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GOLDEN CITIES, FAR

He told the King all that he had learned, and said, “Give
me the royal barge, O my father, that I may go to the
southern land with my wife Ahura and my son Merab. For
the Book of Thoth I must and will have.”

So the King gave orders and the royal barge was prepared,
and in it Nefer-ka-ptah, Ahura, and Merab sailed up the
river to the southern land as far as Koptos. When they
arrived at Koptos, the high priest and all the priests of Isis of
Koptos came down to the river to welcome Nefer-ka-ptah,
sacrificed an ox and a goose, and poured a libation of wine to
Isis of Koptos and her son Harpocrates. After this, the priests
of Isis and their wives made a great feast for four days in
honor of Nefer-ka-ptah and Ahura.

On the morning of the fifth day, Nefer-ka-ptah called to
him a priest of Isis, a great magician learned in all the
mysteries of the gods. And together they made a little magic
box, like the cabin of a boat, and they made men and a great
store of tackle, and put the men and the tackle in the magic
cabin. Then they uttered a spell over the cabin, and the men
breathed and were alive, and began to use the tackle. And
Nefer-ka-ptah sank the magic cabin in the river, saying,
“Workmen, workmen! Work for me!” And he filled the royal
barge with sand and sailed away alone, while Ahura sat on
the bank of the river at Koptos, and watched and waited, for
she knew that sorrow must come of this journey to the
southern land.

The magic men in the magic cabin toiled all night and all
day for three nights and three days along the bottom of the
river; and when they stopped, the royal barge stopped also,
and Nefer-ka-ptah knew that he had arrived where the Book
lay hidden.

He took the sand out of the royal barge and threw it into
the water, and it made a gap in the river, a gap of a
schoenus long and a schoenus wide; in the middle of the gap
lay the iron box, and beside the box was coiled the great
snake that no man can kill, and all around the box on every
side to the edge of the walls of water were snakes and
scorpions and all manner of crawling things.
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He opened the Book and read a page, and at once he had
enchanted the sky, the earth, the abyss, the mountains, and
the sea, and he understood the language of birds, fish, and
beasts. He read the second page and he saw the sun shining
in the sky, with the full moon and the stars, and he saw the
great shapes of the gods themselves; and so strong was the
magic that the fishes came up from the darkest depths of the
sea. So he knew that what the priest had told him was true.

Then he thought of Ahura waiting for him at Koptos, and
he cast a magic spell upon the men that he had made, saying,
“Workmen, workmen! Work for me! and take me back to
the place from which I came.” They toiled day and night till
they came to Koptos, and there was Ahura sitting by the
river, having eaten nothing and drunk nothing since Nefer-
ka-ptah went away. For she sat waiting and watching for the
sorrow that was to come upon them.

But when she saw Nefer-ka-ptah returning in the royal
barge, her heart was glad. and she rejoiced exceedingly.
Nefer-ka-ptah came to her and put the Book of Thoth into
her hands and bade her read it. When she read the first page,
she enchanted the sky, the earth, the abyss, the mountains,
and the sea, and she understood the language of birds, fish,
and beasts; and when she read the second page, she saw the
sun shining in the sky, with the full moon and the stars, and
she saw the great shapes of the gods themselves; and so
strong was the magic that the fishes came up from the
darkest depths of the sea.

Nefer-ka-ptah now called for a piece of new papyrus and
for a cup of beer; and on the papyrus he wrote all the spells
that were in the Book of Thoth. Then he took the cup of
beer and washed the papyrus in the beer, so that all the ink
was washed off and the papyrus became as though it had
never been written on. And Nefer-ka-ptah drank the beer,
and at once he knew all the spells that had been written on
the papyrus, for this is the method of the great magicians.

Then Nefer-ka-ptah and Ahura went to the temple of Isis
and gave offerings to Isis and Harpocrates, and made a great
feast, and the next day they went on board the royal barge
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and sailed joyfully away down the river towards the northern
land.

But behold, Thoth had discovered the loss of his Book, and
Thoth raged like a panther of the south, and he hastened
before Ra and told him all, saying, “Nefer-ka-ptah has found
my magic box and opened it, and has stolen my Book, even
the Book of Thoth; he slew the guards that surrounded it,
and the snake that no man can kill lay helpless before him.
Avenge me, O Ra, upon Nefer-ka-ptah, son of the King of
Egypt.”

The majesty of Ra answered and said, “Take him and his
wife and his child, and do with them as thou wilt.” And now
the sorrow for which Ahura watched and waited was about
to come upon them, for Thoth took with him a power from
Ra to give him his desire upon the stealer of his Book.

As the royal barge sailed smoothly down the river, the
little boy Merab ran out from the shade of the awning and
leaned over the side watching the water. And the power of
Ra drew him, so that he fell into the river and was drowned.
When he fell, all the sailors on the royal barge and all the
people walking on the river-bank raised a great cry, but they
could not save him. Nefer-ka-ptah came out of the cabin and
read a magical spell over the water, and the body of Merab
came to the surface, and they brought it on board the royal
barge. Then Nefer-ka-ptah read another spell, and so great
was its power that the dead child spoke and told Nefer-ka-
ptah all that had happened among the gods, that Thoth was
secking vengeance, and that Ra had granted him his desire
upon the stealer of his Book.

Nefer-ka-ptah gave command, and the royal barge re-
turned to Koptos, that Merab might be buried there with the
honor due to the son of a prince. When the funeral ceremon-
ies were over, the royal barge sailed down the river toward
the northern land. A joyful journey was it no longer, for
Merab was dead, and Ahura’s heart was heavy on account of
the sorrow that was still to come, for the vengeance of Thoth
was not yet fulfilled.

They reached the place where Merab had fallen into the
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to the sultan’s will, and each flattered himself fortune might
prove favorable to him, they all consented to it. The sultan
paid them the money he promised them, and that very day
they gave orders for the preparations for their travels and
took their leaves of the sultan, that they might be the more
ready to go the next morning. Accordingly they all set out at
the same gate of the city, each dressed like a merchant,
attended by an officer of confidence dressed like a slave, and
all well mounted and equipped. They went the first day’s
journey together and lay all at an inn, where the road was
divided into three different tracts. At night, when they were
at supper together, they all agreed to travel for a year and to
meet at that inn; and that the first that came should wait for
the rest; that as they had all three taken their leaves together
of the sultan, they might all return together. The next morn-
ing by break of day, after they had embraced and wished
each good success, they mounted their horses and took each
a different road.

Prince Houssain, the eldest brother, arrived at Bisnagar,
the capital of the kingdom of that name and the residence of
its king. He went and lodged at a khan appointed for foreign
merchants, and having learned that there were four principal
divisions where merchants of all sorts sold their commodities
and kept shops, and in the midst of which stood the castle, or
rather the king’s palace, he went to one of those divisions the
next day.

Prince Houssain could not view this division without admi-
ration. It was large and divided into several streets, all
vaulted and shaded from the sun, and yet very light too. The
shops were all of a size, and all that dealt in the same sort of
goods lived in one street; as also the handicrafts-men, who
kept their shops in the smaller streets.

The multitude of shops, stocked with all sorts of merchan-
dises, as the finest linens from several parts of India, some
painted in the most lively colors, and representing beasts,
trees, and flowers, silks and brocades from Persia, China, and
other places, porcelain both from Japan and China, and
tapestries, surprised him so much that he knew not how to
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believe his own eyes; but when he came to the goldsmiths
and jewels he was in a kind of ecstasy to behold such
prodigious quantities of wrought gold and silver, and was
dazzled by the luster of the pearls, diamonds, rubies, emer-
alds, and other jewels exposed to sale.

Another thing Prince Houssain particularly admired was
the great number of rose-sellers who crowded the streets, for
the Indians are so great lovers of that flower that not one
will stir without a nosegay in his hand or a garland on his
head; and the merchants keep them in pots in their shops,
that the air is perfectly perfumed.

After Prince Houssain had run through that division, street
by street, his thoughts fully employed on the riches he had
seen, he was very much tired, which a merchant perceiving
civilly invited him to sit down in his shop, and he accepted;
but had not been sat down long before he saw a crier pass by
with a piece of tapestry on his arm, about six feet square,
and cried at thirty purses. The prince called to the crier and
asked to see the tapestry, which seemed to him to be valued
at an exorbitant price, not only for the size of it, but the
meanness of the stuff. When he had examined it well, he told
the crier that he could not comprehend how so small a piece
of tapestry and of so indifferent appearance could be set at
so high a price.

The crier, who took him for a merchant, replied: “If this
price seems so extravagant to you, your amazement will be
greater when I tell you I have orders to raise it to forty
purses and not to part with it under.” “Certainly,” answered
Prince Houssain, “it must have something very extraordinary
in it which I know nothing of.” “You have guessed it, sir,”
replied the crier, “and will own it when you come to know
that whoever sits on this piece of tapestry may be transported
in an instant wherever he desires to be, without being stopped
by any obstacle.”

At this discourse of the crier the Prince of the Indies,
considering that the principal motive of his travel was to
carry the sultan, his father, home some singular rarity,
thought that he could not meet with any which could give
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and seeing whatever was curious in Schiraz and thereabout
till the caravan with which he came returned back to the
Indies. As soon as the caravan was ready to set out, the
prince joined them, and arrived happily without any accident
or trouble, otherwise than the length of the journey and
fatigue of traveling, at the place of rendezvous, where he
found Prince Houssain, and both waited for Prince Ahmed.

Prince Ahmed, who took the road of Samarcand, the next
day after his arrival there went, as his brothers had done,
into the bezestein, where he had not walked long but heard a
crier, who had an artificial apple in his hand, cry it at
thirty-five purses, upon which he stopped the crier and said to
him: “Let me see that apple, and tell me what virtue and
extraordinary properties it has, to be valued at so high a
rate.” “Sir,” said the crier, giving it into his hand, “if you
look at the outside of this apple, it is very worthless, but if
you consider its properties, virtues, and the great use and
benefit it is to mankind, you will say it is no price for it, and
that he who possesses it is master of a great treasure. In
short, it cures all sick persons of the most mortal diseases,
and if the patient is dying, it will recover him immediately
and restore him to perfect health; and this is done after the
easiest manner in the world, which is by the patient’s smelling
the apple.”

“If T may believe you,” replied Prince Ahmed, “the virtues
of this apple are wonderful, and it is invaluable; but what
ground have I, for all you tell me, to be persuaded of the
truth of this matter?” “Sir,” replied the crier, “the thing is
known and averred by the whole city of Samarcand; but,
without going any further, ask all these merchants you see
here and hear what they say. You will find several of them
will tell you they had not been alive this day if they had not
made use of this excellent remedy. And that you may the
better comprehend what it is, I must tell you it is the fruit of
the study and experiments of a celebrated philosopher of this
city, who applied himself all his lifetime to the study and
knowledge of the virtues of plants and minerals, and at last
attained to this composition, by which he performed such
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While the princess was dressing the princes went to throw
themselves at the sultan their father’s feet and pay their
respects to him. But when they came before him they found
he had been informed of their arrival by the chief of the
princess’ eunuchs, and by what means the princess had been
perfectly cured. The sultan received and embraced them with
the greatest joy, both for their return and the recovery of the
princess, his niece, whom he loved as well as if she had been
his own daughter, and who had been given over by the
physicians. After the usual ceremonies and compliments, the
princes presented each his rarity: Prince Houssain his tapes-
try, which he had taken care not to leave behind him in the
princess’ chamber; Prince Ali his ivory perspective glass; and
Prince Ahmed his artificial apple: and after each had com-
mended their present, when they put it into the sultan’s
hands, they begged of him to pronounce their fate, and
declare to which of them he would give the Princess Nouron-
nihar for a wife, according to his promise.

The Sultan of the Indies, having heard, without interrupt-
ing them, all that the princes could represent further about
their rarities, and being well informed of what had happened
in relation to the Princess Nouronnihar’s cure, remained
some time silent, as if he were thinking on what answer he
should make. At last he broke silence and said to them: “I
would declare for one of you children with a great deal of
pleasure if I could do it with justice: but consider whether I
can do it or no. 'Tis true, Prince Ahmed, the princess, my
niece, is obliged to your artificial apple for her cure; but I
must ask you whether or no you could have been so servicea-
ble to her if you had not known by Prince Ali's perspective
glass the danger she was in, and if Prince Houssain’s tapestry
had not brought you so soon. Your perspective glass, Prince
Ali, informed you and your brothers that you were like to
lose the princess, your cousin, and there you must own a
great obligation.

“You must also grant that that knowledge would have
been of no service without the artificial apple and the tapes-
try. And lastly, Prince Houssain, the princess would be very
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ungrateful if she should not show her acknowledgment of the
service of your tapestry, which was so necessary a means
toward her cure. But consider, it would have been of little
use if you had not been acquainted with the princess’ illness
by Prince Ali’s glass and Prince Ahmed had not applied his
artificial apple. Therefore, as neither tapestry, ivory perspec-
tive glass, nor artificial apple has the least preference one
before the other, but, on the contrary, there’s a perfect
equality, I cannot grant the princess to any one of you; and
the only fruit you have reaped from your travels is the glory
of having equally contributed to restore her health.

“If all this be true,” added the sultan, “you see that I must
have recourse to other means to determine certainly in the
choice I ought to make among you; and that, as there is time
enough between this and night, I'll do it to-day. Go and get
each of you a bow and arrow, and repair to the great plain
where they exercise horses. I'll soon come to you; and de-
clare I will give the Princess Nouronnihar to him that shoots
the furthest.”

The three princes had nothing to say against the decision
of the sultan. When they were out of his presence they each
provided themselves with a bow and arrow, which they
delivered to one of their officers and went to the plain
appointed, followed by a great concourse of people.

The sultan did not make them wait long for him, and as
soon as he arrived, Prince Houssain, as the eldest, took his
bow and arrow and shot first; Prince Ali shot next, and much
beyond him; and Prince Ahmed last of all, but it so happened
that nobody could see where his arrow fell; and notwith-
standing all the diligence that was used by himself and
everybody else, it was not to be found far or near. And
though it was believed that he shot the furthest and that he
therefore deserved the Princess Nouronnihar, it was, howev-
er, necessary that his arrow should be found to make the
matter more evident and certain; and notwithstanding his
remonstrance, the sultan judged in favor of Prince Ali, and
gave orders for preparations to be made for the wedding,
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and discovered an easy descent, but no steps, which he
walked down with his arrow in his hand. At first he thought
he was going into a dark, obscure place, but presently a quite
different light succeeded that which he came out of, and
entering into a large, spacious place at about fifty or sixty
paces distant, he perceived a magnificent palace, which he
had not then time enough to look at. At the same time, a
lady of majestic port and air advanced as far as the porch,
attended by a large troop of ladies, so finely dressed and
beautiful that it was difficult to distinguish which was the
mistress.

As soon as Prince Ahmed perceived the lady, he made all
imaginable haste to go and pay his respects; and the lady, on
her part, seeing him coming, prevented him from addressing
his discourse to her first, but said to him: “Come nearer,
Prince Ahmed—you are welcome.”

It was no small surprise to the prince to hear himself
named in a place he had never heard of, though so nigh to
his father’s capital, and he could not comprehend how he
should be known to a lady who was a stranger to him. At
last he returned the lady’s compliment by throwing himself at
her feet, and rising up again, said to her: “Madam, I return
you a thousand thanks for the assurance you give me of a
welcome to a place where I believed my imprudent curiosity
had made me penetrate too far. But, madam, may I, without
being guilty of ill manners, dare to ask you by what adven-
ture you know me? And how you, who live in the same
neighborhood with me, should be so great a stranger to me?”
“Prince,” said the lady, “let us go into the hall. There I will
gratify you in your request.”

