings to me, but they cross and
continue their way. What must I do to show
them I am old enough ?
You must let them suppose you have been
loved already.
How ?
Passionately. .
I do not mean that. I mean how can I get the
youths to notice it ?
One day they will see that you no longer walk
against the wind, and have draped your tunic
into concealing folds.

68.

By the sixty paps of Bhivita, I tell you he
deceived you with Niriyani, and 1 surprised
them. Yesterday he took hold of my breasts by
guile. Do you hear that ? He took hold of my
breasts. Also he kissed me by force thismorning
and tore my lips.

You lie !
Look at these wounds.

I cannot believe my eyes. I must taste them,

taste them., I muét taste them.
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69.
How can you leave that passionate lover to
murmur at your door ? Alas, alas, he might as
well be writing his charming lines upon the
sand, since you teach them to your wanton
parakeet for fun. The young man is rich, and
we have need of money.

70.
And you love him ?
Indeed I do.
Do you not know that I also love ?
I was afraid so. Now there are two of us to
love him. Even if one of us dies he will have
a mistress.
You? You die?
We never know.
O Sidahi, $tar of my day, have you not under-
stood that it is you I love, and that I am jealous ?

71.
What did he do then?
He set a pillow of fresh grass under my head
and went to fetch the milk.
And you slept ?
You are foolish. I rose and broke a branch
of didali and reddened my lips with the sap, I
made my lids blue with the juice of the wild
plum, I powdeted my breasts with the pollen
of the giant lotus.
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Observation

72.
He came to tell her that he was leaving her and
that he loved another. She wept. He had
departed, saying nothing of her new way of
doing her hair.

73-
She used to pass singing, but since that very
handsome boy caressed her, she does not sing,
and allis sad on the road she used to take. Why,
Madahi, are you so desolate ? Is there only one

very handsome boy between the Red Mountain
and the sea banks ?

74
He covered her face and her breasts and her
arms with kisses, and then went away. Because
he did not dare to kiss her mouth, she is passing
her lips along her trembling arms now.

75
A gu#& of wind will blow open the petals of a
poppy that is slow in blossoming. Love sud-
denly brings the spirit of a girl to flower.

76.
One day young Sita of Ratnivali indented this

determination upon a rose petal: The prestiest
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boy in all the world. But I will never love him.
Love is too ¢cruel. She had just graved the lag
word when the Wes Wind carried away the
petal.

77
‘ Clumsy ! * said Narati. ‘A fool ! * said Dayi-
mati, and they both laughed. But Ambati does
not tell them that he has the most extraordinary
eyes in all the world, and that the blackbird tries
to peck at his mouth when he lies sleeping in the
garden.

78.
See how these vernal airs, charged with the
sunrise watet-lily, clear the bright sweat from
the forehead of this gitl, and tangle her hair, and
swell her veil in the fashion of a lover, and give
back her strength.

79-
I have come out of doors the better to hear this
passionate voice, which is kissing all the fields.
It is of 2 woman, a2 warm and serious voice,
saturate with love; but it has ceased. The
nightingales have been dumb to-night.

8o.
. and those women who have broken their
lutes go to dream by the small waters. . . .
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8I1.

This dancer pleases you, but there are fifteen
coveting her. Therefore carelessly drop an
incendiary phrase into the conversation, say that
the talent of the poet Sadisa is open to
discussion, or that the army of Kamatrasnu
is not invincible. Let it work upon heated
nerves, and the walls will soon be shaking.
Do not wait until your companions come
to blows, but make a sign to the dancer.

82.

He entered the house of his mistress after long
journeys, trembling with desire, emotion and
impatience. And he found her surrounded by
women friends, who took malicious pleasure in
prolonging their visit. But she was more cager
still, and crying : ° Ah, something bites me !’
lifted her veil and fanned out the flame of the
only torch with it. So that the guests departed.

83.
As men speak :
You are imbecile to groan so because she has
refused to let you in. Wash away your tears and
ctown yourself with jasmine petals. Sing one
of the native songs of her servant, for the gitl is
charming, more beautiful than Vadihi. She
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will come out at once, and pay you for the rigours
of her mitress.
Leave me alone, for I love Vadihi! Leave
me alone !
The setvant is very beautiful.
Beauty is not enough.
Her breasts, her legs.
Where does she come from?
From Mahipura.
Pethaps she knows my brother, who lives
near there. I will sing and bring her out, since
you advise it.
I am glad to see you love your brother so.

Good-bye.
84.
She remembers the dusk when he swore under
the flowering plum tree that he would love her.
She remembers his betrayal, his lying, his brutal
departure, and rejoices that she has escaped
from such a man. But she never sees, save
dimly, a branch of the plum tree flowering againt
the moon.

85.
The chariot of the thunder is crashing over
the clouds, it is almost quite dark and here is
the rain ! Come and take shelter under my tree,

pretty. I invite you for the sake of your new
tunic and for the sake of this bird in the branches
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of my tree. He has never seen 2 man and a girl
not take advantage of a storm.” © Alas, alas, I
really must accept your invitation.” But even
so the bird soon flew away.

86.

Instead of the deep blue lotus her glance to him,
her teeth in a lighted smile instead of the jasmine,
instead of the cup one moving breast of hers.
Thus, though she has little means, she finds a
celebration for his return.

87.

The gold band of princes is about his brow, he
has thirty elephants and a hundred servants, his
palace is on the bank of the Chandani, and he
weeps to-night. He weeps as a labourer in a
rice-field, who sees his crop borne down by the
flood of the river. O master of thirty elephants
and a hundred servants, you will not frighten
Love. Your arrows and cutting-wheels will
not frighten Love. So weep.

88.

‘Now may Love break my heart in a hundred
and fifty-two pieces, put out the fire of my eyes,
render me as thin as a harp, if I value that faith-
less boy more than a last year’s nail-paring !’
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And then she ca$t an impatient glance along his
usual footpath.

89.
‘You are mote beautiful with no veils,” and he
sets an impatient hand upon her girdle. Light
grows in the eyes of the young girl, and her
women file forth discreetly.

go.

She is young, and has come to sit sadly under 2
certain cinnamon apple and regard the moon.
Her breast is filled with sighs, she falls to weep-
ing and then gives way to sleep. But the wind
has listened and makes the cinnamon apple cry
down its flowers upon her cheek, so that she
dreams that a hand is wiping away her tears.

9I.
Bhavini, Ambaliki and Rohini mirrored their
smiling faces in the water. And Bhavani, cry-
ing: Oh, I am thirsty,” leaned over the gold
disk which was the face of Rohini and kissed it
as it floated trembling. And Ambaliki must
weep.

92.
She looks at the torrent from the mountain
where her lover keeps his flock, and says:
¢ Oh, have you seen him, torrent?’ But the
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torrent answers with its spumy mouths: ‘I
have seen the blue sky and the white cliffs.’
“ Have you heard the music of a bone flute, O
torrent 2> ‘I have heard the noise of the wind
breaking against the rocks.” ‘O torrent, have
you seen an eagle towering ? ‘I have seen an
eagle.” I am happy, torrent, for you have seen
an eagle that saw Sadatta.

93-
O Fite, most mighty except for Indra, O fever of
nature ! Spilling from the snow mountains,
flowing from the $tars in shining rounds, Agni,
Agni, Agni! You flicker, a thousand lotuses ;
you twiét up iron like rushes ; you flame in the
heart of dancers, in the blood of gazelles gasping
ahead of the hunt, in the arms of clinging lovers !
Agni, Agni, Agni !

94
Her husband committed a small fault, and she
recalled the eternal perfidious counsel of her
women. She bore herself violently, thinking to
frighten him; but he only remembered the
unchanging sweetness of a certain girl.

95-
The temple bell has loosed its arrow of sound
upon the night, and rapid shadows are passing.
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That, by the sound of her silver bracelets, is
Prithd. And that is Hatineni of the sad hair.
That is Umi, and that is Gautami. Soon they
will come back, each with a consecrated coal in a
leaf of nenuphar ; and as ever, because she sets
it down in the grass to let herself be kissed, the
dew will have quenched Prithd’s.

96.
Bhavini and Prithd are whispering. What are
they saying ? Now Pritha runs away. Where
is she going? The little bell noises of her
bracelets can be heard no longer. Far down
there, see, two girls are scratching each other’s
faces, and a young man §trips the petals from a
flower.

97-
Flutes becoming silent, young girls running,
broken lilies. A §torm.

98.
How should we quench love when there is fire
even in the pollen of the lotus under water, even
in wet sandal essence, even in the dew of the
frozen lantern of the moon ?

99-
She played with her collar of shells. She spoke
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to us of flowers, and her hands were as unsub-
stantial as a rose petal. She spoke to us of birds,
and her voice saddened us more than the cry-
ing of a lot bird at night. She spoke of the sun,
and her great eyes which had been suns were
dimmed to two thin sparks, eaten by the shadow.

I00.

O Death with the face of Dawn! O flower-
crowned Death ! O drunken with having held
the bodies of every man and every woman in
your arms since time began! Death with
sealed lips ! O Death, deaf to the supplication
of the fallen dancers! Charitable to the
calling of the Buddhas ! Crea-
tive Annihilation ! Death
with the face of
Dawn !



MAYURA



Maydra

EFORE YOUR FATHER WAS A YOUTH I WAS

a young man, yet I went into the forest when
I had seen you, to follow and find the coupling
place of the tigers. His feet about the gilded
one and his rod flushing out to crimson were as
nothing to my youth, who am an old man and
a King’s poet.

*

A procession of hills no longer impedes me, for
I spring over them, and find the flower-covered
bow within my hands. I discover under m
hand the flowery bow of Kama, and break large
branches out of my path. I have seen you, O
daughter of a2 woman, and I break down
branches. I ca& great Stones from my way.

*

Doubtless the palms of your feet are red with
lac; certainly the flowers grow together to
check your feet in the forest. The prints of the
toes of your feet, as I follow, who am now a
young man, ate separate and beautiful and red
in the dust.
*

Rain scents of the coupling of the trees come to
the assembly of poets again. You went to
bathe in the river, and I took new interest in the
King’s §tallion. He roared for the quick mares
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to be brought to him, he drummed with his fore-
legs upon thcm O woman moi§t with a boy’s
love.
*

A yellow cloud of hotnets is about the watet-
flower, and it is scented as it lies on the tumult
of the pool. Your navel is a water-lower and
lo! there is a cloud of saffron hornets about it.
It is deep to look within, as if the depth of it
had been painted with blue kohl.

*

Venturing I have seen you raise your garment
and ptess your palms to your ankles, drawing
your hands up, as if you were passing them over
tall trees. Ihave been disturbed by your §traight
sweetness from ankle bone to the flower of your

body.
*

Gradually the trees of the new year come down
to drink at the river, and you are there washing
between your gold thighs. You break the water
of the pool into moons by kicking, and then
play the fish, going down to kiss the hidden roots
of the water-lilies.

*

No breasts are heavier than these, and yet they
are as §table as gourds hardened for wine. Also
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there are set impregnable crimson castles on the
hills of them.
%k

I have been hit about the brow by the many
sticks of your beauty, your navel had a &ick,
your haunches a great $tick, your hair abludgeon.
I have fainted at the sight of this woman as a
boy faints. Your breasts were two clubs,
raining upon my head.

*

Let me come out from the poets’ assembly and
cast about for the traces of your feet in the dust ;
I am more than any tracker since you came to
me with wet arms, since you came to me out of
the private chamber. Your feet had the appeat-
ance of gold with ten rubies. Your eyes were
fainting.
*

Rearing the green flame of his tail, the peacock
casts the hen beneath him in the dust of the
King’s walk. He covers her, and we can hardly
see her. She cries and he cries ; and the copper
moons in the green bonfire of his tail die down ;
and I am an old man.

*

As you lay on the palace couch of sea-yellow

and showed me lovelinesses, saying that they

were unimportant, our King was counting his
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number of gold breastplates and litters woven
from bird feathers. I would have made §tanzas
about your hands.
%k

Dust of dead flowers, O tigtess, has been spilled
smoothly on the body of your breasts. It is a
task to praise your breasts, for their tips are
gilded like the sun and red like sunset. AndIdo
not know what to think of them.

*

Suavely the wine pouring from your lower lip
has called the gold swarm. It is a crimson fruit
and has called the bees. The boy who has
sucked that carmine fruit is drunken, and I am
drunken, and the gilded bees.

*

Early you have plunged as a fire coal into the
river pool, the fishes love you, and your breasts
displace the water. The demon of the §tream,
having come down to drink between his tigers,
leaps out upon you. He bears you down, and
you come up uncooled from the cool river.

*

Now you pout your fruit-red lower lip, O

woman with wet hands, to be a comfort to those

that thirt. You make me cool with the breath-

ing of your underlip, though crimson lac is

afraid before it, and to touch it is annihilation.
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Old maker of careful §tanzas as I am, I am also
as the fishmonger’s ass and smell to you in riot.
He is insensate and does not care though the
Rovyal retinue be passing. He climbs and is not
otherwise contented. And he brays aloud.

*

Rapture disturbed the gold water-hornets, they
wete in a cloud about your navel. It was deep
with blue deeps, a flower on the river. It was
cut as if with the three strokes of a sharp sword.
A child with his hand full of musk unguent could
by no means have filled it.

*

Once I told my King that night had fallen, and
he said: ‘It is as yet noon.” But I insisted,
proclaiming : ‘ Night has descended in long
shadows, because that woman has let fall her
mo$t heavy hair.” And he said: ‘ You are an
old man, Mayira.’
*
For now I break branches out of my path, seeing
that the palms of your feet are red. The rain
scent of the coupling of the trees comes again
to the poets’ assembly, and your
hair is nightfall, and
I am an old
man.

The End,
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The Wedding of Ya-Nei

N THE REIGN OF THE EMPEROR SHEN TSUNG

there lived an official named Wu, who was
at that time governor of Ch‘ang-sha. His wife,
Lin, had given him a son named Ya-nei, or
‘In-the-Palace’, who had that year reached the
age of sixteen, He was well endowed, although
not without a tendency to wantonness ; yet he
had from childhood diligently studied the classics
and poetry. He had only one really extravagant
failing : to satisfy his appetite he needed more
than three bushels of rice every day, and over
two pounds of meat. We will say nothing of
his drinking. In spite of all this, he ever scemed
half §tarved.
About the thitrd Moon of that year, Wu was
appointed governor of Yang-chow, and the
equipages and boats of his new post came up to
meet him. He packed his belongings, said
good-bye to his friends and went on board,
following the coutse of the river. On the
second day he had to §top, because of a storm of
wind which raised up the waters of the river in
great waves.
At the point on the river bank where the boat
lay moored, there was already another official
junk, before the cabin of which §tood a middle-
aged matron and a charming girl, surrounded
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by several women slaves. Ya-nei perceived the
youthful beauty, and thought her so sedu&ive
that he immediately composed the following
poem :

Her soul bas the tenderness of Autumn rivers
And ber pure bones are made of jade.

The rose of the hibiscus lightens ber,

Her eyebrows have the curve of willow leaves.
Is she not an Immortal from the Jasper Lake
Or from the Moon Palace?

He looked at her so ardently that his troubled
soul took flight and alighted upon the maiden’s
breagt. But his intelligence at once conceived a
plan, and he said to his father :

“ Tieh-tieh, why would you not tell the sailors
to anchor our junk by the side of that one?
Would it not be safer ?’

Wu was also of this opinion and accordingly
gave orders to his men. When the vessel was
alongside, he sent to inquire the name of the
voyagers, and was informed that they were a
certain Ho Chang, the new governor of Kien-
K‘ang, going to his po& with his wife Ho tsin,
and his daughter Elegant, who was just fifteen.
Wu had known the excellent man formerly, so
he had his name carried to him. Then, clothed
in his official robes, he stepped from one ship
to the other. His colleague was awaiting him
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before his cabin, and, having exchanged formal
greeting, they sat and talked together, drinking
a cup of tea. Wu returned to his boat where,
after 2 few moments, Ho Chang returned his
visit. And Ya-nei was present at the meeting.
Ho Chang had no son, and took pleasure in
seeing this beautiful young man. He questioned
him upon certain ancient and modern books, and
was satisfied with the ready answers which he
obtained. He praised him unreservedly for
them, thinking :

‘ This is just the son-in-law that I should like.
He would make an unprecedented match with
my daughter. But he is going to live at Pien-
liang, and I will be at Kien-K’ang which is
morte than fifteen days’ journey to the south of
that place.”

Wu asked him :

‘How many sons have you, O Old-Man-Born-
Before-Me ?’

‘I will not conceal from you the fa¢t that I have
only a daughter.”

Wu considered :

‘ That charming child was his daughter then.
She would be an unprecedented wife for my
son. But she is his only child, and he certainly
would not be willing to marry her at any great
distance from himself.’

He added aloud :
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‘ But if you have no son, you have only to take
concubines.’
‘I thank you for your suggestion. It had
occurred to me.
After having talked for some time, Ho Chang
withdrew to his cabin, where his wife and
daughter were awaiting him. Being a little
elated by his cups of wine, he kept speaking of
Ya-nei’s merit, and of his intention to invite the
father and son for the next day. His words
sank deeply into his daughter’s mind.
On the following day the river was &ill churned
by waves, and the §torm sent up spray to a
height of more than thirty feet. The crash of
water was heard on all sides.
Early in the morning Ho Chang sent his in-
vitation, and, when the two men arrived, the
feast began. Elegant, in the next cabin, could
see Ya-nei through the cracks in the bulkhead,
and her heart was secretly moved.
If I could have him for my husband, my desire
would be satisfied. But I shall not persuade
him into a proposal by merely looking at him.
How shall T set about making known my
thought to him ?’
Ya-nei, for his part, looked in vain for some
means of speaking to his neighbour. When
the meal was finished, he returned to his ship
and lay down on his bed.
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But Elegant was so much occupied in thinking
of the young man that she could not touch her
dinner. Leaving her mother alone, she retired
to rest and was on the point of going to sleep,
when the sound of a song came to her. It was
the voice of Ya-nei, singing :

A dream has come to me from the Blue Bowl,
But I was not able to speak.

I could not tell her of my delight

Or appoint an endless alliance.

She rose softly, opened her cabin door without
sound and went up on to the bridge. Ya-nei
was S§tanding on the other ship, and immedi-
ately leaped to her side, and boldly took her in
his arms. Between joy and alarm, she did not
date to resist. He drew her into her cabin and
loosened her garments.

At that moment one of the slaves passed before
the cabin and, seeing the door open, cried
out :

¢ The door is open! O thieves!’

Elegant at once covered her lover with the
blanket, but one of the slaves saw the invader’s
feet. Ho Chang and his wife snatched away
the blanket.

‘How does this wretch dare to dishonour my
family? *> cried the governor in a rage. ‘ Ah,
throw him into the river!’

7



Thes Wedding of Ya-Nei
In spite of the prayers of the culprit and the gitl,
two men seized the former, dragged him away
and threw him into the water. She followed
him in despair, crying :
‘T have ruined him! I wish to follow !’
And she too threw herself into the water. She
woke with a §tart. It was only a dream.
Till morning she lay and thought, wondering
if this dream were perhaps an omen that her
destiny ought not to be bound up with that of
Ya-nei.
He also had complicated dreams all night. He
rose in the morning and opened the port-hole
of his cabin. Ho Chang’s ship was touching his
own, and the port-hole opposite to him was
open. Elegant appeared there, and their eyes
met. Surprised, delighted and embarrassed,
they smiled, as if they had known each other
for a long time. They would gladly have
spoken, but were afraid of being heard. Then
she made a small sign to him, retited quickly
into her cabin, and rapidly wrote some words
on a piece of paper ornamented with sprays of
rose peach.  She rolled it in a silk handkerchief
and cleverly threw it to Ya-nei, who caught it
in both hands. They saluted each other, and
reclosed their port-holes.
He unfolded the handkerchief and smoothed
out the crinkled leaf. It bore this poem :
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Brocade charallers are on this paper of flowers,
And the bowels of my sorrow in this embroidery.
I have dreamed of a prince

And, carried upon a cloud, I come to him.

But there was also a little word or two added :
“This evening your submissive mistress will
await you near the lamp. The noise of my
scissors will be the signal for our happiness,
and of our meeting.’

Beyond himself with joy, the lad hastened to
take a leaf of golden paper and wrote out a
poem on it. Then he took off his embroidered
silken girdle, rolled it all together, and opened
his port-hole. Elegant had also opened hers ;
she received the small packet and at once con-
cealed it in her sleeve, for she heard the slaves
approaching. These were followed by her
mother. At last the time came for her father
to cross to the other ship for the return feast
given by Wu.

