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DEDICATION

TO

MISS ADELINE E. KENNEDY.

SaouLp ‘the following fiction meet with
public approbation, its success must chiefly
be attributed to your advice and corrections.
Permit me, therefore, to inscribe these volumes
to you, not only as a grateful acknowledgment,
but as & mark of deference to the brilliant
qualities of your heart and mind—qualities
equalled in few, and excelled in none, even
amongst the most gifted of that gentle sex to
which you are both an ornament and an
example.

Alas! The ink had scarcely dried upon the
foregoing lines, ere the young, the talented
and excellent being to whom they were
addressed, was removed beyond the reach of
earthly praise. Stricken in the very bloom of
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life—blighted, as the most beautiful flowers are
often blighted, in the bright sunshine of goodli-
ness and promise, she was suddenly torn from
the affections of her family, and the admiration
of her friends, at 8 moment when the expand-
ing treasures of her mind predicted the attain-
ment of every distinction that can be awarded
to female genius and pre-eminence.

The preceding dedication was offered to
Miss Kennedy, at a time when the glad pros-
pect of life and happiness beamed smilingly
before her. I record it, now that she is no
more, as a feeble tribute of respect to her
lamented memory.*

CHARLES WHITE.

* This singularly gifted and interesting young lady
was the eldest daughter of John Kennedy Esq. of
Culthra and Dunbrody. She died recently at Frankfort.
—N. of E.



INTRODUCTION.

Being seated one evening at my writing
table, about to open a packet of newly arrived
stationary, 2 noise resembling a stifled sigh
startied me. I looked up and listened, but
all was again silent. Thinking that what I
had seemed to hear might be the mere effect of
imagination, I resumed my occupation, but had
scarcely cut the strings that bound the pack-
age before mentioned, ere the same sounds
were repeated still more audibly. Upon this
I rose and examined every corner; not I con-
fess without the same sort of sensation which
schools boys are said to feel, when they whistle
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by night in a church yard. My search was,
however, fruitless.

Remembering the adventure that befel Don
Cléofas Leandro Perez Zambulo, with the
famous Asmodeus, in the astrologer’s garret, I
fancied that something of the same kind might
perhaps await me. But with the exception of
an ink bottle, there was no glass substance into
which the most subtle demon could insinuate
himself; and methought that none but printers’
devils were likely to ensconce themselves in
that. :

Scarcely had I resumed my seat, however,
ere a third sigh, long and deep drawn, again
struck my ear, and my eye chancing to fall
upon the bundle of stationary before mentioned,
I saw it agitated in a very peculiar manner.

My astonishment was profound, for the
package was heavy, and there was no natural
cause to produce this movement. My surprise
increased, and well it might, when in a few
seconds a low tremulous voice exclaimed in

Persian, “ Allah help me! O destiny—des-
tiny
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“Even 80,” answered the little sheets, striv-
ing to open their gilded edges.

““ Well then,” retorted I, calling to mmd
the prudent example of the afore-mentioned
Spanish student, “as you may be some de-
mon or evil spirit, thus tonfined for your sins,
. I must insist, ere I relieve you, that you swear
to behave discreetly.”

« T swear by the beard of Aliy on whom be
the peace and benediction of Allah, that I will
obey you in everything.”

Seeing me hesitate, it continued, “If you
are not satisfied with that oath, I will swear by
the day break and ten nights—* by that which
is double, and that which is single ; — in short
I swear by the whole Koran.”

“ One more condition is necessary,” res-
ponded I.  “You must first tell me by what
miracle you thus became endowed with the
powers of speech. In the mean time I shall
further secure you with this heavy press-
paper.” _

® See adjuration commencing eighty-ninth chaper of
the Koran.
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“Aman! Aman! (pity! pity!”) ejaculated
my strange interlocutor.

“You have heard my conditions, so pro-
ceed,” rejoined I.

“ Allah Kerim ! (God is merciful) exclaimed
the paper. I will do your bidding—listen.”

“I am all attention.”

“ Well then! T was once a splendid Cash-
mere shawl,” answered my marvellous guest.

“ A shawl!” re-echoed I. “ What norisense
—not to say what lies—you would have me
believe.”

“Wullah! 1 have told you nothing but
truth,” rejoined the voice. “Yes! I was
formerly one of the most costly shawls that
ever issued from the looms of Islamabad. - I
have witnessed many singular adventures, both
in the east and west. I have been the envied
inhabitant of harems, palaces and bagnios. 1
have shaded the brows of Sultans, Pachas,
Omrahs and Khans. I have girded the waists
of Sultanas, Princesses, Khanums and Baya-
deres. 1 have passed through many hands;
enjoyed great glories, and alas-—devoured in-
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finite dirt* Until at length—O destiny!

when womn out, soiled, tattered and thread
bare as a half naked dervish, I was sold to a
rag merchant. From his impure clutches, I
found my way into the boiler of & paper manu-
facturer, and thence Ey vak/ behold what I
am now ! But Allah is great and merciful. His
power knows no limits. He has loosened the
knot of my tongue, and I still retain some
remnant of my former beauty, with the sense
and memory of an animate and rational being.
Now! In the name of Allah fulfil your pro-

2 ”»

mise
“<Softly! softly? replied I. ¢ You have

® The frequent occurrence of the expression * eating
dirt,” in the conversationof Moslems, is evidently derived
from the tradition, that when the Almighty cast out the
serpent from heaven, he condemned it to grovel hence-
forth, upon the earth, and to feed upon the filth of our
first parents, and all their posterity. * Yo quiero,” said
the Lord to Satan, * que tods immundicia suya, y de
todos sus hijos, en saliendo de sus cuerpos entre per tu
boca.” Such at least is the language attributed to the
Almighty, by a Spanish Commentator.
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excited my curiosity, and surprised me not a
Gttle. Narrate your adventures. I am what
you Easterns call a sahid calem,* and if the
Shaitans of Editors have s grain of spirit, or
the public a particle of taste, I will translate
y;mr story, and immortalize you—always pro-
vided your tale is worth the trouble.” '

“] am your sacrifice—on my head be it,”
rejoined the voice.

Then imploring me to place my sandal-wood
book opener between it and the superjacent
heavy quires of foolscap, in order to allow it
space for breathing, it commenced its narrative.
This I have rendered to the best of my power,
into English, and divested of much of its
oriental idioms, and flowery phraseology; — a
task rendered the more difficult since, as the
learned reader will easily perceive, the story
was narrated in a mixture of Persian, Turkish,
Arabic, and other eastern dialects.

If the critical reader should consider that
too much of this phraseology still remains in

® Sakid Calem literally means a man of the pen or
quill driver, but is employed figuratively for an author.
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my version, he must attribute it to my desire
that the narrative should strictly retain its ori-
ental character, and be answerable to its title
of ¢ a Romance of the East.”




THE

CASHMERE SHAWL.

CHAPTER 1.

It was upon the southern slope of one of
the saffron tinged eminences, at the foot of
the stupendous mountains, which separate the
kingdom of Caubul from Thibet and Turkistan,
that the rich material of which my costly form
was woven, first saw the light. Allah is great,
and has blessed me with a retentive memory;
I have need of it, in order to recount such
various adventures as mine. I recollect that
the earliest sounds, which greeted my juvenile
senses, were the affectionate bleatings of my

vOoL. 1. B
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mother; a beautiful milk white goat of the
celebrated Rodauk breed, whose pedigree was
as pure and strictly registered, as that of the
horses of Kochlani, whose sires fed in the
stalls of David* The first caresses also,
which I met with, were those of my kind pa-
rent, who stood over me and my two little
sisters in an attitude of mingled defiance and
tenderness as she performed those services to
our frail limbs and reeking coats, which nurses
are accustomed to administer to new born in-
fants.

Independent of my mother never failing to
produce two and sometimes three kids at a
birth, as was the casein the present instance,
she was the envy of all the surrounding shep-
herds from the singular fineness of the silky
down which formed her proprietor’s principal
wealth, and which being perpetuated in her
family, brought him into high repute with the
wool dealers and shawl manufacturers of Cash-
mere.

Of my father I can say little ; like most ori~

® THorses of Koclilani.— See notes t0 Lallah Rhook,
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entals he was not over communicative to his
children, and seemed to feel jealousy, rather
than solicitude for their progress.

I only remember of him further that his
beard was long, silvery and waving, as the
wings of the snowy birds that hovered over
8olomon’s tents; that his eye was dark and
expressive as that of Ali, that his spiral horns
sprung tapering from his brow, and that, with
the exception of his pendant ears, a tuft on
his forehead and the forepart of his face and
neck, which were of pure white, the rest of
his long silken robe was black as the naptha
of Kerkhook. He was, upon the whole, a
stately and noble animal, and had all the ma-
jestic air of a Sultan with the gravity of
a Mollah; when reclining upon one of the
rocky projections that overhung the flower-
clad valleys of Caubul, he tranquilly chew-
ed the cud of contentment, and eniffed the
breezes that arose fragrant and balmy as the
richest perfumes from the rose gardens of
Itm. He also possessed a quality peculiar
to his race in the fairy land of my birth; that

B2
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is, he was free from the slightest symptom of
that taint, which is the characteristic of his
species, in all the infidel countries to which
my destinies have since carried me. But
Allah is great and merciful! this is a feeble
portion of the impurities which are the heri-
tage of unbelievers.

My coming into the world was not only a
subject of rejoicing to my mother, but to the
family of her master, Abdoul Ali, and was the
more important since, by the recent inroad of
a hoard of Kybeerees, he had lost a portion of
his flocks, a fine Turcoman horse and one of
his daughters.* The latter, whom he could
neither shear or dispose of legitimately or ille-
gitimately, she being extremely ill favoured, was
less regretted than three of my aunts, about
forty of my brothers, sisters and cousins, be-
sides an equal number of flap-eared, arch-nosed
doombas, (broad tailed sheep,) which though
they were as ugly as Shaitan himself, he valued

® The Kybeerees are a predatory Afghfn tribe inha-
biting the range of 34°, from the White mountains to
the Indus.— Elpkinstone’s Caubul.
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highly from the enormous weight of their
ponderous tails.*

To compensate Abdoul Ali for the above
loss, his remaining ewes and she goats had
produced a more than ordinary number of
lambs and kids during the present season and
his black-tented anderin still retained two or
three daughters; of whom one named Gulabi
(Bose water,) promised to be as beautiful, as
the elder sister, whom the marauders had
probably carried off by mistake, was the re-
verse.

Thanks to Allah! there is always a black
and a white side to all things in this world ;
and as an Eastern sage has said, “ He who
spreads his carpet amongst the tombs at night,
cannot tell whether the next sunset may not
see him reclining upon the cushions of a pa-
Isce” It is folly therefore to weep, when
the beams that may dry up our tears are but
concealed by a clond. Abdoul was of this
opinion, consequently being as expert a shep-

® The tails of these doombas sometimes weigh 15lb.;
the fat is esteemed a great delicacy,
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herd as ever combed wool for the Cashmerian
markets,* and as tender a parent, as ever spe-
culated upon the ripening charms of a daughter,
he joyfully gazed upon the cypress formed,
fawn-eyed beauties of Gulabi, and contented
himself by listening to the sounds of our in-
fantine voices, which were re-echoed ten fold
by the crags and caverns that surrounded his
camp. Being a philosopher by creed and a
calculator from necessity, be amused himself
firstly, by spitting and snapping his fingers in
derision at the robbers, who, in carrying off his’
ugly daughter had met with the same bitter dis-
appointment as befals those who pluck the ap-
ples of the Dead Sea, and secondly by computing
the value of the mauns of wool and fat that
would in due time be derived from the coats
and tails of my young contemporaries.t He
also pushed his paternal speculatior: so far as

® The fine wool used in the manufacture of shawls is
not shorn, but combed off the animals. The outer hair
is left intact.