After these words, the lady led Prince Ahmed into the
hall. Then she sat down on a sofa, and when the prince by
her entreaty had done the same, she said: “You are sur-
prised, you say, that I should know you and not be known by
you, but you will be no longer surprised when I inform you
who I am. You are undoubtedly sensible that your religion
teaches you to believe that the world is inhabited by genii as
well as men. I am the daughter of one of the most powerful
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and distinguished genii, and my name is Paribanou. The only
thing that I have to add is that you seemed to me worthy of
a more happy fate than that of possessing the Princess
Nouronnihar; and that you might attain to it, I was present
when you drew your arrow, and foresaw it would not go
beyond Prince Houssain’s. I took it in the air and gave it the
necessary motion to strike against the rocks near which you
found it, and I tell you that it lies in your power to make use
of the favorable opportunity which presents itself to make
you happy.”

As the fairy Paribanou pronounced these last words with a
different tone and looked at the same time tenderly upon
Prince Ahmed, with a modest blush on her cheeks, it was no
hard matter for the prince to comprehend what happiness she
meant, He presently considered that the Princess Nouron-
noihar could never be his, and that the fairy Paribanou ex-
celled her infinitely in beauty, agreeableness, wit, and, as
much as he could conjecture by the magnificence of the
palace, in immense riches. He blessed the moment that he
thought of seeking after his arrow a second time, and yield-
ing to his love, he replied: “Madam, should I all my life have
the happiness of being your slave and the admirer of the
many charms which ravish my soul, I should think myself the
most blessed of men. Pardon in me the boldness which
inspires me to ask this favor, and don’t refuse to admit me
into your court, a prince who is entirely devoted to you.”

“Prince,” answered the fairy, “will you not pledge your
faith to me as well as I give mine to you?” “Yes, madam,”
replied the prince in an ecstasy of joy. “What can I do better
and with greater pleasure? Yes, my sultaness, my queen, I'll
give you my heart without the least reserve.” “Then,” an-
swered the fairy, “you are my husband and I am your wife.
But as I suppose,” pursued she, “that you have eaten nothing
to-day, a slight repast shall be served up for you, while
preparations are making for our wedding-feast at night, and
then I will show you the apartments of my palace, and you
shall judge if this hall is not the meanest part of it.”

Some of the fairy’s women, who came into the hall with
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them and guessed her intentions, went immediately out, and
returned presently with some excellent meats and wines.

When Prince Ahmed had ate and drunk as much as he
cared for, the fairy Paribanou carried him through all the
apartments, where he saw diamonds, rubies, emeralds, and
all sorts of fine jewels, intermixed with pearls, agate, jasper,
porphyry, and all sorts of the most precious marbles. But, not
to mention the richness of the furniture, which was inestima-
ble, there was such profuseness throughout that the prince,
instead of ever having seen anything like it, owned that he
could not have imagined that there was anything in the world
that could come up to it. “Prince,” said the fairy, “if you
admire my palace so much, which, indeed, is very beautiful,
what would you say to the palaces of the chief of our genii,
which are much more beautiful, spacious, and magnificent? I
could also charm you with my gardens, but we will let that
alone till another time. Night draws near, and it will be time
to go to supper.”

The next hall which the fairy led the prince into, and
where the cloth was laid for the feast, was the last apartment
the prince had not seen and not in the least inferior to the
others. At his entrance into it he admired the infinite number
of sconces of wax candles perfumed with amber, the multi-
tude of which, instead of being confused, were placed with so
just a symmetry as formed an agreeable and pleasant sight. A
large side table was set out with all sorts of gold plate, so
finely wrought that the workmanship was much more valu-
able than the weight of the gold. Several choruses of beauti-
ful women richly dressed, and whose voices were ravishing,
began a concert, accompanied with all sorts of the most
harmonious instruments; and when they were set down at
table the fairy Paribanou took care to help Prince Ahmed
with the most delicate meats, which she named as she invited
him to eat of them, and which the prince found to be so
exquisitely nice that he commended them with exaggeration,
and said that the entertainment far surpassed those of men.
He found also the same excellence in the wines, which
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As the rocks were very steep and craggy, they were an
insurmountable barrier, so that the magician judged that
there were but two things for it: either that the prince retired
into some cavern or an abode of genii or fairies. Thereupon
she came out of the place where she was hid and went
directly to the hollow way, which she traced till she came to
the further end, looking carefully about on all sides; but
notwithstanding all her diligence, she could perceive no open-
ing, not so much as the iron gate which Prince Ahmed
discovered, which was to be seen and opened to none but
men, and only to such whose presence was agreeable to the
fairy Paribanou.

The magician, who saw it was in vain for her to search
any further, was obliged to be satisfied with the discovery she
had made, and returned to give the sultan an account.

The sultan was very well pleased with the magician’s
conduct and said to her: “Do you as you think fit. I'll wait
patiently the event of your promises.” And to encourage her,
he made her a present of a diamond of great value.

As Prince Ahmed had obtained the fairy Paribanou’s leave
to go to the Sultan of the Indies’ court once a month, he
never failed, and the magician, knowing the time, went a day
or two before to the foot of the rock where she lost sight of
the prince and his attendants and waited there.

The next morning Prince Ahmed went out, as usual, at the
iron gate, with the same attendants as before, and passed by
the magician, whom he knew not to be such, and seeing her
lie with her head against the rock and complaining as if she
were in great pain, he pitied her, turned his horse about, and
went to her and asked her what was the matter with her and
what he could do to ease her.

The artful sorceress looked at the prince in a pitiful man-
ner, without ever lifting up her head, and answered in broken
words and sighs, as if she could hardly fetch her breath, that
she was going to the capital city, but on the way thither she
was taken with so violent a fever that her strength failed her,
and she was forced to lie down where he saw her, far from
any habitation and without any hopes of assistance.
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that I will deliver you out of all the snares that shall be laid
for you. Go and pursue your journey.”

This discourse of the fairy’s did not in the least frighten
Prince Abmed. “My princess,” said he, “as I do not remem-
ber I ever did or designed anybody an injury, I cannot
believe anybody can have a thought of doing me one, but if
they have, I shall not, nevertheless, forbear doing good when-
ever I have an opportunity.” Then he went back to his
father’s palace.

In the mean time the two women carried the magician into
a very fine apartment, richly furnished. First they sat her
down upon a sofa, with her back supported with a cushion of
gold brocade, while they made a bed on the same sofa
before her, the quilt of which was finely embroidered with
silk, the sheets of the finest linen, and the coverlet cloth-of-
gold. When they had put her into bed (for the old sorceress
pretended that her fever was so violent she could not help
herself in the least) one of the women went out and returned
soon again with a china dish in her hand, full of a certain
liquor, which she presented to the magician, while the other
helped her to sit up. “Drink this liquor,” said she. “It is the
water of the fountain of lions and a sovereign remedy against
all fevers whatsoever. You will find the effect of it in less
than an hour’s time.”

The magician, to dissemble the better, took it after a great
deal of entreaty, but at last she took the china dish and,
holding back her head, swallowed down the liquor. When she
was laid down again, the two women covered her up. “Lie
quiet,” said she who brought her the china cup, “and get a
little sleep if you can. We'll leave you, and hope to find you
perfectly cured when we come again an hour hence.”

The two women came again at the time they said they
should, and found the magician up and dressed and sitting
upon the sofa. “O admirable potion!” she said. “It has
wrought its cure much sooner than you told me it would, and
I shall be able to prosecute my journey.”

The two women, who were fairies as well as their mistress,
after they had told the magician how glad they were that she
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such thing as such a tent as he asked for, was in a great
surprise at the prince’s diligence. He took the tent, and after
he had admired its smallness his amazement was so great that
he could not recover himself. When the tent was set up in the
great plain which we have before mentioned, he found it
large enough to shelter an army twice as large as he could
bring into the field.

But the sultan was not yet satisfied. “Son,” said he, “I have
already expressed to you how much I am obliged to you for
the present of the tent you have procured me; that I look
upon it as the most valuable thing in all my treasury. But you
must do one thing more for me, which will be every whit as
agreeable to me. I am informed that the fairy, your spouse,
makes use of a certain water, called the water of the foun-
tain of lions, which cures all sorts of fevers, even the most
dangerous, and as I am perfectly well persuaded my health is
dear to you, I don’t doubt but you will ask her for a bottle of
that water for me, and bring it me as a sovereign medicine,
which I may make use of when I have occasion. Do me this
other important piece of service, and thereby complete the
duty of a good son toward a tender father.”

The prince returned and told the fairy what his father had
said. “There’s a great deal of wickedness in this demand,” she
answered, “as you will understand by what I am going to tell
you. The fountain of lions is situated in the middle of a court
of a great castle, the entrance into which is guarded by four
fierce lions, two of which sleep alternately, while the other
two are awake. But don’t let that frighten you. I'll give you
means to pass by them without any danger.”

The fairy Paribanou was at that time very hard at work,
and as she had several clews of thread by her, she took up one
and, presenting it to Prince Ahmed, said: “First take this
clew of thread. I'll tell you presently the use of it. In the
second place, you must have two horses: one you must ride
yourself, and the other you must lead, which must be loaded
with a sheep cut into four quarters, that must be killed
to-day. In the third place, you must be provided with a
bottle, which I will give you, to bring the water in. Set out
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early to-morrow morning, and when you have passed the iron
gate throw the clew of thread before you, which will roll till
it comes to the gates of the castle. Follow it, and when it
stops, as the gates will be open, you will see the four lions.
The two that are awake will by their roaring wake the other
two, but don’t be frightened, but throw each of them a
quarter of mutton, and then clap spurs to your horse and ride
to the fountain; fill your bottle without alighting and then
return with the same expedition. The lions will be so busy
eating they will let you pass by them.”

Prince Ahmed set out the next morning at the time ap-
pointed by the fairy, and followed her directions punctually.
When he arrived at the gates of the castle he distributed the
quarters of mutton among the four lions and passing through
the midst of them bravely, got to the fountain, filled his
bottle, and returned back as safe and sound as he went.
When he had gone a little distance from the castle gates, he
turned him about, and perceiving two of the lions coming
after him, he drew his saber and prepared himself for de-
fense. But as he went forward he saw one of them turned out
of the road at some distance, and showed by his head and
tail that he did not come to do him any harm, but only to go
before him, and that the other stayed behind to follow. He
put his sword up again in its scabbard. Guarded in this
manner, he arrived at the capital of the Indies, but the lions
never left him till they had conducted him to the gates of the
sultan’s palace; after which they returned the same way they
came, though not without frightening all that saw them, for
all they went in a very gentle manner and showed no fier-
ceness. .

A great many officers came to attend the prince while he
dismounted from his horse, and afterward conducted him
into the sultan’s apartment, who was at that time surrounded
with his favorites. He approached toward the throne, laid the
bottle at the sultan’s feet, kissed the rich tapestry which
covered his foot-stool, and then said: “I have brought you,
sir, the healthful water which your majesty desired so much
to keep among your other rarities in your treasury, but at the

57









GOLDEN CITIES, FAR

covered his face; his eyes were very small and deep-set in his
head, which was far from being of the smallest size, and on
his head he wore a grenadier’s cap; besides all this, he was
very much hump-backed.

If Prince Ahmed had not known that Schaibar was
Paribanou’s brother, he would not have been able to have
looked at him without fear, but, knowing first who he was, he
stood by the fairy without the least concern.

Schaibar, as he came forward, looked at the prince earnest-
ly enough to have chilled his blood in his veins, and asked
Paribanou, when he first accosted her, who that man was. To
which she replied: “He is my husband, brother. His name is
Ahmed; he is son to the Sultan of the Indies. The reason why
I did not invite you to my wedding was I was unwilling to
divert you from an expedition you were engaged in, and
from which I heard with pleasure you returned victorious,
and so took the liberty now to call for you.”

At these words, Schaibar, looking on Prince Ahmed favor-
ably, said: “Is there anything, sister, wherein I can serve
him? It is enough for me that he is your husband to engage
me to do for him whatever he desires.”

“The sultan, his father,” replied Paribanou, “has a curiosity
to see you, and I desire he may be your guide to the sultan’s
court.”

“He needs but lead me the way—I'll follow him.”

“Brother,” replied Paribanou, “it is too late to go to-day,
therefore stay till to-morrow morning; and in the mean time
I'll inform you of all that has passed between the Sultan of
the Indies and Prince Ahmed since our marriage.”

The next morning, after Schaibar had been informed of
the affair, he and Prince Ahmed set out for the sultan’s
court. When they arrived at the gates of the capital the
people no sooner saw Schaibar but they ran and hid them-
selves, and some shut up their shops and locked themselves
up in their houses, while others, flying, communicated their
fear to all they met, who stayed not to look behind them, but
ran too; insomuch that Schaibar and Prince Ahmed, as they
went along, found the streets all desolate till they came to the
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palace, where the porters, instead of keeping the gates, ran
away too, so that the prince and Schaibar advanced without
any obstacle to the council-hall, where the sultan was seated
on his throne and giving audience. Here likewise the ushers,
at the approach of Schaibar, abandoned their posts and gave
them free admittance.

Schaibar went boldly and fiercely up to the throne, without
waiting to be presented by Prince Ahmed, and accosted the
Sultan of the Indies in these words: “Thou hast asked for
me,” said he. “See, here I am. What wouldst thou have with
me?” .

The sultan, instead of answering him, clapped his hands
before his eyes to avoid the sight of so terrible an object; at
which uncivil and rude reception Schaibar was so much
provoked, after he had given him the trouble to come so far,
that he instantly lifted up his iron bar and killed him before
Prince Ahmed could intercede in his behalf. All that he could
do was to prevent his killing the grand vizier, who sat not far
from him, representing to him that he had always given the
sultan, his father, good advice. “These are they, then,” said
Schaibar, “who gave him bad,” and as he pronounced these
words, he killed all the other viziers and flattering favorites
of the sultan who were Prince Ahmed’s enemies. Every time
he struck he killed some one or other, and none escaped but
they who were not so frightened as to stand staring and
gaping and who saved themselves by flight.

When this terrible execution was over, Schaibar came out
of the council-hall into the midst of the court-yard with the
iron bar upon his shoulder, and looking hard at the grand
vizier, who owed his life to Prince Ahmed, he said: “I know
here is a certain magician, who is a greater enemy of my
brother-in-law’s than all these base favorites I have chastised.
Let the magician be brought to me presently.” The grand
vizier immediately sent for her, and as soon as she was
brought, Schaibar said, at the time he fetched a stroke at her
with his iron bar: “Take the reward of thy pernicious coun-
sel and learn to feign sickness again.”

After this he said: “This is not yet enough. I will use the
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“But, my friend,” said Abudah, “you neglect to inform
me where I may find or purchase this heavenly talisman.”

“It is lodged,” replied the poor traveller, “in the valley of
Bocchim; princes are its guardians, and it is treasured up
amidst all the riches of the earth, you cannot obtain admit-
tance there without you go loaded with every variety that is
costly and expensive, which you must present to the genii
who keep a watch over this early paradise of riches; and if
your present be not sufficiently costly, your labour is lost.”

“I have,” cried Abudah, rejoiced to hear the talisman
might be obtained by riches, “nine thousand acres of pastur-
age around the rivers of Baghdad; I have twelve thousand
estates of fruits, and oils, and corn; I have twenty-two mines
of the finest diamonds, and six hundred vessels which fish for
and produce the most costly pearls; I have, moreover, eight
bhundred warehouses, and four hundred storerooms, filled
with the most precious bales of silks and brocades: besides
these, the fortunes of nine vizirs mortgaged for a hundred
years, and all the beautiful slaves of Circassia, are at my
disposal.”

“O happy, happy Abudah!” interrupted the poor traveller;
“thine then, and only thine, is it to purchase a passage into
the valley of Bocchim.”

“If so,” continued Abudah, overjoyed at the poor travel-
ler’s exclamation, “direct me instantly to the entrance of the
valley.”

“Alas! sir,” answered the traveller, “it is in the deserts of
Arabia, many days’ journey from hence; besides, your
presents are not ready, nor your guard lest the Arabs spoil
you of your riches, and prevent your application at the
entrance of the valley of Bocchim: but if you will permit
your servant to direct you in the choice of the presents, some
of which will take much time in preparing, by the next spring
you may set forward, and speedily find an issue to your
journey.”