Full of cunning, the maiden took a vessel
brimming with liquor and gave it to her slaves,
who eyed the gift as a thirsty dragon looks upon
water. They were half-drunk when Ho Chang
came back from the feast, and Elegant told them
to go to bed, and that she would do some
needle-work. As their faces were red, their
cars burning and their legs unsteady, they were
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only too glad to retire ; and soon their snores
wete heard over the ship. Little by little all
other sound died away in both the junks. Then
she gently knocked on her port-hole with her
sCissors.
Naturally Ya-nei was waiting for the signal ; as
soon as he heard it, his body was as if it had
been shaken to pieces. However, he softly
opened his shutter, stepped from one ship to
the other, and glided into the cabin where the
maiden waited him. She gave him formal
greeting, which he returned ; but they looked
at each other under the lamp, and their passion
already raged like fire. They could hardly
exchange a2 word, and Ya-nei’s trembling hands
were undoing her garments. She offered a
feeble resistance. He carried her on to the bed,
and with his arms joined himself to the fresh
breast that lighted him.
At last they were able to speak. She told him
of her dream, and of her astonishment on
recognising, in his poem, the verses which she
had heard him sing in dream. He turned
pale and sat down :
‘My dream was exa@ly yours. Before these
omens are fulfilled, I shall speak to my father to
arrange our matriage.’
But, even as they talked, they silently fell
aslccp in each other’s arms.
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Now about the middle of the night, the wind
fell and the river became calmer. At the fifth
watch the sailors untied their moorings and
began to haul their anchors, singing at their
wotk. The noise awakened the lovers, who
heard the men say:
“'The ship catches the wind rarely. We shall
not be long in getting to Ch‘i-Chow.’
‘They looked at each other in dismay :
¢ What are we going to do now ?’
‘Hush! * said she. ‘You mu$ remain hidden
for the moment. We will at lagt find a plan.
‘It is our dream come true.’
Remembering that the slaves had seen her
lover’s feet in her dream, Elegant leaned fot-
ward and covered them carefully with an ample
blanket. At last she said :
‘I have a plan. During the day you must hide
under the couch, and I shall pretend to be ill,
and keep in bed, or in the cabin. When we
reach Ch‘i-Chow, I will give you a little
money, and you must escape in the confusion
of the disembarkation. You shall rejoin your
patents, and we will arrange for our martiage.
If, by any chance, my parents were to refuse,
we should tell the truth. My family has always
loved me excessively; they will certainly
accede.’
As soon as they had determined on their course,
II
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Ya-nei slid under the bed, and made himself a
place among the baggages. The curtain fell
into place in front of him, and the young girl
was §till in bed when her mother came in,
saying :

‘Aya! Why are you reéting like this?’

‘I do not feel very well. I must have taken
cold.’

‘Cover yourself well, my daughter, if that
be so.’

At this moment a slave entered, asking if she
should bring breakfast.

My child,” said her mother, if you are not
well, you would do better not to take any solid
nourishment. I am going to make you an
occasional small rice broth until you are
recovered.’

‘I am not very fond of broth. Give me some
rice. Let them bring it to me here. I shall eat
it by and by.’
‘I will keep you company.’
“Aya! If you do not go and look after this
rabble of women, thcy will do thcir work most
incontestably wrong.’
Without understanding, the mother did indeed
go to the next cabin at that moment when the
breakfast was brought in. As soon as she had
turned her back, Elegant told the slave to set
down the dish on the table.
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‘You may go away. I shall call you when I
have finished.’

Ya-nei was watching, and came out from his
hiding. On the dish there were only two small
bowls of vegetables mixed with meat, a bowl of
cooked green-stuff, and a little rice. Naturally,
the young girl was not in the habit of taking
large quantities of food ; but for het lover, with
his three bushels of rice a day, the matter was
otherwise. After their meal, he again glided
under the bed, nearly as hungry as before. She
called the slave, and told her to bring in two
more bowls of rice.

Her mother heard this, and entered, saying :
‘My child! You are not well. How is it that
you want to eat all that?’

“The reason is not far to seek,” she answered.
‘I am hungry, that is all.’

And her father, who had come to see the invalid,
said :

‘Let her be. She is growing, and needs
nourishment.”

When night came, and the evening meal was
finished, she shut the door and told her lover
he could get into the bed again. But the poor
young man was suffering cruelly from hun-
get.

* Our &tratagem,’ said he, © is admirable. But it
is in one respect also grievous. I cannot conceal
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from you that my appetite is considerable.
The three meals which I have had to-day seem
scarcely 2 mouthful. On such a diet, I shall
statve before we come to Ch‘i-Chow.’
‘ Why did you not say so? I shall make them
bring me more to-morrow.’
‘ But ate you not afraid of rousing suspicion ?’
‘ That is nothing. I shall see to it. But how
much would you need ?’
‘We shall never be able to obtain quite that.
Ten bowls of rice at each meal would not be
enough.’
Next day, when her parents came to see her,
Elegant complained.
‘I do not know what is the matter with me,’
she said. ‘I am dying of hunger.’
But her mother began to laugh :
‘That is not a very serious affair. I will have
more rice brought to you.’
But when the young girl said that she needed
about ten bowls, the good woman was startled.
She again wished to remain near her daughter.
“ If you §tay here, mamma, I shall not be able to
take anything. Leave me alone, and I shall eat
mote comfortably.’
Everybody indulged her caprice. When the
cabin was empty, she shut the door and Ya-nei
came out. Hungry as he was, he made the ten
bowls vanish like a shooting &ar, and did not
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leave a single grain. Elegant watched him with
a§tonishment, and asked him in a low voice :
¢Is that still too little ? °

¢ It will suffice,” answered the other, drinking a
cup of tea.

He hastened back to his hiding-place, while the
young girl ate some vegetables. Then she
called the slaves, who came running up, won-
dering whether she had been able to eat all that
food. They looked at the empty bowls and at
their mitress’s slim figure, and murmured as
they went away :

¢ What a terrible illness !’

One of them, in her anxiety, went to the father
and showed him the dish, suggesting that he
should call a dotor as soon as possible. And
he, for his part, forbade them to give her so
much another time, fearing that she would
burst.

At mid-day he went himself to speak to her.
She began to weep : her mother took her part :
and they gave way to her. The evening meal
was juét as large.

They were approaching Ch‘i-Chow, and Ho
Chang, who was really alarmed, ordered his
boatmen to cast anchor near the town. Early in
the morning he sent his steward to find the best
do&or, and when the man arrived, brought him
on board and explained the case to him. They
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then went to examine the invalid and to tty her
pulse. The do&or at length came back with the
father into the central cabin.
‘Well? What is the illness ?’
The other coughed, and at lat said :
‘Your daughter is suffering from lack of
nourishment.’
Her father was $taggered :
‘ But I have told you that she ate thirty bowls
of rice yesterday !’
‘Yes, but your daughter is till a child. She is
apparently fifteen years old, but that is equivalent
to fourteen in reality, or even to thirteen and
some months. Her food accumulates in her
Stomach, but is not assimilated. From this
cause arises the fever which burns her stomach
and makes her imagine herself to be always
hungry. The more she eats, therefore, the
more her §tomach burns. In one month it will
be too late to cure her, and she will die of
hunger.’
‘ But how is she to be cured ?’
“First, I shall make her digest what she eats.
Of course, she must eat very little indeed.’
He wrote his prescription and went away. The
servant went to get the drugs, which were dis-
solved and boiled according to diteion, and
finally presented to the young gitl.
She said that she would take them, and as soon
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as she was alone threw them out of the port-
hole. Thereafter she continued to ask for ten
bowls of rice for every meal.

Every one on the ship was now discussing this
extraordinary case. Some said that they ought
to call in sorcerers. Others thought that re-
ligious men would do better, seeing that she
had certainly been possessed by one of those
starving spirits which wander without purpose
in punishment for their sins, with a needle’s eye
for a mouth, seeking in vain for food.

At the next town, Ho Chang summoned another
do&or. After his examination, mention was
made of the former diagnosis, and he burst out

laughing.

‘ Nothing of the sort. It is an internal con-
sumption.’

‘But what, then, is the reason for this
hunger ?’

¢ The hot and the cold principles are at variance
in her, and the resultant fire gives her continual
opsomania. It is easy to understand.’

‘ But she has no fever.’

‘ Outside she is cool, but she burns within.
The malady is inside the bones; and that is
why it is not visible. If she had continued to
take the drugs which you have been giving
her, it would have been difficult to save her. I
shall give her something to soothe her bowels.
C 17
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She will then, of her own accord, refuse all
food.’
It need not be said that it was the same in this
case as in the other. All the medicines went
down the river.
Meanwhile the two lovers continued to profit
by the silence of the night. Naturally, the
young girl was at fir&t, so to speak, passive in
the arms of the young man, who was himself
bashful. But little by little, penetrating further
into the domain of pleasure, their amorous
intelligence redoubled with their rapture, and
they forgot entirely where they were.
One night a slave woke up, and heard a ° tsi-
tsi-nung-nung’ and a ‘tsia-tsia’ coming from
the bed, and then quick breathing. Inwardly
surprised, she next day told her mistress,
and the mother, seeing that her daughter was
always of a brilliantly healthy complexion, began
to think this unknown malady a very $trange
one. She did not inform her husband, how-
ever, but ran herself to see her daughter. The
child’s face seemed to her to be more beautiful
and animated even than usual. She went out,
without seeing anything which might confirm
her suspicion, and, coming back again after
breakfast, began gently to question her daughter
on her ideas of marriage.
As they were talking, there suddenly came a
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snore from under the bed. Ya-nei, after his
efforts in the night and his morning meal, had
gone to sleep in his hiding-place.

Elegant’s mother at once shut the door and,
quickly stooping to look under the bed, saw the

oung man asleep.
¢ Alas, how could you do this thing ? And then
frighten us with your illness ? Now everybody
will know of it. Where does he come from ?
May Heaven $trike him dead !’
Elegant’s face was purple with shame.
‘It is all your child’s fault. He is the son of the
Lord Wu.
‘Ya-nei? But you had never seen him! Be-
sides, he was at the dinner with your father, and
we came away at midnight. How can he be
here ?’
Trusting in her mother’s indulgence, the young
girl confessed everything, and added :
“ Your unworthy daughter has dishonoured our
name and lost her innocence. My crime is un-
pardonable. But it was the will of Heaven.
There had to be that storm to make us meet,
and then destiny prevented our betrothal. Our
strength was too small for the §truggle, and we
have sworn to love each other until death. I
implote you to speak to my father and appease
him; for if he makes an uproar, there is
nothing left for me but to die.’
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Her tears fell like rain. And, while they were
talking, Ya-nei’s snores sounded like thun-
der.
¢ Atleast make him keep quiet,’ cried the mother
in a fury. “ We can no longer hear ourselves
speak.’
And she went out, slamming the door, while
Elegant hastened to awaken the sleeper.
‘ Really you might snore less loudly ! * she said
with impatience. ° Allis discovered now.’
When he heard this, Ya-nei’s body was frozen
with terror as if he had received a drenching in
cold water. His teeth chattered.
‘Do not be afraid. I have asked my mother to
speak for us. If my father is angry, there will
be time enough for us to die then.’
The woman meanwhile had hurried to her
husband ; but thete was a slave with him,
putting the cabin in order. So she waited, and
the tears rolled from her eyes. Ho Chang
thought she was anxious about their daughter’s
health, and reassured her :
“ She will be better in a few days. The dotor
said so. Do not so distutb yourself.’
But she sneered at him :
“You have been listening to the flowety words
of old Wise-Wand. Better in a few days! She
would have to be ill first !’
¢ What do you mean?’
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Since the servant was no longer there, she told
him in a low voice what she had seen and heard.
Ho Chang’s anger was such that his sight was
troubled. She begged him to calm himself.
‘ Enough! Enough!’ he thundered. °This
worthless daughter fouls the very air upon our
threshold. We must kill them both in the
night, so that none may know.’
The woman’s face became as the earth.
‘We have already reached a ripe age, and this
is the only flesh and bone we have. If you kill
her, what will be left to us? As for Ya-nei, he
is of a2 good family, he is intelligent, and well-
built. Our &ations are identical and our houses
equal. His only fault is that he did not make a
proposal, but rather forced everything in secret.
Yet so the matter is. Would it not be better
to send him back with a letter to Wu, requiring
gifts of betrothal? We would lose all by making
a scandal.’
Ho Chang’s rage was already half spent, and he
now let himself be persuaded by degrees. He
went out and asked the boatmen where they
were.
¢ We are approaching Wu-ch‘ang.’
‘You will anchor there.’
He then called his confidential §teward and,
explaining all to him, gave him a letter. After
this he went to see his daughter, who hid her-
21
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self under the blanket when she beheld him.
He spoke no word to her; but in a §ern tone
called out Ya-nei, who crept from his hiding-
place, saluted the older man, and said :
* My crime deserves death.’
‘How could a young man of your education
commit such an a&? My wife has prevailed
upon me to spare your life ; but, if you would
redeem your fault, you must take my unworthy
daughter as your wife. If this is not your inten-
tion, do not count upon my pardon.”
Ya-nei abased himself in ritual prostration.
‘ The honour which you do me is a reward
which my condu& does not deserve,” he said. ‘I
shall speak to my parents as soon as I return.’
Ho Chang hurried him away, without leaving
him time to speak to the young girl again. She
was clinging to her mother, and whispered :
I do not know my father’s intention. Could I
not have a letter from Ya-nei on his arrival ? °
Her truly indulgent mother went and spoke to
the steward.
The latter had alteady hired a boat, and, as it
was night, the intruder would be able to pass
from one junk to the other without being
observed. They set out, while Elegant wept
incessantly for sorrow and uneasiness.
We mu&t now return to the family of Wu.
After the night of Ya-nei’s departure, their boat
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had proceeded for several leagues before the
young man’s absence was noticed. But when
they called for him, and his cabin was found
empty, the souls of his parents left their bodies.
They howled their despair, supposing that their
child had fallen unobserved into the water.
They turned the ship about, hoping at leat to
recover the body; but all searching was in
vain, and they had perforce to resume their
journey in despair.

They had been at their detination for two days
when Ya-nei artived; you may suppose that
their surprise was only equalled by their joy.
They tead Ho Chang’s letter, and understood
everything. They scolded their son, and made
a feast for Ho Chang’s envoy. When the be-
trothal gifts were ready, they sent them in
charge of their own §teward, to whom Ya-nei
entrusted a sectet letter for his Elegant.

Soon the time came for Ya-nei’s examination at
the capital, and he was accepted. His father
asked for a holiday, and the whole family went
to Kien-K’ang, where the marriage was cele-
brated. The fame of Elegant’s wisdom and
beauty grew with the years, and the happiness
of these two was never dimmed.

Hsing shib béng yen (1627),
28th Tale.
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Thesr Shames of a Singing Girl

When there is a great peace
Under the gold cup of the sun
Joy reaches its flowering.

N THE TWENTIETH YEAR OF THE PERIOD

Wan-li, there came, among the thousands of
students who gathered at Peking for the examina-
tions, a2 certain Li, whose fir§t name was Chia
and his surname Chien-hsi, or ¢Purified-a-
thousand-times.” His family were from Shao-
hsing fu in Chekiang; his father was Judge
of the province of Kang-su; and Li himself
was the eldest of three brothers. He had
studied in the village school from childhood
and, not having yet attained to literary rank,
had come, according to cuftom, to present
himself for examination at Peking.
While in that city, he consorted, before his
springtide, with the young libertines, the
“ willow twigs > of his country; and, in order
to gain experience, frequented the theatres and
music-halls. Thus he became acquainted with
a famous singing-girl called Tu, whose first
name was Mei, or ¢ Elegance.” As she was the
tenth of her family, she was known at the
theatre as Shih-niang, ¢ The tenth daughtet.’
A delicate seduction diffused from her: her
body was all grace and perfume. The twin
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arches of her brows held the black which is blue
of distant mountains, and her eyes were as deep
and bright as autumn lakes. Her face had the
glory of the lotus, and her lips the gloty of
cherries. By what blunder of the Gods had
this piece of flawless jade fallen in the windy
dust, among the flowers beneath the willow ?
When she was thirteen years old, Shih-niang
had already °broken her claws.” Now she was
nineteen, and it would not be possible to
enumerate the young Lords and Princes whose
hearts she had besotted, whose thoughts she
had set in a turmoil, whose family treasures she
had swallowed without compun&ion. In the
theatres, they had composed an epigram about
her :

When Tu Shib-niang comes to a banguet
The guests drink a thousand great cups
Instead of a single small one.

When Tu Mei appears upon the ffage
The actresses look like devils.

It must be said that never, in the young passions
of his life, had Li Chia experienced the pain
of beauty; but, when he saw Shih-niang, emo-
tion was awakened in him, and the feelings of a
flowering willow filled his breast. He himself
was gifted with rare beauty, and a sweet and
gentle nature. He spent his money recklessly,
28
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with an unbridled zeal for bestowing gifts. For
this reason he held a double attra&ion for
Shih-niang, who considered that falsehood and
avarice were opposed to re&itude, and had also
by this time made up her mind to return to
a life of honout. She appreciated Li Chia’s
gentleness and generosity, and was drawn to-
ward him. But he was afraid of his father and
did not dare to marry her at once, as she
wished.

Their love was not, on that account, any the less
tender. In the joys of dawn and the pleasures
of twilight they kept together as do husband
and wife, and in their vows they compared their
love with the Ocean or with the Mountain,
recognising no other vital motive. In truth:

Their tenderness was decper than the sea
For it was past sounding,

Their love was as the mountains

But even higher.

Also, since Chia had been admitted to her
favour, rich Lords and powerful Ministers were
no longer permitted to see the girl’s beauty.
At fir§t Li used to give large sums of money, so
that the matron to whom Shih-niang belonged
shrugged her shoulders and smiled. But the
days went quickly, and the months too; and a
year had passed. Chia’s coffers had gradually
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become empty; and now his hand could no
longer keep pace with his wishes. But the
ancient ma-ma remained patient.

In the meanwhile the Judge had learned that his
son was frequenting the theatre, and sent him
repeated orders to return home. But Chia,
who was infatuated, kept on delaying his de-
parture until, hearing that his father was truly
furious, he no longer dared to return. It was
well said by the ancients :  As long as harmony
endures there is unity ; when harmony ceases,
there is separation.’

Shih-niang’s love was sincere, and her heart
only burned the more for him whose hands
wete empty. The ma-ma frequently ordered her
to send her lover away; then, seecing that the
young girl was indifferent to her commands, she
tried to exasperate Chia with §tinging words,
hoping thus to compel him to depart. But her
visitot’s nature was so gentle that his anger could
not be provoked, and the only result was to
make him more amiable in his behaviour to the
old woman, who in her impotence ended in
reproaching Shih-niang :

* We who keep open doors must eat our visitors
three times a day, and clothe ourselves with
them. We lead out the departing guest by one
door, but to receive a fresh one by another.
When desire is excited under our roof, our silver
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and silks mount up like hills. But it is more
than a year since this Li Chia began troubling
your curtains, and now old patrons and new
guests alike have discontinued their visiting.
The spirit Chung-k‘uei no longer comes to our
door ; nay, not the littlest devil. Therefore I
am angty and humiliated. What will become of
us, now that we have no trace of visitors ?
Shih-niang restrained herself withdifficulty under
these reproaches, and answered calmly :

‘ Young Lord Li did not come here with empty
hands. He has paid us considerable sums of
money.’

‘It was so at one time; but it is now so no
longer. Tell him to give me enough to pay for
rice for the two of you. . . . Indeed, I have no
luck ! Mo# of the girls I buy claim all the silver,
and hardly care whether their clients live or die.
But now I have reared a white tiger who refuses
riches, opens wide the door, and makes my old
body bear the total burden. O miserable child !
You wish to keep the poor for nothing. Where
will you find clothes and food? Tell your
beggar to be wise enough to give me a few
ounces of silver. If you will not send him
away, I shall sell you and look for another
slave. That would be better for both of
us.’

‘Do you mean what you say ? * asked the girl.
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‘But you know that Li Chia has neither
money nor clothes, and cannot procure any.’
‘Iam notjesting,’ answered the old woman.
‘Then how much mu$t he give to take me
away ?’

“If any one else were in question, I should
demand several thousand ounces. Alas! this
beggar cannot pay them ! So I shall be satis-
fied with three hundred ounces, with which to
buy another “tinted face”. If he brings them
within three days, I will take the silver with my
left hand and give the girl with my right. But
after three days, it matters not at all to me that
three times seven are twenty-one; Lord or
no Lord, I shall beat out this young spark
with my broom, and you must bear no grudge
for it.

“In spite of all, he should be able to borrow
three hundred ounces. But three days is too
little ; he will need ten.’

“Ten days!’ cried the other. A hundred
would be more like! Yet so be it. I will wait
ten days.’

“If he cannot get the money, he will not have
the face to return. My only fear is that you
will go back on your promise, if he does bring
the three hundred ounces.’

‘I am nearly fifty-one years old,” answered the
ma-ma. ‘Ten times I have offered the great
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sacrifices. How should I dare not to keep my
word ? If you mistrust me, let us &rike the
palms of our hands togethcr to fix the agree-
ment. Nay, if I break my word, may I be
changed into a pig or dog !’

That same evening, by the pillow-side, Shih-
niang explained how her body might be te-
bought, and Li Chia said :

“ That would delight me, but how can I pay so
much? My purseis as empty as if it had been
washed.’

‘Your slave has arranged all with the ma-ma.
She requires three hundred ounces within ten
days. Even if you have spent all that your
family gave you for your journey, you have $ill
some friends or relations from whom you can
bortow. Then you will have me entirely to
yourself, and I shall never again have to endure
that woman’s anger.’

“Since I became obsessed by our love, my
friends and relations have ceased to recognise
me. But perhaps, if I asked them to help me
to pay for my journey home, I might make up
the sum.’