4+ A maun is nearly equivalent to an Euoglish stone,
Smithfield carcase weight.
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to meditate upon his chances of bartering Gu-
Iabi with some one of the dealers from Persia
or Lahore, who are not particular whether they
purchase shawls,camels or women, providing the
Iatter are likely to fetch a remunerating price.

It must not be supposed however that Ab-
doul was so heartless a parent, as to desire to
part with his children for the mere sake of the
few sequins or tomaums, which might be the
produce of their sale. No, heaven forbid! he
had a nobler ambition, he was a Persian, a
native of Asterabad and of the royal tribe ; he
had served in the Gholaums (royal guards) and
attzined the rank of On-BasAi (Sergeant or
chief of ten). There he might have remained
happy, idle and certain of obtaining advance-
ment, had not the king of kings thought
proper to send an expedition against the Sul-
tan of Caubul, in order to receive from the
latter the tribute due from the western pro-
vinces of Afghadnistan. For this purpose an
army was assembled upon the frontier, under
the command of the Shah’s son, Hossein Ali,
who having at length reached the refractory
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country, marched gallantly forward, and seleet-
ing a propitious day and hour fell upon the
enemy, under the Vizir Futi’eh Khén, at no
great distance from Herat.

At the sight of the Roustams of Persia, the
Afghéns trembled, their faces were darkened,
and they felt as if the angel of death sat upon
their saddle bows. Victory already unveiled
her radiant features ; the Vizir was wounded,
his terrified troops were as dust, they quailed
before the breath of the Shah’s representative,
and fled.

It is easy to overcome an army of Afghéns,
but who can conquer destiny? by some fata-
lity the Persian lions, instead of pursuing the
vanquished, suddenly wheeled round in the
direction of Meched, and thus lost the fruits
of that triumph, which if they were not justly
entitled to, they did not fail to boast of, by
issuing a pompous proclamation, wherein the
army of Futi'eh Khin was stated to have been
dispersed, like the infidels before the arch-
angel Gabriel at the battle of Bédr,* and that

© At the battle of B&dr, Mahomed is said to have been
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all who escaped the sword were drowmed in
the Ochus.

This latter was unfortunately somewhat in-
correct, for Abdoul, accompanied by five or six
horsemen having cast himself into the thickest
of the fight, intending to seize the old Kaffir
of 8 Vigir in order to convey his head as a
present to the Shah’s son, and his jewels into
the pockets of his own immense loose trowsers,
was suddenly attacked by a body of Dooraun-
nees horse.

May heaven pour misfortunes on them, and
infidels defile their mother’s graves! the dog’s
sons killed his comrades and carried him into
slavery. After being sold and resold several
times, he contrived to make his escape into
the Thibetian territory, where he found favour
in the eyes of a rich shepherd, married his
daughter and thence emigrated into Caubul.
Here he had resided several years and had
succeeded in naturalizing the shawl goats which
assisted by the archangel Gabriel, mounted on his horse
Huirém at the head of 3,000 angels.—See Noles (o Sale’s

Korda.
B3



10 THE CASHMERE SAAWL.

it was supposed could not prosper to the south
of Hindou Kosh.*

Abdoul had not resided at Shiraz, Tehran,
and other cities, or profited so little by expe-
rience, as not to be aware that beautiful slaves
often enveloped their masters in their own
chains, and that female favourites were fre-
quently enabled to provide for their relatives
and to raise them to posts of honour and
wealth ; without which latter the former is not
more substantial than the deceptive sirraad
(smoke of the desert.)t Pressing with his
right hand the top of his black lamb skin
cap, the only portion of the Persian costume
which he still retained, and dropping upon the
ground the butt end of the long Cashmerian
gun, which he constantly carried in the other,
Ahdoul, who stood near my birth place, broke
into the following soliloquy :

¢ What are the boasted roses, violets and

® Hindou Kosh, or Caucasus, the name given by the
natives to the westernmost portion of the Himalaya
mountains,

4+ The mirage is so called in the East.
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rhaousk* of AfghAnistan in comparison with
the frygrant lowers and fruits of my native
land? what are the bleatings of these kids to
the proud neighing of a Turcoman steed? what
is the intoxicating bang,t to the melted rubies
(wines) of Shiraz ? Nothing—I was a lion, but
here ] am worse than a dog horse. My heart
pants to return to Persia. I will no longer rust
away the iron of my soul in watching sheep
and goats like a slave. I whose face has been
whitened by the smiles of the Shah, when
harling the jerid or springing my charger be-
fore the glory of his throne, will no longer
swallow the filth of these dogs. Yok’ (no) I
spit on their beards. The wool which grows
apon the backs of my goats is converted into
shawls destined perhaps, to encircle the waist
of the light of the universe, or some of the
princes, his sons. What reason is there why,

® The violet is here called the prophet’s rose (qul i
péighamber.) The Rhaouash or white rhubarb root is
eaten as a delicate sweetmeat.

+ Bang, a beverage made from ewes’ or camels’ milk

aod the seeds of hemp or opium.
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in due time, Gulabi’s arms may not attain a
similar honour? I have seen moon faced women,
but none fairer than her.  Praise be to Allah,
the world is open to all The pillars of the em-
pire, the vizirs themselves would be barren as
the desert sand had not Allah irrigated them
with the waters of abundance, and destiny
fanned them with the breezes of prosperity. 1
have sons, they may become something, Yous-~
bashis, Begs, Khins, Sirdars, who knows? I
will sell my flocks and join the caravan pro-
ceeding to Teheran; I will not dispose of
Gulabi, but carry her with me, and baving
taught her to dance and sing, I will knock at
the gate of life and present her to the shadow
of God. It is a long and perilous journey, but
what of thati Tchock, Kiarim oladjak, (1 shall
make a good thing of it,) as the Osménlis say.
¢ He that gallops out of the way does not arrive
so quickly, as he who walks slowly forward.” "

Abdoul then filled his short earthenware
Kaleean (water pipe) with Candahar tobacco,
lighted it from the tinder of his matchlock and
throwing back the folds of his ample sheep-
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skin cloak, seated himself near the tent, around
which the women had collected the flocks and
were occupied in milking, or making butter and
curds.

Invigorated by the sun’s rays and the balmy
breath of spring, I was busily wagging my tail
and butting my head against my mother’s
shaggy flanks, for the purpose of more easily
extracting the rich nourishment that flowed
from her swelling udders, when the fair object
of Abdoul’s ambitious speculation approached
my flowery cradle. My mother was her fa-
vourite and had been reared by her own hand.
The meeting between them was therefore ex-
tremely affectionate.  After the first congratu-
lations and after Gulabi had fed her with blades
of young clover and tender leaves from the de-
liious sabebi vine, calling her “ my soul, my
eyes, my heart,” and other innocent and en-
dearing expressions, to which my mother replied
by gentle bleatings and by rubbing her head
aguinst her mistress’ hand, the latter placed me
and my two sisters in the folds of her camees,*

* The Comees is the shift or loose linen inward gar-
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as in an apron and thus conveyed us to the
tents.

Franks have often expatiated in my presence
upon the beauties of Italian and Swiss scenery
and extolled the charms of their women, I
longed to be enabled to tell them, that they
ate dirt, that no prospect under heaven could
be more sublime or picturesque than that
which stretched for miles around our camp,
and that the brightest houris of Frangistan
were as mere jins (goblins) when compared
with Gulabi. I could give an account of the
one as long and glorious as the chapter of Poets
in the Kor4n,* and speak of the other in terms
as brilliant and never ending as the list of the
Shah’s virtues and titles, spouted forth by the
mollahs and astrologers upon the festival of
the Nawroz (new year.)t I shall content my-

ment worn by the peasantry. From this word is evi-
dently derived Camisa and Chemise.

¢ The chapter of Poets is the longest in the Kordla, it
contains 227 verses.

+ The eastern new year commences at the period of
the vernal equinox, the 21st. of March,
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self, however, by saying of Gulabi that al-
though she had never been sheltered from the
summer’s sun or winter’s cold by other roof
than that of a tent, her complexion was clear
and white as the pearls of Karrak, tinged with
the rosy dye, extracted from the vine roots of
Bokhara. Her eye was dark as Saadi’s well,*
yet sparkling as the sea of light diamond in
the Shah's armlet; she was tall, graceful and
slender as a young plane tree, yet rounded in
rich proportions like the swelling tulip. Her
lips were as red as the glossy blossom of the
pomegranate, her breath fragrant as Tartar
musk and her teeth white as the summit of
Demavend.+ Her hands were small, and the
pressure of her foot so light, that it scarcely
disturbed the fire flies which spangled beneath
her path.

The Afghin dress, though ill adapted to dis-
play the symmetry of her figure, was not without
grace. Her death black hair, fell on either

® The celebrated well on the Kok Saads near Shiraz.
—Porter’s Travels.
4+ A lofty snow-topped peak near Teheran.
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side her temples in glossy ringlets, after the
fashion of unmarried women; amidst these
were suspended several gold coins to which,
on Fridays and other holidays, were added
crimson and yellow blossoms plucked from the
mountain shrubs.* Upon her head she wore a
short hood of black tissue, woven from the
wool of her father’s flocks and fringed with a
coloured border; a figured, full sleeved shirt
of Masulapatam chintz reached from her throat
to her ancles and was confined at the waist by
a long and narrow coloured shawl. Under this
was a pair of trowsers of striped cotton, with
boots of red brown leather, pointed and curved
at the toes; over all flowed a large blue cotton
mantle, which generally fell upon her shoul-
ders, but upon the appearance of a stranger it
was drawn over the head, so as to veil her face
and person.

The site selected by Abdoul for his summer

¢ Friday is the Mahomedan sabbath, it is calied
Yawm al jumah (the day of congregation) ; one of the rea-
sons assigned for selecting this day is because Mahomed
entered Mecca upoa it.
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encampment, was the south western side of
one of those shelving ridges which branch
from the base of the mountains, whose gigan-
tic parents, the snow capped Indian Caucasus,
were scen majestically towering to the skies,
at a distance of more than a hundred miles to
the north; rocks rugged and abrupt, as if
they had been riven and hurled to and fro by
the demons of the waste, rose immediately be-
hind ; their summits crowned with forests of
dark pines and their sheltered fissures chequered
with vines, tamarisks, pomegranates, myrtles, .
odoriferous palms and other fragrant shruhs,
which sprouted forth wherever the winds had
conveyed sufficient earth to furnish nourish-
ment to their roots. At an immense distance,
to the south east, the eye now and then caught
a glimpse of the fleecy vapour that hovers over
the bed of the Indus, or fell upon the summits
of the great Salt range, through whose crystal
flanks the noble stream has cleaved a pas-
sage.*

* This occurs at Calla-baugh.— See introduction to El-
Phinstone’s Caubul, p. 58.
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In front, lay a wide spreading, undulating
expanse of table-land, bounded by the Caubul
river, and watered by a thousand glitter-
ing streams; here dotted with populous
villages, there spangled with the castles of
wealthy Khéans, and the whole mantled with
rich pastures, groves, and gardens.