Abudah acquiesced in the arguments of the traveller; and
having given orders that he should use as he pleased his im-
mense riches, he gave himself entirely up to preparations for
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uses of metals. Behind these came five hundred more ar-
tificers, with their different tools, and a car drawn by twenty
horses with cast figures, statues, and implements of brass, and
a cunning artificer on the top of the car. After these followed
a thousand artificers in silver, and a sumptuous car of solid
silver drawn by fifty unicorns, and laden with plate and silver
coin; also a hundred camels behind, laden also with silver;
and on the car sat the steward of Abudah.

At a smal] distance from these came forward a thousand
men armed cap-a-pie, after the manner of Saracens; and
behind these followed, on sumptuous mules, five hundred of
the principal foreign merchants, richly habited with the em-
blems of commerce curiously wrought in their garments, who
were followed by an enormous car drawn by four elephants,
laden with golden emblems and devices, with great quantities
of that precious metal; the car also was of beaten gold. And
into this, taking leave of Abudah, ascended the poor travel-
ler, arrayed in purple and gold, and pointed with a golden
rod toward the valley of Bocchim. And these completed the
second day’s procession.

On the third day issued forth from the gates of Baghdad
the final procession of the caravan of the merchant Abudah:
a thousand archers began the ceremony, preceded by a mar-
tial band of music, and bearing among their ranks fifty silken
streamers interwoven with gold, and having the emblems of
Abudah’s family wrought in their centres. Next to these came
fifty carriages laden with the richest silks and brocades, and
two hundred surrounded the carriages, arrayed in the differ-
ent habits of two hundred nations; after whom came fifty
negroes on dromedaries, bearing about their necks strings of
the most costly pearl, After these a thousand armed soldiers,
after the European manner, who, at a small distance, were
followed by a hundred mutes, behind whom came, in two
hundred palanquins, as many beautiful salves from Circassia,
each guarded by four eunuchs, and clad in the richest robes.

The next in the procession was the merchant Abudah,
drawn in a chariot of pearl, of the most curious workman-
ship, by ten milk-white steeds, whose trappings were of gold.
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glittering with silver, gold, and precious stones; so that the
whole appeared more like a heavenly than an earthly situa-
tion.

Descending full of wonder from the tree, he found the
ground he trod on to be gold dust, and the stones pearls;
these were covered with flowers which seemed formed of
vegetable crystal, emeralds, and amethysts. Trees and shrubs
of silver and gold met his eye, growing almost visibly about
him. At the further end of the prospect, he beheld a vast and
expanded done, which seemed to cover a whole plain, and
rose to the clouds. This dome shone so brightly, by the
reflection of the costly materials of which it was composed,
that he could hardly look toward it; he however advanced.

The dome, which was of entire gold, stood upon three
hundred pillars of precious stones; one emerald formed the
shaft of one pillar, one diamond the capital, and one ruby the
pedestal: the intermediate spaces between the pillars were of
crystal, one piece between each pillar; so that the inside of
the dome was visible from all parts. The architrave was of
solid pearl], inlaid with curious emblems, composed of fes-
toons of amethysts, topazes, carbuncles, rubies, emeralds,
sapphires, and the most sparkling diamonds.

Abudah, though the richest of mankind, was struck with
astonishment at the profusion of riches and beauty which he
beheld; and entering at one of the four portals (for the dome
had four, one to each quarter of the heavens), he beheld an
ancient form, seated on a throne too bright to distinguish the
glorious materials of which it was made. A great number of
crowned heads attended him; and these were supported by
inferior beings, all clad in the most superb vestments. All
around the dome were placed, with great beauty and symme-
try, numberless heaps of wealth and riches; and the very
pavement on which he trod was covered over with tapestry
carpet, representing the riches of the earth, all in their
natural colours.

Abudah, as abashed at this amazing magnificence, and
beholding such personages within the dome, was retiring,
when one of the chief of the attendants, who stood nearest
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jewels, which fall like fruit from the trees, and break into
little pieces; these are all thrown together to serve the earth;
but none above such a size are admitted, nor indeed could
they pass through the grating below. Thus these metals and
jewels mixing with the earth, and being diffused in its bowels,
are at length stopped by rocks and stones, and so form mines
in different parts of the world, each requiring the industry
and labour of man that they may be brought the more
sparingly into the world.”

Abudah, having viewed these things, returned, and being
presented to the genius of riches—*“Now,” said the genius,
“bring forth the iron chest, wherein it is said the talisman of
Oromanes is lodged.” At the command of the genius, ten of
an inferior order brought in a huge chest with fifty locks
upon it: the chest itself was of iron, and bound round with
the strongest bands, which were harder than adamant.
“There,” said the genius to Abudah, “there is thy reward:
return to Baghdad, and live in peace all the days of thy life.”

“Must I, then,” replied Abudah, “O beneficent genius!
carry with me the chest also? or is it permitted that I take
from thence the talisman of Oromanes?”

“Wouldst thou, then,” replied the genius, “take it from its
place of security? Whilst thou dost possess the chest, the
talisman is thine own, and the force of man cannot bereave
thee of it. Why, then, should curiosity prevail over security?
It is written in the chronicles of time that he who possesseth
the talisman of Oromanes shall be happy: seek not, there-
fore, to disentangle the talisman from its present state of
security, till it fail thee of its promised efficacy. Take, howev-
er, these fifty keys; but beware lest thy curiosity alone tempt
thee, for what mortal can say if its refulgence be not too
much for man to behold?”’

Having thus said, the genius commanded Abudah to lie
down on the chest, and immediately his eyes closed, and not
till the morning after did he awake, and find himself in a
tent, on the plain where he had left his immense caravan; but
now he found but forty camels and forty servants to attend
him.
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myrtles, intermixed with roses and flowering shrubs, led into
shady mazes, in the midst of which appeared the glittering
tops of other elegant pavilions, some of which stood just on
the brink of the river; others had wide avenues leading
through the groves; and others were almost hidden from the
sight by the intervening woods.

Abudah, directing his steps towards the stream, found
there an elegant barge, manned by thirty beautiful youths,
whose garments were of azure, trimmed with gold. They
beckoned the happy merchant, and received him with the
utmost affability into their bark; then all at once plying their
refulgent oars, they made the crystal flood sparkle with their
ready strokes. The boat rode lightly on the buxom stream,
and as it passed through the meanders of the current, every
moment presented a new and striking prospect of beauties to
the delighted Abudah: hanging rocks of different hues; woods
of spices, and perfumes breathing sweetness over the cool
stream; fruits reflected in double lustre in the clear waves;
shrubs dropping their roses on them as they passed; flocks
and herds standing gazing at their own images in the deep;
others drinking of the transparent waters; and some, more
satisfied, frisking on the lawns, or chasing each other in sport
among the trees.

At length the stream, growing wider, opened into a
spacious lake, which was half surrounded with a rising hill,
on which might be seen, intermixed with groves, various
gay pavilions, palaces, theatres, rotundas, obelisks, temples,
pillars, towers, and other curious marks of elegance and
luxury. Various pleasure-boats were sailing on the surface of
the lake, some with gaudy banners fanning the winds, others
with pleasing structures for shade and entertainment: in one
boat gay music; in another banquets; in a third desserts of
the finest fruit, viands, cooling liquors; and gay company in
all, who looked more blooming than the sons of the genii or
the daughters of the fairies. At the extremities of the swelling
hill ran glittering cascades; and over the pendant rocks
dropped down the most luxuriant vines, whose modest leaves
attempted in vain to hide their luscious and transparent fruit
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representing the lovely wood nymphs; some the beauties of
the flood; others engaged in the chase.

Between the statues were pictures of every conceivable
delight: the luscious banquet; the wild effects of the enliven-
ing grape; the various pleasures of the seasons; the country
and the court; the rural swains; the gentle fair; the mixed
dance; and the joys of sweet retirement. These were all so
lively in their different colours and complexions that they
seemed to the eyes of Abudah as moving pictures.

The merchant was then led into an inner apartment, whose
walls were one entire mirror, which reflected the ten beauties
ten thousand ways, and ravished the senses of Abudah be-
yond the power of description. From this apartment a door
opened into a spacious rotunda, lighted from the dome by the
sun, and the sides supported by emblematic pillars. In the
middle of this rotunda Abudah beheld a bath, and round it
were eleven doors, into one of which the ten beauties direct-
ed the merchant, while they prepared for him a luxurious
bath of warm and sweet-scented waters.

His attendants then directed him to the other side of the
rotunda, to a chamber furnished with the most airy and
fanciful dresses. Here Abudah was presented with a pink suit,
embroidered with myrtle twigs of silver and flowers of pearl;
after which he was sprinkled with sweet-smelling essences,
and presented with a fragrant wash, which renewed his
complexion, and gave him a second youth.

From this chamber a door opened to a spacious saloon:
here Abudah was invited to seat himself, and immediately the
ten fair beauties appeared, laden with dishes conaining every
luxury and every rarity. Abudah and his fair company began
the banquet, while invisible genii administered to them rich
sparkling wines, high sauces, congealed liquors; fruits of
every kind—the nectarine, the Persian apple, the lordly pine,
the luscious grape, the cooling pomegranate, the juicy pear
were heaped before them, till nature was not only satisfied,
but tired with profusion. Then followed the full and racy
wines, forbidden indeed by Mahomet, but not forbidden in
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chest in the centre of my temple, and here are the keys for
my adventurous hero; go, happy Abudah! and purchase a
perpetuity of pleasures, by the possession of the talisman of
joy-giving Oromanes.”

Abudah, having received the keys, jumped forward from
the pavilion to the middle of the temple, and, like a man just
entering on a new pursuit, with great impatience began to
open the fifty locks. The locks, being only touched by the
keys, flew from their staples, and the merchant, in a few
minutes, had conquered forty-nine of the obstacles of his
happiness. As he was opening the last—*“O queen!” said he,
“come forward, and see me finish this desirable adventure!”
The last lock tumbled off just as the queen arrived at the
chest, and Abudah besought her to share with him the
pleasures of exploring the treasures of the chest. But no
sooner did the merchant stoop to open the lid of the iron
chest than a sudden darkness ensued, and in a moment the
loud thunder cracked around him, and streams of crooked
lightnings, with horrid blaze, encircled the astonished
Abudah.

The shrieks and cries of the once gay set, who were
indulging under the canopies, next struck his ears: some,
already blasted by the lightning, withered away; others the
ruins of the temple, falling in huge fragments, half buried in
the earth; the rest, in madness running to and fro in despair,
tore each other to pieces. The red angry lightning still contin-
uing, Abudah, in the utmost anguish, looked toward the
queen; when, O fearful sight! he saw her soft form parching
and contracting by the flames, and her whole body diminish-
ing, till, by degrees, instead of eyes brimful of love, he beheld
the little old hag, with fury flashing from her looks.

“Wretch, as well as fool!” said she, with a voice that
pierced his inmost sense, “how darest thou to presume to
seek the talisman of Oromanes amidst the vanities and intem-
perance of this filthy grove? But I leave you to enjoy the
situation you are so fond of: be this dungeon of intem-
perance your prison: here wander, and contemplate the plea-
sures you have chosen.”
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Abudah’s instructor shortly returned. “Our director,” said
he, “rejoices to find so great a monarch studious of truth, and
bids me declare, as is customary, that the talisman of Oro-
manes is the ultimate end of all our researches, and therefore
invites the sultan of Tasgi to seek it, in whatever science he
thinks most likely to contain it. But,” added the sage, “happi-
ly for the sultan of Tasgi, he has met with Abraharad, who
can unfold to him the secrets of nature, and teach him in
what recesses the talisman of Oromanes is enclosed.”

“And are you, then,” answered Abudah, “the renowned
Abraharad, whom my subjects of Tasgi have often described
to me as the man who knew the properties of all herbs and
roots, and the minerals of all the earth?”

“These, O princel” replied Abraharad, “are the plainest
precepts of nature; but I will unfold to thee such of her
secrets as none, since the magnificent Solomon, have been
allowed to view: for what was Oromanes, the founder of this
talisman, but the magician of fire, the great alchymist of the
first and most powerful element! However, I will not waste
your time in words, when I can work wonders to convince
you. Descend then, O princel with me, into the area of this
inner building, in which every science has its separate offices
and apartments, and I will bring you to the knowledge of the
inmost secrets of nature and art.”

Abudah, rejoicing in his new acquaintance, followed Abra-
harad into an extensive court, surrounded by porticos, in
each of which he beheld several sages teaching their respec-
tive disciples.

Abraharad led Abudah to the portico of his own science,
where many were busied in the various branches of his art.
“Bven in this vestibule,” said Abraharad, “could I surprise the
sultan of Tasgi; but I lead him at once to the mysteries of
science.” So saying, he opened a door that led to an inner
apartment; and Abudah entering, the alchymist closed the
door of his laboratory. While Abudah’s attention was divert-
ed by the variety of instruments and apparatuses which he
beheld in this mimic shop of nature, the alchymist began to
order his materials, and set them in furnaces; compounding
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process in nature; so again the change of an egg into one
living animal or bird we call breeding; but the change of
another, by staleness, into a thousand maggots, we call cor-
ruption. But yet, whatever may be our notions and ideas,
they are never lost or destroyed materially, though they are
formally; all returns to the common bed of nature, and there
lies dormant, till called forth by sufficient causes into differ-
ent forms.

“Hence it is, O sultan! that the alchymist, taking this
universal bed as the groundwork of his science, and acting, as
nature does, by the force of the nobler and more vivifying
elements, teaches mankind the powers of separation and
composition; and hence he is able to proceed or move back-
ward in his work, and can either stop, reduce, or drive
forward the matter which he guides. Thus, O sultan! you
perceive those two bottles of transparent liquors; you see, by
mixing them, they instantly change and become red: so the
small plant which you set in water, though fed by that
element only, produces green leaves. Now these waters may
again be rendered transparent by other mixtures, may be
disunited, and reduced to their former state; or by other
additions, you see, I render them blue, or black, or green, or
yellow; yet all these beautiful colours and phenomena are
caused by a few common and natural causes.”

Abraharad then ordered the laboratory to be darkened,
and immediately the sultan beheld, among vivid flashes, this
writing in fire upon the walls: “The sultan of Tasgi will be
satisfied.” At this sight Abudah was transported; whereupon
Abraharad said: “O sultan! let not appearances either slacken
or too rashly inspire your researches: this luminous appear-
ance is natural, drawn from the most refuse of materials, and
may serve to convince you that wonders lie hidden in the
most disagreeable formations of matter. But I see the colours
arising in the furnace, all that is bright to the eye! What
flashes of red, blue, green, yellow, purple, white, arise from
my work! brighter, O sultan! than the rubies or the emeralds
of thine empire!”
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will unmask your mind, which at present is beset by worldly
objects.” Thus saying, the sage Gherar introduced Abudah
among his scholars, and provided him apartments in his
portico. ,

Early the next morning, the sage Gherar attended Abudah,
and led him forth toward the valley that fronted the building
dedicated to science and instruction.

“How delightful,” said Gherar, “are the sweet dews that
are again rising at the call of the morning sun! The groves
seem, like man, refreshed by the silence of the night; and the
grass is capable, by this relief from nature, to stand against
the fiery beams of the noon.”

“It is, indeed,” answered Abudah, “a glorious morning, and
looks more like a new creation than a scene which has
already lasted such numberless ages. Oh, how happily might
man spend his days in such sweet retirements!—no cares to
molest him, no storms to beat upon him, no human desola-
tions to suffer from!”

“Such,” answered Gherar, “are the dreams of folly, and
the conceits of infirmity. Conscious of your weakness, I led
you to this scene in order to convince you how incapable you
are of happiness: if the brightness of the sun and the vapours
of the morning can so affect you with pleasure, the want of
them will be painful unto you. In these gratifications the soul
is totally passive, and must be fed by the senses: thus she is
taught to rejoice at the wanton touches of a finger, at the
tickling of a luxurious palate, at the odours of a fading
flower, at the sounding undulations of the circumambient air,
or at the accidental objects that play upon the eyes of a
trifling circumscribed animal.