In the morning, when he had arranged his hair
and clothed himself, and was about to leave
Shih-niang, she said to him:

“ Do your uttermost, and come back to me with
good news.’
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He went to all his relations and friends, pre-
tending that he was taking leave of them before
his departure. ‘They all congratulated him ; but
when he spoke of the expenses of the journey
and asked for a loan, all, without exception,
told him that they could do nothing. His
friends knew the weakness of his chara&er, and
that he was besotted with love for some
‘ Flower-in-the-Mist > or other. He had re-
mained in Peking, up to that time, they knew,
not daring to face his father’s anger. Was this
departure genuine, now, or but pretended ? If
he spent the borrowed money on ‘tinted faces’,
would not his father bear a grudge against those
who lent it? The mo& he could get together
was from ten to twenty ounces.

Ashamed of his failure after a full three days
of endeavour, he did not dare to return to
Shih-niang ; yet, since he used to spend every
night with his mistress, he had no other lodging.
After the fir§t evening, therefore, he went and
asked shelter from his fellow-counttyman, the
verylearned Liu Yii-ch‘un. This man,secing the
growing sadness of the young man, at lagt ven-
tured to question him, and learned his §tory and
of his plan of marriage. Liu shook his head:

‘That is hardly possible. She is the most
famous of all the singing-girls. Who would be
content with threec hundred ounces for such a
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beauty ? The old woman has conceived this

method of sending you away, and Shih-niang,

knowing that your hands are empty, asks you

for this sum because she does not dare to tell
ou to leave her. If you offered the silver, she

would laugh at you. It is 2 common trick.

Do not trouble yourself further, but resign

yourself to the breaking off of your relations

with the girl.

Li Chia was speechless for a long time, shaken

by his doubts, and Liu added :

¢ Make no mistake about it. If you show that
ou really mean to take your departure, many

will help you. But as for your plan, you would

need not ten days, but ten months to find three

hundred ounces.’

 Good Eldet-Brother,’ answered Li, ¢ your judg-

ment is indeed profound.’

But none the less he continued his vain search

for three further days.

Shih-niang was mo$t anxious when she did not

see her lover come back to her. She sent a

little servant to look for him, and the child met

Li by chance, and said :

‘Lotd, our Elder-Sister awaits you at the

house.’

In his shame, Li answered :

‘I have no time to-day. To-morrow I will

come to see her.’
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But the boy had been commanded to bring him
back, and to die sooner than lose him, so he
replied :

“It is the absolute wish of the Elder-Sister that
you come with me.’

Li could not refuse, and followed the messenger.
Once in Shih-niang’s presence he $tood still,
sobbing mo-mo, mo-mo, without a word.
“How is our plan going ? ’ she asked.

He only answered with a flood of tears; so
she insisted :

“Can people have been so hard as to refuse
three hundred ounces?’

Stifling his sobs, he answered with this verse :

It is easier to catch a tiger in the mountains
Than to move the world with speech alone.

‘I have gone about for these six days, and my
hands are empty. Shame has kept me away
from my perfumed companion, and it is only
at her command that I have come back. I have
tried my hardest. Alas! such is the spirit of
the century.’
‘We will say nothing to the ma-ma. Let my
Lotd stay here for the night: his slave will
propose another plan to him.’
She served him with a2 meal and wine, and made
him to lie down. Then in the middle of the
night she asked :
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“If you cannot find three hundred ounces to
free me, what are we to do?’

He wept without answering. Shih-niang waited
until the fifth watch ; then she drew from under
her mattress a bag containing a hundred and
fifty ounces in small silver, and said :

“This is my secret reserve. Since you cannot
find the whole sum, I will give you half of
it. That should help you; but we have only
four days more. Above all, do not come too
late I’

Astonished and overjoyed, he carried away the
bag and went back to Liu, telling him what had
happencd and showing him the money. Liu
exclaimed :

“ Surely this woman has a loyal heart ! Since she
a&s so, she must not be allowed to suffer. I am
going to a¢t as mediator in your marriage.’
Leaving Li in his house, he went himself to
ask for loans on all sides. In two days he had
amassed 2 hundred and fifty ounces. Hc gave
them to the young man, saying :

‘I have $§tood guarantor for you, for I am
deeply touched by Shih-niang’s sentiment.’

Li took the silver, as delighted as if the money
had fallen from the sky, and ran to see his mis-
tress. It was the ninth day. She asked him :

‘Has it been very difficult? Have you found
the hundred and fifty ounces?’
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He then told her what Liu had done ; and both,
rejoicing, spent a night of plcasure Next day
she said to him :

* When this money is paid, I mus follow my
Lord. But we have made no preparation for
the boats and conveyances of our journey. I
have borrowed twenty ounces from my friends.
My Lord may take them for travelling ex-
penses.’
In his uneasiness concerning these expenses, he
had not dared to speak of them. He took the
money, and was full of joy.
At that moment there was a knock on the door,
and the old woman cntcred, saying :
¢ This is the tenth day.
‘I thank the ma-ma for recalling the fa& to us,’
he answered. ‘I was on the point of paying
her a visit.’
And, taking up the bag, he poured the three
hundred ounces on to the table. The old
woman had not supposed he could succeed.
She changed colour, and seemed on the point of
gainsaying her word. So Shih-niang said :
‘I have $tayed in your house for a long time,
and have brought in several thousands of
ounces. To-day I am marrying. If you do
not keep your word, I shall commit suicide
before you, and you will lose the money and
the girl.’
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The old woman could find no wotrds to express
her feeling. She took the money in silence, and
finally muttered :
‘If you mean to go away, go now. But you
shall take none of your clothes or jewels with
ou.’
¥Iu§tling the two young people along, she led
them through the door and shot the bolt.
It was then the ninth moon, and the weather
was cold. Shih-niang had but jus risen from
bed, and was not dressed, nor was her hair
done. Yet she saluted the ma-ma with two
genuflexions. Li Chia shook his two hands
joined together. Thus the married pair left
that not too pleasant old woman :

Even as a carp escapes the metal hook,
Flirts its tail and shakes its head
And returns not.

In front of the door Li Chia said to his
mistress :

‘ Wait a moment ! I will call a little palankeen
to take you to the house of Liu.’

She answered :

“In this very court are my friends, my sistets,
who have always been in sympathy with me.
I must take leave of them ; and I cannot negle&t
to thank them for the money they have lent

3

me.
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Accompanied by her Lord, she went to each
pavilion to gteet her friends. Now, one of
them, Yieh-lang, was a very close friend of
Shih-niang, so, seeing that she had not done
her hair, she led her to her own toilet-table, and
ran to call another friend, Hstii Su-Su. Then she
took from her coffers many ornaments of king-
fisher feather and bracelets and jasper pins,
even embroidered robes and girdles ornamented
with phenix. She gave them to Shih-niang,
overcoming her with gratitude.

She also ordered a fea& of congratulation, to
which all their friends were invited, and finally,
at the end of day, offered the pair a bed for the
night.

When she was alone with Li Chia, Shih-niang
asked :

‘ Where shall we go when we have left the
capital 7 Has my Lord made a decision on this
point ?

* My father,” he answered, is &ill angry with
me. If, in addition, he learns that I have
married my Little-Sister, and that I am coming
back with her, he will doubtless be carried
quite away by rage. I have not found a satis-
fa&ory plan.’

‘Your father has feelings from Heaven. He
could not break completely with you. Would
it not be better for us to go to him, and to keep
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to our boat while you pray your friends to go
and ask for a harmonious reconciliation. After
that, leading your slave, you may re-enter your
dwelling in peace.’

¢ That is an excellent plan,” he answered.

Next day they thanked Yueh-lang again, and
went to the house of Liu. On seeing the
learned man, Shih-niang knelt down to express
her gratitude to him, saying :

‘ Later we may both know how to return your
kindness.’

Liu hastened to answer, according to the polite
formality : |
‘Your admirable sentiment far exceeds my
most poor aftion. You are a heroine among
women. Why, then, do you hang such words
to your teeth?’

All day the three of them drank wine of joy.
Then the pair chose a suitable day for their
journey,and obtained horses and palankeens.
When the time for their departure drew near,
Yieh-lang, Hsii-su, and all those friends came to
bear the couple company. Yieh-lang sent her
servants to bring a metal casket, furnished with
a golden lock, and gave it to Shih-niang, who
placed it in her palankeen without opening it.
The porters and servants urged the travellers
forward, and they started. Liu and the beauti-
ful women escorted them as far as the other
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side of the Ch‘ung-wén gate, and there they
drank a lagt cup together. They separated with
tears.

When they teached the river Lu, Li Chia and
Shih-niang abandoned the land way and hired
a cabin in a large junk which was going to
Kua-chow. After he had paid their passage in
advance, there was only a single piece of bronze
left in Li Chia’s bag; the twenty ounces which
Shih-niang had given him had vanished as
if they had never been. The young man had
not been able to avoid giving certain presents,
and he had also bought blankets and other
necessities for the journey. Sadly he asked
himself what was to be done, but she said
to him:

‘My Lord may cease to disturb himself. Our
friends have given yet mote help.’

She opened her metal casket, while he looked
on in shame. She took out a red silk bag and
put it on the table, bidding him open it. He
found the bag heavy; for, in fact it contained
fifty ounces of silver. Shih-niang had already
shut the casket again, without saying what
further was in it, now she said smilingly :
‘Have not our sisters the mo$t desirable in-
stin&? They did not wish us to have any
difficulty on our journey, and in this way they
enable us to cross mountains and rivers.’
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Li Chia exclaimed in his delight and sur-
prise :
“If I had not met such generosity, I should have
had no choice but to wander, and at last to die
without burial. Even when my hair turns
white, I shall not forget such virtue and such
friendship.’
And he shed tears of emotion, until Shih-niang
consoled him by diverting his thoughts.
Some days later they reached Kua-chow, where
the big junk stopped. But Li Chia was now
able to hire a smaller vessel for themselves
alone, and in this he Stowed their baggage.
On the morrow they were to travel across the
great river.
It was then the second quarter of the second
month of winter. The moon shone like water.
The pair were sitting on the deck of the junk,
and the boy said :
* Since we left the capital we have not been able
to talk freely, because we wete in a cabin and
our neighbours could hear us. Now we are
alone on our own junk. Also, we have left the
cold of the North and will to-mortow be on the
south side of the river. Is it not a fitting time
to drink and rejoice, so as to forget our former
sotrows ? You to whom I owe so much, what
do you say?’
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It is now long since your slave was deprived
of little pleasantries and laughters, and she had
the same sentiment as yourself. Your words
prove that we have but one soul.’

They brought wine on deck ; and, seated on a
carpet beside his mistress, he offered her cups.
So they drank joyously, until they were a little
drunk ; and at length he said :

“ O my benefa&tress, your voice of marvel used
to trouble the six theatres. Every time I heard
you then, my spirit took wing from me. It is
long since you have overcome me in that way.
The moon is bright over the shimmering river.
The night is deep and solitary. Will you not
consent to favour me with a song ?’

For a little Shih-niang refused. Then she looked
at the moon, and a song escaped her. It was an
affe@ing melody, taken from one of the pieces of
the Yuan dynagty, called  The Light Rose of
the Peaches.” In truth:

Her voice took flight to the Milky Way,
And the clonds Sopped to listen.

Its echo fell into the deep water

And the fishes hastened.

Shih-niang sang. And in a near-by junk there
was 2 young man called Sun; his fir§t name
was Fu, Rich, and his surname was Shan-lai,
Excellent-in-Promise. His family was one of
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the wealthiest in Hsin-an of Hui-chow ; his
ancestors had owned the salt monopoly in
Yang-chow. He was just twenty years old, and
had moulded his charaler in accordance with
his passion, being a regular visitor at the blue
pavilions, where the smiles of painted roses are
to be bought. He was making a journey, and
had cast anchor for the night at Kua-chow. He
was drinking in solitude, bemoaning the absence
of companions.

Suddenly in the night he heard a voice more
sweet than the sighs of the bird of passion, or
than the warbling phenix. No words seemed
adequate, he felt, to describe the beauty of this
song. Walking out from his cabin, he found
that the music came from a junk not very far
distant from his own.

In his eagerness to know who had enchanted
him, he told his men to go and question the
boatmen. But he learned no more than that the
junk had been hired by Li Chia. He obtained
no information concetning the singer. He
refleCted :

Such a perfe@ voice could not belong to a
woman of good family. How can I manage to
see this bird ?

He could not sleep that night. In the morning,
at about the fifth watch, he heard the wind
roaring on the water. The light of day was
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strangely veiled by cloud, and flakes of snow
were whirling madly. It has been said :

The clouds are swallowing

Countless thousands of trees upon the hill.
Footprints disappear on many footpaths.
The fisher in the bamboo hat

On the frail boat

Catches only snow and the froxen river.

This snow S§torm rendeted it impossible to
cross the river, and the boats could not be set
in motion. Sun, therefore, told his rowers to
leave his moorings and to make fa§ alongside
Li Chia’s junk. Then, in a sable bonnet and
wrapped in his fox-skin robe, he opened his
cabin window, pretending to look at the white
snow as it fell. Shih-niang had jus arranged
her hair, and, with her tapering fingers, was
pushing back the short curtains to throw out
the dregs of tea in the bottom of her cup.
The freshened splendour of her rouge shone
softly.

Sun saw that celegtial beauty, that incantation ;
he scented that perfume; and his soul boiled
over. For a long moment he gazed, and his
spirit was as if submerged. But he recovered
himself and, leaning out of the window, recited,
nearly at full voice, the poem of the ‘ Blossom
of the Plum Tree ’:
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Snow covers the mountain where the Sage abides,
Under the trees in the moonlight
Beauty advances.

Li Chia heard the poem and came out of his
cabin, curious to see who was reciting it. In
this way he fell into the trap set by Sun, who
hastened to salute him, asking :

“ Old-Elder-Brother, what is your honourable
name ? And what is your fir§t name which one
does not presume to repeat ? >

Having answered in accordance with the con-
vention, Li Chia had to que§ion Sun in his
turn. They exchanged such words as are cus-
tomary between educated men. Finally the
libertine said :

‘ This snow §torm was sent by Heaven to effe®
our meeting. It is a large piece of fortune for
your little brother. I was lonely and without
diversion in my cabin. Would it not be my
venerable brothet’s pleasure that we should go
to a river-side pavilion and divert ourselves by
drinking wine ?’

Li Chia answered :

‘ The water-che§tnuts meet at the caprice of the
current. How should I not be glad of this
offer ?”’

‘ Between the four seas all men are brothers.’
Then Sun ordered his servant to come with him,
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sheltering Li Chia under a large parasol. The
two men saluted each other again, landed on the
bank and, after walking a little ditance, found
a wine pavilion.

Having entered, they chose seats by the window
and sat down. The attendant brought them,
hot wine, Sun raised his cup to give the signal,
and soon the two were conversing freely and
had become friends. At length Sun leaned fot-
ward and said in a low voice :

‘La& night a song rose from your honourable
ship. Whose was that voice ?’

Wishing to pose as a man of leisute making a
journey, Li Chia at once told the truth :

‘It was Tu Shih-niang, the famous singing-girl
of Peking.’

‘How comes a singing-gitl to belong to my
brother ?’

Li Chia then ingeniously told his $ory, and
the other said :

“’To marry such a beauty is exceptional good
fortune. But will your honourable father be
satisfied ?’

Li sighed and answered :

“There is no lack of anxietyin my humble house.
My father is of a very stern disposition, and as
yet knows nothing.’

Sun, developing his hidden traps, continued :

“If your honourable father is not placable, where
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will my Elder-Brother shelter the Beauty whom
he has carried away ? Have you come to some
arrangement with her on this point ? ’

With heavy brows, Li answered :

‘ My little wife and I have already discussed the
matter.’

‘ Your Honourable Favour has doubtless some
admirable plan ? ’

‘ Her idea,” explained Li, ‘is to remain for the
time at a place in the country of Su and Hang,
whilst I go forward to my family and ask my
friends and relations to appease my father.’

The other gave a deep sigh and assumed a
saddened air :

¢ Our friendship is not yet deep enough. I fear
that you may consider my words both §trange
and too outspoken.’

‘ When I have the good fortune to receive your
learned and enlightening counsel, how could I
fail to respe& it?’

‘ Your honourable and noble father, being of
stern chara@er, is certainly $till angry at your
conduét in Peking. And now my Elder-Brother
marties in the face of convention. How could
your prudent relatives and valuable friends fail
to share the views of your honourable father ?
When you rashly ask them to a&t on your
behalf, they will certainly refuse. Then will not
the temporary residence of your Honourable
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Favour become a permanent one? In your
position, it will be as difficult to advance as to
retire.”

Li Chia knew that he had only fifty ounces in
his purse, and that half this sum would very
soon have vanished. He could not help hanging
his head. His companion added :
‘T have yet another thing to say, and it comes
from my heart. Will you hear it?’
“ Having already received your sympathetic ad-
vice, I shall be mo& happy to listen.’
¢ Since earliest time’, said Sun, ‘ the hearts of
women have been as changeable as the waves
of the sea. And among the Flowers-in-the-
Mig especially there are few who are found
faithful. Since the present case concerns a
famous singing-gitl, who knows the whole
earth, it is probable that she has some former
associate in the regions of the South. She has
consequently availed herself of your help to
condu& her to the land where this other
lives.”
‘I beg to say that that is not certain,” protested
Li.
‘ Even if it is not, the men of the South are very
adroit and very a&ive. You leave a beautiful
woman to live there all alone : can you guaran-
tee that none will climb her wall or penetrate
her dwelling ? After all, the relations between
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father and son are from Heaven and cannot be
destroyed. If you abandon your family for the
sake of a singing-girl, you will wander until you
become one of those incorre Floating-on-the-
Wave individuals. A woman is not Heaven.
You must ponder this matter seriously.’
Hearing this, Li Chia felt as if he were swept
away by a torrent. At last he answered :

‘ What, in your enlightened opinion, ought I
to do?’

‘ Your servant has a plan which should be very
profitable to you. But I fear lest, weakened by
the soft pillow of your love, you will not be able
to put it into execution, and that my words will
therefore be wasted.”

“If you have a really good suggestion, I shall be
for ever your debtor. Why do you fear to
speak ?’

‘My Elder-Brother, for more than a year you
have Fluttered-in-the-Rain, obsessed by your
brothel. You have not been able to give your
mind to the difficulties which will assail you
when you no longer know where to sleep or to
eat. Your father’s anger is only due to your
having become infatuated with Flowers, be-
sotted by Willows, until you poured out gold
as if it were simple sand. He tells himself
that you will quickly consume the abundant
wealth of your family, and not be assured of
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having children. By returning empty handed
you will justify his anger. If, O my Elder-
Brother, you could cut the knot which binds
you to your love, I would willingly make you
a gift of a thousand ounces. With a thousand
ounces of silver to show your father, you could
say that, during your §ay at the capital, you had
rarely left your §tudy chamber and that you had
never Skimmed the Waves. He will have con-
fidence in you, and the harmony of the house
will be restored. Thus, without idle words, you
change your sorrow to joy. Give the matter
three thoughts. I do not covet the Beauty ! I
speak with no idea but of loyally helping a
friend.’

Li Chia was a man of naturally weak charac-
ter ; moreover, he was afraid of his father.
Sun’s fine words troubled his heart. He rose,
made a deep bow, and said :

“O Brother! Your noble counsel has cleared
away the foolish and tangled obstrution of my
understanding. But my little favourite has
accompanied me for some thousands of li, and
it would not be just for me to leave her in this
way. I will return to deliberate with her, and
to discover whether her mind is favourable to
your projeét. I shall inform you shortly.’

‘In our conversation,” answeted Sun, ‘we
have abandoned the paths of $tri¢t politeness.
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That was because my loyal heart could not
endure to see the separation of a father and
son, and wished to help you to return to your
family.’

They both drank another cup of wine. The
wind had dropped, and the snow had ceased to
fall. The colour of the sky proclaimed the
evening. Sun caused his servant to pay for
the drinks, and, taking Li Chia by the hand,
accompanied him as far as the junk. It is very
true that:

You meet a SFranger and say three words
And tear off a piece of your heart.

In the morning Shih-niang, on being left alone
in her cabin, had prepared a little feast for her
friend, wishing to spend the day with him in
happiness ; but the sun had set before Chia
came back. She had lanterns lit to guide him
and, when he at last appeared and entered the
cabin, raised her eyes to his face and found the
colour of displeasure. She poured out a cup
of hot wine and offered it to him ; but he shook
his head without a word, and refused to drink.
Then he went and threw himself on the bed.

Sad at heart, Shih-niang put the cups and
dishes in order. She then undid her husband’s
clothes and, leaning on the pillow, gently asked
him :
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¢ What news have you heard that has so upset
you?’
Li Chia sighed, but without answering. She
questioned him again three or four times, but
he was already asleep. Unable to be indifferent
to such lack of regard, she remained for a long
time sitting on the edge of the bed, incapable of
sleep.
In tl;m middle of the night he awoke and gave
another deep sigh ; and she said to him :
¢ What is this difficult matter with which my
Lord is troubled ? What are these sighings ?
Li Chia threw off the blanket and seemed about
to speak, but the words would not come from
him. His lips trembled like leaves, and finally
he burst out sobbing. She clasped his head with
one arm and held it against her breast, trying to
comfort him, and saying tendetly :
‘ The love which unites us has lagted for many
days, for very nearly two years. We have over-
come a thousand hardships and bitter moments,
but now we are far beyond all difficulty. Why
do you show such grief to-day, when we are
about to cross the river and to taste the joy of a
hundred years ? There mut surely be a reason.
All things are shared in common between
husband and wife, in life and after death. If
anything is the matter, we must discuss it. Why
do you hide your sorrow from me ?’
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Thus urged, the young man mastered his teats
and said :

‘I am crushed beneath the woe which Heaven
heaps upon me. In the generosity of your soul,
you have not cast me by. You have endured
a thousand wrongs for me. That is no merit
of mine. But I &ill think of my father, whose
commands I am defying and that against every
convention and all laws. He is of inflexible
chara&er, and I fear that his wrath will grow
double at the sight of me. Where, then, shall
we two, floating with the current, come to our
anchorage ? How shall I ensure our happiness,
when my father has broken with me? To-day
my friend Sun invited me to drink and spoke to
me of my prospe@s, and what he said has
pierced my heart.