The haze and hot glare that rose towards
the west and south, screened from view the
bleak hills and rich valleys of Candahar, which
extend to the confines of the Seweestin desert,
but left entirely unveiled the sombre Sauli-
man mountains, whose lofty embranchments
intersect central Afghénistan from north to
south.

The ground immediately contiguous to the
encampment, was extremely well adapted for
men liable to inroads from some of those
predatory tribes; which, though nominally
united under the sovereignty of Caubul, are
at constant variance amongst themselves, and
carry on a system of plunder, and often
of bloodshed, as cruel as that waged by the
Turcomans of Bucharia, against the border
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Persians, upon the northern frontier of Kho-
rassan. In the first place, the rear was pro-
tected, not only from man, but from the bleak
north winds, by an amphitheatre of precipitous
crags, inaccessible to all but the feet of Ab-
doul’s goats, or those of the wolves, hyznas,
lynxes, and other savage animals, abounding in
the neighbouring woods. The right was sepa-
rated from an extensive forest of oak, cedars,
palms, and a variety of trees peculiar to the
soil, by a deep ravine, at the bottom of which
rolled a rapid torrent, fed by a mountain
stream thst came bounding and roaring over
the rocks, first plunging into a foaming basin,
and then rushing into the valley, where it was
divided into a thousand artificial channels,
serving for the purpose of irrigation, or for
turning water-mills, whose horizontal wheels
gaily sparkled in the sunbeams.*

On the left and front, the green sward,
redolent of violets, saffron, and wild thyme,
sloped away abruptly, for nearly a mile. This

¢ The water wheels are horizontal, not vertical, as in

Earope.
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was fringed with orchards planted with apri-
cots, peaches, almonds, 'plums, and Samarcand
pears in full blossom, intermingled with vines,
which flung their tendrils in wild festoons
amidst the orange trees, or girded the mul-
berry stems in a net-work of fibres. Gardens
and fields of lucerne, caulifiower, beet-root,
madder, maize, rice, and every species of grain
and vegetable, except potatoes, were che-
quered with tufts of sugar-cane, roses, jessa-
mines and pomegranates, interspersed with a
profusion of melons of immense size and deli-
cious flavour. Ponds and fountains of chrystal
clearness, enamelled with blue lotus and pink
nymphea, were shaded by drooping branches
of scented willow, or the dark green leaves of
the celebrated white rhubarb.

Flocks of sheep and goats browsed upon
the hill sides; herds of camels and buffaloes
grazed in the valleys, and groups of husband-
men were seen occupied with the hoe and
plough, whilst from each bush and brake
pealed forth a merry chorus of birds, amongst
which the notes of “ the bird of a thousand
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tales,” rose quivering, like the swelling tones
of the Penian khitar*. The balmy fragrance
of the air, the splendid beauties of the scenery,
and the variety and richness of nature’s pro-
ductions, seemed to justify the tradition, that
this was the original garden, cultivated by the
father of man, who flew from Serendib every
day for that purpose.t

Abdoul’s small camp consisted of two spa-
cious black camlet tents, pitched beneath the
shelter of some gigantic cypresses. One of
these tents, divided into two parts, was the
sbode of himself and family. The floor and
sides of the innermost portion, reserved as the
Women’s apartment, were covered with gwil-
leems (striped woollen carpets) and hangings
of felt, and were furnished with coarse
cushions, some baskets for apparel, and a few
kitchen utensils. The outer end, in which
his sons slept upon sheepskins or camel’s hair
rugs, had no other carpeting than the ground

* A kind of lute, of Arabic origin.

¢+ Serendib or Ceylon, where Adam is said to bhase
slighted, after his fall.—Notes to Sale’s Koran,
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and no other furniture than their matchlocks,
shields, spears, sabres, and the saddles of their
horses and camels.

A second tent, coarser and larger than the
first, was also divided into two. Part served
as a fold for the flock at night; when they were
guarded by the servants and several large
Kofla dogs.* The other half formed the dairy,
and contained a row of sunburnt earthen
bowls, filled with cream ; several strong camel-
hair bags, used as churns, a portable oven,
and other simple domestic implements.

The members of the family, biped and
quadruped, consisted of Abdoul, his Afghin
wife, four sons, as many daughters, an equal
number of female slaves, four or five men-
servants, upwards of two hundred goats and
sheep, some camels and horses, three fierce
watch dogs, a_couple of those beautiful, woolly
Thibet cats, so much prized in the East, with
a few fowls and tame pigeons.

_* The Kofla dogs are so called from Caufila, or Kofla
(a caravan) this species being used as guards by tra-
vellers.
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The dress of the women was nearly similar
to that of Gulabi; but from being less orna-
mented and of coarser materials, it was evi-
dent that she was the favourite of her father,
and consequently an object of jealousy to all
the rest of the family, especially as her own
mother had died shortly after their migration
from Thibet.

The costume of the men, with the exception
of the chiefs’ black lambskin cap, was that
common to almost all the Afghin pastoral
tribes. It consisted of a white linen shirt,
changed upon Fridays; blue cotton trowsers,
rush sandals, or brown leather boots, heavy
mantles of sheepskin, with the wool inside,
and low quadrangular caps of black cloth with
yellow crowns.

Abdoul and his sons were distingunished
from the servants by red shawls twisted round
their waists, in which were stuck broad, horn-
handled, two-edged, Persian knives. A powder
horn and leathern pouch, containing Canda-
bar tobacco, flint and tinder, hung over one
shoulder, and a second pouch filled with car-
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tridges, was suspended in front. The garb of
the labourers was nearly similar, but they wore
neither shawls, sandals, or arms.”

¢ Such, Effendi!” said the once brilliant
Cashmere shawl, addressing me more particu-
larly, * such is a faithful portrait of my birth
and origin. Y Allah!” it then exclaimed,
“ be pleased to remove me from beneath these
quires of coarse foolscap; I am defiled; they
were made from the polluted linen of a gib-
beted infidel. Render me this service, and,
with the prophet’s aid, I will proceed with my

»
.

story
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CHAPTER 1L

PresuminGg that there could be no danger
in granting the request, I complied, and the
Bttle quire having cleared its voice, continued
as follows :—

To dwellers in cities, corrupted probably
by satiety and a thirst for excitement, a narra-
tive of the simple life led by Abdoul’s family
will be as insipid as candied sugar to an opium
eater. 1 shall risk your displeasure, neverthe-
less, O Aga! by pausing a few moments to
describe it ; especially as this description will
serve for that of all the moslem shepherds
and migratory tribes of Afghénistan, who in
sammer ascend to the verdant pastures and
shady recesses of the hilly regions, oftentimes
. many days distant from those scorching val-
VOL. I. c
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leys, where, at leaf-fall, they again seek shelter
from the snows and chilling blasts of winter.

Ere the first purple tints of the rising sun
had gleamed upon the summits of the distant
mountains, the sonorous voice of Abdoul was
heard exclaiming, “ fllak akbar! Allah akbar I"'*
(God is great!) The men descended to the
torrent’s side, and having performed their
ablutions, said their morning prayer with their
faces turned towards Mecca; a duty fulfilled
by the women within ‘the tents.t

This being accomplished, the ewes and she
goats were milked by the latter, some of whom
prepared the early meal, consisting of curds,

® The call to prayer, uttered by the Muezzins from the
Minarets, and by the leaders of caravans, or chiefs of
families, where there are no mosques.

4 It ie enjoined by the Koran, chap. V., that all true
believers, when they prepare for prayer, shall wash their
faces, their hands to the elbows, and rub their heads and
feet to the ancles. If water is not to be had, sand may
be substituted. The principal hours of prayer are at the
¢ extremities of the day ;”’ that is, before sunrise, and at
twilight ; bat all rigid mussulmen pray at noon, and at
two other intervening periods ; in all, five times,
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fresh milk, and unleavened cakes, whilst the
rest busied themselves in spinning, churning,
baking, or other domestic concerns. The
flocks were then led forth by the labourers;
the oldest animals being driven to a distance,
whilst the mothers and new-born were allowed
to browse upon the adjecent banks., 'Abdoul's
small native horses, covered with red and blue
striped rugs, to protect them from the gadflies
and musquitoes, stood saddled and piqueted
near the tents; whilst half a dozen shaggy
Bactian camels roamed about in search of
the prickly karaghan, which is the favourite
nourishment of these hardy animals.

The master superintended, but took little
share in the labours of his family. Perching
like an eagle upon his eyrie, he seated himself,
eross-legged, upon one of the adjacent rocky
ledges, his matchlock in one hand and his
pipe in the other. Here he passed his time
in smoking and watching the surrounding
country, ready to give signals of alarm, should
his flocks or camp be menaced. A buffalo
horn, slang beneath his cloak, served him as

ce
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a trumpet. With this rude instrument, he
sounded several loud and lingering blasts, as
a summons for the flocks to be collected
during the mid-day heat, and for the men to
repair to dinner. .

This meal consisted of vegetable soup, fla-
voured with strips of mutton, some slices of
leavened bread, a pillau of rice thickened with
sheep’s-tail fat, a few dates, raisins, or other
fruit, especially melons when in season, and
every now and then a kabob of kid or lamb,
roasted whole. The latter was frequently
cooked by placing it, enveloped in its skin,
in a hole heated with hot stones, a process
that gave it a rich and juicy flavour.*

Water from the mountain stream, or sour
milk, was the ordinary beverage, with now
and then a draught of dang, or some other
fermented liquor. Abdoul being a Shiite, his
interpretation of the Koran did not prevent

. ® This mode of roasting meat resembles that sometimes
used by the South Americans, which, when thus roasted,
is called carne con cuero, (Flesh with the skin or leather

on.)
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his now and then indulging in the *¢ good
nourishment” forbidden to more orthodox
moslems.*

Coffee, roasted in a flat iron pan and
bruised in a rude kind of mortar, followed,
and the flocks were once more led forth to
pasture, until the horn again recalled them,
a short time before sunset. They were then
milked, counted, and folded, namaz (vesper
prayer) was said, a frugal supper of cheese,
milk, and barleycake, was disposed of, and ere
many minutes, the hangings of the tents were
closed, and nothing was heard to disturb the
hilly solitude but the distant howling of wild
animals, the roaring of the torrent, or the soft

¢ The Persians, in general, are of the sect of Shiites.
The Turks are, with few exceptions, Sonnites. The
former look upon Ali as equal to his father-in-law,
Mahomed. Greater antipathy exists between the two
vects, than between catholics and protestants.—See Mal-
colm, and preliminary discourse to Koran. Accordingto
the 16th chapter of the latter, wine is called ** good
nourishment ;” thence, latitudinarians indulge in it, but
the more rigid regard all intoxicating liquors as strictly
forbidden
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notes of the nightingales, nestled in the ad-
jacent tamarisks.