“But the purity and immortality of the soul teaches the
philosopher to govern the corruptions of the flesh, and not to
suffer the body to be the master of the mind: the momentary
pleasures or evils of life are alike indifferent to him who,
conscious of his perfections, and complete in his own virtues
and immortality, can smile amidst the horrors of dissolving
nature, and preserve a firmness and indifference when even
the whole earth is crumbling to its original chaos: and if
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these things affect not his self-fortified breast, how little will
he regard the common accidents and vexations of life! If he
drops a limb, his immortal part is nevertheless unimpaired; if
he suffers hunger, still his mind is fed with never-failing
pleasures; if power throws its arbitrary chains around him,
his soul is still free, and can mock the tyrant’s rage, and defy
his malice. In short, O Abudah! the true philosopher is
capable of every pleasure, and released from every ill; the
beauty of virtue has eternal charms for his contemplation
and possession; the changes of mortality have nothing that
can move, transport, or disquiet him; he neither hopes nor
fears; he neither admires nor dreads; and always wears with-
in his breast a contentment more invariable and unshaken
than all the treasures upon earth, because nothing earthly can
disquiet him.”

As the sage Gherar spoke these words with a heart-felt
pride, Abudah, transported at his doctrines, was about to
answer, when a fierce tiger bursting from the thicket, with
eyes flashing dreadful fires, and a mouth begrimed with
human gore, sprung violently toward the sage and his pupil.
Abudah, who had not so entirely forgot his worldly wisdom
as to stand perfectly undaunted, leaped into the brook that
divided the vale, and swum across, as knowing the tiger
would not follow him through the water. Having reached the
opposite bank, he looked toward the sage Gherar, whom he
saw running with the utmost precipitation before the
voracious tiger; but his flight was vain, the monster overtook
him, and leaping upon the sage, tore him limb from limb,
while Gherar filled the woods and the valleys with his piteous
cries and lamentations. “Alas!” sighed the merchant Abudah,
as he beheld the wretched end of Gherar, “how vain is it for
weakness to boast of strength! or for man, who is infirm, to
deny the reality of what he must hourly feell To boast of a
power over nature is, I see, the end of philosophy, which
should only with wonder contemplate what it cannot scan;
much less ought the reptile man to vaunt itself superior to
the blessings or scourges of Him who is the ruler of the
universe.”
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ly by the shot of an arrow. For as the servants were driving
up the deer towards them, Brute leveled a shot at them and
smote his father Sylvius, under the breast. Upon the death of
his father, Brute was expelled from Italy, his kinsmen being
enraged at him for so heinous a deed. Thus banished he went
into the land of the Greeks, where he found the posterity of
Helenus, son of Priam, kept in slavery by Pandrasus, King of
the Grecians. For after the destruction of Troy, Pyrrhus, the
son of Achilles, had brought thither in chains Helenus and
many others, and to revenge upon them the death of his
father, had given command for their perpetual captivity.

Brute, finding they were by descent his own countrymen,
took up his abode amongst them, and began to distinguish
himself by his conduct and bravery in war, and thus gained
the affection of kings and commanders, and above all, of the
young men of the country. For amongst the wise he was as
wise as he was valiant when amongst the valiant, and he was
esteemed a person of great generosity, for that he bestowed
among them all the gold and silver and ornaments he won in
battle. '

His fame therefore spreading over many nations, the Tro-
jans from all parts began to flock to him, desiring under his
command to be freed from their servitude to the Grecians,
which they affirmed might easily be done, seeing that they
had by now so multiplied in their captivity that their number
was seven thousand strong, besides women and children.

There was likewise then in Greekland a noble youth, by
name Assaracus, who favored their cause. For he was de-
scended on his mother’s side from the Trojans, and he had in
them the fullest confidence that by their assistance he might
be able to oppose the designs of the Grecians. For his
brother had a quarrel with him for attempting to deprive him
of three castles his father at his death had given unto him,
against which claim his brother argued for that Assaracus
was but the son of his father and a Trojan concubine. The
brother himself was a Grecian on both his father and his
mother’s side, and he had prevailed with the King of the
Grecians who now espoused his cause.
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in doubt as to whether it had been but a vain dream he had
beheld, or a true and prophetic visitation of the living God-
dess herself, foretelling the island of his destiny, whereover
he and the sons of his loins should reign forever. At last he
summoned his companions and apprised them from first to
last of all that had befallen him in the night.

Upon hearing the oracle, they much rejoiced, and urgently
bade him return to the ships, thus while the winds still
favored them, to hasten their voyage deeper into the world’s
west, in pursuit of the destined kingdom the Goddess had
sworn was to be their new homeland.

Thus without further delay they rejoined the other Trojans
and set sail again, and after a course of thirty days, came to
the Afric coast. From thence they came to the Philenian
Altars, and to Lake Salinae, and sailed betwixt Ruscicada
and the Mountains of Azarae, where they encountered the
attack of pirates with great peril, but won through to the
victory and continued on their journey enriched with the
plunder they had borne off from the hapless corsairs.

1V. Brute Enters Aquitain
with Corineus

From thence, passing the river Malus, they arrived at
Mauritania, where at last for want of provisions they were
obliged to go ashore. Dividing themselves into several bands,
they laid waste that whole country. When they had well
revictualed their ships, they steered for the Columns of Her-
cules, where they saw many of those sea monsters called
Syrens, which surrounded their ships and well-nigh over-
turned them; howbeit they made shift to elude the coils and
clutches of the creatures, and came into the Tyrrhenian Sea,
upon the shores of which they found four nations descended
from those of the banished Trojans who had attended An-
tenor in his flight. The name of their Prince was Corineus,
excellent in counsel, mighty in strength and valiance, so that
in battle even against Giants he carried away the victory as if
he had but fought against a child.

When the nations of Corineus understood the lineage and
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high princely birth of Brute, they joined company with him
and those under his governance, and these, from the name of
their mighty leader, were afterwards known as the Cornish
folk. It was this same Corineus that was henceforth in all
encounters of more strong aid to Brute than any other man
of his company.

They sailed from thence to Aquitain, and entering the
mouth of the Loire, cast anchor. Here they lay at anchor for
seven days and explored the lie of the land. Goffarius Pictus
was at that time King of the country, and learning of the
arrival upon his shores of a foreign nation with a great fleet,
dispatched envoys to inquire if they wished peace or war.
These ambassadors on their way towards the anchorage
therefore encountered the mighty Corineus, who had just
landed with two hundred warriors to seek venison in the
groves. They accosted him and demanded who had given
leave for him to enter the forests of their king and slay the
game thereof. Corineus made answer that there ought to be
no occasion to ask leave to hunt; whereupon one of their
number, Imbertus by name, growing incensed at such short
words, loosed an arrow at the Trojan. Corineus avoided the
flying sbaft and sprang upon the rash and misfortunate le-
gate, and with his great bow stove in his skull. The rest fled
to bear the news of this disaster to Goffarius, who, taking the
matter sorely to heart, forthwith raised a mighty host, and
marched upon the Trojans to revenge the murder of his
ambassador.

Brute, upon hearing rumor of his coming-hence, set guard
upon the fleet, saw to it that all the women and the children
were safe aboard, and set forth with the rest of his host to
face the enemy. »

When at length the conflict was engaged, a bloody battle
ensued, and with fierce fighting a great portion of that day
was spent. Corineus was ashamed that the Aquitans should so
bravely stand their ground against the assault of the Trojans;
so, taking heart and gathering his men aside, he broke in
upon the very thickest of the foemen, where he made such
red slaughter on every hand that at last he had cut his way
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directly through the cohort, which broke and fled. In this
savage encounter he lost his sword, but snatched up a battle-
axe someone had let fall, and with this he clove in twain
anyone that stood in his path. Brute, and all those who
fought on either side, were amazed at his courage and
prowess; as he brandished his battle-axe among the fleeing
warriors and struck terror into their hearts, he thundered out
his challenge:

“Whither fly ye, cowards? Base wretches, whither do ye
fly? Stand your ground that ye may face Corineus! What! For
shame! Do so many thousands of you flee before one man?
Fly, then, but take comfort in this—that you fly from one
before whom even the Tyrrhenian Giants could not stand,
but fled in awe, or fell to strew the plain in hill-like heaps of
slaughtered flesh!”

V. Goffarius is Routed by Prince
Brute the Trojan

At these words one of the foe, a lord by name Subardus,
“turned back with three hundred warriors to do battle with
Corineus. But that mighty man of war, with his shield,
warded off their blows and swung up his great axe and
brought it whistling down in such a stroke that he all but
cleft Subardus in two halves. And then forthwith he made to
charge the rest and made terrible slaughter with his whirling
axe which never tired of drinking deep of the blood of the
slain.

To and fro in their midst he rushed about, receiving the
blows of all bravely, and returning as good as he got, if not
indeed better, until he had slaughtered great numbers of
them. Some had their hands and arms, some their very
shoulders, and some their heads or their legs, all cut off by
his horrible blade. All fought against him, ringing him about
with a hedge of glittering steel.

Brute, seeing Corineus thus beset, sped with a band of
Trojans to render assistance to the beleaguered champion.
And thus the battle was renewed again with vigor. Loud cries
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VII1. The Division of Albion

The island was in those days called Albion, and it was
inhabited not by mortal men, but by Giants.

Despite the presence of this savage and monstrous race,
the pleasant situation of the land, the plenteous rivers well-
furnished of fish, and the engaging prospect of the greenwood
made Brute and all his wandering host very desirous to make
their habitation in this island. Hence they began a tour of the
island, and in their passage through all the provinces they
forced the Giants to lumber from their path and to conceal
themselves in the caves and secret places of the mountains.

The tour completed, the Prince then divided the country
amongst the nations of the Trojans, and the warriors, setting
aside the edged and fearsome implements of war, began to
till the ground, and construct habitations, and to tame the
rude wilderness; to such degree that in a very little time the
country took upon it the appearance of a civilized nation that
had long been inhabited by men.

Since they were no longer men of Troy, but men of this
island Albion, the exiles began to call themselves The People
of Brute; hence our word ‘“Britons”, and the isle itself they
named Britain, after Prince Brute. This derivation of the
name was intended in respect to their noble and courageous
leader, in order to perpetuate his memory. And from thence
afterwards the language of the nation, which at first bore the
name Trojan, or rough Greek, was called British. But Cor-
ineus, in imitation of this custom, called that part of the
island which fell to his share Corinea, after his own name;
and though he had his choice of all the several parts of the
island in which to settle his nation, he preferred this particu-
lar country, which is now called in Latin Cornubia, either
from its being horn-like in contour, or from the corruption of
its original name, Corinea. Hence, Cornwall.

Now, in that province of Corinea were a very great num-
ber of Giants, and it became the favorite diversion of Cor-
ineus to encounter these monsters in single combat. Among
the same, there was one detestable monster, by name Goe-
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When Huon had heard how Gerames was minded to go
with him, he was thereof right joyful, and thanked him for
his courtesy and service, and gave him a goodly horse,
whereon he mounted. So they rode together until they came
to the wood, to the place which King Oberon haunted most.
There Huon was weary of travail, and famine, and heat, for
he and his company had endured two days without bread or
meat, so that he was so feeble that he could ride no further.
Then he began piteously to weep, and complained of the
great wrong that King Charlemagne had done to him, but
Garyn and Gerames comforted him and had great pity on
him, for they knew well that by reason of his youth, hunger
oppressed him more than it did them of greater age, so they
alighted under a great oak to search for some fruit to eat,
and let their horses go to pasture.

While they were thus alighted, the dwarf of the fairies,
King Oberon, came riding by, wearing a gown so rich that it
were marvel to recount the riches and fashion thereof, and
garnished with precious stones, whose clearness shone like the
sun. He had a goodly bow in his hand, so rich that it could
not be esteemed, and his arrows after the same sort, and
these had such a property that they could hit any beast in the
world he wished for. Moreover, he had about his neck a rich
horn, hung by two laces of gold so rich and fair that never
was seen such a one: it was made by four fairies in the island
of Cephalonia. One of them gave to the horn this power, that
whosoever heard the sound thereof, if he were in the greatest
sickness in the world, he should forthwith be whole and
sound: the lady that gave this power to the horn was called
Gloriande. The second lady was called Transeleyne; she gave
to this horn the power that whosoever heard it, if he were in
the greatest famine in the world, he should be satisfied as
well as if he had eaten all that he could wish for, and
likewise for drink as well, as if he had drunk his fill of the
best wine in the world. The third lady, named Margale, gave
to this horn a yet greater gift, and that was that whosoever
heard it, though he were never so poor or feeble or sick, he
should have such joy in his heart that he should sing and
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Charlemagne hath charged thee to say to the Admiral
Gaudys, the which thing is impossible to be done without my
aid, for without me, thou shalt never accomplish this enter-
prise. Speak to me, and I shall cause thee to achieve thine
enterprise, and when thou hast done thy message, I shall
bring thee again to France in safe-guard. I know the cause
that thou wilt not speak to me; it is by reason of old
Gerames who is thee with thee. Therefore, Huon, beware of
thyself, go no further, for I know well it is three days past
since thou didst eat any meat to profit thee; if thou wilt
believe me, thou shalt have enough of such sustenance as
thou wilt wish for. And so soon as thou hast dined, I will give
thee leave to depart, if it be thy pleasure; of this have no
doubt.”

“Sir,” quoth Huon, “ye be welcome.”

“Ah,” quoth Oberon, “thy salutation shall be well reward-
ed. Know for truth thou didst never make salutation so
profitable for myself: thou mayst thank God that He hath
sent thee that grace.”

When Huon had well heard Oberon, he had great marvel,
and demanded if it were true that he had said.

“Yea, truly,” quoth Oberon, “of that make no doubt.”

“Sir,” quoth Huon, “I have great marvel for what cause
you have desired to speak with us.”

“Huon,” quoth Oberon, “know that I love thee well be-
cause of the truth that is in thee, and since I naturally love
thee, if thou wilt know who I am, I shall shew thee. My
mother was the lady of the Secret Isle, sometime beloved of
the fair Florimont of Albany. But because his mother spied
on them, she departed and left Florimont her lover in great
weeping, and never saw him after. Then she returned into
her land and married after, and had a son who in his time
was King of Bgypt, named Anectanabus; he it was who
fostered Alexander the Great, and met his death by him.
After many years Julius Caesar passed by the sea as he went
into Thessaly, where he fought with Pompey. In his way he
passed by Cephalonia, where he fell in love with my mother,
because she shewed him that he should discomfit Pompey, as
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“Huon,” quoth Oberon, “I am right well content so to do,
but first I will shew you some of my jewels”; then he called
Clariand, a knight of the fairies, and said:

“Friend, go and fetch me my cup,” and he did his com-
mandment. And when Oberon had his cup in his hand he said
to Huron: “Sir, behold ye well, see that this cup is empty.”

“That is true, Sir,” quoth Huon.

Then Oberon set the cup on the table, and said to Huon:
“Behold the great power that God hath given me, and how
that I may do my pleasure,” and he made a sign over the cup
three times, and at once the cup was full of wine.

“Lo, Sirs,” quoth he, “ye may well see that this is done by
the grace of God, yet I shall shew you the great virtue that is
in this cup, for if all the men in the world were here
assembled together, and the cup were in the hands of any
man out of deadly sin, he might drink thereof his fill, but
whosoever offers his hand to take it when he is in deadly sin
may not drink out of it. If thou canst drink therefore of it, I
offer thee the cup.”

“Sir,” quoth Huon, “I thank you, but I fear I am not
worthy to drink thereof, nor to touch the cup. Never have I
heard of such a noble vessel; yet know for truth I have
confessed all my sins, and repented what evil I have done,
and I do pardon and forgive all men, whatsoever injury hath
been done to me, and I know not that I have done wrong to
any creature, and I hate no man.” So saying, he took the cup
in both his hands and set it to his mouth, and drank of the
good wine that was therein at his pleasure.