“ What is my Lotrd’s intention ? * she asked in
great surprise.

“I was turning madly in the web of our affairs,
when my friend Sun sketched out an excellent
plan to me. But I fear that my benefaétress will
refuse to follow it.”

‘ Who is this friend, Sun? If his plan is good,
why should I not agree to it ?’

“ His fir§t name is Fu, and his family had the salt
monopoly at Hsin-an. He is a2 man who has
Drifted-in-the Wind and knows life. Lagt night
he was charmed by your pure song. I told him
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where we came from, and confided the difh-
culties which beset our return, Then, under the
impulsion of a generous thought, he offered to
give me a thousand ounces if you will marry him.
With these thousand ounces as testimony I shall
be able to speak to my father. Also I shall know
that you are not without shelter. But I cannot
contain my feeling, and that is why I mourn.’
And his tears fell like a §torm of rain,

Ceasing to hold his head against her brea#t,
Shih-niang gently pushed him aside. At la&
she smiled like ice and said to him :

‘ This person must be a hero, a man of courage
and virtue, to have conceived a proje& so
advantageous to my Lord. Not only will my
Lord have a thousand ounces to take back with
him, not only will your slave gain shelter, but
your baggage will be lighter also and more
casily handled. As a plan it satisfies both
convention and convenience. Where are the
thousand ounces?’

Struggling with his tears, Li Chia replied :

‘I had not got your consent, so the silver was
not given me.’

“You must demand it first thing to-motrow
morning. A thousand ounces is 2 considerable
sum, and it mu$ all be paid into your hand
before I enter his cabin. For I am not met-
chandise which may be bought on credit.”
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It was then the fourth watch of the night.
Shih-niang prepared her toilet-table, saying :
‘' To-day I mu$t adorn myself to bid farewell to
my former prote@tor and to do honour to my
new one. It is no commonplace event. I must
therefore take great pains with paint and per-
fume, and put on my best of jewels and em-
broidered robes.’
Thereafter, with perfume and paint and jewelry,
she added to the splendour of her petalled
seduction. The sun had already risen before
she completed her preparations.
Li Chia was disturbed, and yet seemed almost
happy. Shih-niang urged him to insi& upon
the payment of the money, and he at once
carried her answer to the other junk. Then Sun
said :
‘It is easy for me to give the money; but I
ought to have the fair one’s jewelry as a proof
of her consent.”
Li Chia told this to Shih-niang, who pointed to
the casket with the golden lock, and caused it to
be taken to Sun, who joyfully counted out a
thousand ounces of silver and sent them to Li’s
ship. The young woman herself verified the
weight and §tandard of the metal; and then,
leaning over the bulwarks, half opened her
scatlet lips and showed her white teeth, saying
to the dazzled Sun:
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‘You can now, I think, give me back my casket
for a time. The Lotd Li’s passports ate in it,
and I mu& return them to him.’

The other at once ordered the little chest to be
brought back and placed on the bridge. Shih-
niang opened it. Inside there were several
compartments, and she asked Li Chia to help
her to lift out each in turn.
In the first there wete jewels in the shape of
kingfisher feathers, jasper pins, and precious
ear-rings, to the value of many hundred ounces.
Shih-niang took up these things in handfuls
and threw them into the river. Li, Sun and the
boatmen uttered exclamations of dismay.
In the second compartment wete a jade flute and
a golden flageolet. In a third were antique
jewels, gold furnishings and a hundred orna-
ments worth thousands of ounces each. She
threw them all into the river. The &ricken
onlookers gave voice to their regret.
Finally she drew out a box filled with peatls and
rubies and emeralds and cat’s-eyes, whose num-
ber and value wete beyond computation. The
cries of the wondering bystanders beat in the
air like thunder. She wanted to throw all these
into the river also; but Li Chia held her in his
arms, while Sun vehemently encouraged him.
So, pushing Li away, she turned to the other
and reviled him :
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“The Lord Li and I suffered many bitter
moments before we came to yesterday. And
you, to serve a detestable and criminal lust, have
undone us and have caused me to hate the man
I loved. After my death I meet the Spirit of
Retribution, and I shall not forget your vile
hypoctisy.’

Then, turning toward Li Chia, she con-
tinued : :

‘ During those many years when I lived in a
disorder of the dust and breeze, I secretly
amassed these treasures, that they might some
day rescue my body. When I met my Lord, we
vowed that our union should be higher than the
mountain, deeper than the sea. We swore that,
even when our hair was white, we should have
our love. Before leaving the capital, I pre-
tended to receive this casket as a gift from my
friends. It contained a treasure of mote than
a myriad ounces. I intended to deposit it in
your treasury, when I had seen your father
and mother. Who would have thought your
faith so shallow, that, on the $§trength of a
chance conversation, you would consent to
lose my loyal heart? To-day, before the
eyes of all these people, I have shown you
that your thousand ounces were a very
little sum of money. These persons are
my witness that it is my Lord who rejects
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his wife, that it is not I who am wanting in
my duty.’

Hearing these sad words, those who were present
wept, and called down curses upon Li, and re-
viled him as an ingrate. And he, being both
ashamed and desolate, shed tears of bitter
repentance. He knelt down to beg for her
forgiveness. But Shih-niang, holding the jewels
in each hand, leaped into the yellow water of
the river.
The onlookers uttered a cry and rushed to save
her. But, under a sombre cloud, the waves in
the heart of the river broke into boiling foam,
and no further trace was seen of that desperate
woman.
Alas ! she was an illustrious singing-girl, as
beautiful as flowers or jade. She had been
swallowed in an ingtant by the water.
The people, grinding their teeth, would have
beaten Li and Sun; but these, in terror and
dismay, made haste to push their boats out from
the bank ,and then went each his own way.
Li Chia, seeing the thousand ounces of silver
in his cabin, unceasingly wept for the death of
Shih-niang. His remorse gave birth to a kind
of madness in him, of which he could never be
healed.
Sun was so prostrated that he had to keep his
bed. He thought he saw Shih-niang standing in
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front of him all day and every day. It was not
long before he expiated his crime in death.
We mu$t now tell how Liu, having left the
capital to return to his own village, also halted
at Kua-chow. Leaning over the river to take
up some water in a bronze basin, he let the thing
slip, and therefore begged certain fishermen to
drag their net for it.
When they drew up, there was a little box in
the net. Liu opened it, and it was full of pearls
and precious tones. He rewarded the fisher-
men generously, and placed the box near his
pillow.
In the night he had a dream. A young woman
rose from the troubled waters of the river, and
he recognised Shih-niang. She drew near, wish-
ing him ten thousand happinesses. Then she
recounted the unworthy ingratitude of Li, and
said :
“ Of your bounty you gave me a hundred and
fifty ounces. I have not forgotten your genet-
osity, and I put this little box in the fishermen’s
net as an offering of recognition.’
He awoke and, having learned thus of Shih-
niang’s death, sighed for a long time.
Later, those who told me this §tory declared that
Sun, since he thought he could acquire 2
beautiful woman for a thousand ounces, was
evidently not a respe®able man. Li Chia,
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they said, had not understood the sorrowful
heart of Shih-niang, and was consequently
stupid, without refinement, and not worthy of
mention. Shih-niang alone was heroic. She
was, in fa&, unique since furthe§t antiquity.
Why could she not meet some charming com-
panion, some pheenix worthy of her? Why did
she make the mistake of loving Li Chia? An
admirable piece of jade was thrown to him who
did not deserve it ; so that love turned to hate,
and a thousand passionate impulses were
drowned in the deep water. Alas !

Tu Shib-niang nu ch'én pai pao hsiang. (Tu Shib-
niang, being put to shame, drowns herself with
ber casker of a hbundred treasures.)
Chin ku ch'i kaan (17th Century),
sth Tale.
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The Monastery of theo
Esteemed-Lotus

N THE TOWN OF ETERNAL PURITY THERE

was once a large monastery dedicated to
the Esteemed-Lotus. It contained hundreds of
rooms, and its grounds covered several thousand
acres. Its wealth and prosperity were due to
the possession of a famous relic.
The bonzes, who numbered about 2 hundred,
lived in luxury; and visitors were sure to be
received by one of them from the moment of
entry, and to be invited to take tea and cakes.
Now in the temple there was a ‘Babies” Chapel’,
which was reputed to possess miraculous virtue.
By passing the night in it and burning incense,
women who wished to have a son obtained a
son : those who wished for a daughter obtained
a daughter.
Round the main hall were set several cells.
Women who wished for children had to be of
vigorous age and free from malady. They used
to fast for seven days, and then go into the
temple to prostrate themselves before Fo, and
to consult the wands of divination. If the
omens were favourable, they passed a night
locked up alone in one of the cells, for the
purpose of prayer. If the omens were un-
favourable, it was because their prayers had not
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been sufficiently sincere. The bonzes made this
fault known to them; and they began theit
seven days’ fa& anew, before returning to make
their devotions.

The cells had no sort of opening in their walls,
and when a penitent entered one of them, her
family and attendants used to come and install
het. As soon as night came, she was locked in
the cell, and the bonzes insisted that 2 member
of her family must pass the night before her
door, so that none might entertain the least
suspicion of an entry to her. When the woman
returned to her home, the child was already
formed. It was born fat and beautiful always,
and without any blemish.

There was, motreover, no household, either of
public officials or the common people, which
did not send one or even two of its members
to pray in the Babies’ Chapel. And women
came to it even from the provinces.

Every day the crowd in the monastery was
comparable with mountains or the sea, and the
place was filled with the gayest hubbub. They
no longer kept any reckoning of the offerings
of every kind which flowed in upon them.
When the women were asked how, during the
night, the P‘u-sa had made his answer intelligi-
ble, some answered simply that Fo had told them
in a dream that they would have a son. Others
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said that they had dreamed that a lo-han had
come and lain beside them. Others asserted that
they had had no dream. Others again blushed
and declined to answer. Some women never
repeated this kind of prayer a second time:
others, on the contrary, went to the temple as
often as possible.

You will tell me that this §tory of a Fo or of a
P‘u-sa coming every night to the monastery is
in no way short of preposterous. But it must
be borne in mind that the people of that distri&
had a greater faith in sorcerers than in dofors,
and could not distinguish the true from the
false. Comnsequently they continued to send
their wives to the temple.

As a matter of course these bonzes, whose
outward behaviour was so laudable and corre&,
were wholly and unreservedly gluttons within,
both for luxury and debauch.

Although the cells were apparently quite close,
each really had a secret door. When the women
were sound asleep, the bonzes came softly into
the cell, and to such purpose that, when their
vi&ims wete aroused, it was already almost too
late. 'Those who would have wished to protest
kept silence for the sake of their reputations.
Now the women were young and sound : the
bonzes were §trong and vigorous. They had,
moreovet, taken the precaution to cause certain
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special pills to be administered to their visitors.
Consequently it but rarely happened that these
prayers were not heard. Sober-minded wives
would have died with shame sooner than confess
the matter to their husbands; and, as for the
others, they kept quiet so that they might be able
to do it again.

Matters were in this case when a new Governor
was appointed to the distri&t, the Lord Wang.
Soon after he entered upon his office, he heard
tell of the Monastery of the Esteemed-Lotus,
and could not help thinking :

¢ Since it is Fo and P‘u-sa who are involved, it
should be enough simply to pray. Why, then,
muét the women also go and pass the night in
the temple ? There must be some questionable
artifice in that.’

But he could do nothing without proof ; so he
waited until the ninth Sun of the ninth Moon,
which was a great festival, and then mixed with
the crowd of the faithful who went to the holy
place.

Passing through the main gate, he found himself
beneath great acacias and hundred-year-old
pines. Before him $tood the temple, brightly
painted with vermilion and decorated by a
tablet on which was inscribed in golden lettets :
‘Monastery of the Esteemed-Lotus, for Retire-
ment” To right and left was a succession of
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pavilions, and innumerable visitors were going
out and coming in.

The first bonze who saw the Governor wished
to run and warn his companions. The Lord
Wang attempted to §top him, but he broke
loose, and soon the drums and bells were
sounding to do honour to the magistrate, while
the bonzes formed in two ranks and bowed as
he passed along.

He entered the temple and burned some joss-
sticks ; after which the Superior made him a
low obeisance and begged him to come and re§t
himself for a moment in the reception hall.
Tea was served. Then, concealing his true
design, the Governor said :

‘I have learned of the great reputation of this
Holy Retreat, and I intend to ask the Emperor
to grant you a tablet of honour, inscribed with
the names and particulars of all the bonzes of
the distri&t.”

Naturally the delighted Superior wished to
prostrate himself in thanks ; but the Governor
continued :

“ They have spoken to me also of a miraculous
chapel. Is the matter so in truth? And in
what manner are these prayers made ?’

The Superior answered without misgiving that
the period of fasting was seven days; but that
by reason of the greatness of their desire and
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the sincerity of their prayers it most frequently
happened that the petitions of the suppliants
wetre granted in a dream during the night which
they passed at the monastery.

The Governor asked carelessly what measures
wete taken to ensute the preservation of the
proprieties ; and the other explained that the
cells had no other entrance than the door,
before which a member of the family had to pass
the night.

‘ Since that is the case,” said the visitor, ‘I shall
send my wife here.’

“If you wish for a son, it is only necessary for
both of you to pray sincerely in your palace,
and the miracle will be accomplished,” the
Superior assured him hasily; for he was
greatly afraid to see the local authorities con-
cerning themselves in this affair.

‘ But why must the wives of the people come
here, if my wife need not disturb herself to do
so?’

¢ Are you not the prote&or of our do&rine, and
is it not natural that the.spirits should pay
special attention to your prayers?’ answered
the astute bonze.

‘So be it,” agreed Wang. °But allow me to
visit this miraculous chapel.”

The hall was filled with women, who fled to
right and left. The &atue of Kwan-yin was
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covered with necklaces and pieces of em-
broidery. She was represented holding a child
in her arms, while four or five babies clung to
her robe. The altar and the walls were covered
with votive offerings, chiefly consisting of
embroidered slippers. Candles beyond number
were held in branches of candlesticks. ‘The hall
was filled with the smoke of incense. To the
left was the immortal Chang who gives us
children. To the right was the ‘ Officer of the
Star of Extended Longevity.’

Wang bowed before the goddess. Then he
went to visit the penitents’ cells. Each ceiling
was painted over with flowers, a carpet covered
each floor and the bed, the table and the chairs
wete spotlessly clean.

He examined the cells carefully all over and
found no crack. Not a2 mouse, not even an ant
could have entered in. He went out in per-
plexity and, after the usual formalities, again
stepped into his palankeen, which was accom-
panied to the gate by all the bonzes.

Thinking to the right and musing to the left,
as the proverb says, the Governor suddenly
conceived a plan. As soon as he arrived at the
palace he summoned one of his sectetaries, and
said to him :

“Go and find me two harlots, and clothe them
as hone§t women. Give one of them a box of
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black ink and the other a box of vermilion paste,
and send them to pass the night at the monastery.
If any one approaches them, let them mark his
head with the red and the black. I shall go
myself to-morrow morning to examine the
mattet. Above all, let this thing be kept the
closest secret.”

The secretary at once went to seek out two
public women of his acquaintance. One was
named Mei-chich, and the other Wan-érh. He
took them to his house, explained the Governor’s
otders to them, and clothed them as matrons of
good family. He summoned two palankeens,
which he caused the sham penitents to enter,
and himself condu&ed the procession to the
monastery. He left the women in their cells,
and came back to inform the monk on duty.
After his departure, a little novice brought tea
to the present visitors, who were more than
ten in number. Who would have thought of
troubling to examine the two new arrivals?
At the sounding of the first watch, all the cells
were locked. The members of the various
families took up their positions before the doots.
The bonzes shut themselves into their own
apartments.

When Mei-chich found herself alone, she put her
little box of vermilion near the pillow, turned up
the lamp, undressed herself, and lay upon the
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bed. But she was unable to sleep for thinking
of her mission, and continually kept looking
through the bed curtains.

The second watch sounded. On every side
the sounds of human life were silenced, and all
things were §ill. Suddenly she heard, under
the floor, this noise : Ko-ko. She sat up, think-
ing it was a rat, and saw a part of the floor
move to one side. A shaven head appeared,
and was quickly followed by the whole body.
It was a bonze. Mei-chieh was astounded, and
thought :

‘ So these rascally priests have been outraging
honest women !’

But she did not stir. The bonze quietly blew
out the lamp, came towards the bed, let fall his
robe, and slipped under the blankets.

Mei-chieh pretended to be asleep. She felt him
gently move her leg to one side, and then she
made as though to wake, saying :

* Who are you who come in the night and insult
me?’ She pushed him away, but the bonze
embraced her in his arms, and whispered :

‘I am a lo-han with a body of gold, and I have
come to give you a son.’

While speaking, he busied himself in accordance
with his salacity. It must be said that all
bonzes have no mean talent in the matter of
cloud and rain ; and this one was full of vigorous
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manhood. Mei-chieh was a woman of great
expetience, but she was unable to resist him and
had difficulty, at length, in repressing her sighs.
However, she took advantage of his arriving at
the supreme point of his emotion to dip her
fingers in the box of vermilion and to mark his
head without his perceiving it. After a certain
time, the bonze glided from the bed, leaving the
girl a little packet, and saying :

‘Here are some pills to assist your prayer.
Take three-tenths of an ounce each day in hot
water, and you will have a son.’

Weaty in body, Mei-chieh was just dimly closing
her eyes, when she was aroused by a fresh touch,
and, thinking that the same bonze had returned,
said in surprise :

‘What? Are you able to come back again,
when even I am so tired ?’

But he answered without pause :

‘You ate making a mistake! I have but jus
come, and the savour of my comforts is as yet
unknown to you.’
‘But, I am tired. . . .
¢ In that case, take one of these pills. . . .
And he handed her a packet. But she was
afraid that it might be poison and placed it on
the bed, contriving in the same movement to
dip her fingers in the vermilion and to Stroke
the new-comer’s head. He was even morte
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terrible than the former, and did not cease
before cock-crow.
As the old song says :

In an old ftone mortar
Where so many pestles have been worn away,

There is need of a heavy copper bammer,
Or the work is loft.

At dawn, another bonze appeared and said to
them in a low voice :
‘Perhaps you have had your fill. Is not my
turn coming ? ’
The fir& bonze gave a chuckle, but rose and went
out. The other then got upon the bed, and very
gently caressed the whole of Mei-chieh’s body.
She pretended to repulse him, but he kissed her
upon the lips, and said in her ear :
“If he has fatigued you, I have here some pills
which will restore the Springtime of your
thoughts.’
And he thrust a pill into her mouth, which she
could not avoid swallowing. A perfume rose
from her mouth into her noétrils, and caused her
bones to melt, imbuing her body with delicious
warmth.
But, even while thinking of her own pleasure,
Mei-chieh did not forget the Governor’s orders.
She marked the head of this new assailant also,
saying :
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‘ What a nice sleek old pate !’
The bonze bur$t out laughing :
‘I am full of tender and reliable emotions. I
am not like the unmannerly people of our town.
Come and see me often.’
And he retired.
Meanwhile the Governor had left his yamen
by the fifth watch, before the day had yet
broken, accompanied by an escort of about a
hundred resolute men, carrying chains and
manacles.
Atrriving at the $ill closed gate of the monastery,
he made the greater part of his train hide to the
right and left, keeping only some ten men about
him. The secretary knocked at the gate, crying
that the Governor was there and wished to
enter,
The first bonzes who heard his shout made haste
to arrange their garments and receive the visitor.
But the Lord Wang, paying no attention to their
salutations, went $traight to the apattment of
the Superior, who was already up and prepared
to begin the ritual of his greeting. But the
Governor dryly ordered him to summon all the
bonzes, and to show him the Convent register.
Somewhat alarmed, the Superior ordered bells
and drums to be sounded, and the bonzes,
snatched from their sleep, ran up in groups.
When the names written on the register had been
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called, the Governor commanded the astonished
monks to remove their skull-caps.

In the full light of the morning sun three heads
were seen to be marked with vermilion, but,
Oh, prodigy, no less than eleven heads were
covered with black ink !

‘It no longer surprises me that these prayers
should be so successful,” murmured the secre-
tary. ‘Indeed these bonzes are very con-
scientious! ’

Lord Wang pointed out the guilty ones, and
caused them to be put in chains, asking :

‘ Whence come these marks of red and black
upon you ?’

But the kneeling monks looked at each other and
could not answer, while the whole assembly
remained &ricken with wonder at this §trange
event.

Meanwhile the sectetary had gone into the
Babies” Chapel and, by dint of shouting, had
roused the two hatlots from a heavy sleep.
They quickly put on their garments, and came
to kneel before the Governor, who asked
them :

“What did you see during the night ? Tell me
the whole truth.’