To diversify the monotony of this life, Ab-
doul and his sons sometimes joined the neigh-
bouring khans and shepherds in their hunting
excursions. Upon these occasions they ex-
changed their heavy cloaks for light quilted
vests reaching to the middle of their thighs;
their boots for sandals, and their waist-shawls
for girdles woven from palm fibres. Then,
slinging their matchlocks across their shoul-
ders, grasping their spears in their right hands,
and springing upon their horses, they pro-
ceeded to the place of rendezvous, followed by
greyhounds, as swift as wild asses, and by two
or three of their fiercest dogs which, protected
with strong spiked Aalkas (collars) and baek-
plates of mail, neither quailed at the aspect
of leopards or hyeenas, or feared to encounter
the bears that often descended from the moun-
tain fastnesses, in search of the sugar canes
and bee-hives, abounding in the lower regions.

“ Wullah ! (by Allah) sister,” exclaimed Ab-
doul’s eldest son, Hossein, as he was describ-
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ing one of these scenes to Gulabi, “ the flavour
of the luscious Shiraz wine, of which our
father sometimes speaks, cannot have a more
axhilarating effect upon the soul than the sight
of the hunters assembled beneath the wide
spreading branches of the forest; some ex-
changing salams, welcomes and compliments,
others making their horses curvet and career;
some discussing the merits of their greyhounds
and falcons, and others exhibiting their Lahore
flint guns and pistols to the anxious examina-
tion of those armed with matchlocks.”

“] wish I were a man, that I might join
in the sport,” replied Gulabi, * instead of
eking out my time in weaving, churning, and
purifying these cameeses in the cold mountain
water. You men lead a brave life of it, whilst
we poor women are tethered like the camels of
a caravan.”

“ Praise be to Allah !’ answered Hossein,
stroking down the hair of his glossy beard,
“we are not without our advantages. You
women are but as smoke—nothing—when
compared with us. We are ten degrees above
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you ;* you are our tillage, so it is written.
Our place is the battle, the chace, the council
or race-course.  Yours the anderun, the bath.
It is ours to show our faces to the sun ; yours
to conceal your cheeks, even from the moon.
We are lions, heroes, blood-drinkers. You
are gazelles, doves, milk-squeezers.

** What is the use of being fawn-eyed, and
moon-faced, as our father says I am?” an-
swered the young coquette, * if I must hide
me from all, except his sheep and goats, nor
dare lift my eyes upon anything but camels
and horses. Allak kerim! 1 wish I were a

Cashmerian.”

“ Why s0?” demanded the brother.

“ Because,” responded Gulabi, her dark
eyes sparkling like brilliants, “ because I have
heard my father say, that whilst he was cap-
tive in Lahore, he saw a troop of Cashmerian
women dressed as soldiers, and armed with
sabres, quivers, and firelocks. We are hat as
dirt to them.”

¢ Hossein rather stretched a point, for the Koran only
says one degree,
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“ The daughters of burned fathers were
latis (mountebanks) or dancers,” retorted Hos-
sein contemptuously.

“ No, no,” rejoined the maiden, * they
form part of the Sultan’s guard, and follow
him to the fight or chace, mounted on horses
and elephants.* Their faces are whitened with
presents and smiles. They enjoy as much
liberty as the men. They may look at the world
uncovered, and they brighten their eyelids with
the gold dust that is found in the Indus.”

“ They are polluted ; giaours, Kaffirs. They
will descend to jehanum (hell), as sure as I
hope to rise to the gardens of the seventh
heaven. But what put such strange, infidel,
thoughts imto your head »”

“ Nature, and the looking-glass you brought
me from Caubul,” replied Gulabi.

“ Mashallah I’ exclaimed Hossein, ¢ Eblis
or the Fakeer asses have filled your brains
with chaff; shame, shame ! upon thee !”

¢ She probably alluded to the company of Amazons, in
the suite of Runjeet-Sing, the Maharajah of Lahore.~
See Barne’s Travels.
]
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“ Surely, Hossein,”” answered the sister,
smiling archly, “ there is no shame in wishing
for a husband; and when am I likely to meet
with one, unless the Kybeerees carry me off, as
they did my sister Kara Nour (black-light).”

¢ May the Ahdremzadehs’ (ill-gotten) bodies
be crusted with leprosy,” retorted Hos-
sein; “ I would sooner hurl you into yonder
torrent than see you married to a Kybeeree.
By the prophet’s hand, we will pay them off
on our return to the winter camp. Curses
on their fathers and mothers! JInshallah! we
will have their skins for sole-leather. As for
Kara-Nour, she was always as crabbed as a
caged panther, and as ugly as one of the Jew-
infidels, whom Allah turned into apes, for -
catching fish upon the sabbath.*”

“ God is great!” exclaimed Gulabi. * It
was her destiny to be ugly. She could not
help it ; but ugly as she is, she has got a hus-
band. Eb, that’s something.”

® Abdulfeda mentions this tradition. It was sapposed

to have taken place at Eilath, on the Red Sea, and at the
demand of David.
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“ She might have married Shaitan himself,
for all I care,” answered Hossein; “and they
would be matched like two wolves’ eyes.
But my Torcoman horse, that once belonged
to the Cafila Bashi (caravan-leader) from Bok-
hara; Oof/ my liver has been darkened ever

since the Kybeerees took that.”

“ Caravans and Turcoman horses often
traverse the neighbourhood of our winter
camp, and you may easily replace it,” answered
the sister; “ but,” added she, petulantly
thumping the linen she was washing, against
the stones, “I am not likely to become a
khemim (mistress of a harem), so long as we
remain in these mountains; unless I get a
husband as the Jew Moses procured milk,
by sucking his thumb.”*

“ You have certainly got a horse fly in your
brain,” replied Hossein, smiling. “ But leave
off pummelling that old camees of mine, as if it

¢ Iallalédden says, that when Pharoah’s wife disco-
vered Moses, he was found sucking his thumb, which
performed for him the most esseptial duties of a wet

narse,
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were made of granite from the white moun-
tains.* Gel (come here); take a whiff from
this pipe, and if it is your destiny to be mar-
ried, Inshallah ! husbands will pour in like the
quails of Yaman. You say you wish you were
a Cashmerian ; perhaps you would rather bea
cannibal Vezeeree.t

« Astaferaliah, Heaven forbid!” ejaculated
Gulabi. Then after a pause, she added ; « and
why should I?”

“ Because,” replied Hossein, “the daughters
of dogs are privileged to do no work; they
go barefaced like the dare-devils, their bro-
thers, and may choose their own husbands.
This is the reason perhaps,” added Hossein
shewing his white teeth as he grinned at his
own wit, * that they are called, 4dam khors,
men-eaters.”

Wonderful, by my eyes!’ exclaimed the

® Suffeed-Koh (white mountains) the loftiest northern-
most point of the Sauliman range.

4+ The Vezeerees are a wild tribe of central Afghénis-
tans, celebrated for their ruthleas and predatory habits.
They have the reputation of eating their prisoners.
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sister, “I should like to kmow whose dogs
they are, that Allah should grant them a
privilege upon earth, only reserved for houris
i paradise.”

“Allah only knows,” responded the bro-
ther; “ but sit down by me and I will give
you an account of what I saw when I joined
the caravan guard traversing their country.”

Nothing can afford greater pleasure to an
Asiatic than a tale, no matter what its parport,
and as the labour of washing was not the
occupation most agreeable, or perhaps best
suired to the delicate form of the young shep-
herdess, Gulabi gladly left her work to be
completed by a female slave and seating her-
self cross-legged beneath the shade of one of
the noble palms, which were dotted here and
there over the slope, prepared to listen to her
brother’s story.

In the meantime, I frisked by her side, and
having already commenced to nibble the tender
grass shoots, affected to imitate the pasition
and rumination of my father, whom I saw
gravely reclining upon one of the slabby pro-
jections of the impending rocks.
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CHAPTER IIL

“ Tae Vezeerees, my soul,” siid Hossein,
as soon as his sister had seated herself by his
side, “are a tribe of gholee beabuns (demons
of the waste) inhebiting the eastern side of
those cloudy mountains, whose summits you
see kissing the sun, far away towards the
southern deserts. Some live in caves or
mud hovels, like foxes in their holes; but the
greater part dwell under black tents. They
have flocks, many horses and ride as firmly
as the never melting snow upon the white hills.
The women are sheep-faced, earth coloured,
and as melon waisted as the tops of those
dwarf palms. Our lost sister would be a Peri
amongst them, although they do wear red
shifts, blue girdles, and ornament their matted
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locks with gold coins and trinkets, robbed from
the caravans.”

“Allahkerim P exclaimed Gulabi, “ they
must look like our horses with their fly-rugs on.
Are they infidels or true believers >

¢ Half milk, half curds, that is, neither one
thing or t'other,” rejoined Hossein. “They swear
by the book®, but do not follow its precepts.
They rarely perform ablutions, or say their
JSatika, (prayer.) They drink forbidden liquors,
until their souls are darkened, and devour flesh
which hath died of itselft. The men wear no
other clothing but blanket shirts, as black and
coarse as the stuff of our tents, girded round
with dark woollen girdles. They have cow-skin
sandals on their feet, and black felt caps on
their heads, which they do not shave, like true
believers, but let their bair and beards hang

down as foul and matted as the shaggy humps

* Al dhikr, the book, one of the denominations for
the Kords, which is also called Al Moshaf, the vo-

lome,
4+ It is forbidden by Mabommed *‘ to eat that which

dieth of itself.””
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of our camels. Their limbs are bare and co-
vered with hair like brutes. They have voices
as loud, and countenances as grim as those of
hungry lions. In short, Aawan der, they are
animals, and resemble bears upon two legs,
more than the descendants of Adam. They
carry shields, iron spears, long knives, and
matchlocks. They give no quarter to men,
and kill male children; but they speak truth,
and never injure women.”

“ The unclean infidels are not so bad after
all,” ejaculated Gulabi, who thought that the
Vezeerees’ treatment of women was a set off
against a multitude of sins.

“ All their virtues are for their own tribe;
their vices for others. They are at war with
all mankind,” replied the brother. ¢ They live
amongst their fastnesses, like the vultures upon
yonder crags, ready to pounce upon their prey,
and may Allah have pity upon the caravan, or
traveller, that falls into their hands. The
simoom is more merciful.”

“Then how did you escape from their
knives ?” demanded Gulabi; * they were not
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likely to treat men slayers like you, as they
would milk-squeezers, as you call us.”

“ May their fathers be burned,” answered
the other. “ Trust to the son of a Kizil-Bash
for using his wits in due season.”

“ It seems, brother, that you had better have
used your sword,” replied Gulabi, smiling ma-
liciously.

“ Thanks be to Allah! and so I did,”
rejoined Hossein; ¢ but what is the best
tempered Khorassan blade against the sickle
of destiny? I fought like twenty lions—oof !’

“ And they probably like forty—a thousand;”
retorted Gulabi, “ or they would not have
smothered you with ashes.”

“True, true!” said Hossein. * The rascals
were as the sands of the desert, and we only
ahandful. Do you recollect when the caravan
from Bokhara halted in our neighbourhood, and
the Cafila Bashi, whose horse I gained,* came
to engage an escort to protect him through
the Vezeeree territory

¢ Gained, is a common eaying amongst Orientals for
designating any thing they may have stolen.
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¢ Certainly,” replied Gulabi; * for our fa-
ther ordered all the flocks to be shut up and
us women with them, that neither the sheeps®
fat tails, nor our faces, might tempt the mer-
chants to run away with us.”