When Oberon saw that he was right glad, and came and
embraced Huon, saying that he was a noble man: “I give
thee this cup as it is; for the dignity of the cup be thou ever
true and faithful, for if thou wilt work by my counsel, I shall
aid thee and give thee succour in all thine affairs; but as soon
as thou makest any lie, the virtue of the cup will be lost and
lose its bounty, and beside that, thou shalt lose my love and
aid.”

“Sir,” quoth Huon, “I shall be right wary thereof, and now
I require you suffer us to depart.”
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“Stay yet,” quoth Oberon, “for I have another treasure
which I will give thee, because of the truth and nobleness in
thee. I will give thee a rich horn of ivory, which thou shalt
bear with thee. As soon as thou dost blow this horn I shall
hear thee wherever I am, and I will come at once to thee
with a hundred thousand men of arms to succour and aid
thee if need be. One thing I command thee on pain of losing
my love, and on jeopardy of thy life: sound not this horn
without thou hast great need thereof; if thou do otherwise, I
vow I shall leave thee in as great poverty and misery as ever
man was, so that whosoever shall see thee in that case shall
have pity on thee. Now depart freely, and God be your
guide.”

Then Huon took leave of King Oberon, and trussed up all
his baggage, and put his cup in his bosom, and the horn
about his neck, and they all took their leave of the King, and
Oberon weeping embraced Huon, who marvelled why he
wept, and said:

“Sir, why do you weep?” :

“Friend,” quoth Oberon, “you may well know, you have
two things with you that I love dearly. God aid you; more I
cannot speak to you.”

Thus the fourteen knights departed, and rode forth until
they saw before them a great deep river, and when they
could find no guide nor passage at which to cross, they wist
not what to do, until suddenly they saw a servant of King
Oberon pass by them bearing a rod of gold in his hand.
Without speaking of any word he entered into the river, and
took his rod and struck the water therewith three times, and
the water withdrew both sides in such a wise that there was a
path where three men might ride abreast: that dome, he
departed again without speaking of any word. Then Huon
and his company entered into the water and so passed
through without any danger, and when they were through it
they looked behind them and saw the river close again, and
run as it was accustomed to do.

“By my faith,” quoth Huon, “I think we be enchanted.
Surely King Oberon hath done this, but seeing we are thus
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to Huon with his company. When Huon and his friends heard
the host, and saw Oberon come riding on before, they were
afraid, and it was no marvel, seeing the commandment that
Oberon had given them before.

Then Huon said: “Ah, Sirs, I have done ill, now I see well
that we cannot escape, but that we be likely to die.”

“Certainly,” quoth Gerames, “you have well deserved it.”

“Hold your peace,” quoth Huon, “dismay you not; let me
speak to him.”

Therewith Oberon came to them and said: “Huon, ac-
cursed be thou; where are they that will do thee any ill? Why
hast thou broken my commandment?”’

“Ah, Sir,” quoth Huon, “I shall shew you the truth. We
were sitting right now in the meadow, and did eat of that you
gave us. I believe I took too much drink out of the cup that
you gave me, the virtue of which we well assayed. Then I
thought to assay also the virtue of the rich horn to the intent
that if I should have any need of it, I might be sure thereof.
Now I know for truth that all you have shewed me is true;
therefore, Sir, in the honour of God, I require you to pardon
my trespass. Sir, here is my sword, strike off my head at your
pleasure; for well I know without your aid I shall never
achieve mine enterprise.”

“Huon,” quoth Oberon, “the goodness and great truth that
are in thee constrain me to give thee pardon: but beware,
from henceforth be not so hardy as to break my command-
ment.”

“Sir,” quoth Huon, “I thank you.”

“Well,” quoth Oberon, “I know surely that thou hast much
to suffer as yet; for thou must pass through a city named
Tormont, wherein there is a tyrant called Macaire, and yet
he is thine own uncle, brother to thy father, Duke Seguin.
When he was yet in France he thought to have murdered
King Charlemagne, but his treason was known, and he would
have been slain if thy father, Duke Seguin, had not been
alive. He was sent to the Holy Sepulchre to do his penance
for the ill that he had donme, and after he was there he
renounced the faith of our Lord God, and took on him the
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When Geoffrey heard them, he was right joyous, and said:
“Know surely that there is here in this palace at dinner the
son of Duke Seguin of Bordeaux, nephew to the duke, lord
of this house. Once was this lord christened, but he hath
denied the faith of our Lord God Jesus Christ, and hath
commanded me to arm seven score Paynims to come and
slay his nephew and his company.”

When they were all armed, and swords by their sides, they
followed Geoffrey to the palace, and when they entered,
Huon said to his uncle: “Sir, these men in armour that have
come into the hall, are they those you have commanded to
come and conduct me on my journey?”

“Huon,” quoth the duke, “it is otherwise than thou think-
est, thou shalt surely die, there is no remedy, thou shalt
never see fair day again.”

Then he said: “Step forth, Sirs; look that no Christian men
escape you, but let them all be slain.”

When Huon saw the malice of his uncle and his false
treason, he was sore abashed, and rose up suddenly and set his
helm on his head and took his sword in his hand. Then
Geoffrey came in and cried: “Said Denis, ye noble French-
men, take heed that no Paynim escapes alive, but slay them
all.”

The Frenchmen drew out their swords and fought with the
Paynims on all parts, so that within a short time they were
all slain. The duke saw that these were no Paynims, since
they slew his men, and was in great fear of his life, and fled
away into a secret chamber. When Huon perceived that they
were Frenchmen who had thus succoured him, he pursued
the duke with his sword in his hand, all bloody with the blood
of the Paynims he had slain. The traitor duke saw that his
nephew followed him, and fled from chamber to chamber till
he came to a window opening upon the garden side, and so
leapt out thereat and ran away, whereof Huon and Geoffrey
and the other Frenchmen were right sorrowful. They closed
the gates and raised the bridges, to the intent that they
should not be surprised, and then they came into the hall to
make acquaintance with one another, whereof they had much
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joy, but if God had not helped them, their joy would have
been turned into sorrow. When the duke came into the town
he made a cry that all men able to bear arms should come to
him; and he, with all that he could raise, came before the
palace, more than ten thousand persons, and they all swore
the death of the Christians. When the duke saw he had such
a number he was joyful and commanded his engines and
ladders to be raised up on ever part, and with picks and
mattocks they broke down a corner tower. The Christians
within defended them valiantly, but their defence would have
availed them little if our Lord God had not helped them.
When Huon knew the danger he was in, he was sore dis-
pleased, and said:

“I ought to be sore annoyed when I see that we be thus
kept in by my uncle. I fear me we shall never more see good
days.”

Then Gerames said: “For the love of God, Sir, blow now
your horn.”

“It is not in my power to do it,” quoth Huon, “for the
provost Gonder hath it in keeping.”

“Ha, Huon,” quoth Gerames, “in an evil hour we came
acquainted with you, for now by your folly and pride we are
in the way of destruction.”

As they were thus devising, Gonder the provost came to
the duke and said: “Sir, I have great marvel that you thus
destroy your own palace; great folly you do therein; I would
counsel you leave this assault, and let there be a peace made
between you and your nephew on the condition to let him
and his company go safely away.”

“Provost,” quoth the duke, “I pray thee go and do the best
that thou canst. I will do as thou dost counsel me.”

Then the provost came to the palace and said to Huon:
“Sir, for God’s sake speak, with me.”

“Who art thou?” quoth Huon.

“I am your host the provost, and I require you, inasmuch
as ye love your lives, keep well this palace.”

“Sir,” quoth Huon, “for your good counsel I thank you,
and I desire you, for the love you bear me, and in that you
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“Not so, sire,” said Olivier. “Hercules of Greece was a
knight among the Pagans and King of a Pagan kingdom. He
was a gallant champion and stoutly framed in all his limbs.
Visiting the Court of a certain Emperor who had fifty daugh-
ters, virgins, he wedded them all on one and the same night,
and that so well and thoroughly that next morning they all
avowed themselves well-contented women and with naught
left to learn. He had not slighted ever a one of them. Well,
sire, an you will, I will lay my wager to do after the fashion
of Hercules of Greece.”

“Nay, beware, Olivier, my son,” cried the Emperor; “be-
ware what you do; the thing would be a sin. I felt sure this
King Hercules was a Saracen!”

“Sire,” returned Olivier, “know this—I warrant me to
show in the same space of time the selfsame prowess with
one virgin that Hercules of Greece did with fifty. And the
maid shall be none other but the Princess Helen, King Hugo’s
daughter.” .

“Good and well,” agreed Charlemagne; “that will be to
deal honestly and as a good Christian should. But you were
in the wrong, my son, to drag the fifty virgins of King
Hercules into your business, wherein, the Devil fly away with
me else, I can see but one to be concerned.”

“Sire,” answered Olivier mildly, “there is but one, of a
truth. But she shall win such satisfaction of me that, an I
number the tokens of my love, you will to-morrow see fifty
crosses scored on the wall, and that is my brag.”

The Count Olivier was yet speaking when lo! the column
which bare the vault opened. The pillar was hollow and
contrived in such sort that a man could lie hid therein at his
ease to see and hear everything. Charlemagne and the twelve
Counts had never a notion of this; so they were sore sur-
prised to behold the King of Constantinople step forth. He
was white with anger and his eyes flashed fire.

He said in a terrible voice:

“So this is how ye show your gratitude for the hospitality I
offer you. Ye are ill-mannered guests. For a whole hour have
ye been insulting me with your bragging eagers. Well, know
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FABULISTS AND FAIRY TALES

a he-goat. Opposite to her was a serpent, which was not like
the common serpents; for its eyes were mild, its physiognomy
noble and engaging, while its skin shone with the liveliest and
brightest colors. A huge fish, half immersed in the river, was
not the least astonishing figure in the group; and on a neigh-
boring tree were perched a raven and a pigeon. All these
creatures seemed to carry on a very animated conversation.

“Alas!” said the princess in a low tone, “these animals
undoubtedly speak of their loves, and it is not so much as
allowed me to mention the name of mine.”

The old woman held in her hand a slender steel chain a
hundred fathoms long, to which was fastened a bull who fed
in the meadow. This bull was white, perfectly well-made,
plump, and at the same time agile, which is a thing seldom to
be found. He was indeed the most beautiful specimen that
was ever seen of his kind. Neither the bull of Pasiphae, nor
that in whose shape Jupiter appeared when he carried off
Europa could be compared to this noble animal. The charm-
ing young heifer into which Isis was changed would have
scarce been worthy of his company.

As soon as the bull saw the princess he ran toward her
with the swiftness of a young Arabian horse who pricks up
his ears and flies over the plains and rivers of the ancient
Saana to approach the lovely consort whose image reigns in
his heart. The old woman used her utmost efforts to restrain
the bull. The serpent wanted to terrify him by its hissing. The
dog followed him and bit his beautiful limbs. The she-ass
crossed his way and kicked him to make him return. The
great fish remounted the Nile and, darting himself out of the
water, threatened to devour him. The he-goat remained im-
movable, apparently struck with fear. The raven fluttered
round his head as if it wanted to tear out his eyes. The
pigeon alone accompanied him, from curiosity, and ap-
plauded him by a sweet murmur.

So extraordinary a sight threw Mambres into serious
reflections. In the meanwhile, the white bull, dragging after
him his chain and the old woman, had already reached the
princess, who was struck with astonishment and fear. He
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“Princess, my bull is not to be sold. Your illustrious magi-
cian is acquainted with this. All that I can do for your service
is to permit him to feed every day near your palace. You may
caress him, give him biscuits, and make him dance about at
your pleasure; but he must always be under the eyes of all
these animals who accompany me, and who are charged with
the keeping of him. If he does not endeavor to escape from
them, they will prove peaceable; but if he attempt once more
to break his chain, as did upon seeing you, woe be unto him.
I would not then answer for his life. This large fish, which
you see, will certainly swallow him, and keep him longer than
three days in his belly; or this serpent, who appears to you so
mild, will give him a mortal sting.”

The white bull, who understood perfectly the old woman’s
conversation, but was unable to speak, humbly accepted all
the proposals. He laid himself down at her feet; he lowed
softly; and, looking tenderly at Amasidia, seemed to say to
her, “Come and see me sometimes upon the lawn.”

The serpent now took up the conversation. “Princess,” said
he, “I advise you to act implicitly as mademoiselle of Endor
has told you.”

The she-ass likewise put in her word, and was of the
opinion of the serpent.

Amasidia was afflicted that this serpent and this ass should
speak so well; while a beautiful bull, who had such noble and
tender sentiments, was unable to express them.

“Alas,” said she, in a low voice, “nothing is more common
at court. One sees there every day fine lords who cannot con-
verse, and contemptible wretches who speak with assurance.”

“This serpent,” said Mambres, “is not a contemptible
wretch. He is perhaps the personage of the greatest impor-
tance.”

The day now declined, and the princess was obliged to
return home, after having promised to come back next day
at the same hour. Her ladies of the palace were astonished,
and understood nothing of what they had seen or heard.
Mambres made reflections. The princess, recollecting that the
serpent called the old woman Miss, concluded at random that
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“But my dear princess, whatever singular adventures may
have happened to him, you never can extort these secrets
from him but by flattery. Having formerly deceived women,
it is equitable that a woman in her turn should deceive him.”

“I will do my utmost,” said the princess; and departed with
her maids of honor. The old woman was feeding the bull at a
considerable distance.

Mambres left Amasidia to herself, and went and dis-
coursed with the witch. One lady of honor chatted with the
she-ass, the others amused themselves with the goat, the dog,
the raven, and the pigeon. As for the large fish that fright-
ened every body, he plunged himself into the Nile by order
of the old woman.

The serpent then attended the beautiful Amasidia into the
grove, where they had the following conversation:

SERPENT: You cannot imagine, mademoiselle, how much I
am flattered with the honor which your highness deigns to
confer upon me.

PRINCEss: Your great reputation, sir, the beauty of your
countenance, and the brilliancy of your eyes have embold-
ened me to see for this conversation. I know by public report
(if it be not false) that you were formerly a very great lord
in the empyrean heaven.

SERPENT: It is true, miss, I had there a very distinguished
place. It is pretended 1 am a disgraced favorite. This is a
report which once went abroad in India. The Brahmins were
the first who gave a history of my adventures. And I doubt
not but one day or other the poets of the north will make
them the subject of an extravagant epic poem, for in truth it
is all that can be made of them. Yet I am not so much fallen
but that I have left in this globe a very extensive dominion. I
might venture to assert that the whole earth belongs to me.

PrINCESs: 1 believe it, for they tell me that your powers
of persuasion are irresistible, and to please is to reign.

SERPENT: I feel, mademoiselle, while I behold and listen to
you, that you have over me the same power which you
ascribe to me over so many others.

PrINCEss: You are, I believe, an amiable conqueror. It is
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knows that sin is expiated by means of a he-goat, who walks
about for his own amusement. I only beg of you to lend me
immediately Tobit's dog, who is a very swift greyhound;
Balaam’s ass, who runs better than a dromedary; the raven
and the pigeon of the ark, who fly with amazing swiftness. I

- want to send them on an embassy to Memphis. It is an affair
of great consequence.”

The old woman replied to the magician:

“You may dispose as you please of Tobit’s dog, of
Balaam’s ass, of the raven and the pigeon of the ark, and of
the scape-goat; but my ox cannot enter a stable. It is said
that he must be always made fast to an iron chain, be always
wet with the dew of heaven, and eat the grass of the field,
and his portion be with the wild beasts.

“He is entrusted to me, and I must obey. What would
Daniel, Ezekiel, and Jeremiah think of me, if I trusted my ox
to any other than to myself? I see you know the secret of this
extraordinary animal, but I have not to reproach myself
which bhaving revealed it to you. I am going to conduct him
far from this polluted land, toward the lake Sirbon, where he
will be sheltered from the cruelties of the king of Tanis. My
fish and my serpent will defend me. I fear nobody when I
serve my master.”