Since they had agreed to the mission, the two
women rendered a plain account of the events
of that night, showing the pills which the
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bonzes had given them, and also their boxes of
vermilion and black.

The bonzes, seeing that their schemes were
brought to light, felt their livers turn and their
hearts put out of working. They groaned in
their secret despair, while the fourteen culprits
beat the earth with their brows and begged for
mercy.

‘ Miserable wretches, you dare to preach divine
intervention, so that you may deceive the
foolish and outrage the virtuous! What have
you to say ?’

But the cunning Superior already had his
plan. He ordered all the bonzes to kneel, and
said :

‘ These unhappy ones whom you have conviéted
are without excuse. But they were the only
ones who dared to at so. All my other monks
are pure. You have been able to discover the
shame of the guilty, which I in my ignorance
could not, and there is nothing for it but to put
them to death.’

The Governor smiled :

“Then it is only the cells which these two
women occupied that have secret passages ? ’

‘ There are only those two cells,” answered the
unblushing Superior.

¢ We shall question all the other women, and
then see.’
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The female visitors, who had already been
wakened by the noise, came in turns to give
their evidence. They were all in agreement :
no bonze had come to trouble them. But the
Governor knew that shame would prevent them
from speaking, and therefore had them searched.
In the pocket of each was found a little packet of
pills. He asked them whence these came ; but
the women, purple in the face and scarlet in the
neck, answered no word.

While this examination was taking place, the
husbands of the penitents came up and took a
part in it. And their anger made them tremble
like the hemp-plant or leaves of a tree. When
the Governor, who did not wish to push his
questioning too far, had allowed the visitors to
depart, their husbands swallowed their shame
and indignation, and led them away.

The Superior had not yet given up the fight.
He asserted that the pills had been given to the
women as they entered the monastery. But the
two harlots again affirmed that they at least had
received them duting the visit of the bonzes.
 The matter is quite clear,” the Governor cried
at length. “Put all of these adulterers in
chains !’

The bonzes had some thought of resisting ; but
they had no weapons and were outnumbered.
The only ones left free wete an old man who
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kindled the incense, and two little novices $till
in childhood.
The gate of the monastery was closed and
guarded. On his return to the yamen, the
Governor took his seat in the Hall of Justice,
and had his prisoners questioned in the usual
ways. Fear of pain loosened their tongues, and
they were condemned to death. They were cast
into prison to await the ratification of their
sentence.
As the governor of the prison went his rounds
to inspeét their bonds, the Superior whispered
to him :
‘ We have brought nothing, neither clothes, nor
blankets, nor food. If you will allow me to
return for a moment to the monastery with
three or four of my monks, I will willingly
give you a hundred ounces of silver.’
The prison governor knew the wealth of the
monastery. He smiled :
‘ My price is 2 hundred ounces for myself, and
two hundred for my men.’
The Superior made a grimace, but was com-
pelled to promise this larger sum. The warders
consulted with each other, and finally, when
night came, led the Superior and three of his
bonzes back to the monastery. From a secret
place among their cells the monks took the
promised three hundred ounces, and gave them
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at once to the warders. While these wete
weighing them and sharing them among them-
selves, they colleéted the rest of their treasure,
and secretly laid hold of weapons, short swords
and hatchets, which they rolled up in their
blankets. Also they brought away wine. Thus
heavily laden, warders and bonzes alike returned
to the prison, and held a feast. The priests
succeeded in making their warders drunk. In
the middle of the night they drew forth their
weapons and, having first set each other free,
proceeded to force the gates. They might
perhaps have escaped altogether ; but in their
rancour again§t the Governor they went fir§
to attack the yamen. The troops of police were
numerous and well armed, and the bonzes were
quickly overcome. The Superior gave his men
order to return as quickly as possible to the
prison, to lay down their arms and to say that
only a few of them had revolted, since this
might save the others. But the warders attacked
them so hotly that they were all put back in
chains.

Their crime was grave, and doubly aggravated
by tebellion. Next day, when the sun had well
tisen, the Governor gave his judgment. All
the hundred and twelve monks were led §traight
to the market-place and beheaded. Groups of
men provided with torches went to set fire to
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the monastery, and it was soon a smoking ruin,
Joy flowered upon the faces of all the men of
that town. But it is said that many of the
women wept in secret.

Adapted from Hsing shib bhéng yen
(1627), 39th Tal.
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URING THE CH‘ENG-HUA PERIOD OF OUR

dynasty there lived at Shantung a young
man named Flowering Mulberry, whose parents
possessed a sufficient fortune. He had just
bound up his hair beneath his man’s bonnet ;
his fresh and rosy complexion added to the
delicate charm of his features.
One day, as he was going to visit an uncle in a
neighbouring village, he was overtaken on the
way by a heavy $torm of rain, and ran for
shelter into a disused temple ; and there, seated
on the ground waiting for the rain to §top, was
an old woman. Flowering Mulberry sat down
and, since the §torm grew more violent, resigned
himself to wait.
Finding him beautiful, the old woman began to
converse and ingratiate herself with him, until
at length she came across to him, and finally
her hands wandered gently over his body.
He found this an agreeable manner of passing
the time, but said after a little while :
‘ How is it that, although you are 2 woman, you
have the voice of a man ?’
¢ My son, I will tell you the truth, but you must
not reveal it to anybody. I am not really a
woman, but 2 man. When I was little, I used
often to disguise myself and mimic the shrill
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tones of young girls ; and I even learned to sew
just as well as they. I used often to go to the
neighbouring market towns, pretending that I
was a young gitl and offering to do needle-
work ; and my skill was soon much admired
by all the dwellers in the houses where I worked.
I used to go to bed with the women, and by
degtees, according to the licentiousness of their
thought, we would enjoy our pleasure. Soon
the women found that they had no more
occasion to go out for their dalliance ; and even
the sober-minded gitls among them became
involved. They did not dare to say anything,
for fear of the scandal: and also I had a drug
which I applied during the night to their faces,
stupefying them so that they allowed me to do
as I liked. When they recovered their senses it
was too late, and they dared not protest. On
the contrary, they used to bribe me with gold
and silken $tuffs to keep silence and to leave their
house. Ever since then-and I am now forty-
seven years of age-I have never again put on a
man’s garments. I have travelled throughout
the two capitals and the nine provinces, and
always when I see a beautiful woman I contrive
to go to her house. In this way I accumulate
riches with but little labour ; and I have never
been found out.”

¢ What an astonishing tale ! * cried the fascinated
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Flowering Mulberty. ‘I wonder whether I
could do the like.’

‘One as beautiful as you are,” answered the
other, ¢ will be taken for a woman by everyone.
If you wish me to be your in§tructor you have
only to come with me. I will bind up your feet,
and teach you to sew ; and we will go into every
house together. You shall be my niece. If we
find a good opportunity I shall give you a little
of my drug, and you will then have no difficulty
in achieving your purpose.’

The young man’s heart was devoured by a
desite to put this adventure to the proof.
Without further hesitation he prostrated him-
self four times, and adopted the old woman as
his master, taking not a moment’s thought for
his parents or for his honour. Such an intoxicat-
ing thing is vice.

When it had stopped raining, he set out with
the old woman; and as soon as they were
beyond the boundaries of Shantung they
purchased hair-pins and feminine dresses. The
disguise was perfe&t, and any would have
sworn to Flowering Mulberty as authentic
woman. He changed his firt name for that
of Niang, “the little girl’, though for a few days
he was so embarrassed that he did not dare to
speak.

But his master seemed no longet wishful to look
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for fresh vi&tims. Every evening he insisted
upon his niece sharing his bed ; and up to a
very late hour would proceed with his instruction
and that even to the furthest detail.
It was not for this that FloweringMulberry had
disguised himself. One day he declared that
thenceforward each should go his own way, and
the other was bound to agree; but before
leaving him, he gave the boy some further
advice :
¢ Two highly important rules are to be observed
in our profession. The first is not to §top too
long in the same house. If you stayed in the one
place for more than half a month, you would
certainly be discovered. Therefore often change
your diétri¢t, so that from month to month there
may be no time for the traces of your passage to
become noticeable. The second rule is not to
let a man come near you. You are beautiful,
young and alone in life, and they will all wish
to interfere with you. Therefore always sur-
round yourself with women. One lagt word :
have nothing to do with little gitls; for they
cry out and weep.’
So then the two parted.
In the first village he came to, Flowering Mul-
berry perceived through a door the silhouette
of a most graceful young woman, and $§truck
upon the door by its copper knocker. The gitl
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opened, and looked at him through eyes filled
with fire. A needle-woman was ju§t what they
required.

But in the evening the boy was disappointed by
the arrival of a husband, whose lusty appearance
left him small hope for the night.

He was forced to wait until the young woman
was left alone in the house by day, and came to
work in the chamber where he sat. Then he
ventured an observation upon the appearance
of the countryside, and afterwards congratulated
her on her husband. She blushed, and their
conversation became mote intimate. It was
not until the next day, however, that he dared
to make an advance. This met with im-
mediate success. Two days afterwards he was
forced into a hurried departure; for the
husband had taken notice of him, and profited
by his wife’s momentary absence to suggest
caresses.

Thenceforward he followed his trade. At the
age of thirty-two he had travelled over more
than half the empire, and had beguiled several
thousand women. Often, he was so bold as to
attack more than eight persons at a time, in a
single house, and not even the little slaves
eacaped his attention. The happiness of which
he was thus the cause remained unsuspeéted,
and no one suffered by it, since none could
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dream of its exiftence. He always remembered
his mastet’s rule, and never risked $§taying for
more than a few days in the same place.

At lagt he came to the province West-of-the-
River, and was received into an important
house, where there were mote than fifteen
women, all beautiful and young. His feeling
toward each of these was of so lively a nature
that twenty days had passed before he could
make up his mind to go away. Now the
husband of one of these gitls petceived him and,
at once falling in love with him, arranged that
his wife should cause him to come to their
house. Flowering Mulberry went, suspecting
nothing, and hardly had he entered before the
man came into the room, took him by the waist
and asked for pleasure of him. Naturally he
refused and began to cry out; but the husband
took not the slightest notice of that. He pushed
him on to the bed and undid his garments.
But his shameless hands found another matter
than that which they expeéted. It was his turn
to cry out : the slaves ran in, bound Flowering
Mulbertry, and led him to the court of justice.

In front of the judge he tried to plead that he
had adopted his disguise in order to gain his
living. But torture drew from him his real
name and the true motive of his behaviout,
together with an account of his latest exploits.
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The Governor sent a report to the higher
authorities, for he had no precedent and knew
not to what punishment to condemn him. The
Viceroy decided that the case mu$t come under
the law of adultety, and also under that which
dealt with the propagation of immorality.
The penalty was a slow death. No attenuating
citcumstances were admitted.  So ended this
§tory. ‘

Hsing shib héng yen (1627),
10th Tale.
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Thes Error of thes Embroidered
Slipper

The sun is in our eyes

And we think we are running out towards joy;
Our heart pulls us down

And we shall never know the way of the sky
Or the end of all things.

URING THE HUNG-CHIH PERIOD OF OUR

Dynasty there lived at Hang-chow a young
man who was called Chang Loyalty. After his
parents died leaving him a great fortune, he no
longer had anyone to guide him, and therefore,
throwing away his books, he spent his time
with gallants of the sort we name fou-lang-tzi,
that is to say ‘floating-on-the-waves’. They
do not know how to profit by opportunity.
So Chang no longer $tudied anything but
various ball games, he abandoned himself to
the pleasures of the theatre, and took his delight
in those gardens where the breezes of love blow
in the moonlight. In a word, he followed the
changing flowers of illusion; and, as he was
himself seductive, as impassioned as expert in
pleasure, and rich and generous, he became the
favoutite of all the women of the town.
One day, when spring had but just caused all
the flowers to come out on the amiable banks of
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the Lake of the We&, Chang invited a company
of singing-girls and idlers to spend the aftet-
noon on the blue waters.

He put on a gauze bonnet with floating wings,
after the fashion of the time. His great trans-
parent silk robe was of purple and silver, over a
second embroidered one of pure white. White
gauze §tockings and red silk slippers completed
the elegance of his appearance.

He went out, walking unhurriedly, gently wav-
ing a fan decorated with paintings. Behind
him walked his little slave, Clear-Lute, who
carried over his shoulder a mantle in case the
weather should freshen, and a long guitar with
which to accompany the singing-girls.

As they wete approaching the gate of Chien-
t‘ang, Chang looked up, for no particular
reason. On the fir§t storey of a house a maiden
held back her window curtain and looked at
him. From her whole person emanated so
troubling a charm that he §opped in his walk,
and felt a tremor in his body. For a long
time they remained gazing at each other, until
she slowly broke into a smile, and he felt his
soul fly from him.

At this moment the door of the house opened
below, and a man came forth; so Chang
hastened to resume his walk, and returned in a
few moments. The curtain was drawn back
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over the window. He waited, but there was
no sign. At length he drew away, turning his
head, and walking as slowly as if he had already
gone a hundred leagues on the mountains.

Yet eventually he passed the town gate and
rejoined his friends on the boat, which was at
once Steered to the middle of the lake. The
banks were smiling with peach blossom : the
willow leaves were a mi§t of gold and green.
Little boats, with brightly-dtessed passengers,
crossed and re-crossed like ants. In very
truth :

Hills are heaped upon hills

And the pavilions on the pavilions.

The songs and dances are mever ceasing

On the West Lake.

The warm breexe fans the drunkenness

Of the pleasure walkers.

Heaven is above,

But here we have Hang-chow and Su-chow Lakes.

But Chang cartied the picture of that young
girl in his soul, and had no heart for pleasure.
His companions offered him cups of wine,
wondering at his melancholy; but he was far
from them.

At twilight they returned, and Chang re-entered
by the Ch‘ien-t‘ang gate, passing before the
gitl’s house. The window was shut. He
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stopped, and forced a cough; but there was
no sign. He went to the end of the &reet, and
came back again, but all was silent. Therefore
he had no choice but to go away.

He returned next morning, and §tayed at a shop
near by to learn what he could. He was told :
“They are people called P‘an. Their only
daughter is sixteen years of age, and is named
Eternal Life. The father has some conneétion
with a certain powerful family which affords
him proteétion. He lives by swindling, and
everyone fears him. He is a veritable skin-
pinker and bravo.’

This news made Chang a little thoughtful, but
he walked on by the house nevertheless. The
young gitl was again at her window. They
looked at each other; but there were people
about, and he had to go away.

That evening, as soon as night fell, he went
back. The moon was shining as brightly as the
sun, and the §treet was empty. The youthful
beauty leaned at her window, wrapped in
thought and bathed in the white light. She
smiled at him, and he drew from his sleeve his
scarlet muslin handkerchief. He made the knot
known as ‘union of hearts gives viGory.’
Rolling it in a ball, he threw it, and she adroitly
caught it in two hands. Then she §tooped and
took off one of her little embroideted slippets.
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She dropped it into Chang’s waiting fingers.
Enraptured with this gift, which was a pledge
of love and faith, he carried it to his lips and said
softly :

“ Thank you ! Thank you, with all my heart !’
In tones of maddening sweetness, she replied :

‘ Ten thousand happinesses !’

Just then a rough voice was heard within the
house. She made another sign to him and
closed the window. And he went home drunk
through silent streets made silver by the moon.
Once in his library, he examined the slipper.
It was a golden lotus, so small and so light that
a thousand thoughts troubled the lover. He
said :

‘I mu& find someone to arrange our meeting,
ot else die from an over-stressing of desire.’
Early in the morning, he put some pieces of
silver in his sleeve and hastened to a little wine
booth, not far from the house of P‘an. He
knew that he would find an old woman there,
whom he often met in pleasurable places. In
fa&, he saw her and called to her. She at once
saluted him, saying :

‘Aya ! My uncle, what brings you ?’

‘T happened to be passing,” he answered cate-
lessly. “ But I should like you to walk a little
way with me.’

“In what can I serve you ? * she hastened to ask.

99



Error of thes Embroidered Slipper

Without speaking, he took her into a quiet little
tavern. When they were seated, and the attend-
ant had brought them fruit and dishes of food,
he poured out a full cup of hot wine and
offered it to her, saying : :
‘I have something to ask of you, ma-ma
Lu. But I am afraid that you cannot accom-
plish it.’
* Without boasting,” she answered with a wide
smile, ‘there are few enterprises, however
difficult, in which I do not succeed. What is it
you desire ?’
‘I want you to arrange a meeting for me with
the daughter of P‘an, who lives in the Street of
the Ten Officials. Here are five ounces of silver
to begin with. If you succeed, you shall have
quite as much more.’
“The small Eternal Life ? The little witch! I
thought her so demure! I should never have
imagined she was a wild flower. But the
matter is difficult. There are only the parents
and the daughter in that house, and the father is
dangerous. He keeps a damnably suspicious
watch over his door. How could you get in?
I dare not promise any success.’
* You have ju boasted that you always succeed.
Here are two ounces more.’
The old woman’s eyes gleamed like fire at the
sight of the snow-coloured metal, and she said :
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‘I will take the risk. If all goes well, it will be
your fortune. If not, I shall at leagt have done
my best. But give me a proof, for otherwise
she would not listen to me.’
Not without regret, Chang took from his
bosom the little slipper, and gave it to her,
wrapped in his handkerchief. The old woman
at once slipped it into her sleeve with the pieces
of money. As she was leaving him, she said
again :
“ The affair is delicate. You must have patience
and not hurry me. That would be danget-
ous.’
‘T only ask you to do your best. Come and tell
me as soon as you have an answer.’
Eternal Life was profoundly agitated. Since
that moonlit night she had had no more taste
for food, but had said :
“If I married him I would not have lived in
vain. But I know neither his name nor where
he lives. When I saw him beneath the moon,
why had I not wings to fly to him? . .. As
it is, I have only this red handkerchief.’
Yet she had to live and speak as usual. But as
soon as she was alone she fell again into her
musing.
Two days later, old Lu entered their house.
The father had gone out. The visitor said to
mother and daughter :
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‘I received certain artificial flowers yesterday,
and have come to show them to you.’
She took a bunch of a thousand shades out of
her basket.
¢ Would you not say they were real ?’
‘ When I was young,’ said the mother, ¢ we only
worte ordinary flowers, and did not dream of
marvels like these.”
‘ Yet these ate only considered mediocre. But
the price of the fines is so high.’
“If we cannot buy them, we can at least admire
them,’ the young girl answered dryly.
With gathering smiles, the old woman took
from the basket a bunch which was indeed
incomparable.
“ And what is the price of that ? * questioned the
mother.
‘How should I dare to fix a price? I leave it
to you. But if you have a little tea, I would
willingly drink of it.’
‘In the admiration caused by your flowers, we
have forgotten our manners. Wait for one
moment, while I fetch some boiling water.’
As soon as the mother had left the room, the
woman took a slight parcel from her sleeve.
¢ What have you there ? ” asked Eternal Life.
‘ Something important which you mu$t not
see.’
¢ Oh, but I must see it then.’
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‘I shall not give it to you,’ said the cunning old

woman. ‘Aya! You have taken it from me

by force ! * she added, letting the parcel into the

gitl’s hand.

Impatiently the child untied the handkerchief,

and recognised her slipper. Her face flushed

into scatlet, and she said with difficulty :

“ A single one of these obje@ts is of no use,

ma-ma. Why did you show it me ?’

‘T know a certain Lord who would give his life

to have the pair. Will you not consent to help

me?’

Trembling all over, Eternal Life said to her

softly :

‘ Since you know all, tell me his name and

where he lives.’

‘He is called Chang, and he owns a hundred

myriads of ounces. He is very gentle ; his love

is as deep as the sea. He has lo§& his soul

through thinking of you, and has bidden me

arrange a means for his entry.’

‘How can it be done? My father is terrible.

When I have blown out my lamp, he often

comes to look into the rooms. What is your

plan, ma-ma?’

The old woman thought for a minute, and then

said :

‘It is not very difficult. You must go to bed

carly and, as soon as your father has come up
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and gone down again, you must rise quietly
and open the window. You must wait for a
signal, and let down a long piece of cloth. He
will climb up with the help of this rope, and, if
he is careful to go away before the fifth Watch
no one will surpnse ou.’
‘ Admirable ! * cried thc delighted child. < When
will he come ?’
‘It is too late to-day. But I will go to him
to-morrow morning. Give me a pledge of
re-assurance for him.”
‘ Assuredly ! Take the other slipper, He will
give it back to me to-morrow.’
The old woman hid it in her sleeve, for the
mother came in by this time with the tea.
Soon aftet, she took up her basket and went
away, accompanied to the door by the two
women.
She went §traight to the house of Chang, but he
was out. She offeted her flowers to the women
of the house, waiting for some part of the day
in vain.
Next morning she went again to find the young
man, but he had not returned. She went away
thoughtful.
The truth is that Chang had remained three days
in the house of a Flower-in-the-Mist. When he
returned and heard of the old woman’s two visits,
he hastened to find her. She said to him :
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“The pledge of love which you entrusted to me
is in her hand. She bade me tell you that her
father is dangerous, but that he is to be away
for a long time shortly. She will inform us.’
On his return journey the young man passed by
P¢an’s house. Eternal Life was at her window,
and they smiled tendetly at one another.