& Afferin! it was well done,” retorted Hos-
sein. “ Such mad caps as you ought to be
tethered like wild colts. I believe you would
gallop off with the first mean that offered him-
self; you are bewitched. Well!” added he,
“what with presents and promises, a safe-
guard of three hundred horse was procured
from the neighbouring camps and villages.
The astrologers having killed a sheep and
counted favourable omens in the blade-hones,
and the chief of the caravan having shaken
out a quiver of arrows and found them propi-
tious,* we started upon our journey, at the

® Divination by examining the spots on sheep’s blade-
bones, by the position in which arrows, shaken from a
quiver, fall to the ground, and by counting odd or even
upon their rosaries, although declared ** an abomination”
by Mahommed, is much practised in Afgh&nistan.—=See
Elphinstone’s Caubul.
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hour when men’s shadows and themselves
we nearly equal* Half of us rode in front
of the camels and mules, which were laden
with gold, fruits, furs, cloth, and other rich
merchandize for the Indian market, the other
half formed a rear-guard, whilst a few well-
mounted videttes were thrown out to watch
the flanks. So, unless the dog’s sons started
up from the earth, or fell from the clouds like
locusts, we were secure on all sides. Alexan-
der the Great, who spat on the world’s beard,
could not have done more.”

“ Never mind Sicander the Great, but tell
me about the Vezeeree women choosing hus-
bands. When will you come to that, bro-
ther” exclaimed Gulabi, as Hossein paused
to refill his pipe.

“ Softly, my eyes !”” rejoined Hossein, * we
must get there first; you have no patience;”
then having relighted his tobacco he resumed :
“the country through which we had to pass
was as forbidding, as its inhabitants. Upon

® About mid-time, between noon and sunset—a pro-
pitious hour.
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quitting the valleys, bordering upon the ras-
cal’s territory, there was no sign of cultiva-
tion; the herbage was scanty, the water was
bitter, the trees stunted, and had it not been
for a few goats, guarded by hell black shep-
herds, upon the distant hills, one might have
thought that this was the threshold of Eb-
li garden, where the roses are brambles,
the nightingales vultures, and the waters li-
quid bitumen. As we advanced, the face of
nature became still wilder; barren and dis-
torted crags rose towering one above the other;
here rent into fathomless and fantastic abysses,
now stretching away in wild and sublime con-
fusion, without a shrub to satisfy the camels’
hunger, and here starting up abruptly above
our heads, to the height of many hundred
feet : leaving us no other road than precipitous
defiles, or broken beds of torrents; our beasts
and ourselves were obliged to thread these
passages, one by one, and yet they were fre-
quently so narrow that the animals stuck
between them with their burdens.”
 Bishmillah !” ejaculated Gulabi, * the
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needle’s eye could not be more impaas-
able”*

“Well said!” answered Hossein ; * None
bat lien hearts would advance through sach
a devil's-track. A score of old women might
bave attacked us in front and rear, and de-
voured us one by one, or a few fragments of
rock hurled from the overhanging precipices
might have crushed us to atoms. But Allah
is great and the Vezeerees are asses; so, at
length, we emerged safely from these dange-
rous defiles and our souls expanded. Hitherto
we had seen no enemies and scarcely any
living creatures, save now and then a wild
ass, some wolves and jackalls. As the road
became broader the camels were led by fours,
sixes, tens in front, and we rode as at first,
singing, laughing and cursing the Vezeerees.
We marched by night and slept by day; a
fourth remaining constantly mounted to pa-
trole and watch. But what avails the wisdom
of Lockman, or the valour of Roustam, when

® The scripture phrase relating to the camel and
needle’s eye is common to Mahommedans,
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“though I see no cause for merriment. But
what can one expect? Is she nota woman?
Like all the rest of her sex, she demands water
before she comes to a well.” Then stretching
out one leg, and puffing forth several whiffs of
smoke, he proceeded, “ Wullah, exclaimed
I, looking around, as the headmost riders and
camels, began to emerge from the glen, I
never placed much trust in divination by fdl,
(lots) or arrows, but Allah is great, and there is,
perhaps, less filth in such omens than I
thought. In two hours’ time, we shall be safe
in the plain. Then all the Vezeeree mongrels
united dare not bark at our heels. Inshallah!
We will mow them down like green pulse.
By the beard of Ali, added I, unsheathing
my sabre and brandishing it over my head,
what are they? Cowards! asses! brutes,
exceeding asses, or they would not allow us to
slip through these passes, where a lame dog
might defile our beards. Let them come !
We’'ll make mince meat of them! At this
moment the waning moon, began to sink
behind the mountains, shrouding the valley in
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a cloak of darkness, whilst heavy gusts of
wind, like moanings from the cities of the
silent, came rustling from the hill tops, min-
gling their sighs with the heavy breathing of
our panting camels.

“ As I reined back my horse, to allow the
headmost group to pass, methought I heard
noises, like the stified groans of gholes, or
savage beasts, amongst the brushwood. My
comrades’ livers were turned to water. They
quaked and said their fdteha, (prayer.) ButI
drew forth my pistol, and crying out; Who
is there? If you be men, in the name of
Allah, stand forth. If devils—begone, and
then I fired.

“The echo bounding from crag to crag, until
it died away in the distance, was the only
answer. Pekayi, (good,) said I. It is no-
thing and were it a legion of evil genii, they
should know, that I am a lion eater. I had
scarcely reloaded my pistol, however, ere a
yell, loud and terrible as that of Sakr,* re-

® Sakr, one of the most terrible and wicked of the
Ifrite, or evil genii.

VOL. I. D
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sounded from the heights above, and of a sud-
den I saw: ”

“What? in Allak’s name!”’ demanded Gu-
labi; as her brother, perceiving that the sun
had attained its highest altitude, raised himself
upon his knees and dipping bis hands into
the streamlet, that gurgled close at his elbow,
prepared to say his prayer. He had not time

to reply, however, before Abdoul’s horn
sounded the mid-day retreat, and they pro-
ceeded to the tents,where the flocks, accustomed
to the well known signal, came scampering
and bleating homewards, followed by the dogs
and shepherds.



THE CASHMERE SHAWL, 51

CHAPTER 1IV.

When the noon tide sleep was ended,* Gu-
labi requested her brother to resume his gtory.
Seating themselves in the same spot, and the
giddy maiden having promised not to be guilty
of interruptions, Hossein proceeded :

“As 1 gazed upon the glen, now veiled in
darkness by the shadows of the waning moon,
dim-lights like the faint corruscations, of a
thousand glow-worms, or spanglings of fire-
eyed lynxes suddenly twinkled on either side
the road. The thrilling yell was heard once
more, and at the sound, the goblin lights
burned brighter, and multiplied by hundreds.
Above, below, up and down the narrow pass,

* The practice of the Siesta, is common to Asiatics.
D 2



52 THE CASHMERE SBHAWL.

each shrub and stone, seemed tipped with
flame.”

“ Aliah ! il allah!” exclaimed Gulabi.
¢ Did not the marrow of your eyes ooze forth ?

“ In truth,” replied Hossein, “ my heart
did smite against my breast plate, and I felt a
clammy chillness creeping through my flesh.
But as no time was to be lost, I called to those
nearest, saying, Bak! (look.) By the pro-
phet’s head, those lights issue from the eyes
of dé®mons, or from the Vezeeree’s matches.
They have caught us in their snares. Curses
on their fathers and mothers. We are sacri-
ficed. Flight is impossible. See! they are
as the stars. Draw brothers. ¥ Allahk, let
us sell our lives dearly. What else can we
do? Are we not heroes?” Then bending
over my saddle bow, I spurred to the crest of
the pass.

“T°was well done; for in a moment more
the echoes of ten thousand thunders, rolled
and clattered along the mountains. Those
who had stood by me, were swept away.
From right to left, from front to rear, all wis
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a sheet of fire. Flash followed flash. Volley
succeeded volley, whilst the shot hurtled
amongst the caravan, like the stones of baked
clay, that rained upon Gomorrha. Then arose
yells and screeches as of countless demons
roaring out, “Kill! slay! down with the curs!
Let the earth drink their blood!” mingled
with cries for pity, shouts of Allah! Allah!
dying groans and roars of wounded camels.

The din, the confusion, the horror of that
scene were awful. The foremost horsemen
and camel drivers fell back, trampling those
behind, beneath their hoofs. The hindmost
pushed forward, and in their maddening fear,
impelled the weaker down the precipices. Some
sprung from their beasts and crawled for safety
amongst the clefts; others darted upon their
. foes, bravely anticipating death; whilst the
Vezeerees, dropping their guns, rushed upon
the victims with their long knives, and slaugh-
tered all who had escaped their fire.

“Did none but you outlive the night?”
demanded Gulabi, taking me into her lap and
covering me with the folds of her mantle.
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« Allah is great and merciful!” rejoined
Hossein. “ None save myself. Seeing that
to remain was death, and fancying that I had
perceived the signs of habitations at some
distance in the plain, I cast away my spear,
put spurs to my horse, and rode as if Monker
and Nakir were shouting by my sepulchre.”*

“ On—on—o’er rock and fell ; with goading
heels and loosened rein, I urged the foaming
brute, until the infernal hubbub no longer
smote my ear. Checking the bit, I then
paused to breathe his flanks, when of a sudden,
he snorted, his eyes rolled wildly, his mane
stood erect, his nostrils expanded, his limbs
quivered, and he bounded forward with re-
doubled speed.

“ Mashallah! he was no ass. A troop of
hungry wolves had marked us for their prey; °
close at our heels, dams, cubs and sires, a
devilish pack, came howling, panting, and near-

¢ Monker and Nakfr, are the two angels appointed to
examine the dead, and who either permit the just to re-
pose in peace, or condemn the wicked to be gnawed by
ninety-nine dragons, with seven heads each.
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ing us at every stride. One brute, more active
than the rest, sprung at my thigh; I levelled
my pistol and fired. Allah be praised! it growled
and fell; but that availed me nothing; the
rest increased their speed, whilst at each step
my horse’s strength relaxed. Already he
flagged and reeled.

“ But, Allah be praised! at the moment
when two monstrous beasts hung on my
flanks, prepared to spring, 1 found safety
when I might have expected death. A band
of armed Vezeerees, seated by a watch fire,
started up; taking me for one of their own
people they leaped into the track; some
shouted and waved flaming fire-brands ; others
discharged their guns at my pursuers. What
became of them or the wolves I knew not,
for, pressing the last energies of my horse, I
Jeft them far behind, until, by the prophet’s
blessing, I saw a village near at hand. It was
time, for my horse staggered and groaned ; his
heart burst and he fell dead beneath me.

« Knowing it to be alaw with the sons of
Shaitan to spare those who once pass their
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-thresholds, I approached the buildings, and
‘creeping beneath the shadow of the walls
‘Jooked for an open door. Ere long I per-
ceived a white bearded elder, standing with
two red-shifted women, as ugly as she-devils,
before a portal. Crawling closer—still closer,
I paused to draw breath; then bounding for-
ward like a mountain cat, I sprung within and
prostrating myself embraced their knees, cry-
ing ¢ pity, pity! I am your sacrifice; I am
less thean dirt’ Then announcing the destruc-
tion of the caravan and declaring what I was,
I claimed the rights of hospitality.