“My good woman,” answered the wise Mambres, “let the
will of God be done! Provided I can find your white bull
again, the lake Sirbon, the lake Maris, or the lake of Sodom,
are to me perfectly indifferent. I want to do nothing but
good to him and to you. But why have you spoken to me of
Daniel, Ezekiel, and Jeremiah?”

“Ah! sir,” answered the old woman, “you know as well as I
what concern they have in this important affair. But I have
no time to lose. I don’t desire to be hanged. I want not that
my bull should be burned, drowned, or devoured. I go to the
lake Sirbon by Canopus, with my serpent and my fish.
Adieun.”

The bull followed her pensively, after having testified his
gratitude to the beneficent Mambres.

The wise Mambres was greatly troubled. He saw that
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The King of the Gold Mines was not less noble and
splendid. It was easy to see by his face how happy he was,
and every one who went near him returned loaded with
presents, for all round thé great banqueting hall had been
arranged a thousand barrels full of gold and numberless bags
made of velvet embroidered with pearls and filled with mon-
ey, each one containing at least a hundred thousand gold-
pieces, which were given away to every one who liked to
hold out his hand, which numbers of people hastened to do,
you may be sure—indeed, some found this by far the most
amusing part of the wedding festivities.

The queen and the princess were just ready to set out with
the king when they saw advancing toward them from the end
of the long gallery two great basilisks dragging after them a
very badly made box; behind them came a tall old woman,
whose ugliness was even more surprising than her extreme
old age. She wore a ruff of black taffeta, a red velvet hood,
and a farthingale all in rags, and she leaned heavily upon a
crutch. This strange old woman, without saying a single
word, hobbled three times round the gallery, followed by the
basilisks; then, stopping in the middle and brandishing her
crutch threateningly she cried:

“Ho, ho, queen! Ho, ho, princess! Do you think you are
going to break with impunity the promise that you made to
my friend the yellow dwarf? I am the Fairy of the Desert;
without the yellow dwarf and his orange-tree my great lions
would soon have eaten you up, I can tell you, and in
Fairyland we do not suffer ourselves to be insulted like this.
Make up your minds at once what you will do, for I vow
that you shall marry the yellow dwarf. If you don’t, may I
burn my crutch!”

“Ah! princess,” said the queen, weeping, “what is this that
I hear? What have you promised?”

“Ah! my mother,” replied Bellissima sadly, “what did you
promise yourself?”

The king of the Gold Mines, indignant at being kept from
his happiness by this wicked old woman, went up to her, and
threatening her with his sword, said:
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“Get away out of my country at once and forever, miser-
able creature, lest I take your life and so rid myself of your
malice.”

He had hardly spoken these words when the lid of the box
fell back on the floor with a terrible noise, and to their
horror, out sprang the yellow dwarf, mounted upon a great
Spanish cat. “Rash youth!” he cried, rushing between the
Fairy of the Desert and the king. “Dare to lay a finger upon
this illustrious fairy! Your quarrel is with me only. I am your
enemy and your rival. That faithless princess who would have
married you is promised to me. See if she has not upon her
finger a ring made of one of my hairs. Just try to take it off,
and you will soon find out that I am more powerful than
you are!”

“Wretched little monster!” said the king, “do you dare to
call yourself the princess’ lover and to lay claim to such a
treasure? Do you know that you are a dwarf—that you are
so ugly that one cannot bear to look at you—and that 1
should have killed you myself long before this if you had
been worthy of such a glorious death?”

The yellow dwarf, deeply enraged at these words, set spurs
to his cat, which yelled horribly and leaped hither and
thither—terrifying everybody except the brave king, who
pursued the dwarf closely, till he, drawing a great knife with
which he was armed, challenged the king to meet him in
single combat, and rushed down into the courtyard of the
palace with a terrible clatter. The king, quite provoked,
followed him hastily, but they had hardly taken their places
facing one another, and the whole court had only just had
time to rush out upon the balconies to watch what was going
on, when suddenly the sun became as red as blood, and it
was so dark that they could scarcely see at all. The thunder
crashed and the lightning seemed as if it must burmn up
everything; the two basilisks appeared, one on each side of
the bad dwarf like giants mountains high, and fire flew from
their mouths and ears until they looked like flaming furnaces.
None of these things could terrify the noble young king, and
the boldness of his looks and actions reassured those who
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were looking on, and perhaps even embarrassed the yellow
dwarf himself; but even his courage gave way when he saw
what was happening to his beloved princess. For the Fairy of
the Desert, looking mere terrible than before, mounted upon
a winged griffin and with long snakes coiled round her neck,
had given her such a blow with the lance she carried that
Bellissima fell into the queen’s arms bleeding and senseless.
Her fond mother, feeling as much hurt by the blow as the
princess herself, uttered such piercing cries and lamentations
that the king, hearing them, entirely lost his courage and
presence of mind. Giving up the combat, he flew toward the
princess to rescue or to die with her, but the yellow dwarf
was too quick for him. Leaping with his Spanish cat upon the
balcony, he snatched Bellissima from the queen’s arms, and
before any of the ladies of the court could stop him, he had
sprung upon the roof of the palace and disappeared with his
prize.

The king, motionless with horror, looked on despairingly at
this dreadful occurrence, which he was quite powerless to
prevent, and to make matters worse his sight failed him;
everything became dark; and he felt himself carried along
through the air by a strong hand.

This new misfortune was the work of the wicked Fairy of
the Desert, who had come with the yellow dwarf to help him
carry off the princess, and had fallen in love with the hand-
some young King of the Gold Mines directly she saw him.
She thought that if she carried him off to some frightful
cavern and chained him to a rock, then the fear of death
would make him forget Belissima and become her slave. So
as soon as they reached the place she gave him back his
sight, but without releasing him from his chains, and by her
magic power, she appeared before him as a young and beauti-
ful fairy and pretended to have come there quite by chance.

“What do I see?” she cried. “Is it you, dear prince? What
misfortune has brought you to this dismal place?”

The King, who was quite deceived by her altered appear-
ance, replied:

“Alas! beautiful fairy, the fairy who brought me here first
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been carried there by the yellow dwarf, who hastened to wait
upon her and showed her every possible attention. She was
laid upon a couch covered with cloth-of-gold, embroidered
with pearls as big as nuts.”

“Ahl” interrupted the King of the Gold Mines, “if Bellissi-
ma forgets me and consents to marry him, I shall break my
heart.”

“You need not be afraid of that,” answered the mermaid;
‘“the princess thinks of no one but you, and the frightful
dwarf cannot persuade her to look at him.”

“Pray go on with your story,” said the king.

“What more is there to tell you?’ replied the mermaid.
“Bellissima was sitting in the wood when you passed and saw
you with the Fairy of the Desert, who was so cleverly
disguised that the princess took her to be prettier than her-
self; you may imagine her despair, for she thought that you
had fallen in love with her.”

“She believes that I love herl” cried the king. “What a
fatal mistakel What is to be done to undeceive her?”

“You know best,” answered the mermaid, smiling kindly at
him. “When people are as much in love with one another as
you two are they don’t need advice from any one else.”

As she spoke, they reached the castle of steel, the side next
the sea being the only one which the yellow dwarf had left
unprotected by the dreadful burning walls.

“I know quite well,” said the mermaid, “that the princess is
sitting by the brook-side just where you saw her as you
passed, but as you will have many enemies to fight with
before you can reach her; take this sword; armed with it you
may dare any danger and overcome the greatest difficulties;
only beware of one thing—that is, never to let it fall from
your hand. Farewell; now I will wait by that rock, and if you
need my help in carrying off your beloved princess, I will not
fail you, for the queen, her mother, is my best friend, and it
was for her sake that I went to rescue you.”

So saying, she gave the king a sword made from a single
diamond, which was more brilliant than the sun. He could
not find words to express his gratitude, but he begged her to
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believe that he fully appreciated the importance of her gift,
and would never forget her help and kindness.

We must now go back to the Fairy of the Desert. When
she found that the king did not return, she hastened out to
look for him, and reached the shore with a hundred of the
ladies of her train, loaded with splendid presents for him.
Some carried baskets full of diamonds; others golden cups of
wonderful workmanship, and amber, coral, and pearls; others
again balanced upon their heads bales of the richest and most
beautiful stuffs, while the rest brought fruit and flowers and
even birds. But what was the horror of the fairy, who
followed this gay troop, when she saw stretched upon the
sands the image of the king which the mermaid had made
with the sea-weeds! Struck with astonishment and sorrow, she
uttered a terrible cry and threw herself down beside the
pretended king, weeping and howling and calling upon her
eleven sisters, who were also fairies and who came to her
assistance. But they were all taken in by the image of the
king, for clever as they were, the mermaid was still cleverer,
and all they could do was to help the Fairy of the Desert to
make a wonderful monument over what they thought was the
grave of the King of the Gold Mines. But while they were
collecting jasper and porphyry, agate and marble, gold and
bronze, statues and devices, to immortalize the king’s memo-
1y, he was thanking the good mermaid and begging her still
to help him, which she graciously promised to do as she
disappeared; and then he set out for the castle of steel. He
walked fast, looking anxiously round him and longing once
more to see his darling Bellissima, but he had not gone far
before he was surrounded by four terrible sphinxes, who
would very soon have torn him to pieces with their sharp
talons if it had not been for the mermaid’s diamond sword.
For no sooner had he flashed it before their eyes than down
they fell at his feet quite helpless, and he killed them with
one blow. But he had hardly turned to continue his search
when he met six dragons covered with scales that were
harder than iron. Frightful as this encounter was, the king’s
courage was unshaken, and by the aid of his wonderful sword
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he cut them in pieces one after the other. Now he hoped his
difficulties were over, but at the next turning he was met by
one which he did not know how to overcome. Twenty-four
pretty and graceful nymphs advanced toward him, holding
garlands of flowers with which they barred the way.

“Where are you going, prince?”’ they said; “it is our duty to
guard this place, and if we let you pass, great misfortune will
happen to you and to us. We beg you not to insist upon going
on. Do you want to kill twenty-four girls who have never
displeased you in any way?”

The king did not know what to do or to say. It went
against all his ideas as a knight to do anything a lady begged
him not to do; but as he hesitated a voice in his ear said:

“Strike! strike! and do not spare, or your princess is lost
forever!”

So without replying to the nymphs, he rushed forward
instantly, breaking their garlands and scattering them in all
directions; and then went on without further hindrance to the
little wood where he had seen Bellissima. She was seated by
the brook, looking pale and weary, when he reached her, and
he would have thrown himself down at her feet, but she drew
herself away from him with as much indignation as if he had
been the yellow dwarf.

“Ah! princess,” he cried, “do not be angry with me. Let
me explain everything. I am not faithless or to blame for
what has happened. I am a miserable wretch who has dis-
pleased you without being able to help himself.”

“Ah!” cried Bellissima, “did I not see you flying through
the air with the loveliest being imaginable? Was that against
your will?”

“Indeed it was, princess,” he answered; “the wicked Fairy
of the Desert, not content with chaining me to a rock,
carried me off in her chariot to the other end of the earth,
where I should even now be a captive but for the unexpected
help of a friendly mermaid, who brought me here to rescue
you, my princess, from the unworthy hands that hold you.
Do not refuse the aid of your most faithful lover.” So saying,
he threw himself at her feet and held her by her robe. But,
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from the Court of King Lisuarte to Go in Quest of
Him.

One day when Amadis was talking with the Queen
Brisena, there came a damsel into the palace, who knelt
before her and said, Madam, is there a knight here who
bears the lions? The Queen, perceiving that she meant
Amadis, answered, What would you with him? I bring him
tidings of a new knight, who had made a braver beginning of
chivalry than did ever knight before in all the islands. Say
you so? said Brisena; now then, tell your tale, for here is the
knight whom ye seek. Then said the damsel to Amadis, Sir,
the fair child whom you knighted before the castle of Bra-
doyd, where you conquered the two knights of the bridge,
and the three of the causey, and took the lord of the castle,
and delivered by force of arms Urganda’s friend, saluteth you
by me, as being the man whom he reputeth his lord, and bids
me say that he will strive to be a good man, or die in the
attempt; and when he shall be such in prowess, he will tell
you more of his affairs than you yet know; but if he fail to
become such a one as you could esteem, he will still be silent.
Then came tears into the eyes of Amadis, so that all the
dames and damsels saw he was weeping, for he remembered
his brother. Meanwhile the queen, desirous to hear what
deeds of prowess the new knight had performed said to the
damsel, I pray you continue your message, and tell us that
brave beginning of chivalry you speak of. The damsel then
related what she had seen at the rock of Galtares, which
when she had done, the queen asked Amadis if he knew who
the knight was! and Amadis told her it was his brother.

But Oriana, who sate too far off to hear what was said,
was greatly displeased to see Amadis in tears, and she said to
Mabilia, Call your cousin that we may know what hath
bhappened; and when he came to them, she asked him,
angrily, from whom the damsel could bring him news that
should draw tears? But when he told her, she cried, Pardon
me, my lord, that I suspected where there was no cause. Ah,
lady, he replied, how can I pardon you who have never
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heard them, than he turned and took his arms; he had no
lance, neither had they, having broken them in their quarrel.
Alas! my lord, quoth the dwarf, what will ye do? do you not
see that that they are two? I shall defend myself if they attack
me, replied Amadis; and by this they came up. Knight, said
they, we beg a boon of you, and you must grant it if you
would get from us. I shall grant it the sooner, replied
Amadis, if it be reasonable. Tell us then, as a loyal knight,
where we may find him by whom Dardan was slain. He who
was now compelled to avow himself answered, I am he. They
exclaimed at once, Ah, traitor, thou diest! and all fell upon
him. But Amadis so bestirred himself, that only one of them
escaped with life from the adventure. Ah, quoth the dwarf, I
take a better with me for my boon than I had thought!

That night they lodged with a hermit, and had poor fare
for their supper. In the morning about the hour of tierce, the
dwarf showed him in a pleasant valley two tall pine-trees,
and under them sate a knight all armed, upon a lusty cours-
er, and two knights whom he had just dismounted, were
endeavouring to catch their horses; and in the same shade
another knight lay leaning on his helmet, having his shield
by him; and there were twenty lances ready against the tree,
and two horses ready caparisoned. There, said the dwarf,
he who leans on his helmet is the good knight of whom
I spake, Angriote of Estravaus, the best knight that I
have heard report of.—Why keepeth he there so many
lances? The dwarf answered, I can resolve ye: he loveth a
lady of this country, who hateth him above all others; never-
theless, he hath prevailed so much in fight that her parents
were constrained to give her to him. After he had gotten her
into his power, he thought himself the happiest man in the
world, but she told him it was no courtesy to take a damsel
against her will, and that she never willingly would be his till
he had performed one thing for her, which was that he and
his brother should keep this Vale of Pines for a year against
all errant knights, and force them to go to King Lisuarte’s
court, and confess there that she is more beautiful than their
mistresses. And this she devised in her great hatred to him,
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of the spear which had gone through his shield, was driven by
the fall through his harness and into the flesh, though but a
little depth; but he rose lightly, as one who would brook no
shame for. himself and in his lady’s cause, and plucked the
truncheon out, and went to his antagonist sword in hand.
Knight, said Angriote, thou art a brave youth; I beseech thee
confess my lady is fairer than thine, before it be worse with
thee. Such lie, quoth Amadis, shall my lips never utter. Then
began a strife which could not long endure, for rather would
Amadis have died than failed one jot in this quarrel, and he
laid on so fiercely that neither the great strength nor skill of
Angriote availed him; for the sword came now upon his
head, now upon his body, that the blood sprang from more
than twenty wounds. He, as he could, drew back.—Of a
truth, knight, there is more worth in thee than man can
think. Yield! quoth Amadis, else if we end the combat thy
life also will be ended; and that should I repent, for I esteem
of thee better than thou weenest. This he said for his great
goodness in arms, and for the courtesy which he had used
towards his mistress, having her in his power. Angriote, who
could not chuse, gave himself up for vanquished, saying,
Believe me, I not so much sorrow for my foil, as for the
wreckful chance that I this day lose the thing which I love
best. That shall you not, said Amadis, if I can help you, and
the lady will be ungrateful if she acknowledge not your
honourable pains in her defence. I promise you to employ my
endeavours in your behalf, so soon as I return from a
quest.—Where, sir, shall I find you?—In the court of King
Lisuarte, answered Amadis. So be took leave of Angriote and
passed on with the dwarf.