Three months had passed. Chang was sitting
one morning in his library, when his servants
told him that four police officers had come with
a summons. He asked himself fearfully whether
he had been mixed up in any scandal at a
pleasure house; but he had to obey. He
questioned the officers.
‘It is a matter of taxes and duties,” they
answered.
Re-assured, he changed his clothes and went
with them, followed by several of his servants.
He was taken at once to the hall where the Court
sat, and, §tanding before the red table, he saluted
the magistrate. The latter looked at him intently,
and harshly asked :
‘How did you enter into an intrigue with
Pcan’s daughter ? How did you kill her father
and her mother ?’
Chang was a libettine. That is to say he had
neither §rength nor energy. Hearing himself
thus unexpeéedly accused of a double crime, he
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shook from head to foot, as if a bolt had fallen
on him from a calm sky. He tammered :

‘ Although I had the intention of e§tablishing a
conneétion with her, I have not yet succeeded
in doing so. As yet I have not known her
house.’

The Governor thundered :

¢ She has just confessed that her relation with
you has lasted several months. How dare you
deny it ?’

Just then Chang perceived that the young girl
was kneeling close to him. Bewildered and not
knowing what to do, he turned to Eternal Life
and asked :

‘How can you say that I have been intimate
with you? With what obje& are you trying to
compass my ruin ?’

She sobbed without answering. Meanwhile the
Governor called upon the officers to apply the
buskin of torture to the young man. And they
swarmed about him like ants.

Unhappily for him, Chang Loyalty had been
brought up in muslin and gauze, and had grown
to manhood in a brocade. How could he
endure such torture? Hardly had he felt the
pressure of the buskin before he cried :

‘I confess everything !’

The Governor had a brush and paper given to

the accused, that he might himself write out
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his confession. The unhappy man wept, say-
ing:
¢ What musét I write? I know nothing of the
matter | > Then he turned to the young gitl and
added : ‘ Do you at least tell me what you have
done, so that I may write my confession.’
Eternal Life answered in irritation :
“Did you not look at me with lecherous eyes
under my window ? Did you not throw your
handkerchief? Did you not match the pair of
my embroidered slippers ?
¢ All that is true. But about the re§t ?’
The Governor here interrupted :
“If one thing is true, the rest is also. What is
the use of arguing it ? Since he refuses to write,
let him be given thirty $trokes of the heavy
bamboo, let him be cast into the cell for those
who are condemned to death.’
Happily for Chang, his gaolers knew that he
was very rich. They but touched him with
their blows, and led him to prison with as much
care as they would a butterfly. Each of them
cried :
¢ Uncle, how could you do such a thing ?
‘O my elder brothers,” he lamented, ‘if it is
true that I desired this gitl, yet have I never met
her. Do you believe that I could be a mur-
derer? I know nothing about the murder.
Tell me of it.”
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So he learned that, this very morning, Eternal
Life on waking up had been surprised by the
silence of the house. From the ground-floor
room where she had passed the night, she had
gone up to the Storey where her parents slept,
and had opened the door of their room. In
front of the bed, under the half-drawn curtains,
the floor was a tarn of blood.
She was so frightened that she tumbled down
the stairs and fell upon the §treet door, sobbing
and crying out. Neighbours heard her and ran
up, and she said to them :
‘ Yesterday, my parents went up to their room.
I do not know who has killed them both.’
The bolder ones went up the $tairs to see.  They
opened the bed-curtains, and there were the
man and his wife, &iff and with their throats
cut across. They looked to right and left.
The window was shut, and nothing was dis-
turbed.
‘It is a serious matter,” they muttered. °Let
us not a& haétily.’
One of them went at once to warn the district
chief of police, who came and examined the
scene of the crime. He shut and sealed the
house, and led Eternal Life to the Governot’s
Court. The girl knelt down and told all that
she knew, and the Governor said :
“If the doors and windows were closed, and
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nothing has been $tolen, the matter is dubious.
Had your father an enemy ? ’

‘ Not to my knowledge.’

“That is Strange!’ murmured the Govetnort,

and thought for a moment.

Suddenly he told the officers to take off the

silken veil with which the young girl had half-

covered her head. He could then see het

exceptional beauty.

‘How old are you? Are you not betrothed?’

‘I am seventeen, and I am &till free.’

“And you sleep on the ground-floor, while

your parents have their room above? That

is very curious.’

‘ Until quite recently your slave slept above.

But fifteen days ago they made a change. I

do not know why.’

The judge again reflected. Then he struck the

table violently, crying out :

‘It is you who have killed your father and

mother. Or, rather, it is your lover. Tell me

his name.’

‘Your slave never leaves the house. How

could she have a forbidden love ? Would not

the neighbours know it ?’

The judge made a salacious grimace :

‘In a case of murder the neighbours know

nothing. It is clear that you have had relations

with 2 man. Your parents knew of it, and that
109



Error of thes Embroidered Slipper

is why they changed their room. Your lover
killed them in a rage.’
Hearing these words, she became scartlet and
then pale. At a sign from the Governor, the
gaolers threw themselves like tigers upon the
little girl, closing a cruel pair of iron nippers on
her pellucid and delicate jade hand. As the
jaws began to crush her fingers, she uttered
loud cries :
‘ Metcy, my lord. I have a lover.
¢ What is his name ?’
¢ Chang Loyalty.’
And then she fainted. The Governor knew
enough. He summoned the young man and,
being convinced of his guilt, had him put in
prison, while awaiting further information. It
is well said in a certain proverb: ‘ Even while
you are sitting in your house with the doors
shut, misfortune falls from heaven.’
In prison, Chang refleted upon this sudden
accusation. Could he have committed this
double crime in his sleep? In the end he
offered his gaolers ten ounces if they would
take him to Eternal Life. When they bargained,
he promised twenty ounces. Then they led
him as far as the grill of the women’s prison.
The gitl was there, weeping without &int. As
soon as she saw him, she reviled him between
her sobs :
‘ Ungrateful and dishonourable! You made me
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mad with love for you. Why should you cut
my parents’ throats, and cause my death ?’
‘Do not make unnecessarynoise,” he interrupted.
‘Let us rather try to clear up this mystery. It
is certain that I sent the old woman Lu to you
with your little slipper. Did you see her ?°
‘ Naturally, wretch,” she answered disdainfully.
Again he interrupted :
¢ She told me that you had kept your pledge, that
your father was terrible, and that you were
awaiting his departure in order to arrange a
meeting. But since then I have known nothing
of you, save a few rare smiles.’
‘ Forgetful murderer,” she groaned, ‘again you
deny it. Did you not confess all before the
judge ? Why do you come to torment me ?’
‘ My unfortunate body could not endure the
tortute. By confessing I gained some days of
life. Do not fly into a rage, but answer me:
what happened after ma-ma Lu had visited
you ?’
‘We arranged everything for the next night.
You came and gave me back my slipper. Since
then you have climbed up to my room each
night. Dare you say it is not true ?’
Chang thought deeply. The bystanders won-
dered whether he were guilty and seeking a
clever explanation to save himself, or whether
he wete really innocent. At last he said :
“Then if we have met often, you should be
III
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very certain of my voice and body. Look at
me well, and think.’
The gaolers exclaimed :
* What he says is just. If there were a mistake,
would you leave him to die ?’
Eternal Life was puzzled, and looked at him
carne§tly. He repeated :
‘IsitI? Dear heart, speak quickly !’
‘He who came,’she said at last, ¢ was perhaps big-
ger. But it was always dark, and how can I be
sure ? ButI remember that on your left shoulder
you have a scar as big as a copper piece.’
The bystanders at once exclaimed :
“That is easy to verify. There can be no
further mistake. Uncle, unclothe yourself
quickly ! If there is nothing there, we shall
inform the Governor.’
Chang immediately uncovered his shoulder, and
the white flesh was as smooth as marble.
Eternal Life could not believe her eyes. When
the young man had gone back, filled full of hope,
to his prison, the gaolers made their report to
the Governor, who had already summoned
mother Lu.
In the audience chamber the old woman knelt
down and was quite overcome. The judge
began by ordering her forty strokes for having
a&ed as an abettor of corruption. The flesh of
her thighs was nothing but a bloody paste.
She told the whole §ory.

112



Tales from thes Chineses

After coming back from Chang’s house without
having seen him, old Lu had found her son
Wu-han in their little food shop. He had said
to her:

‘You come at the right time. I must kill a pig
this morning, and our assi§tant has gone out
for the day.’

The old woman did not like this work. But she
was very much afraid of her son, and did not
dare to refuse.

‘ Wait till I have changed my clothes ! * was all
she said.

While she was taking off her outer garment, a
parcel fell from the sleeve of it. Thinking that
it was money, Wu-han quickly picked it up and
opened it. It was the pair of embroidered
slippers. He said :

‘Oh! oh! Who is the little girl who has such
feet 7 She must be of a very loving nature. If
I could hold her to my heart for a whole night, I
should not have lived in vain. But how do
these slippers come here, for they have already
been worn ? ’

¢ Give them back to me ! * she cried. ‘There is
much money in them, which I will hand to you.’
And she told him the whole matter. But he
objeéted :

“ It has been a common saying from the earliest
times that aéts not committed can alone remain
unknown. This P‘an is a bravo. If he learns
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of the matter, all the silver which you receive
will be too little to buy his silence. Our whole
shop would fall into his hands.’

In dismay the old woman replied :

‘ Your words are full of reason. I am going to
give back the silver and the slippers. Iam going
to let it be understood that I refuse to embroil
myself with curtain affairs.’

* Where is the silver ? * he asked.

The old woman took it from her sleeve, and he
put it into his, saying :

‘Leave all to me. If they should happen to
come and seck a quarrel with us, we shall have
proofs against them. And, if nothing comes of
it, no one will dare to reclaim the money.’

¢ But what shall I say if he asks me for news ?’

‘ That you have not had time enough. Or even
that the matter cannot be arranged.’

What could she do, she who was thus deprived
of the money and the pledge of love ? She was
surely obliged to lie.

As for Wu-han, he at once went out and spent
the money on rich clothes and a fine gauze
bonnet.

In the evening, when his mother was asleep, he
put on his pretty clothes and set the slippers in
his sleeve. As the great clock sounded the first
watch, he went out softly and made &raight for
the house of P‘an. Light clouds were hiding
the moon. It was only half full.
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He coughed before the house. The window
opened, and Eternal Life appeared. She tied
a piece of silk to the frame, and let the other end
fall. He caught it and climbed up, making use
of the projections of the wall with his two feet.
Then, with a thousand precautions, he stepped
over the sill. Trembling, the girl hasened to
draw back the piece of silk and to shut the
window.
Then he took the child in his arms, and passion
leaped up in their two hearts. In the darkness,
and in such emotion, how could that mistake
be known ? 'The usurper drew her toward her
bed.
Even so is the precious scented flower of the
nutmeg embraced by the bind-weed. Even so
is the plum blossom torn by the hail. Even
so is the spatrow’s nest most outraged by the
cuckoo.
When the fir§t clouds of their desire were
dissipated by the rain of caresses, Wu-han took
from his sleeve the pledges of love. She gave
them back to him :
‘Now that I am happy, I no more wish to go
out.”
About the fourth watch, before daylight, Wu-
han arose and climbed $ealthily down to the
Street.
Since that time there had to be a §torm of rain,
or the moon had to be very clear, to prevent
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Wu-han from hurrying to the small woman.
The days, and then the months, passed in this
way.

One night the deceiver accidentally made some
noise as he went away. P‘an immediately came
up to them, but saw nothing; for Eternal
Life succeeded in not betraying herself.
Next night she warned her lover, saying to him
in her fear :
‘Do not come for a few days. That will be
safer. Let us give them time to forget about
it.’
But her father had his eats on the alert; he
heard the window creak, and he ran up,
though again too late. In the morning he said
to his wife :
‘This baby is certainly about some villainy.
She keeps her mouth as tight as a trap.’
‘T also have a suspicion,’ replied her mother.
‘Yet the room opens on to the $tairs, which
come down into our room.’
‘I am going to give her a good taste of the rod
to make her speak.’
“That is a bad plan, a very bad plan,” said her
mother. It is a true proverb that you must
not show family blemishes. If you beat her,
all the neighbours will know, and who would
wish to marry her? Let us rather make her
sleep in our room, Which6has no way out except
II
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the door. We will spend the night up the &airs,
and see what happens.’

On being told of this proposal, Eternal Life
dared not say anything. And on the higher
floor husband and wife slept in peace.

One evening Wu-han felt his heart seething
with passion. Fearing that he might be attacked
by P¢an, he armed himself with a knife, which
he used to cut pigs’ throats. Under Eternal
Life’s window, he coughed softly. Nothing
stitred. He coughed more loudly, thinking she
was asleep. But everything remained quiet.
He was going back to his house in a thoughtful
mood, when he saw a ladder left near to a house
which was being built. He seized upon it,
cartied it away, and put it up against Eternal
Life’s window. The catch was not locked. He
pushed it open, climbed over the sill, and
silently went toward the bed.

Drunken with joy, Wu-han was already dis-
embarrassing himself of his clothes, when, in
the &illness of the night, his ears caught the
sound of two people breathing, instead of one.
He listened with controlled breath. Unmistak-
ably the rough breathing of 2 man was mingled
with the softer murmur of a woman.

He was suddenly blinded with violent an-
ger :

“This is why she did not answer my signal.
The vile child has another man in bed. It was
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to get rid of me that she told me of her father’s
suspicion !’

In his jealous madness he drew his knife and
gently felt for the man’s throat. With a clean
blow he drove the weapon into the flesh, and
before the woman could move, he cut her throat
also, almost beheading her.

He wiped the knife and his hands on the blanket,
opened the window, and descended. He had
closed the catches. Once outside, he ran to re-
place the ladder, and went back to his house.
Denounced by his mother and brought before
the Court, Wu-han tried to deny the accusation.
But the officets, on uncovering his shoulder,
brought a scar to view. Eternal Life recognised
his voice and his body. The firt tortures ovet-
came his obtinacy, and he confessed all.

The murderer was condemned to slow death.
Eternal Life was $trangled, as was old Lu.
Chang, whose lecherous intentions had been
the cause of all, was sentenced to a heavy fine.
In dismay, and half ruined, he no more left his
study chamber. Not long afterwards, he was
catried off by a lassitude and a languor.

Ly Wu-han ying liu ho chin hsieh (Lu Wa-
han keeps an Embroidered Slipper to
his scathe) Hsing shib héng
yen (1627), 16th

Tale.
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A Complicated Marriage

ARRIAGES HAVE FROM ALL TIME BEEN

arranged beforechand by Heaven. If
such is the will of destiny, the most distantly
separated persons come together, and the nearest
neighbours never see each other. All is settled
before birth, and every effort of mortals does
but accomplish the decree of Fate. This is
proved by the following story.
During the Ching-yu period of the Sung dynasty,
there lived at Hang-chow a dotor named Liu.
His wife had given him a son and a daughter.
The son, who was but sixteen years old, had
been called Virgin Diamond, and was betrothed
to young Peatl, of the family of Sun. He was
brilliant in his Studies, and gave every promise
that he would one day attain to the highest
literary §tandard, and to the greatest honout.
The daughter was named Prudence. She was
fifteen years old, and had ju$ received marriage
gifts from her betrothed, the son of Pfi, a
neighbouring druggist. Her eyebrows were
like the feelers of a buttetfly, and her eyes had
the grace of those of a phenix. Her hips,
flexible as willow branches swayed by the wind,
wakened the liveliest feeling. Her face was
that of a flower; and the nimbleness of her
light body brought to mind the flight of
swallows.
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The go-between who had concluded Prudence’s
betrothal came one day at the instance of the
Péei family to ask that the marriage might be
hastened. But Liu had determined first to
accomplish the ceremonies for his son, and
accordingly took cuStomary S$teps with this
obje& in view, so that a day was at length
fixed. But when the appointed time was draw-
ing near, Virgin Diamond fell seriously ill.
His father, Liu, wished to postpone the cere-
mony, but his mother argued that perhaps joy
would cure him better than medicine.
‘ But if, by mischance, our son should die ?’
he insisted.
‘ We will send back the bride and all the gifts,
and the family will have nothing to say.’
The do&or, like many men, was wax in the
hands of his wife, and therefore hetr wish was
fulfilled.
But it chanced that one of their neighbouts
had been slightly affronted by them, and had
never forgiven them. He heard of Virgin Dia-
mond’s illness, and spoke of it to the family
of Sun.
Sun had no intention of compromising his
daughter’s future ; so he summoned and ques-
tioned the go-between who had arranged the
betrothal. The poor woman was in a great
quandary, fearing to offend ecither the one
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family or the other ; yet she was compelled to
admit the truth. In her anxiety she ran to the
house of Liu to obtain a postponement of the
marriage until Virgin Diamond’s recovety, and
hinted that, failing this, Sun would send his
old nurse to see the sick bridegroom.
Liu did not know what to do; and before he
had come to a decision, the nurse arrived.
He saluted her, not knowing what excuse to
make. At la§ he said to the go-between :
‘ Be so good as to entertain this venerable aunt
for 2 moment, while I go and find my Old-
Thornbush.’
He hutried into the interior of the house, and
in a few words told his wife what was hap-

ening.
‘ She is already here and wishes to see our son.
I told you that it would have been better to
change the day.’
‘You really ate a decayed piece of goods.
Their daughter has received our gifts, and is
already our daughter-in-law. You shall see.”
Then she said to Prudence :
‘ Make haste and prepare our large room for
a collation to the family of Sun.’
She herself went to the room where the nutse
was, and asked :
‘ Has out new daughter’s mother something to
say tous ?’
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* She is uneasy about the health of your honout-
able son, and has sent me to see him, thinking
that it would be better to postpone the marriage
if he were seriously ill.’
‘I am gratified to receive this proof of her
consideration. My son has, in fa&, taken cold,
but it is not a serious indisposition. As for
choosing another day, that is not to be thought
of. Our preparations are made, and a delay
would involve too great a loss. Furthermore,
happiness drives away every ill. The invita-
tions are sent out. We might imagine that your
family had changed its intention . . .
© At least, can I see the invalid ?’
“He has jut taken a drug and is asleep. Be-
sides, I have told you that he has caught cold.
Are you trying to insult me by expressing a
wish to prove my words ?’
“If the matter §tands thus,” the nurse politely
made haste to answer, ‘it only remains for me
to withdraw.’
‘You cannot go in this way. You have not
even taken a cup of tea. If you please, let us
go into the new room ; for my house is all in
disorder.’
On entering, the nurse observed the excellent
arrangement of the young couple’s apartment.
‘ Everything is ready, as you see,’ said the wife
of Liu. ‘And if my son is not quite recovered
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after the ceremony, I shall take care of him in
my pavilion, until he is able to embark upon
his conjugal life.’
Having taken tea, the nurse at last arose and
went away. On her return she recounted to
her master and mistress what had taken place,
and Sun and his wife found themselves in a
difficult dilemma. They could not think of
allowing their daughter to ruin her life by
entering the family of her betrothed, if he were
going to die, and, if the young man were not
seriously ill, they §&ood the risk of losing all
their preparation, and of giving occasion for
slander. Suddenly their son Yi-lang, who was
present, said :
“If they have not allowed him to be seen, it
means that he is seriously ill. There is no way
by which we can go back on our contraét;
and yet we cannot send my siSter to her ruin
in this fashion. I have a plan, and you must
tell me what you think of it. Let us send the
go-between to advise Liu that the marriage will
take place on the appointed day, but that the
bride’s equipment will not be sent until after
her husband’s recovery. I am sure that they
will reje& this offer, and then we shall have a
good excuse for throwing the blame on them.’
¢ But what if they should agree ? * obje&ted his
patents, after a moment’s reflexion.
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“They will certainly not agree, or else they
would have postponed the marriage. Besides,
it is impossible that they should be willing to
have anothet mouth to feed, without any
dowty ot plenishing.”

His father said :

“Vety well, if by any chance they do agree,
you shall disguise yourself as a woman and go
in your sister’s place. You could take a man’s
clothing with you, and put it on if the sick
youth recovered, or matters seemed to take an
unfortunate turn. They would not dare to say
anything for fear of being ridiculed.’

“Oh! that is impossible!’ cried the young
man. ‘In the fir& place I would be discovered
at once. And what would people say of me
afterwards ? ’

“ They would say that you had played a trick
on these people, and that is all. You are $ill
in the freshness of youth. You are sufficiently
like your sister to deceive those who do not
know you very well, especially in a2 wedding
garment. You mu$t do it. That is decided.
The nurse can go with you to arrange your
hair. . . . And in this way, if our son-in-law
dies, Liu will have neither my daughter nor her
equipment.’

When the wife of Liu received Sun’s proposal
from the mouth of the go-between, she hesi-
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tated for 2 moment. But then she refleted on
the false situation in which she would be
placed by refusing. So, masking her thoughts
beneath a smile, she agreed to the arrange-
ment.

On the day fixed for the marriage, Yi-lang
was conétrained to disguise himself. But two
grave difficulties presented themselves. First
with regard to his feet: how was it possible
for him to imitate his sister’s ravishing golden
lotuses, so like to sphinx heads, and the balanc-
ing of her light steps, a swaying of flowers in
the soft breeze? They gave him a petticoat
which reached to the ground, and he pra&ised
his sister’s gait, at which she laughed until she
cried. The next question was his ear-rings. It
so happened that his left lobe had been pierced ;
for in his childhood they had made him wear
one ring, in order to persuade the evil spirits
that he was a girl, whose death would be of
no importance. Everybody knows that the
Jinn always endeavour to rob us of that which
is truly dear to us, and leave untouched that
which is of no value.