* Thanks to Allah, my appeal was heard.
The white beard’s heart was moved; he was
a khan and he looked kindly on me, exclaim-
ing, kosh geldin, (he welcome.) Whilst one of
the women took bread, broke it, and gave me
a ‘piece. After kissing the hem of her filthy
garment and hoping their shadows might ne-
ver be less, I raised the bread to my forehead,
ate, and was saved.”

“ Deh I” exclaimed Gulabi, “ did I not say
they were not so bad ; was I not right? They
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are merciful to those who touch their hearths,
andallow their women to go loose like Saidas.*
Now, brother, since you have got safe among
the Vezeerees I suppose we shall soon come to
the wedding.”

“ Sooner than I wish, pearl mouth!’ an-
swered Hossein ; “ it may be fine sport for the
shejins to choose their own mates, butitis
enough to quench the spirit of a wild ass, or
moukey, to be chosen as I was.”

 How fell a choice upon you, a captive:”
demanded the maiden.

“ Allah is great, and has not made me of
unbaked clay,” replied Hossein, pointing con-
ceitedly to his face and figure, which were
certainly of no ordinary beauty. “I was @
noble plane tree, amidst thorn bushes; a
tulip between bundles of dried sticks, when
compared to their men. But you shall hear
how it came to pass, if you have patience.

« The pame given by the Arabs to the camels, which
are allowed to range at liberty, either in consequence of
their master’s vows after a pilgrimage, or from their

baving barne ten foels.
D3
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News of the victory having quickly spread
through the village and adjacent camps, elders,
women and children, fell to capering and
rejoicing as if they were possessed, and as
day approached rushed forth to meet the vic-
tors.  Soon after sunrise these were seen
returning laden with spoil, like the black le-
gions from the valley of ants* Some ran
dancing, singing and brandishing their bloody
knives! others came beating drums, blowing
trumpets and firing off guns. Some carried
men’s heads, dripping with gore, upon their
~speam; whilst others drove asses laden with
the reeking flesh of slaughtered camels, in-
tended for the evening feast.

“ The captured animals and booty being
collected in the public square, a mollah
prostrated himself and prayed; at which the
curs all pretended to smite their breasts and
offer thanks to Allah. The packages and
bales were then opened, the animals were

* A valley of Syria, so called from the multitude of

these insects encountered by Solomon.—Mahvmmedan
1radition.
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numbered and the whole divided by the
chief khin, amongst the heads of the tribes,
who, in their turn, assembled their followers ;
these, after shouting and dancing, with wild
gesticulations,. seated themselves in circles and
the distribution took place. This passed, to
my surprise, without dispute. Some, it is
tree, were accused of secreting plunder, but
they stroked their beards, saying ¢no! and
were believed.*

“As the day closed, the feast commenced.
Sheep were killed and their flesh made into
soups.  Piles of rice stiffened with grease,
were placed upon palm leaves and devoured
in & twinkling ; then came stews of camels’
flesh, with roast mutton, eaten half raw, and
sweetmeats, which the brutes washed down
with bangand other intoxicating drinks. Hav-
ing gorged themselves to the throats, some
danced, some played at marbles, others at
quoits, until they rolled and tumbled sense-

* Such is the .ck;;oWIedged veracity of these uncivi-
lized plunderers that this simple assurance is considered
tquivalent to an oath.



60 THE CASHMERE SHAWL,

less and the women came, each to claim her
filthy lump. Then they rolled home to sleep,
as they had eaten, like swine.” .

“And what did you the while, Hossein 2
demanded Gulabi. .

“ May their places hereafter be under Shai-
tan’s jaw,” answered he.* “ Most prodigious
filth, did I swallow; for, I saw one rascal
strutting about in my new red trowsers, and
another trying to force his cloven feet into my
best cloth riding boots.”+

“But how did they treat you, I mean?”
said the maiden.

“ Not so badly, sister,” replied Hossein.
«They gave me food, milk, and lodging,
and seeing that I alone had escaped, looked

® This is considered as the place under the seventh .
earth, reserved for the worst of sinners.

4 Hossein’s wrath at this indignity, resembles that of
a British nobleman when attacked and plundered by
banditti, between Rome and Naples. *“I did not care
for the loss of my money,” said bis Lordship, * but to
see the brigands putting on my best doe-skin breeches,
and walking off with them to the mountains, Cospetto !
that was too much.”
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wpon me as especially favoured by the pro-
phet and thought I possessed a talisman, or
charmed life. I found favour, moreover, in
the old white beard’s eyes, by reading the
Koran, and telling him that it contained 77,639
words and 325,015 letters, and as no one but
the mollah, could boast of so much science,
they looked upon me as a learned man, pos-
sessing the five keys of knowledge.

“ T gained the good will of the Khan’s son,
by showing him how to wrestle, after the mode
taught to our father, by the Shah’s chief wres-
tler, and by curing his sick horse with a drench
of spiced wine. As to the red-shifts, I won
their hearts by playing on the Kamounsheh,*
and singing verses from Hafiz and Ferdausi,
which I picked up from a minstrel at Can-
dahar.

¢ In short, wherever I went, men’s faces were
cleared, and my mouth was stuffed with candy.
I was poor, but I had wits and a face, so the
women’s hearts melted like sheep’s tail fat
before the fire.”

® A Lkind of viol.
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¢ Allah be praised !’ ejaculated Gulabi, “ we
are at last come to the wedding.”

“ After six or eight months, during which I
often joined the tribe in their predatory ex-
cursions, and came in for my share of plunder,
1 perceived,” continued Hossein, ¢ that Zilmee
(open heart,) the Khan’s daughter, cast lan-
guishing eyes upon me, making me tell stories
all day like a regular tale-teller, or sing all
night like a bulbul. However much this
might suit my interest, it no way flattered my
vanity. She was hideous. One eye looked
towards paradise, whilst the other always turn-
ed down, as if she sought for fallen pearls.
Her mouth was large enough to swallow a
kabob at one gulp; her teeth were black as
the stone of the Caaba; her breath had the
odour of Hing, (assafcetida) and her feet were
splayed like those of a camel.*

 But what could Ido? Who can oppose fate ?
It was mine to captivate this she-ghole. It
was no more possible, for me to resist her

* The assafetida also goes by the significant name of
Shaitan bokou, (Devil’s filth.)
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passion, than to oppose the Shaitans, her
countrymen, in the hilly pass. After all,”
said I to myself, one day as she filled my
mouth with sweetmeat, after a song,
“after all, good may come of it. So I
will return her cloven ogleings, (squint) with a
straightforward look of affected tenderness.
Oof ! much dirt will befoul me ; but Allah is
great and she is rich. That is much.”

“ Not long after, as I was sitting under the
shade of a lofty tree reading the Koran, sur-
rounded by a number of black shirts and red
shifts, I heard a noise. Upon lifting up my
eyes, I saw the chief drummer and chkaoush,
(berald) of the tribe, followed by several
women in their Sabbath dresses.

“ Allah Kerim! 1 began to tremble, and
wished myself under the seventh earth, whenall
my auditors stood up and clapped their hands,
cying out, Wada/! Wada! (a wedding.)
Who is the chosen? May his shadow in-
crease! May he be a fit man! It is the
Khan’s daughter, who is going to select a hus-
band! Look, look ! they come this way. Stand
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back! make room, make room! There is
honor on the wing for some one: much good
may it do him !

“ ]I rose with the rest, when the drummer
cameopposite, beating the skinas if hewere mad,
the chaoush advanced and called out, ¢ Praise
be to Allah! Hossein! son of Abdoul Ali, the
Kizilbash, you are a fortunate man. Your
face shall be whitened. You carry luck under
your girdle. Destiny is your footstool. You
are the prophet’s favourite. Zilmee, the
khan’s daughter, looks on you with a soft

eye.
“ It was well he did not say eyes,” ex-

elaimed Gulabi smiling.

¢ By my father’s beard was it,” answered
Hossein, ¢ or he would have uttered lies. The
chaoush then advanced still closer, and taking
forth a handkerchief and an ivory needle, such
as the red-shifts use to fasten up their hair, - he
held it forth and exclaimed, ¢ See, O Hossein !
see by these tokens, you are chosen. The
star of happiness shines upon you. Rejoice'!;
our khan’s daughter summons you to kiss thg
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bem of her garment. The honey of her heart
has fallen upon you. By the prophet’s head,
you are grown a lion amongst lion eaters.
These are the emblems of love and fruitfulness.
Your shadow will increase until it be as long as
that of Adam. You have understanding and
courage. You are a2 Lockman, an Isfandyar.*
You will become as firmly rooted as @ moun-
tain. What is your answer ?’
¢ You are welcome, O chaoush, as the

lapwing, to Solomon,t replied I, your
words are soft as water, gushing from the
twelve fountains of Elim.}] By my eyes, I
am the slave of Zilmee. I am nothing. She
may snap her fingers in my face, poof and bid

¢ Isfandyar, one of the heroes of Persian romance.
Lockman, a wise and learned man cotemporary of David.
He is the model of wit and talent in the East.

4+ When Solomon went on his pilgrimage to Mecca,
the lapwing attended him, and when he wanted water,
she marked the place where i might be found with her
bill, upon which the genii, under his orders, dug wells
and drew it for him.

¢ Confounded by the Mahommedans with the rock of
Horeb, where Moses performed the miracle.
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me die. I am her sacrifice, her stepping stone.
May her life be eternal! She has made roast
meat of my heart. What else can I say ?”

“¢ Aferin! Aferin! (well done, excellent).
You are a prince I’ burst forth, from the by-
standers, who added, ¢ Hossein, the affran-
chised, is worthy of our khan’s daughter.
Who shall say no? He is our brother. Our
friend. May he prosper.’

¢ ¢ Gently, gently brothers,’ said the chaoush.
¢ To reap we must sow. Hossein cannot
carry off the fruit of our khan’s loins, unless he
prove himself a man. Where, O Hossein, are
your gifts, your wedding presents? Can I go
back empty handed? Must I say to the khan
—Hossein takes the corn and returns husks.
He is like the earth, which, in gratitude for
the showers of heaven, sends up dust. He
has neither gold, silver, nor stuffs to offer.
His hand is tied up. He would not throw a
bone to the sleeper’s *dog, or a scrap to Abu
Horiera’s cat. He has not even Jakshish
(vails) for the messenger of joy. Speak !

“ God is great, answered I; I am as I
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am. Your people took my all and left me
nothing, but my skin. I have not the seng i
JSars (philosopher’s stone) but I have an arm
and a soul. N .

¢ That is not much. A liberal hand is pre-
ferable to a strong arm,’ said the chaoush.

“ ¢ That is bosh ! (nothing),’ exclaimed the
rest. ¢ What dirt does he cast upon us?
Whose dog is he, that he should receive the
apple of our khan’s eye, and not return its
value ¥

* True, replied I, slipping one or two
golden sequins into the chaoush’s hand, which
he quickly conveyed into his girdle. True!
butwhat can I do? The treasures of the cave
of Jemsheed* are not open to all. But a brave
man is a mine, a treasure in himself. Tell
Zilmee that she has devoured my heart. Let
her withdraw the light of her countenance, and

¢ A cave near Candahar, the entrance to which is said
to be defended by a torrent and revolving wheels, armed
with swords. At the end of this passage are delicious
'gardens and treasures of immense value.—Afghdn tradi-
tion.
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I wither like grass, cut down before its time.
I shall be as offal cast in a corner. 1 covet the
glory of her hand—nothing more. And before
the new year, I will offer the khan presents
worthy of a sultan. Let another caravan pass,
and although the leader be my own brother.
I will eathis liver. On my head be it.