Five days they rode together, then the dwarf showed him a
castle marvellously strong and pleasant.—There is Castle
Valderin! within that hold you must perform the promise
made to me; take your arms, for they suffer none lightly to
go out who enter there. Amadis buckled on his helm and
rode on first, the dwarf and Gandalin followed; they passed
through the gate, and looked round, and could see no crea-
ture. The place is deserted, quoth Amadis. So, said the
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dwarf, it seems.—Why then hast thou brought me here? Sir,
said the dwarf, there was here the fiercest knight that ever 1
saw, and the strongest in arms, who in that porch slew two
knights; the one was my master, and him he slew cruelly, as
a man in whom there was no pity: the head of that traitor is
the boon which I required. I have led here many knights to
obtain vengeance, but for their sins they have either been
slain or thrown into cruel prison. Thou doest the part of a
loyal servant, said Amadis; yet oughtest thou to bring no
knight here without telling him against whom he should fight.
Sir, he answered, he is so known for one of the fierce, that if
I had named him none would venture to accompany me,—it
is Arcalaus, the Enchanter. Again Amadis looked round
about if he might see anybody; he alighted and waited till
vespers, then asked the dwarf what they should do? Sir, said
he, the darkness is at hand: it is not good to tarry here. Nay
trust me, answered Amadis, I will not budge hence till he
come, or some one who can tell me tidings of him. I, said the
dwarf, will not stay, lest he should see and know me. Yet
shalt thou stay, quoth Amadis, for I will not excuse myself
from the promise, if I may perform it. As thus they com-
muned, Amadis espied a court somewhat farther on, wherein
he entered and found no one, but he saw a dark place, with
steps that went under ground. Let us see what is here, said
he. For God’s sake mercy! cried the dwarf, I would not for
the world go down. But Gandalin caught him as he would
have run away; Fear not, tall fellow! said he. And Amadis
said, You shall not go till I have performed my promise, or
till you see how it fares with me. Let me go, let me go! quoth
the little wretch, I acquit the promise; for God’s sake, let me
go! Said Amadis, Thou shalt not say hereafter, I have failed
in my promise. I desire thee not to discharge me of it. By my
faith, I discharge you, said the dwarf, and I will wait for you
in the road, to see if you come. Go then, and good luck go
with thee, quoth the knight; I shall remain till morning. So
the dwarf fled in haste.

Amadis went down the steps so far that he could see
nothing; he came to a plain ground; it was utterly dark, yet
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he proceeded, and groping along a wall, felt a bar of iron,
whereto there hung a key, and he opened the padlock of the
grate; then heard he a voice, saying, Ah, God! how long shall
this misery continue? Ah, death! why delayest thou to come
when thou art so needed? He listened awhile but heard no
more; he then entered the vault, having his shield about his
neck and the helmet laced, and the sword in his hand; and
passing further he found himself in a great hall, where was a
lamp burnipg, and he saw six armed men sleeping in one bed,
and by them lay their shields and hatchets. One hatchet he
took, and advanced. Anon more than a hundred voices were
heard crying aloud, Lord God send us death and deliver us!
Thereat was Amadis greatly astonished; and the men who
were asleep awoke, and the one said to the other, Take a
scourge and make those wretches silent who disturb us in our
sleep! Aye, marry will 1, said the other; and taking a scourge
he rose, but seeing Amadis he stopt, and cried, Who goes
there?—A strange knight. The man turned back and fastened
the grate, and roused his comrades. Leave him to me, said
the jaylor, and I will place him among the rest. This man was
great and strong of limb, and taking his shield and hatchet,
he advanced towards Amadis;—If you fear death lay down
your arms, if not, expect what my hatchet will give thee!
Both raised their hatchets at once, and at once both blows
fell; the jaylor’s entered far into the knight's helmet; the
knight’s pierced through the shield of his enemy, who drew
back and so plucked the hatchet from his hand. Then Amadis
drew his sword; the other grappled with him, confiding in his
strength, but Amadis with the pummel of his sword drove at
his face and broke his jaw, and shook him off; then followed
that stroke with such another, that he never needed a sur-
geon. Then sheathing his sword, he recovered the hatchet from
the shield, and so played his part with the other five, that
only two escaped death by falling at his feet for mercy. Shew
me then the prisoners! said Amadis; they led the way. Who
lies here? said he, hearing a lamentable voice from a cell. A
lady, said they, in great torments; and taking two keys from
the jaylor’s girdle, he unlocked the door; but she, who be-
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lieved it was her old tormentor, exclaimed, Kill me, man, and
do not inflict so many martyrdoms! O king, in an evil day
was I beloved by you, since that love has cost me so dear!
The tears came over the eyes of Amadis for great pity:
Lady, said he, I am not he whom you think, but one who
will if he can, deliver you; and he called for light, and when
the soldier brought it, beheld a lady chained round the neck
with a great chain, and her garments fretted and worn thro’
to the skin. Wretched as you behold me, said she, yet am I
the daughter of a king, and thus tortured for a king’s sake.
So he caused the chain to be taken off, and commanded
garments to be brought her, and she covered herself with the
scarlet mantle of the jaylor, and he led her from the prison.

There met them one at the grate, who called out to the
soldier with the light, Arcalaus demandeth where the knight
is that entered? whether he be dead or taken? At these
words, the man let fall the torch with exceeding fear, and
could make no reply. Villain! quoth Amadis, what fearest
thou, being under my guard? Go on! Then they ascended the
stairs, and came into the open court. The night was far
spent, and the moon was clear above; but that poor lady,
beholding the heavens, and feeling the air, fell on her knees,
and cried, Ah, gentle knight, God protect thee and give thee
thy reward!

Then Amadis raising her, looked round for Gandalin, and
finding him not, he feared, and exclaimed, If the best knight
in the world be slain, I will take such vengeance as never has
been heard of. Presently he heard a cry, and following it
found the dwarf hanging by one leg from a beam over a fire
of stinking smoke, and near him Gandalin tied to a post. Him
he was about to untie, but the squire cried, The dwarf first,
for he is in worst case; and Amadis holding him in one hand
while he cut the cord, set him on his feet; then set Gandalin
at liberty, and said to him, In sooth, my friend, he who
placed thee here did not love thee as I do. He went toward
the castle, and found the portcullis down. Gandalin shewed
him the place where his horse was stabled; he burst the door
and took him out, then seated himself on a stone bench in
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the wall with the lady, for tho’ he wished to deliver the other
prisoners, yet durst he not leave her. So there he awaited
daylight; meanwhile he asked the lady, for what king’s sake
she had suffered. Sir, said she, Arcalaus mortally hates him,
and therefore revenged himself upon me; he seized me in the
presence of many friends, and covering me with a dark cloud
carried me away, and from that time till now I have never
seen daylight; and this he did as the worst evil he could do to
my lover, King Arban of North Wales. Is it he? quoth
Amadis; now God be thanked, for dearly do I love that
knight! but now do I not so much pity you as before, since
you have suffered for the sake of one of the best men in the
world.

When it was day, a knight looked from a window and
asked Amadis, Art thou he who hast slain my jaylor and my
servants? Art thou he, answered Amadis, who so treacherous-
ly murderest knights and imprisonest dames and damsels?
thou art the most disloyal and cruellest knight in the world!

As yet you know not all my cruelty, Arcalaus replied, and
left the window; and soon they saw him enter the court well
armed, upon a lusty courser. Now this was one of the largest
knights in the world who were not giants, and Amadis looked
at him with admiration, thinking that he must needs be of
great strength. Why lookest thou at me so earnestly? quoth
the Castellan.—Because thou wouldst be so good a knight
were it not for thy foul disloyalty. I come in good time,
quoth Arcalaus, to be preached at by one like thee! and with
that he laid lance in rest, and ran the charge. The spears
brake; horses and bodies met; and both horses were driven to
the ground. Quickly the knights arose, and began a fierce
combat which lasted long; at length the Catellan drew back,
Knight, said he, thou art in the chance of death, and I know
not who thou art: tell me that I may know, for I think rather
to slay than take thee. My death, Amadis replied, is in the
will of God, whom I fear; and thine is in the will of the
devil, who is weary of helping thee, and will now let thy soul
and body perish together. You ask my name: I am Amadis
of Gaul, the knight of Queen Brisena. Then renewed they
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their combat with fresh fury till about the hour of tierce,
then Arcalaus waxed faint, and Amadis smote him down;
and, as he rose, staggered him with another blow on the
helmet, so that secing himself near to die, he fled into the
palace, and Amadis followed. But he running into a little
chamber, at the door whereof stood a lady beholding the
battle, took up a sword, for he had dropt his own in the
court, and called to Amadis, Come in and finish the fight!
This hall is larger, answered Amadis, let it be here. I will not
come out, quoth the Castellan. What! quoth he of Gaul,
thinkest thou so to save thyself? and placing his shield before
him, he entered the chamber, his sword being raised to
strike; immediately the strength of all his limbs was gone,
and he lost his senses, and fell to the ground like a dead man.
Thou shalt die by no other death than this, said Arcalaus;
what say you, my lady, have I well avenged myself? and with
that he disarmed Amadis, who knew nothing of what was
doing, and put on the armour himself, and said to his lady,
As you regard yourself, let none remove this knight till his
soul shall have forsaken his body. Then he descended into
the court, and said to her whom Amadis had delivered, Seek
for some other to release you, for this champion is dis-
patched. And when Gandalin heard these words, he fell down
senseless. Arcalaus took the lady, and led her where Amadis
lay in that deadly trance; and she, seeing him in such plight,
wanted no tears to express the abundance of her grief. As
soon as he is dead, said Arcalaus to that other lady who was
his wife, place this woman again in her prison. I will go to
the court of King Lisuarte, and there relate how I performed
this battle, upon condition that he who conquered should cut
off his enemy’s head, and within fifteen days publish his
victory at that court. By these means none shall challenge me
about his death, and I shall obtain the greatest glory in the
world, having overcome him who conquered every one.

Then he went into the court, and ordered Gandalin and
the dwarf to prison; but Gandalin reviled him with the names
of traitor and villain, and provoked him to kill him, desiring
death. Arcalaus made his men drag him by the leg to a
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that famous Apolidon, seeing his father’s grief and the lit-
tleness of his brother, bade him take comfort, for he would
accept the books and treasure, and relinquish the kingdom to
his brother. Whereat the father gave him his blessing with
many tears. So Apolidon took his inheritance, and fitted out
certain ships, manning them with chosen knights, and set
forth into the sea, trusting himself to Fortune, who seeing his
great obedience to his father, and how he had thrown himself
upon her mercy, resolved to requite him with glory and
greatness. A fair wind carried him to the empire of Rome,
where Siudan was then emperor, at whose court he abode
some time, doing great feats in arms, till there grew a true
affection between him and the emperor’s sister, Grimanesa,
who then flourished among all other women for beauty. So it
was that as he was loving, even so was he loved, and as their
loves might no other ways be indulged, they left Rome
together, and set sail in Apolidon’s fleet, and sailed till they
came to the Firm Island. There Apolidon landed, not know-
ing what country it was, and pitched a tent upon the shore,
and placed a couch there for his lady, who was weary of the
sea. Presently there came down a fierce giant, who was lord
of the island, with whom, according to the custom of the
place, Apolidon was to do battle for the preservation of his
lady and himself, and his company. It ended in such sort that
the giant lay dead on the field, and Apolidon remained
master of the island. When he had seen its strength, he
neither feared the emperor of Rome, whom he had offended,
nor all the world besides; and there he and Grimanesa, being
greatly beloved by the islanders, whom he had delivered from
their oppressor, dwelt in all happiness for sixteen years.
During that time many rich edifices were made, as well with
his great treasures, as with his surpassing wisdom, such as it
would have been difficult for any emperor or king, how rich
soever, to have completed. At the end of that time the
emperor of Greece died without an heir, and the Greeks,
knowing the great worth of Apolidon, and that by his moth-
er’s side he was of the blood and lineage of the emperors,
elected him with one common consent to rule over them. He,
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chamber till a knight come who surpasses me in prowess, or
a woman exceeding you in beauty; they shall enter. He then
placed these words in the copper perron: Knights shall ad-
vance here, each according to his valour; and in the stone
perron, he wrote: Here none shall pass except the knight
who exceeds Apolidon in prowess. And over the door of the
chamber he wrote: He who surpasses me in prowess shall
enter here, and be lord of the island. And he laid such a spell
that none could approach within twelve paces of the chamber
round about, nor was there any entrance but by the perrons.

Then he appointed a governor to rule the island, and
collect the revenues, which were to be reserved for the
knight who should enter the chamber; and he commanded
that all who failed in attempting to pass the arch of lovers,
should, without ceremony, be cast out of the island; but such
as passed through were to be entertained and served with all
honour. And farther, he appointed that all knights who
attempted the adventure of the forbidden chamber and did
not pass the copper perron should leave their arms there; but
from those who advanced any way beyond it, only their
swords should be taken. They who reached to the marble
perron should leave only their shields, and if they penetrated
beyond that, but failed to enter the chamber, they should lose
only their spurs. From the dames and damsels who failed,
nothing was to be taken, only their names should be placed
upon the castle-gate, and an account how far they had
advanced. Apolidon then said, When this island shall have
another lord, the enchantment shall be dissolved, and all
knights may freely pass the persons and enter the chamber;
but it shall not be free for women, till the fairest shall have
come, and lodged in the rich chamber with the lord of the
island. These enchantments being thus made, Apolidon and
his wife entered their ships, and passed over into Greece,
where they reigned during their lives, and left children to
succeed them.

Chap. II How Amadis with His Brethren and His
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wonderful things. If you are so true a lover, said she, as to
pass the enchanted arch, you will see the likenesses of Apol-
idon and Grimanesa, and behold your own name written
upon a stone, where you will find only two names written
besides, though the spell hath been made an hundred years.
In God’s name let us go, quoth Agrayes, and I will try
whether I can be third. With that, Amadis, who in his heart
had no less desire and faith to prove the adventure, said to
his brethren, We are not enamoured, but we should keep our
cousin company who is, and whose heart is so bold. Thereto
they all consented, and set forth with the damsel. What is this
island! said Florestan to Amadis, tell me, sir, for you seem to
know. A young knight whom I greatly esteem, replied
Amadis, told me all I know; King Arban of North Wales: he
was there four days, but could accomplish none of the
adventures, and so departed with shame. The damsel then
related the history of the enchantments, which greatly incited
Galaor and Florestan to the proof.

So they rode on till sunset, and then entering a valley, they
saw many tents pitched in a meadow, and people sporting
about them; one knight, richly apparelled, who seemed to be
the chief. Sirs, quoth the damsel, that is my father: I will go
advertise him of your coming, that he may do you honour.
When he heard of their desire to try the enchantment, he
went on foot with all his company to welcome them, and
they were honourably feasted and lodged that night. At
morning they accompanied the governor to his castle, which
commanded the whole island, for at the entrance there was a
neck of land, only a bow-shot over, connected with the main
land; all the rest was surrounded by the sea; seven leagues in
length it was, and five broad, and because it was all sur-
rounded by the sea, except where the neck of land connected
it with the continent, it was called the Firm Island. Having
entered, they saw a great palace, the gates whereof were
open, and many shields hung upon the wall; about an hun-
dred were in one row, and above them were ten, and above
the ten were two, but one of them was in a higher nich than
the other. Then Amadis asked why they were thus ranked.
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The governor answered, according to the prowess of those
who would have entered the forbidden chamber; the shields
of those who could not enter the perron of copper are near
the ground; the ten above them are of those who reached it;
the lowest of the two passed that perron, and the one above
all reached to the marble perron, but could pass no farther.
Then Amadis approached the shields to see if he knew them,
for each had its owner’s name inscribed; the one which was
the highest of the ten bore a sable lion, with argent teeth and
nails, and a bloody mouth, in a field sable: this he knew to be
the shield of Arcalaus. Then he beheld the two uppermost;
the lower bore, in a field azure, a knight cutting off the head
of a giant; this was the shield of King Abies of Ireland, who
had been there two years before his combat with Amadis; the
highest had three golden flowers in a field azure; this he knew
not, but he read the inscription, This is the shield of Don
Quadragante, brother to King Abies of Ireland. He had
proved the adventure twelve days ago, and had reached the
marble perron, which was more than any knight before him
had done, and he was now gone to Great Britain to combat
Amadis, in revenge for his brother’s death. When Amadis
saw all these shields, he doubted the adventure much, seeing
that such knights had failed.