So Yii-lang hung a jewel in his left lobe, and
stuck a small piece of plaster over his right
ear, so that it might seem it had suffered a
slight wound. His great peatl-decorated head-
dress concealed his head, brow and shoulders.
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His scarlet robes, embroidered with gold and
silver, helped to disguise his figure, and the
transformation was completed by rouge on his
lips and cheeks.
When evening at length drew near, drums and
flutes were sounded, the flowered palankeen
entered the courtyard, and the hoodwinked
go-between, admiring the beauty of the bogus
bride, herself opened the scarlet curtains. Not
seeing Yi-lang, she remarked upon this cit-
cumstance ; and they answered carelessly that
he was indisposed and kept to his bed. Ac&ually
at that moment he was taking leave of his
patents and imitating to the best of his ability
the sobs which wete fitting to the occasion.
The procession at last set out and all the bride’s
equipment was a little leather trunk.
At the house of Liu there was considerable
discussion :
¢ When the bride arrives, our son will be unable
to cross the threshold as ritual demands, and
the marriage will not be accomplished. The
bride will be left alone to salute the ancestors,
and this is impossible. What shall we do ?’
‘It cannot be helped,” answered the mother.
‘So much the worse! Our daughter must
make it known that she will take her brother’s
place. She shall recite the poem of the threshold
in his name, and the rites will be thus ob-
served.’
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And Prudence, in her graceful gitl’s garments,
did in faé receive the false Pearl as she got out
of the palankeen, pronounced the sacred for-
mulas, and led the new bride before the tablets.
The two seeming si§ters-in-law knelt down,
and several of the bystanders laughed inwardly
to see two women petform the marriage cete-
mony, and then kneel for the purpose of the
grand prostration.

The wife of Liu led Yii-lang to the invalid’s
bed ; but he had been excited and troubled by
the music and noise, and had fainted. They
had hasily to revive him by pouring some
spoonsfull of hot soup into his mouth.

At length the false bride was led to the pre-
pated pavilion, and her great veil was taken
off. Then her fresh beauty shone forth, and
everybody uttered exclamations of joy: the
wife of Liu was alone in feeling a certain com-
passion, for she thought of all that the new
bride would have to lose, and deplored her
son’s misfortune in falling ill at the moment
of tasting so great happiness.

As for Yii-lang, the tedium of beholding the
hideousness of all the guests was curiously
diminished by the pleasure of seeing Prudence’s
dele@able face. He thought :

‘What a misfortune that I am already be-
trothed ! Here is she whom Fate should have
given me.’
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Prudence, on her part, felt herself drawn towards
him in an irresistible manner, and said to her
mother and the go-between :
“ Alas! surely my brother has no luck, and my
siter-in-law will be very unhappy alone to-
night ! Is she not charming? If my future
husband were like her, my life would be free
from all regret.’
Meanwhile, the marriage feast came to an end,
a present was sent to the musicians, and the
guests withdrew. The disguised boy, after being
condu@ed to his pavilion, had his nurse’s
assistance in unmaking the complicated §truéture
of his nuptial adornment. At last he found
himself alone, but with no wish for sleep.
Now Liu and his wife said to each other :
‘It seems hard to leave the newly-wed bride
alone for her first night under our roof. Would
it not be better to tell Prudence to go and
keep her company ?’
As always, the father made certain obje&ions
which were not listened to. Prudence insisted,
and soon mother and daughter went together
to the new pavilion, and approached the bed,
the curtains of which were drawn shut.
‘Here is your sister-in-law come to spend the
night with you. . . .
Yi-lang did not know what to say. He was
afraid of being discovered, and held the
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curtains very tightly under his chin, as he put
his head through the opening.

‘T am accustomed to be alone,” he stammered.
But the mother said :
“Aya! You are both of the same age, you ate
almost sisters. What are you afraid of? If
you want to be particular, you have only to
keep a blanket between you.’
During this time, Yii-lang was moved as much
by fear as by delight. Was it not §rangely
fortunate that Prudence’s mother should het-
self have come and led her in this manner to
his bed? But if the young girl should call
out ? On the other hand he thought :
“ She is fifteen years old, therefore she has been
ready for some time ; the door of her emotions
is ajar. If I take precaution and kindle her
heart little by little, there is no need to fear
that she will refuse to nibble at my hook.’
Now the wife of Liu had alteady retired, and
Prudence had shot the bolt of the door. She
was laughing all over the bright chrysanthemum
of her face :
¢ Sister-in-law, you have taken no refreshment.
Are you not hungry ? If you wish for anything,
tell me, and I will go and fetch it for you.’
‘I am deeply grateful to my sister-in-law for
her gentle thought.’
Prudence noticed that the wick of the lamp
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had not been trimmed, and was burning long,
§traight and red. So she exclaimed :

¢ That is for your happiness, sister-in-law !’
The other could not restrain a burst of laughter.
Prudence blushed and laughed also :

‘You know how to be merry.’

So they talked together. At length the maiden,
taking the flowers out of her hair, got upon
the bed and knelt down to undress herself.
He asked her :

*On which pillow would you like to sleep ?
The lower one?’

¢ As my sister-in-law wishes.’

¢ Then, if you please, let us sleep on the same.’

‘¢ Very well.’

Prudence had slipped under the blankets to
finish undressing, and the boy did likewise,
removing his upper garment. The lamp, placed
on a little table beside the bed, dimly lit up the
recess through the thin curtains.

His emotion began to rise, and he asked :
‘How many flowering Springtides have you
known ?’

¢ Fifteen, this year.’

¢ Are you betrothed ?’

But she was seized with unaccountable shyness,
and dared not answer. He brought his lips
close to the delicate ear lying beside him, and
whispered :
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‘ Why are you so bashful? We are only two
women together.’

Very low, she answered him :

‘Iambetrothed to the son of Pei, the druggist,and
already they are urging that the ceremony should
take place. Happily nothing is yet decided.’
‘You are not vety eager, then 2’

She pushed his head gently away, saying :

‘It is not nice of you to take hold of my words
in this way, and to make fun of me. If I am
not eager, you do not seem to be any more so
than I.”

‘And how do you know that, maiden? In
any case, how could I be so when we are two
women ? ’

‘You speak to me as if you were my mother,’
the other laughed.

‘ Considering my age, I should rather be your
husband,” he thoughtlessly said.

She burét out laughing :

‘It is I who am the husband, seeing that I
took my brother’s place at the wedding.’
‘Well, let us not argue, but rather a& as if
we were husband and wife.’

Thus both of them spoke words of meaning.
They grew more and more passionate.

‘Since we are husband and wife,” he said
impatiently, ‘ why do we not sleep under the
same blanket ?’
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As he spoke, he pushed back the thick quilt,
and began to caress the upper part of her so
sweet and smooth, so soft and graceful body.
She had kept on an under garment, but her
heart was filled with Springtime thoughts, and
she offered no resistance to his hand.

Then, ttembling with desite, he came to her
breasts that had so lately dawned, and were so
firm. Their tender points were red as a cock’s
crest, and in all things lovable.

Delighted with this game, Prudence put out her
hands to return his caresses, and also found his
breasts. But there was nothing but quite a
little button. She was astonished, and said to
herself :

“ She is as tall as I am. How comes it that she
is not further developed ?’

But by this time Yu-lang was holding her right
in his arms, and had his lips glued to hers,
wantonly thrusting out his tongue. She con-
tinued the game by giving it a little nibble,
and then thrust out her own tongue. This he
so tenderly caressed with his that the girl’s
body seemed all at once to melt, and she said
languorously :

‘ This is no longer a game. We are truly hus-
band and wife !’

The false bride, seeing that he had fully awak-
ened the passion of his dupe, made answer :
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‘Not yet. We mu$t take off our under gar-
ments.’

‘But I am afraid le§t people should talk. It is
not good to take them off.’

He gave a nervous laugh and, without paying
attention to her words, undid her girdle and
took off her garment. As his fingers advanced
toward the sectet, she prote@ed herself with her
two hands, saying :

¢ Sister-in-law, sister-in-law, you must not !

But he kissed her again upon the lips.

‘ There is nothing to forbid it, little sister.
You may caress me also.’

In her agitation, and so as not to seem too
stupid, she took off his vest, and her timid
little hand suddenly encountered a certain mat-
ter. Her surprise was such that, for a moment,
she could not speak. But at last she said :
*What man are you who dare to take my
sister-in-law’s place ?’

‘I am your husband,” he answered, hugging
her to him.

She pushed him off, and said seriously :

“If you do not tell me in plain truth who you
are, I shall cry and call out, and you will be
sorry for that.’

‘Do not be angty, little sister,” he replied. ‘I
will tell you everything. I am Yi-lang, your
siSter-in-law’s elder brother. My parents heard
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that your brother was seriously ill, and did not
wish my sister to leave our house; but since
your parents would not alter the day of the
marriage, I had to disguise myself and take
my sistet’s place, until your brother should be
healed. I never expe@ed that Heaven would,
in its bounty, allow me to become your hus-
band. But we alone must know of our love.
Let us not betray it to any.’

Pressing forward again, he tried to bind her
in his arms. Although she had believed she
was with a woman, Prudence had loved him
from the first; the feeling which she had
mistaken for friendship quickly changed to
that of love, for it was kindled, as was all of
her, by the young man’s ardour. Nevertheless
she was suffused with shame, and so wavered
between one extremity and the other.

As for him, in the freshness of his $till maiden
youth he spoke to her of everlasting vows, of
a love higher than the mountain and vaster
than the sea, and of a marriage shaped from
a boundless happiness. Her betrothed, her
patents and her shame were all forgotten.
She covered her face with her hand and resisted
no longer.

When the cloud and the rain of their intoxica-
tion had been dispelled, they clasped each other
close and went to sleep.

136



Tales from thes Chineseo

Meanwhile the nutse, being in the secret of
this disguise, had been much disturbed at seeing
Prudence share the young man’s bed. From
the adjoining room she had heard their laughter,
and then their sighs, and had no further doubt
of what had happened. And inwardly she
ctied: *Woe! Woe!”’

In the morning, after Prudence had returned
to her parents’ house to perform her toilet,
the woman came in to wait upon Yu-lang, and
said to him in a low voice :

O praditioner ! You have donea fine thing !
What will happen if people come to know of
it?’

‘I did not search het out. Her mother led her
to my bed. How could I have avoided this ? ’
‘You ought to have resisted with all your
might.’

‘With an adorably beautiful girl in the same
bed? Evenaman of iron and §tone could not
have resited. Also, if you say nothing, who
will know of it?’

When the process of disguise was again com-
pleted, he went to salute the wife of Liu.
Then all the women of the house and the
cousins came to see him. Finally Prudence
came in, and they two laughed together.

For that day, as was the custom, Liu and his
wife had invited their relations and friends,
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and there was a great feast, with music and a
dinner laging until the evening. Then, when
the house was quiet again, the gitl went, as
on the previous night, to keep young Yi-lang
company. That night, even more so than the
preceding one, the butterflies beat their wings,
and the passionate phenixes were convulsed.
In the morning, they kept together. Therefore
the scandalised nurse ran out and told every-
thing to Sun and his wife, and they reeled with
surprise and emotion.
¢ Alas, misfortune will certainly come of it!
We must bring him back as soon as possible.’
They summoned the go-between and told her
that, according to custom, on the third day
after the marriage they wished to see their
daugher at their house. She therefore went to
the home of Liu, and the two lovers trembled
when they heard of this request. But the wife
of Liu had not forgotten the difficulties which
Sun had made with regard to the marriage;
and she was afraid of not seeing her daughter-
in-law again. So she said :
¢ But my son is §ill suffering, and the marriage
has not been altogether accomplished. We will
speak of this again at some later time.’
This answer had to be sufficient. The nurse
was in terror, and watched the approaches of
the room all night, for fear lest anybody
138



Tales from thes Chineseo

should hear the rapturous exclamation of the
lovers.

The days passed, and Virgin Diamond gradually
grew better. Since he admired the beauty of his
young wife, his desire to know her hastened his
tecovery, and the time came when he was able
to get up. Still walking unsteadily, he went
into the nuptial pavilion to see her who was
his bride, and came before the doot, supported
by his attendants. The nurse was there, and
ctied out aloud :

‘ My Lord wishes to enter !’

Yi-lang was, quite naturally, holding Prudence
in his arms. He hastily released her, and went
close to the door.

‘You have succeeded in rising, my elder
brother ? * said Prudence. ‘You will fatigue
yourself.”

“That is no matter,” he answered, making a
deep obeisance before her whom he believed
to be his wife.

“Ten thousand happinesses be with you !’ Yi-
lang graciously replied.

‘What an exquisite pair !’ ctied the wife of
Liu, proud of her son and happy at his for-
tune.

The false bride’s beauty was meanwhile strangely
reviving the invalid’s vitality. And the other
lad thought :
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‘He is a fine boy in spite of his illness : there

is no need to pity my sister. But if he can get

up, he will waste no time in coming to spend

the night with me. I must depart as quickly

as possible.”

When evening came, he explained his feats to

Prudence.

“It is quite necessary to persuade your mother

to send me back to my home, that I may change

places with my sister. Everything will be dis-

covered if we delay.’

‘You wish to go? But what will become of

me alone ?’

‘I have alteady thought of that. Alas! Alas !

But we are both betrothed to another. What

can we do?’

“If you do not want me living, I must die so

that my soul may follow you.’

And she sobbed and sobbed. He dried her

eyes, saying to her :

‘Do not meet trouble in this way, but leave me

to find a plan.’

They clasped each other in their arms, shedding

most bitter tears.

Now it must be said that the wife of Liu was

a little wearied of seeing her daughter night

and day inseparable from her sigter-in-law.

However, she said nothing, because the marriage

was not altually accomplished. But passing
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before the marriage pavilion on that day, she
heard a sobbing. She drew near noiselessly
and, through a hole in the window papet, saw
them close in each other’s arms and weeping.

‘ This is very odd,” she said.

She wished to make an outcry, but remem-
bered that her son was just getting better, and
would fall ill again from any sotrow. She
gently tried to push the door open, but it was
locked. She called out:

¢ It is §trange that this door should be locked! ’
The lovets recognised her voice, and made
haste to dry their tears and open the door.
She came in.

“Why do you lock yourselves in during full
daylight, and groan and embrace each other ? ’
They felt the blood flow to their faces, and
answered nothing. The mother’s hands and
feet were trembling with rage. She seized
hold of her daughter :

‘You are playing some pretty trick. Let me
talk to you a little.”

And she dragged her into an empty room.
The attendants who saw her asked each other
why the gitl was being dragged along like that.
But by this time the mother had locked the
door. When the attendants came and looked
through the holes in the paper, they saw her
lifting a $tick, and heard her crying :
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¢ O wretch, tell me the truth, or I shall strike
you! Why wete you weeping ?’
At first Prudence thought of denial. Then she
said to herself that it would be better to confess
and to beg her patents to break off her betrothal
with the family of Pfi, so that they might
marry her to Yi-lang. If they refused, she
would die. That was all. So she told the
whole matter without evasion.
* We are husband and wife. Our love is bound-
less, and our vows will endure for at least a
hundred years. My brother is recovered, and
we fear that we shall be separated. Yu-lang
wishes to return to his parents, to send his
siter in his place. It seemed, then, to your
daughter that 2 woman cannot have two hus-
bands, and that if Yu-lang cannot marry me,
I must die.’
As she listened to her, her mother’s breast
opened with rage, and she stamped her feet :
“ This rotten carrion has sent his son here and
has deceived me! And now my daughter is
lost. I must beat him unmercifully !’
She seized her &tick, opened the door and ran
torth. Her daughter, forgetting her shame,
tried to prevent her; but the old woman
pushed her away violently, so that she fell
down. Prudence got up and ran after her.
The attendants also ran.
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Now Yii-lang had very well understood that
all was discovered when Liu’s wife had dragged
her daughter away. A moment later, the nurse
hurried in.

‘O my Gods! And, ah unhappiness! All is
well lo&! Prudence is being questioned with
the stick.’

It seemed to him that two knives were piercing
his heart. He burét out into sobbing. But the
nurse was already taking out his hair-pins and
clothing him as a man. In a §tate of Stupor he
let himself be hurried to the main door and
through the §reets. A few moments later he
was back at his parents’ house.

His father did not fail to say to him :

‘I told you to play the girl, not the man.
Why have you committed aéts of which Celes-
tial Reason disapproves ?’

Yi-lang, jostled thus by his father and his
mother, no longer knew where he tood. Mean-
while the nurse objected :

‘But what can they say there? Our young
Lord has only to keep himself hidden for a few
days, and it will all pass ovet.”

But at Liu’s house the nurse, as she went away,
had unwittingly locked the door, and Liu’s
wife had come to it and was shaking it violently,
Stammering with rage and flourishing her
stick.
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‘ Thief, whom may Heaven $§rike dead! O
very vile rascal! For what did you take me ?
I am going to show you who I am! I will
have your life! If you do not open the door,
I shall break it open with a great ease.”

But naturally no one answeted. Prudence tried
in vain to $tay her mother, who loaded her
with insults; but at la§, in her rage, she
succeeded in breaking the lock, and rushed into
the room with her &ick uplifted. The cage was
empty and the bird flown. She knelt on all
fours to look under the bed and under the
furniture, ctying out all the time :

‘ Thief, you shall die !’

But, as she was compelled to admit, there was
no trace of the ravisher. Then Prudence said
to her, sobbing meanwhile :

* And now, after this scandal, the P‘ei family is
let into the whole secret. I entreat you to
have pity on me and let me marry Yi-lang.
Otherwise must I not die in order to redeem
my shame ?’

She fell on her knees, weeping and groaning.

¢ What you say is true,” answered her mother
resuming some measute of calm. °After this
wonderful affair, no one will want you.’
However, a2 mother’s love cannot be altogether
restrained. She drew near to her daughter :

‘ My poor child ! All this is not your fault. It
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is that rotten carrion of a Sun who has caused
it. But we cannot, of ourselves, break off the
betrothal with Peei.’

As Liu came up in the meantime, the matter
had to be explained to him. He was neatly half
a day without being able to speak, and it may
be surmised that his fir§t words were to throw
the blame on his wife :

“'The whole fault is yours! By making me say
I do not know what, you arranged all this.
Instead of altering the date as you should have
done! And to crown all, you insisted upon
placing our daughter in his arms ! She has very
well kept him company, has she not?’

His wife’s anger was not quite dead, and these
remarks rekindled it. Her voice rolled out like
thunder :

‘You old tortoise ! > she began . . .

But on this occasion he also was furious. He
advanced, threatening to $trike her. Prudence
tried to come between them, and all three were
nothing but a rolling, striking, shouting and
weeping congeries. The servants then ran to
inform Virgin Diamond, who rose from his bed
and un$teadily ran. His mother was moved
with pity to see him, and his father also §topped
his vituperation. They both went out mutter-
ing.

Vitgin Diamond then asked his sister the cause
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of all this, and why his young wife was no
longer there. She answered only with tears ;
but his mother, who had returned, told the
whole story.
Virgin Diamond’s anger was so §trong that his
face became the colour of the earth. However,
he contained himself, saying :
‘Let us not publish this family shame abroad.
If the news spreads, everybodywill laugh at us.”
As a matter of course, their mischievous neigh-
bour, Li, had heard their shouting and weeping.
He had quickly climbed on to his wall, but
had been unable to understand what was hap-
pening. Next morning he watched for the first
of the women slaves who came out, and drew
her into his house. Fifty pieces of copper
decided the girl to speak, and the delighted Li,
letting her depart, ran to the house of Péei, to
whom he told all that he knew.
Pfei went §traight to the house of Liu :
‘I know all,” he cried. ‘ Give back the gifts,
and let no more be said.’
Liu’s face became red and white by turns. He
thought :
‘How does he already know what happened in
my house but yesterday ?
Then he denied the matter :
‘Kinsman, whence come these words with
which you are trying to gully my family ?’
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‘ Miserable cheat! * cried the other, ‘you ate
in very truth an old tortoise.’

And he &truck him on the face with his hand.
‘Murderer !’ cried Liu in a fury. ‘Do you
dare to come to my house and insult me and
strike me 2’

And he struck Pei such a violent blow that the
old man fell to the ground. Then they began
to belabour each other. Virgin Diamond and
his mother, hearing their cries, ran up and
separated them. Afterwards Péei, pointing with
his finger and trembling, cried :

‘You know how to $trike, old tortoise ! We
shall see whether you are as clever in speaking
before the judge.’

And he went out swearing. Liu exclaimed :
‘It is all Sun’s fault. If I do not bring an
ation against them, they will even now escape
entirely free.”

In spite of his son’s curses, he hurriedly set
about writing an accusation, and ran to the
Governor’s palace.

The court was sitting, and Liu, holding his
accusation, approached the judge. Pei was
already there, and reviled him as soon as he
saw him. Liu retaliated, and the battle began
anew.

At this interruption, the magistrate sternly
ordered the two to kneel and explain them-
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selves. Both spoke confusedly at the same time,
but the whole §tory was none the less made
clear. All those who were implicated in the
matter wete summoned, and they came to fall
upon their knees.