¢ ¢ That is something,’ replied the chaoush
somewhat softened by my sequins. ¢ We
shall see.—Follow.’

“ Hereupon he took Zilmee’s handkerchief
and needle, and stuck it in my cap, saying, I
was her elect. On this the people roared out
¢ Good! Y Allah. Be it so.

“ We then proceeded to the khan’s house,
followed by a great concourse. There we found
the chief with his daughter, relations and the
mollah and cazy, seated upon carpets before
the door. The chaoush having made his
salaam, and reported the result of his mission,
the khan and the others began to shake their
heads and stroke their beards, so that I hoped
to get out of the scrape. But Zilmee lifted up
her voice, and cried out, ¢ Hossein is my
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choice. May it be auspicious! He is a man.
A lion. I want no more.’

“ Thereupon her father and brother, who
seemed nothing loth to part with her, called
out, ‘Beit so! He shall be yours. May his
shadow never be less.’

“Then inviting me to sit down near them,
they offered me a pipe, called me son ! brother!
and wished me joy. Upon which the drums
beat, and the people shouted, and rent the air
with exclamations.

*“ Silence being re-established, 1 first waved
round my bride’s head, and then placed upon
her left hand the only jewel I possessed, a
ring of Bokhara turquoise, and all having said
their fdteha,* the mollah declared we were
affianced. Sweetmeats, pipes and coffee, ‘'were
then distributed, and in a few minutes, 1 was
permitted to retire, to prepare lodging for the
reception of my ponderous helpmate.

¢ The fiteha is the first chapter of the Koran, and is
as often repeated by the Mahommedans as the Ave Maria
or Lord’s prayer by Christians. It is nearly equalin
beauty and simplicity to the latter.
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« But Alhemdullilah ! (thanks to Allah)
destiny saved me from the clutches of
this she-bear, as it had from the wolves’
fangs.”

“ What, was there no wedding after all »”
exclaimed Gulabi.

“ Truly was there,” answered Hossein,
“ but our sugar cane moon was as smoke.
Listen : the marriage day being fixed, and my
wife’s dowry of furniture, carpets, and kitchen
utensils having arrived, I stained my fingers
with henna, dressed myself after the fashion
of the country, smoothed down my beard, and
mounting my horse at nightfall, rode to my
bride’s father’s house, attended by drums and
music, with men on foot and horseback,
waving torches of resinous pine wood, and
firing off guns.

“ Upon our arrival we found Zilmee pre-
pared in her bridal garments. Allah kerim !/
she was as hideous as the works of an infidel
when he rises from the grave. The only thing
I coveted about her were the strings of sequins

and tomaums, that were interwoven in her
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hair and the gold armlets and anklets that
adorned her limbs.

« All I observed about her dress was, that
she wore a new red under garment, a shawl
girdle, sandals worked with gold thread, and a
scarf of blue brocade and silver, which floated
loosely over her luxuriant charms.

“ What few presents I could contrive to
scrape together, I offered to my father-in-law,
and my bride having been belped upona camel,
we returned in the same order to my house,
followed by her hand-maids, carrying her ward-
robe and preceded by dancers and singers.

“ Upon reaching my door, I saluted my 44a-
mim, with all manner of fine speeches and com-
pliments, calling her my soul ! my eyes! my
rose ! my mountain of light! Upon which she
gave me a kiss—oof / the odour of the poison
plant was less fetid.

« The marriage feast being prepared and the
mollah having blessed it, saying, ¢ In the name
of God, the best provider of food! we sat
down, and 1 quickly perceived that my charmer
had an appetite in proportion to her size. She
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cleared the plates, as clean and quickly as
locusts strip the shrubs of their leaves. First
the broth glided down her throat by kettlesful,
then came the dumplings of stewed meat,
which she cast into her mouth so hot, that the
water trickled from her eyes. These were no
sooner devoured than she worked away at a
fricassee made of chickens, eggs, boiled pulse
and spices. This she hammered down with a
dish of rice balls, filled with stewed plums and
onions floating in treacle. Then a pile of rice,
in which were some strips of half roasted
camel’s flesh, shared the same fate.

 Bishmillah ! 1 thought she would now
pause ; but her busy fingers then tore to pieces
two quails, and she even looked as if she were
not satisfied, after adding to these a quantity of
roasted kid and a mountain of sweetmeats, not
to mention some thick pancakes, a bowl of
sherbet and a due proportion of palm wine and
camel’s milk fermented with opium.

“ The feast being ended and the fragments
distributed amongst the attendants, the guests
departed. 1 then raised my wife from the
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ground, and supported her into her private
chamber, which I had fitted up to the best of
my power. Then I left her, whilst I retired to
pray that Allah might diminish her famine-
breeding appetite, and give me courage to meet
the sequel.

“ What happened in the interval God
knows ; but when I approached the curtain
that separated the nuptial chamber from the
outer room, I heard her snorting and grunting
loud enough to wake the seven companions
and their dog.®* Thinking her to be sleeping,
and being little disposed to disturb her repose,
I glided softly in, saying to myself, it is not
enough that my wife should feed like a hog,
but she must snore like a whole herd! What
filth am I doomed to !

“Scarcely, however..hadl passed the threshold
ere my feet striking against something, which
seemed to be a bale of woollen, I stooped down
to see what it was. Judge of my consternation !

¢ Seven youths, who, to escape the persecution of the
Emperor Dacius, retired to a cave, and slept for 300
years.— Mahommedan Tradition.

VOL. I. E
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There lay Zilmee—her cheeks blue—her fea-
tures distorted, the last agonising rattle of de-
parting life gurgling in her throat, and her
eyes fixed,—one upon heaven and the other
upon jehanum—as if she were watching both
ways for the examining angels.

“ Wullah ! billah P’ exclaimed Galabi.
 Poor creature | What killed her >’

“ The rice dumplings and Xabod,” replied
Hossein. “ She had overstuffed herself. As
I had not strength enough to raise her up,
I rolled her towards the wall, propped her up
with cushions, puffed smoke into her nose,
shook her shoulders, pricked her soles and
palms with the point of my dagger, poured
honey into her mouth, and did all man could
do to recover her. At first I thought her
stomach told lies.”

 Lies, brother!” exclaimed my mistress.
“ Allah kerim ! How could that be if she was
breathless »’

“ O child,” retorted Hossein contemptu-
ously, “ you have no more wisdom than that
kid. Do you not know that when the friend
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of a sick man came to the prophet to ask
relief, the latter replied, ¢ Give him honey,
for it is revealed by Allah that honey is medi-
cane for men” Whereupon the fellow went
away and did as he wasbid. But the first dose
baving no effect he returned and begged fur-
ther aid saying, ¢ honey is all bosh (humbug).’
Whereupon the prophet waxed wrath and
answered, ¢ Go, and give him more, and if that
will not do, give him more still; for God
speaketh truth and your friend’s stomach lies.’
The man obeyed, and sure enough the sick man
recovered. But this was not the case with
Zilmee, I might as well have tried to extract
fire from a green pumpkin. All the bees in
Gulistan and all the doctors in the world, could
not have restored her. She was stone dead,
and resembled an inflated water skin, much
more than one of those rose cheeked, feather
covered ostrich eggs, to which the prophet
(on whom be God’s blessing) compared the
virgins of paradise.”’*

® * And near them (the just), shall lie the virgins of
paradise, refraining their looks from beholding any be-

E 2
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“ And what became of the corpse ?” inquired
Gulabi. “ Did you tie the toes, bind up the
jaw, rend your garments, according to custom,
and call the appointed. to wash and streak out
the body ?” A

¢ Was I an ass, the son of an ass, that I
should stop to be devoured by the unclean
brutes her relatives ?’ answered Hossein. ¢ No,
I had more sense ! I knew that if I remained,
the tribe would say, I killed her and require the
dirjat, (price of blood) and as I could notpay
in pocket, I should be condemned to suffer in
person.* So I determined, if possible, to
make my escape, and leave her to settle her
account with Monker and Nakir as well as she
could. As her money and trinkets could be of
no use in the way of presents to them and were

sides their spouses, having large black eyes, and resem-
bling the eggs of an ostrich, covered with feathers from
the dust.””—A! Koran, Cap. 37.

¢ The law of retaliation requires blood for blood. bat
murder may be redeemed by pecuniary satisfaction. The
relatives of the deceased having the power to fix the
amount of & (reasonable) fine.— Mahommedan Lan.



THE CASHMERE SHAWL. 77

moreover my lawful property, I tore the coins
from her hair, the rings, bracelets, and anklets
£rom bet person, secared all the valuables 1
could staff into my trowsers, loaded my arms,
provided myself with a few barley cakes, and
a skin of water, crept into the stables, mounted
my horse, and being favoured by the darkness
of the night, stole out of the village, and rode
without pulling bit, until I had left my dear
defunct spouse, at least forty miles behind.
Having made myself familiar with the nearest
tracks, leading to the passes which separate
Vezeercestan from the neighbouring tribes, 1
was fortunate enough, neither to encounter four
or two legged brutes, save a few straggling
lynxes and half a dozen armed scouts. The
former ran away from me, and, God be praised,

I escaped from the latter, by saying that I was
a chupper (messenger), sent by the border
chiefs to announce the passage of a caravan
from Lahore. At length I cleared the moun-
tains, and in a few days reached my father’s

camp.”
« Thas Hossein recounted his adventure
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and his wedding,” said my new acquaintance,
adding, “ Allow me a few moments’ repose,
and I will then proceed with my own tale.”
This it soon did, in the manner narrated in the
next chapter.
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CHAPTER V.

SmexerreNED by the glowing warmth
of advancing summer, and the abundant nutri-
ment supplied by my mother, 1 not only grew
npidly, but my coat gave early promise that
its texture would no way degenerate from the
purity of my celebrated progenitors. I was
won weaned, and enabled either to pick up my
own sustenance amidst the rich herbage sprout-
ing from the mountain flanks, or to feast upon
the vine-tendrils and flower-buds, culled for
me by the hand of my gentle mistress. Not
baving anything human to love, and not being
able to summon a husband by beat of drum,
or by the irresistible mandate of her hair-
nedle, like the Vezeeree women, Gulabi’s
vhole affections were centred in me. Nor
ms I ungratefal ; 1 followed her like a dog
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now reposing at her feet, as she spun or wove
near the tents—now scampering and frisking
around her, as she strolled across the more
distant eminences; but ever and anon flying
for shelter to her side, when the dark shadow
of some soaring eagle flitted over the rocks,
or the roar of some savage beast reverberated
like lowering thunder amidst the surrounding
caverns.

Attracted by the multitude of flocks that
had arrived from the plains, unusual numbers
of the latter haunted the jungles and under-
wood of the adjacent ravines, where they
rarely descended, unless impelled to quit the
upper regions by the rigours of winter. Here
they made their lair during the day, and at
sunset crept forth, causing much havoc
amongst the sheep and goats, which, as was
often the custom during the great heats, were
led to pasture between the night and morning
prayer.