They went out from the palace towards the Arch of True
Lovers. When they came near, Agrayes alighted and com-
mended himself to God, and cried, Love, if I have been true
to thee, remember me! and he past the spell; and, when he
came under the arch, the image blew forth sweet sounds, and
he came to the palace, and saw the likeness of Apolidon and
Grimanesa, and saw also the jasper-stone, wherein two names
were written, and now his own the third. The first said,
Madanil, son of the Duke of Burgundy, atchieved this adven-
ture; and the second was, this is the name of Don Bruneo of
Bonamar, son to Vallados, Marquis of Troque; and his own
said, This is Agrayes, son to King Languines of Scotland.
This Madanil loved Guinda, lady of Flanders. Don Brunco
had proved the enchantment but eight days ago, and she
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But he ceased not to proceed, winning his way hardly,
sometimes beaten down upon his hands, sometimes falling
upon his knees; his sword fell from the hand, and, though it
hung by a thong from the wrist, he could not recover it, yet
holding on still, he reached the door of the chamber, and a
hand came forth and took him by the hand to draw him in,
and he heard a voice which said, Welcome is the knight who
shall be lord here, because he passeth in prowess him who
made the enchantment, and who had no peer in his time. The
hand that led him was large and hard, like the hand of an old
man, and the arm was sleeved with green satin. As soon as
he was within the chamber it let go his hold, and was seen no
more, and Amadis remained fresh, and with all his strength
recovered; he took the shield from his neck and the helmet
from his head, and sheathed his sword, and gave thanks to
his lady Oriana for this honour, which for her sake he had
won. At this time they of the castle who had heard the voices
resign the lordship, and seen Amadis enter, began to cry out,
God be praised, we see accomplished what we have so long
desired. When his brethren saw that he had atchieved that
wherein they had failed, they were exceedingly joyful, be-
cause of the great love they bore him, and desired that they
might be carried to the chamber; and there the governor
with all his train went to Amadis, and kissed his hand as their
lord. Then saw they the wonders which were in the chamber,
the works of art and the treasures, such that they were
amazed to see them. Yet all this was nothing to the chamber
of Apolidon and Grimanesa, for that was such that not only
could no one make the like; but no one could even im-
agine how it could be made; it was so devised that they who
were within could clearly see what was doing without, but
from without nothing could be seen within. There they re-
mained some time with great pleasure; the knights, because
one of their lineage was found to exceed in worth all living
men, and all who for a hundred years had lived; the island-
ers, because they trusted to be well ruled and made happy
under such a lord, and even to master other lands.

Sir, quoth Ysanjo, it is time to take food and rest for
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had raised Ruggiero. Although indeed it was more obedient
than its rider. Atlante himself used to ride it with nothing but
a saddle, shouting directions or spells in its feathered ear.
Atlante sent it to carry Ruggiero to the Indies in order to
keep the boy from the world, from the war, from Brada-
mante, and from baptism. But now Ruggiero controlled it
with the bit that the good fay Logistilla had fashioned for its
great beak, and it obeyed him—though it had seemed rather
reluctant to fly out over the Atlantic.

Now hovering just over the damsel exposed on the shore,
Ruggiero clearly saw she was no artist’s work, and standing
there, facing the open sea, as naked as Nature made her,
with nothing to veil the rose and lily of her flesh but the
long, golden hair that fluttered in the gentle breeze, and the
tears that splashed from her cheeks to her breasts, she
seemed too perfect in her beauty even to be Nature’s
creation.

It was Angelica, the blonde Princess of Cathay, whose
beauty had destroyed empires in the East, and who had come
to Europe to destroy Charlemagne’s,—Angelica, whose beau-
ty distracted all the emperor’s knights and drew pagan kings
out of North Africa and the south of Spain, into France. But
the merciless savages of Ebuda had seized her and chained
her there that morning in order to feed their abominable sea
beast, the orc. These inhospitable people believed in strange,
ancient tales: how their ancestors had offended the Sea; how
monsters had come up from the deeps at night to besiege
them even in their citadels; and how they had learned to
appease the Sea by offering it one beautiful woman a day.
However true those tales might be, one huge orc still did
swim off Ebuda, and every day it did come to shore to be
fed. It was Angelica’s beauty that now threatened her own
destruction; the savages were sure it was great enough to
satisfy the Sea for all time.

And seeing that unbelievable beauty, Ruggiero thought of
his Bradamante, although he never had seen Bradamante
without her armor; and seeing Angelica’s eyes—when those
tearful eyes caught his—he hardly could hold back his own
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back, in God’s name, sir! Free me before the orc wakes upl!
Carry me away with you! Drown me in the middle of the
ocean! Anything! But don’t leave me here with the monster!”

So Ruggiero left the orc alive. He flew back to the beach
and broke her chains. He caught her up and he spurred his
steed. It sprang up, eager to gallop in the sky again—the
knight in the saddle and the gleaming wet damsel behind.
Ruggiero held one helpless, ivory arm tightly to his chest so
that she would not fall. He kissed the marks the cruel chains
had made. He turned and brushed the tears from her face
and her breasts with his lips.

Ebuda, that evil island, dwindled below and into the west.
Ruggiero no longer kept his intended course. He forgot about
circling Spain. He forgot about Bradamante. He hardly no-
ticed which way the hippogriff flew. But when he saw land
appear—where Brittany juts into the sea—he forced it to put
down on the shore.

By the sea there were groves of shady oaks, where night-
ingales lamented ancient outrage. They landed in a meadow
with a spring, a stream, and here and there a solitary mound.

Ruggiero dismounted and raised his arms to Angelica. He
saw how one breast and her hip now bore the imprint of his
armor. He lifted her down, but did not let her go immediate-
ly. She protested faintly. He stepped back, tied the hippogrift
to a tree in haste, and attempted to take off his armor. He
could not control himself. And he could not control his
hands. They trembled and fumbled at the hot, heavy, cum-
bersome plate and mail. He could not touch the nude beauty
until he stripped, but he could not manage to strip.

One may control a great steed with a light rein, but it is
not often easy to harness lust once it is aroused; one might as
well expect to turn a bear from a honeypot—when he’s
already tasted it—as expect Ruggiero to be reasonable, now.
Indeed, what reason did he have to refrain from taking his
plcasure with the gentle Angelica in that solitary, com-
fortable spot? He was only seventeen. One could not expect
him to think only of Bradamante, as before—or rather, as
before and after the evil fay Alcina. Angelica’s beauty was
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leave of Logistilla and boarded the ship with his horse,
Rabicano. Leaving the port and the quieter waves, with a
fortunate or magical wind astern, the ship glided into open
sea, past a thousand beautiful islands scattered on both sides,
and then along the rich, populous, perfumed coast of India,
and around India.

Alcina did not pursue him for love or vengeance. She did
not even notice his leaving the magic islands. It was not that
she had taken another mortal youth as usual, but that she
still wept for Ruggiero, and wished—for the first time in all
her thousands of years—that she were not almost immortal
and could die.

Logistilla’s ship took harbor in the Gulf of the ancient
Magi; then, safe on land from Alcina’s possible vengeance,
Astolfo continued his way without Logistilla’s magic protec-
tion, except for the book and the horn. He rode Rabicano, a
horse conceived of wind and flame, a horse who fed on pure
air, a horse who trod so lightly that he left no trace of his
passage, and moved so quickly that he could overtake wind
or lightning.

Astolfo rode through Felix Arabia, rich in myrrh and the
odors of incense, whtre, out of all the immense world, the
only Phoenix chooses to nest; and he came to that sea that
once avenged Israel, drowning Pharaoh and all his host, by
divine consent; and then he proceeded to Egypt, along Tra-
jan’s Canal from that sea, through the desert, to the Nile.

And as he rode north beside that great river, an ancient
man called out to warn him to cross to the west bank:
“Beware Caligorant the giant! who catches thousands in his
magic net! And devours them, blood and brains!”

But Astolfo wanted to try his horn.

Between the great river and the marshes, along the sandy
bank, there was a narrow path. The solitary castle of Caligo-
rant closed it to man, and all around were fixed the pieces of
men. Just as the huntsmen in the mountains fix the skins,
claws and heads of bears around their caves and cabins, the
giant Caligorant displayed his own best catches. The bones of
lesser men were scattered all around, and the sand was stiff
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and brown with their blood. And as great men hang their
palaces with cloth of gold or purple, he decorated his with
the dead: there was no window, no turret, from which at
least one human skin did not hang.

And Caligorant was standing at his gate, scarcely able to
contain himself for joy as the knight showed himself in the
distance. It was two months, and almost a third, since a
knight had come that way.

Toward the marsh where the green reeds grew thickly,
Caligorant hurried, planning to circle and come up behind
the paladin to chase him into the net, which he kept buried in
the dust of the pathway. He always did it that way. It always
worked.

But on seeing Caligorant start through the reeds, the
paladin halted so that he would not ride into the snare the
old man had mentioned. Here he took his horn and sounded
it, and the sound had its inevitable effect: it struck the giant
with such terror that he turned and ran back towards his
hideous castle—not that he could have stopped running even
there. As it happened, he did not even reach the castle.
Astolfo stood and still sounded the horn, wary of the net.
The giant was too blinded by his fear of the sound of the
horn to see where he was going, and it was he who tripped
his own snare: he ran into the net and it sprang up, caught
him, and laid him in the dust.

Astolfo, seeing that great mass fall, feeling safe himself,
rode up quickly and dismounted with sword in hand to
avenge the thousands and thousands that the giant had de-
voured and dismembered. But then he thought it would be
cowardice more than virtue to execute a creature like that;
for he found the giant so tightly bound in the net—hands and
feet and head—that he could not even tremble in fear.

The god or wizard Vulcan had made that net, once upon a
time. He had made it so artfully, of finest steel thread, that
to try to unravel its weakest part would be fruitless labor.
Vulcan made it to trap Mars and Venus in bed. Then
Mercury stole it to catch the fay Chloris. He took her in the
air over Egypt, and let the net fall. The net was preserved
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low—galleries, rooms, and halls—all gilt, silk and carpeting—
and he could not find them, even though he made his thor-
ough search four or five times. At last, suspecting they might
be in the surrounding garden, meadow or wood, he went
outside and looked for another exit and some trace of the
giant’s flight.

But suddenly he heard Bradamante calling for his help. He
looked up and thought he saw her at a window, thought he
saw the giant pull her out of sight. He rushed back into the
palace, and again he could not find her.

And while he searched on fruitlessly, full of anguish, he
met other knights and a few ladies, too, all looking for
someone or something lost. All of them complained bitterly
about the evil, invisible lord of the mansion, blaming him for
their losses. And they could not leave that open cage, where
they caught words or glimpses of whatever or whomever they
thought they had lost—but never caught more. If they left, a
glimpse or a word would call them back. Ruggiero knew
some of these others, but recognized none of them there:
the prisoners in that palace seemed to be strangers to one
another, although many were not.

All this was a rare, new spell composed by old Atlante, the
Moorish magician, so that Ruggiero might live safely—even
if he must live in that sweet anxiety, sure that Bradamante
was near and needed him, protected from Bradamante her-
self and the influence Atlante believed would threaten the
boy with early death. Atlante’s iron tower had not kept
Ruggiero, and Alcina had not kept him, but Atlante plotted
again.

Here he created simulations, impersonations, and gave all
real things false appearances so that no one and nothing
remained recognizable. And his magic drew not only Ruggi-
ero, but all the others and anyone who came near—including
the most famous knights of France—so that Ruggiero might
not die by their hands, for here they would never know he
was the great pagan knight, but took him for a harmless
stranger, searching like themselves. Many of Atlante’s victims
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so many others now lived: “On looking at the enchanter
Atlante, they believe they see whomever they long for—lady,
squire, friend—threatened and carried off. ... So all of them
follow and stay in his false palace, searching.”

Then she said, “As soon as you come near you will meet
him, but he will simulate Ruggiero’s face and form perfectly.
And he will seem threatened or captured and call for help, so
that you will follow and fall into the trap where so many
have fallen. Beware! Do not believe in him! You must try,
not to save him, but to kill him. It will seem hard, I know, to
kill a perfect semblance of your Ruggiero. But do not believe
your eyes. The magic will blind you to the truth. Make up
your mind, before I lead you to the place, and do not fail to
kill him or you will be without him forever.”

Bradamante was determined to be brave, to follow Melissa
and this advice. For Melissa lived in the tomb where Merlin
slept, and Merlin talked in his eternal, enchanted sleep. Since
he knew everything, so did Melissa, sooner or later. It was
Melissa who had told Bradamante where the hippogriff had
carried Ruggiero, and told her to take the ring.

Now Melissa led the young lady paladin through cultivated
fields and through forest, on a great journey in great haste,
trying to alleviate the wearisome way with pleasant talk of
the great race Bradamante would bear if she saved Ruggiero
and married him: the House of Este. Melissa spoke of great
men of Este at great length, till Bradamante asked about the
ladies of the house, and then she told her about them:
generation upon generation until Lucrezia Borgia. Meanhile
she repeated, time and again, her explanation of the magic
trap until, at last, they came near it, and Melissa would go no
nearer. She warned and advised Bradamante once again, then
left her to ride on alone.

And Bradamante had not gone more than two miles down
the narrow path when she saw the false Ruggiero. Two
ferocious giants menaced him, and when she saw his beauti-
ful face and form in danger her faith in Melissa turned to
suspicion. Suppose it were Ruggiero himself? Where was the
antimagical ring Melissa supposedly took to him? Suppose
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I left Astolfo in the Holy Land, and now I have no time to
tell how he used his book, or of his shipwrecks, or of his
trouble with the Amazons, or of his long ride on Rabicano up
the valley of the Danube, down the valley of the Rhine. I can
only say that he acquired a love for travel and that he came
at last, one evening in the forest, to a clear fountain at the
foot of a hill. Hot and thirsty, he took off his helmet, tied
Rabicano in the leafy thicket, and went to drink.

He had not yet touched his lips to the water when a
country boy emerged from the thicket, untied the horse,
mounted and rode away. Astolfo heard the noise too late,
raised his head, saw his loss, jumped up and went running
after as fast as he could. The young thief did not exert
himself or Rabicano, or they would have disappeared. Instead,
he now slackened, now tightened the bit and rode on at a
gallop or a good trot for an ordinary horse, and he looked
back over his shoulder at Astolfo.

After a long race, they emerged from the woods before
that secret retreat where so many noble lords were detained—
without a prison, but worse than prisoners. The boy rode
Rabicano right through the gate.

Because Astolfo was encumbered by shield, helmet and
other arms, he followed far behind. But he arrived as well,
and found that the boy and the horse had disappeared inside.
He could see no sign of either, wherever he looked, and he
looked through the palace all that night.

Confused and tired, he came to see that the site was
enchanted and reminded himself of the little book that Logis-
tilla had given him in India so that he would be able to
extricate himself from such spells. He took it out, turned to
the index, and noted that there were copious entries on the
subject, Enchanted Palace. He turned to them and learned
how to confuse the Enchanter and free his victims. Not only
mortal victims; a spirit was also imprisoned in such places,
held under the threshold, and by its power, the Enchanter
made his impostures, deceptions, illusions for other men.
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