At length the judge delivered sentence. All
the former betrothals were annulled. Yi-lang
became betrothed to her whom he had out-
raged. But the Sun family owed a compensa-
tion to the Liu family, which in its turn owed
a bride to the P‘ei family. :So Pearl Sun was
given to the son of Pfei, and Virgin Diamond
was bestowed upon the former betrothed of
Yi-lang. Having settled the affair, the Governor
summoned three red palankeens, and the three
brides were conduéted under escort to the
homes of their new husbands. The town of
Hang-chow talked of this affair for a long time,
but in the end forgot it for some new scandal.

Hsing shib héng yen (1627),
8th Tale.
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A Stranges Destiny

In epochs of deep peace

When days are lengthening,

The flute sounds and songs are heard
Among the drunken villages.

The Phanix Car is said to be approaching
With the Emperor,

And each one turns his eye

To the splendour of that procession.

N THE REIGN OF HUI TSUNG OF THE SUNG
IdynaS‘ty, near the capital of the Eas, on the
borders of the Lake of Clearness of Gold, a
new wine pavilion had just been opened,
under the sign of The Quick Hedge. Fan the
landlord, and his brother Erh-lang, were the
proprietors. Neither of them was married ;
and their business prospered.

It was the week when Spring melts into Sum-
met, and men walk abroad in numbers to enjoy
the freshness and beauty of nature.

One day Erh-lang roamed the lake-side, de-
lighting in the soft air, and saw, in front of a
tea-house, a ravishing girl of about eighteen, in
whose face, which was as dreamful as the Night
Star, flowered all the blossoms of the time.

He stopped, fixed to the ground with admira-
tion and already riotous with love. He could
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not take his eyes from the rose radiance of this
face, peach blossom againgt flawless jade ; from
this slender body, from the rare golden lotus
of these delicate feet. A scarlet hibiscus in
flower framed this pheenix againét Stirring land-
scape of the great lake.
Alas! our emotions do not depend upon our
will. The young girl felt herselt looked upon,
and raised her eyes; her soul was at once
troubled, her child’s heart secretly rejoiced.
She thought :
“If I could marry this beautiful man, I should
know many happy moments. But, though he
is there now, where will he be to-morrow ?
How can I tell him how to find me again?’
Just then a seller of refreshments came by
with his small vessels on his shoulder. She
called him :
‘Have you a little honey-water 2’
The merchant set down a bronze vase on the
ground to serve her; but she, with pretended
clumsiness, upset the vase, and said to him :
‘Never mind! Come to my house and I will
pay for all. I will give you my name and
address.’
Erh-lang pricked his ears, as she continued :
‘I am the daughter of Lord Chou, who lives
near the Ts‘ao Gate. My little name is Vi&tori-
ous-Immortal. And I pray you do not charge
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too much, for I am not yet betrothed or
married.’
The young lover trembled with joy, saying to
himself :
‘ These wotds are meant for me, I am sure of
that.”
The merchant was meanwhile protegting, and
the young girl added :
¢ My father is not at home just now. But he is
terrible, and you will undoubtedly be prose-
cuted if you try to rob us.’
Erh-lang earnestlydesired to make himself known
in his turn, and being unable to think of any
other expedient, he did as the girl had done:
asked for a bowl of cool water, and pretended
clumsily to upset the full jar. He then said :
‘Aya! Herte is another misfortune! But it
does not matter. Come to my house, and you
shall be well recompensed. I am Erh-lang,
brothet of Fan. We are proprictors of The
Pavilion of the Quick Hedge. 1 am nineteen,
and no one has yet cheated me in my business.
I can draw a bow, and am not yet betrothed.’
¢ Are you not a little mad ?’ asked the mer-
chant, looking at him in astonishment.  Why
do you tell me all that? Do you wish me to
a& as the go-between for your marriage? I
am an hone§t man, and have never cheated
anybody.’
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Hearing her admirer’s words, the girl rejoiced
in her heart. She suggested to her mother, who
was sitting by her, that they should go away ;
and rising to her feet, said to the merchant :

“If you will follow us, we will pay you at
once.’

But her eyes spoke in reality to the young
man ; who walked slowly behind her, admiring
the poise of her gait. In this manner they
proceeded until the two women entered their
house. But the young girl came back almost
at once to draw aside the big door-curtain and
to look out at him as he passed. He went on
walking to and fro, as if he had lo§ his
senses, and did not return to his house till
evening.

From that particular day Victorious-Immortal
remained so $trangely affeCted that she was
quite unable to swallow a grain of rice, or even
to touch a cake. At la&, one morning, she was
toc()i weak to rise. Her mother ran to her
bed.

* My poor child,” she asked, ¢ what is the matter
with you?’

‘I ache all over my body. I have pains in my
head, and cough a little.’

Her mother at once thought of calling in a
do&or ; but, in the absence of the master of
the house and his servant, there was no man
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to go on the errand. But an old female atten-
dant, named Kind-Welcome, was present and
obsetved :

‘ The ancient woman Wang lives, as you know,
quite close at hand. She has helped mote
than a hundred children into the world. She
can sew, and she can a& as go-between; but
she can also feel a pulse and diagnose an ill-
ness. Everybody calls her as soon as there is
anything the matter.’

‘That is true. Go and fetch her quickly.’
Some few moments later the healer came and
the mother began a long explanation. But the
woman interrupted her :

‘I shall know all about it when I have examined
the patient.’

The sick girl put out a wasted hand, and the
woman felt her pulse for a long time. At lagt
she said :

‘You have pains in the head, and all your
body aches. You are in continual agony, and
the earth is hateful to you.’

‘That is exaély the case,” she answered from
her bed. ° Also I cough a little.”

‘ But what has caused this illness ?

As the girl did not answer, this wise old visitor
turned to the mother and the attendant, and
signed them to go away. They dared not
refuse, and left the room.
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‘ Now we are going to cure you. The illness

lies in your heart, and nowhere else.’

‘In my heart ? > questioned the sick girl.

‘You have seen a handsome young man, and

he pleases you. Your suffering rises from that ;

is it not so ?’

¢ There is nothing of the sort,” denied the other.

‘Come, come! Tell me the truth, and I will

soon find a means to save your life.”

Seeing a chance to reach to her desire, little

Vi&orious-Immortal decided to tell everything.

When she had finished, the very old woman

said :

‘Do not be troubled. I know one of his

relations who has spoken to me of him. He is

intelligent and level-headed. I shall go and

see his brother, to make arrangements for your

marriage, if you finally wish to marry him.’

‘You know very well that I do,’ said the sick

child with a smile. But will my mother

consent ?”’

‘Do not be uneasy. I have my methods.’

She was already out of the room, and saying

to the mother :

‘T know what is the matter with your daughter.

If you would like me to make it clear to you,

have two cups of wine brought in.’

Kind-Welcome made haste to arrange all on

the table. The healer drank a draught of
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burning wine and, turning to the mother,
repeated word for word what the girl had
confessed to her, adding :
 And now there is nothing for it but to marry
her to Erh-lang, for otherwise her death is
certain.’
* My husband will be away for a long time yet.
I cannot decide without him.”
‘You have only to make the arrangements.
You need not celebrate the marriage until after
my Lotrd’s return. She must be given her
desire ; there is no other way of saving het.’
“If the young man is as desirable as all that ...’
the mother murmured uneasily. ‘But how
shall we bring the thing about ?’
‘I am going to speak to his elder brother. I
will keep you informed.”
Without further delay, the venerable go-between
went §traight to The Pavilion of the Quick Hedge,
where she found Fan behind his counter, and
saluted him :
‘ Ten thousand happinesses ! ’
“ You come at the right time,” he answered with
a bow. ‘I was about to send to beg you to
do so. For some days, I assure you, my brother
has not been able to take a morsel of food.
He says that his whole body is aching, and
now he Stays in bed. Will you, please, feel his
pulse ?’
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‘I will see him. But it is better for me to be

alone with him.’

¢ Then I shall not come with you.’

So the old woman went up into the sick man’s

room, and he said to her feebly :

¢ Mother Wang, it is very long since I saw you.

Alas ! you come too late! My life is finished!’

“In what special way are you so seriously ill ?

she asked, sitting near the bed and touching

his wrist.

After a2 moment she continued :

“Shall T tell you the name of your illness?

It is called Victotious-Immortal, little daughter

of Chou,and her house is near the Ts‘ao Gate.’

The sick man was $artled and sat up :

‘ How do you know that ?’

‘ Her family has commissioned me to come and

arrange your marriage.’

Immediate happiness revived the young man.

He rose and came down with the wise visitor

to his astonished brother.

‘I am cured,” he announced, ‘And all goes

very well.’

Meanwhile the old woman was saying :

‘The family of Chou has sent me especially

to talk to you about a marriage.’

All was soon settled, the first gifts were ex-

changed, and the comforted hearts of the two

young people were filled with joy. But they
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had to wait Lord Chou’s return before pro-
ceeding to the ceremony.

Chou did not come back until eight months
later. It is needless to say that, when he did
so, all his relations and friends came to drink
cups of wine with him to ‘ wash down the dust
of the journey.” At lat his wife told him what
had happened, affirming that all was decided.
But the eyes of the master of the house became
round and white, and he bellowed :

O filthy imbecile, who gave you the right to
betroth our daughter to a wine merchant?
Is there no son of decent family who would
marry her ? Do you wish to make us a laughing-
stock 7’

While he was thus cursing his wife, the servant
came up to them, crying :

“ Come quickly and save the child! She was
behind the door, and heard your cries. She
tell down and is no longer breathing.’
Stumbling in her haste, the mother ran out.
She saw her daughter lying on the ground and
was about to raise her, but her husband pre-
vented her, saying :

‘Leave her! She was bringing dishonour on
us ! If she is to die, then let her die !’

Seeing her mistress held back, Kind-Welcome
bent over the girl. But Chou, with a blow
that made the air whistle between his fingers,

159



A Stranges Destiny

sent her against the wall. In his rage, he
seized his wife and shook her roughly, and she
howled like 2 dog. The neighbours heard het
and ran in, fearing that there was disaster,
Soon the room was filled with women, all
talking at the same time. But the master of it
roughly bade them be silent :

‘I do not allow any spying upon my private
affairs.”

The neighbours retired in discomfort, and the
mother threw herself upon her daughter’s body,
whose ends wete already cold. She sobbed :
“You would not have died if I had come to
you. O mutrderer, you have let her die of set
purpose. You did not want to give her the
four or five thousand ounces which her grand-
father left her.’

He went out, panting like a boar with anger.
The mother did not cease to lament her loss :
her daughter had been so gentle and so clever.

At length the time came to shut down the coffin,
and Chou angtily said to his wife :

‘You pretend that I let her die so as not to
lose four thousand ounces ? I order you to put
all her jewels in the tomb with her. That is
more than five thousand ounces, one would
think.”

They brought in the wu-tso, the Inspe@or of
Corpses, and also his assiftant, to verify the
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death and to help in hearsing her. The keeper
of the family graveyard and his brother, the two
Chang, were also there to assi& in the mournful
work.

The time came for the funeral, and the proces-
sion went forth from the town. The coffin was
placed in a brick tomb, and the first shovels of
earth were thrown upon it. ‘Then all returned
home. Three feet of cold insensitive earth
covered the body of this young beauty, and it
had been full of love.

Now the Inspector of Corpses had a worthless
fellow named Féng for his assitant. This
miserable boy, on coming back from the ceme-
tery in the evening, said to his mother :

‘An excellent day’s work! To-morrow we
shall be rich.’

“ And what successful §troke of business have
you concluded ?’

‘ To-day we buried the daughter of Chou, and
all her jewels were put in the coffin with her.
Instead of leaving them to enrich the earth,
would it not be better to take them ?’

‘ Think before you do such a terrible thing ! °
his mother begged. ° This is no matter of a
mere whipping. Your father wanted to do the
same thing twenty years ago. He opened 2
coffin, and the corpse began to smile at him.
Your father died of that in four or five days.
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My son, do not do it. It is no easy mat-
ter.’
‘ Mother,” he answered simply, ‘ my mind is
made up. Do not waste your breath on me,
for that is useless.’
He bent over his bed, and took out of it a
heavy iron tool.
‘O mother, not each person’s destiny is the
same. I have consulted soothsayers, and they
have told me that I shall become rich this
ear.’
%—Ic took also an axe, a leather sack, and a dark
lantern, which he placed in readiness. Finally
he wrapped himself in a great mantle of reeds,
for it was the eleventh moon and the snow had
begun to fall. He made a sort of hurdle with
about ten inter-crossed bamboos, and fastened
it behind his mantle, so that it should drag along
the ground and efface his foot-prints.
The second watch was sounding when he went
out, and all was &ill bustle and gaiety in the
town. But beyond the walls both silence and
solitude reigned in the growing cold. The
snow was already thick. Who would have ven-
tured out there ?
From time to time he turned his head, but no
one followed him. At la§ he reached the wall
of the family graveyard and climbed in.
Suddenly a dog ran through the tall grass and
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leaped at him, barking. The thief had prepared
a portion of poisoned meat, and threw it to the
dog. The beas, being badly fed, smelt it and
swallowed it. He &ill barked a little, but the
venom was potent, and he very soon writhed
on the ground.

In the keeper’s hut, young Chang said to his
elder brother :

“The dog has $tarted barking, and then has
stopped. Is that not strange? Perhaps it is 2
thief. You ought to go and see.’

The elder brother rose from his hot bed and
took up a weapon, grumbling. Then he opened
the door and went out. But he was seized by
a whirl of cold snow, and called to the dog :

‘ What are you barking for, O animal of the
Gods ?’

Then he came back and glided under his blan-
kets :

‘ There is nothing atall.  But it is very cold.’
From the distant town came the far sound of
the gongs and drums of the third watch.
Taking heart, Féng went forward in a snow
which deadened his &eps. He quickly shov-
elled the fresh earth from the grave, and then
lighted his lantern. Its yellow light lit up but
a single point. -Forcing two long crowbars
between the joints, he loosened one brick, and
then another. At lagt the coffin was uncovered.
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He inserted his pick under the lid, and prised
it off and laid it on one side. The corpse was
brought to view.
¢ Small sister,” he murmured. ‘Iam only going
to borrow a little of your useless wealth. Do
not you grudge it me !’
He took the veil from that charming face.
'The head was covered with ornaments of gold,
and also with peatls. He took them all. He
was tempted by the fine and silken garments
of the corpse. He tripped it.
But suddenly, the body shook itself and pushed
the thief away with violence. He uttered a cry
of imbecile terror and shrank back. The corpse
had sat up and, in that little light, looked at
the open tomb, the scattered tools, and her own
unclothed body. The wretched lad, obeying
instinétive habit, trembled and lied :
¢ Little sister, I have come to save you.’
Naturally, when little Victorious-Immortal had
heard the foul Chou’s violent words, her
despair had made her lose all sign of life. It
was for this reason that she had been put in
her coffin while &ill alive. Aroused now by
the cold, her first thought was to remember her
father’s anger. Her only refuge then was the
house of her betrothed, and she said :
“If you will take me to The Pavilion of the Quick
Hedge, you may have a heavy reward.’
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‘ That is easy,” answered Féng, secking in vain
for how he should escape.

Ought he to kill her? He hardly had the
courage after such a shock. He decided to give
her back a few clothes. He put the jewels and
his implements in the sack, together with the
extinguished lantern, and quickly covered the
grave with earth again. Then, because the girl
was too weak to walk, he took her on his back
and went away from that place. But instead of
going to Fan’s house, he went to his own.

His mother opened the door to him, and cried
in terror :

‘ Have you $tolen the corpse also ?

‘Do not speak so loud,” he answered, setting
down his burdens.

He went to his bed, and there put little Vi&tori-
ous-Immortal. He drew a knife from his girdle
and showed it to the girl :

¢ Little one, I have some business to settle with
you. If we come to an agreement, I will take
you to Fan’s house. If not, you very well
behold this knife, and I shall cut you in two
pieces.’

‘ What do you want with me ? ’ she asked.
‘You are going to §tay here without making a
noise and without trying to escape, until I take
you to Fan. As for the re&, we will speak
of it another time.’
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‘I will do so! I will indeed do so!”’

Then the nasty youth led his mother into the
next room to calm her a little.

¢ But what are you going to do?’ she asked.
‘Do you think we can be safe when she has
gone to Fan ?’

‘I am not going to take her to Fan.’

¢ What are you going to do, then ?’

He gave a country laugh, full of suggestion.

Mattets so continued until the fifteenth day of
the first Moon, the evening of the Feast of
Lanterns. Féng went out to see the illumina-
tions, and also to profit by the opportunities
for theft which are always afforded in a crowd.
The evening wore on, and he had not yet
returned, when a shout arose among the neigh-
bours. Feéng’s mother opened the door to see
what was the matter. A fire had broken out
near there. In terror, the old woman made
haste to carry her furniture into the yard.
Profiting by this confusion, the girl slipped
through the door ; but in the street she did not
know which way to turn. At last she found
the road to the Ts‘ao Gate, and was running
in that dire&ion when she lo§ herself again.
However, when at length she asked where The
Pavilion of the Quick Hedge might be, she was
shown a near way to it.
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The attendant was before the door, and she
asked him very politely :

‘Ten thousand happinesses! Is not this the
house of Fan and Erh-lang ?°

“ Certainly it is, small lady.’

¢ Could you not lead me to him ?’

¢ Assuredly,” he answered.

He showed her the way, calling from the door
to his masters; but when Erh-lang, in the pale
light of the paper lanterns, recognised the white
face of his betrothed, he cried out in dismay :
‘Ghost ! Ghost!”’

Confident in her love, she advanced towatrd
him, piteously repeating :

‘Elder brother ! Elder brother! Iam alive!’
But he kept recoiling in terror, and crying:
‘Help! Help!’

How could he fail to believe himself in the
presence of a ghost, when he had witnessed the
funeral, and had, that very evening, encoun-
tered the wife of Chou in mourning gar-
ments ?

As she was about to touch him and, cringing
againgt the wall, he could retreat no further, his
terror redoubled. Not knowing what he did,
he picked up a heavy stool and struck his dear
visitor on the head with it. She fell back, and
her head sounded dully on the stone flags.

Fan ran up at the noise of this. He saw the

167



A Stranges Destiny

woman on the ground, and his brother holding
the §tool. : |
* What have you done?’ he cried. ¢ What is
the matter ? Was it you who-killed her ?’
¢ She is a ghost,” the other said.
“If she were a ghost, she would not bleed.
What have you done ?’
Already some ten persons had come up to see
what was the matter. The §treet guard came in to
them and seized Erh-lang, who kept on saying:
¢ She is the ghost of Chou’s daughter. I have
killed her.’
Hearing this name, a neighbour ran to inform
Chou, who would not at firét believe him. At
length he decided to go to the wine pavilion,
where he was compelled to recognise her,
though he kept on saying :
‘I buried her long since !’
Nevertheless, the guard insisted upon leading
Erh-lang to prison. Fan had the doors shut
then, and §tayed with Chou by the corpse till
morning.
Early next day the Governor inquired into
the matter. The coffin was opened. It was
found empty, and the keepers told how their
dog had been found dead in the snow on the
day after the funeral. In the absence of any
completer explanation, they proceeded with
their inquiry.
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Erh-lang, in his prison, was overcome with

sorrowful remorse. Sometimes he said that

she could not have survived her burial ; some-

times he was rent-with horror at the thought

that she had been alive when he §truck her.

He recalled her beauty and grace in Spring by

the lake side, and bitter tears rolled from him.

While he was musing in this way, he saw his

cell door open, and the girl appeated. In his

emotion and fear, he cried :

¢ Are you not dead, my darling ?’

‘Your blow caused me more grief than harm.,

Now I have wakened, and have came to see

you.”

She approached the bench where he sat, and

he took her hand :

‘How can I have been so foolish as to fear

you?’

They were talking thus, and already, in their

deep love, they were in each other’s arms.

His joy was so keen that suddenly he woke.

It was a dream.

On the second night the same thing happened,

and on the third, and his passion grew stronger

for her. As she was going away the third

time, she said :

‘ My life on earth had come to an end, but my

love was so great and so potently called me to

you, that the Marshal-of-the-Five-Ways, the
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Keeper-of-the-Frontier-of-the-Shadows, allowed
me to come back to you, for these three nights.
I mus$t leave you now. But, if you do not
forget, there will yet be something of me
bound to your soul.’

Then she disappeared, and the young man
sobbed most bittetly.

In the end the matter was cleared up by chance.
Feéng’s mother, having filched a golden trifle
from her son’s bag, went to sell it to the same
jeweller who had made it for Chou. On being
denounced before the Governor, mother and
son wete apprehended, and all the jewels were
discovered in their house. Torture found them
words, and the whole matter became cleat.
Erh-lang had actually believed that he saw a
ghost, and was released. Féng was sentenced
to slow death, and §trips were torn one by one
from his body by the executioner. His mother
was only §trangled.

As for Erh-lang, his heart stayed faithful to the
girl he had so greatly loved. At every feas he
went to the temple of the Marshal-of-the-Five-
Ways, and burned incense, so that the pleasant
smoke of it might ascend to the palace of the
soul of little ViGtorious-Immortal. His fidelity
touched even the rough heart of Chou and,
when he came to die a few years later, his body
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was buried in the same tomb with her whom
his arms had known only in sleep.

Nao fan lou to ch'ing chou shéng hsien (Chou
Vidorious-Immortal, of abundant love,
overthrows the Pavilion of the Fan).
Hsing shib héng yen (1627),
14th Tale.

The End.



NOTE
These tales are discussed in the Terminal Essay
of the Series. They have been translated from
the graceful French versions of M. George
Soulié de Morant.
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