Huge tigers, lions of a small but ferociousg
breed, hyenas, wolves, and black bears, had
been seen near our camp, making me and m§
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fellow-kind tremble with instinctive terror, and
creating no small disquietude to Abdoul Ali,
when they came prowling and roaring within
bowshot of the watch-fires. Even his vigi-
lance, and that of his dogs did not always se-
cure the fold from their rapacity. A tiger, of im-
mense size had sprung upon one of the tethered
horses, and carried it off with as much ease
as the khanum’s cat would have walked away
with a dead sparrow. A most audacious bear
with her family of cubs, had also entered the
dairy tent, devoured all its contents, and nearly
strangled one of the sleeping servants. It was
consequently determined by the neighbouring
khans and shepherds, that a general chace
should take place upon the first propitious
occasion, and that surrounding tribes and
camps should be summoned to assist.

It was thus that my mistress and I had an
opportunity of witnessing one of those scenes,
of which Hossein had spoken with so much
enthusiasm, and wherein he and his father
generally bore a conspicuous share. The time
selected for this was the bright sunrise of an

E 8
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On one side, a party of horsemen was seen
gravely advancing with hooded falcons upop
their wrists; quivers of red leather, stamped
with gold flowers and phrases from the Koran,
pendant upon their backs, silver chased pistols
in their girdles and jewel hilted sabres by their
sides. Others darted forward poising their
light spears, or hurling them for practice at
the trees, their carbines slung to their curved
saddle bows and their long daggers sparkling
at their waists.

Some were accompanied by black slaves and
chitars (running footmen) carrying the gilded
bowls of their kaleeans, or by jeloodars (pad
grooms) holding in leashes wing-footed grey-
hounds. Others were attended by bands of
clans-men, these bearing the weapons of their
lords, those leading mail coated dogs as faith-
ful and ferocious as the watchful Katmir.*

Here and there a few grey bearded chiefs,

® The dog that guarded the seven sleepers, the nu;u
of this animal worn on a ring is in common use as a

talisman ; it has a place also in pmdxu.—D’Herbdc(,
Bibl. Oriental.
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clad in tunics of embroidered silk or figured
chintz, their heads and bodies enveloped in
rich shavls came mounted upon their drome-
daries and armed with muskets of heavy cali-
bre, poised upon iron rests. At their sides
walked retainers waving swallow-tailed pen-
nons; their weapons, short javelins, match-
locks, swords and shields of rhinoceros’ hide,
studded with brass bosses ; their dress, black
and yellow Afghén caps, wolf skin mantles,
sandals, linen vests and scarfs, dyed grey with
the bark of the pomegranate. The sinewy
arms and legs of these were bare and rubbed
with liquid butter, to give them greater supple-
ness; their beards also were divided and hung
in one waving tress on either side their cheeks,
shewing them to belong to that devoted class
of warriors, who swear to perish rather than
tarn from man or beast.
On one side, knots of armed shepherds,
perched upon Ugzbeck saddles* with sheep-

® The general name for & portion of the inhabitants of
Bailk and Bokhara, their horse furniture is principally
wed in Caubul.
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skin shabraques and crimson tasselled snafile
bridles approached at full gallop ; their small
horses carrying them over the broken ground
with the rapidity and safety of racers upon the
smoothest course. On another side parties of
men on foot, equally prepared for sport or
combat, descended the mountain tracks, in files
as long and sinuous as the twinings of the
monstrous forty ell serpent.* Whilst others
traversed the more open space by tens and
twelves in frant, stamping with their right
feet and clanging their spear-heads against their
shields, in cadence to the wild and exciting
tones of a native war song.

On arriving within bow shot of the place of
rendeg-vous, the principal chiefs sprung for-
ward at full speed, until their chargers’ foam-
ing nostrils almost brushed the fluttering folds
of the head khan’s banner, which marked the
appointed spot. Here they stopped suddenly,
with their horses’ haunches pressing the ground,
or darted round with their inclining flanks

¢ A species of constrictor so named from its prodi-

gious length.
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nearly sweeping the grass, in circles little larger
than their clansmen’s bucklers. Then spring-
ing from their saddles and saluting each other
with the usual compliments of ¢ You are wel-
come! Peace be with you! and with you be
Ppeace!” they seated themselves upon carpets
spread by their attendants.

Having inhaled a few whiffs from the ka-
leeans placed before them and interchanged
the courtesies of snuff, which they did not
take between their fingers and thumb, after the
manner of Frangistan, but by pouring a few
grains upon the back of the hand, they pro-
ceeded to hold council.

In the meantime their followers ranged
themselves in groups, each behind their chiefs,
forming a glittering, jingling forest of spears,
bayonets and banners intermingled with the

gaudy trappings of fiery chargers and the em-
broidered housings of more patient camels.
It was plain to see. however, both by the dis-

trustful looks of the chiefs and the sullen

manner in which the clansmen regarded each

other, that although assembled for the purpose
3
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of assailing a common enemy, the whole were
equally ready to turn their arms upon each
other. It required in fact, but a word, a jest,
or the most trifling dispute to re-illumine those
smouldering feuds, which in despite of friendly
appearances, existed amongst many of them,
and thus to convert a sportive meeting into a
bloody fray.* ‘

The most experienced hunters having been
consulted and all preliminaries settled, the
whole body, amounting to several hundreds,
were marshalled and directed to extend them-
selves in a semi-circle embracing the jungles
where the prey lay sheltered. Upon a signal
given by the chief khan’s trumpeters, the
horsemen sprung upon their steeds, the old
men were lifted upon their camels; the drums,
cymbals and horns pealed forth a deafening
flourish; arms were loaded, matches lighted,
javelins poised, shields braced and dogs un-
muzzled. Then with loud exclamations of

® The feuds existing between the khans have great si-

milarity to those which in former times prevailed: be-
tween the Scottish chieftains. )
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Allch kerimder ! Allsh Akbar ! as ordained by
the Koran }the different groups filed off through
the woods, leaving one body of the most re-
solute to guard the torrent’s bank, towards
which it was intended to drive the chace, whilst
another party of expert matchlock-men were
posted amidst the superjacent crags.

What occurred at a distance was concealed

by the dense canopy of foliage, but ere long
cuzling eddies of smoke were seen flitting above
the lofty cedars and peepuls, whilst the rever-
berating echoes of shot and shout fell fastly
upon the ear. The savage inmates of the
woods seemed panic smitten, and well they
might; for men and dogs exciting each other
to the onset, rushed forward wounding and
slaughtering all they encountered, heedless
themselves of wounds or death. Mashallak /
the game seemed as abundant and varied as
that which tempted the prophet’s followers at
Al Hodeibya on their road to Mecca.t

* It is enjoined to ** commemorate the name of God,”

when commencing the chace.
# This temptation happened when Mahommed was on
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Eagles and vultures, scared from their eyries
soared screaming to the clouds; wild peacocks,
startled from their cypress shaded haunts,
skimmed through the air like golden meteors;
spangled pheasants, quails, partridges and
nightingales, winged their hasty way to more
secluded shelter; affrighted monkeys, with
their young ones clinging to their backs, clam-
bered jabbering and screeching to the topmost
boughs.

Wolves, foxes, lynxes, hyeenas and wild dogs
quitted their dens and slunk towards the higher
regions; elks and snake-devouring pauzeens*
burst through the crackling reeds, their stately
antlers towering above the young bamboos, as
they bounded unharmed from their pursuers,
or their dappled flanks tinging the wild vines
with dyes more purple than their forbidden
juice, as they staggered bleeding and faint to-
wards the deeper covert. Grisly bears, leopards,

his pilgrimage to the Caaba. Hunting and fowling upon
these occasions are forbidden.

® A species of deer supposed to feed upon serpents.--
Elphinstone’s Caubul,
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bears, jaguars, tigers and even wvaliant lions
did not disdain to seek security in flight ; some
beedless of the ambushed marksmen, sprung
unscathed but not unrevenged away. Others
with drooping tails and panting jaws slowly
trailed their shattered limbs along, and after
exhsusting their utmost strength in vain at-
tempts to climb the rocks, either fell beneath
the javelin’s stroke, or with a yell of rage and
agony rolled dead upon the crags beneath.

As the chace advanced the circle diminished,
but not the ardour of the hunters, each step
brought them nearer in contact until they
presented a bristling hedge of steel, & wall of
fire which few beasts had courage to affront.
Save here and there when some wounded ani-
mal, maddened with pain, sprung upon the
asmailants and either perished amidst the grove
of spears and sabres, or felling its victim to
the earth darted with appalling roars into the
distant thickets.

“ Aferin! aferin!” (bravo) suddenly ex-
caimed my mistress, who appeared as much
dated with the sight as the Spanish giaour
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women are with that of bleeding bulls and
wounded horses, upon a sabbath festival.
“ God has given hearts to all things,” continued
she. ¢ Look! look! if it were a true believer,
it could not be more tender of its young.
Wullah, wulluh! .the brave brute deserves
mercy for its goodness. Allah forgive me!
I question if Baba would do as much for me.
I wish I were that eagle-eyed young Khan
upon the white Tauzee horse,* and I would
give orders to spare the creature. Ah! he
has no compassion; see! he takes aim with
his carbine. Good! good! he has missed—
no! the young one bleeds—bleeds in its
mother’s mouth. Poor thing! see how she
disposes her precious burthen and licks
its wounds. God is great! he has im-
planted more feeling in the breast of the
forest beast, than in the souls of the devilish
Arabs and Rajpoots, who slay their own off-
spring.”’+

® The breed of horses of Domaun, and the vicinity of
the Indus, are so called.

+ Infanticide is still prevalent amongst some Arab
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The sght that elicited these exclamations
from Gulbl, s that of an immense tigress,
which bl emerged from the thickest depths
of the oppsite jungle, followed by two new-
born cubs, whilst she carried a third between
her jaws. Slowly and majestically the noble
animal moved along, disdaining to accelerate

her pace in despite of the surrounding peril

With bristles erect, and head half turned, she

beld her way, lashing her streaked flanks

with her tapering tail, contracting her barbed
pavs, and pausing now and then to gaze at
her pursuers. Upon reaching the torrent’s
brink, she stopped, and measuring its foaming
breadth with her glaring orbits, crouched as
if about to leap; but she suddenly renounced
the project, withheld by the remembrance of her
cubs, which, apparently aware of her intention
and their own helplessness, moaned piteously.

tribes, though strictly forbidden by the Koran. Al
the efforts of the English government have also failed
© prevent it in Rajpootan. According to Bishop He-
ber, not above sixty females of that nation, existed at the
period of his visiting the provinces.
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At this moment, the band of hunters, posted
amongst the reeds, rose from their conceal-
ment, and striking their spears and sabres
against their shields, prepared to fall upon their
victim. :

The foremost was a young khan, no less
remarkable for the beauty of his person, than
for the richness of his dress and trappings.
Grasping his carbine with one hand, and
beckoning with the other to his followers,
to pause, that the glory of the encounter might
alone be his, he urged his docile steed to the
side of a lofty palm. Then, bending sideways
across his saddle, until his projecting right leg
and body nearly formed a horizontal line, he
rested his left arm against the tree, levelled,
and fired.

The result proved that he was no unskilful
marksman. The leaden messenger of death
missed the mother’s head, but struck the
cub between her teeth. For an instant, the
noble brute seemed unconscious of its effects.
Startled, but not terrified, she did but raise
her stiffened tail, elevate her head, and glower
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fiercely, in the direction of her antagonist,
who, casting aside his gun, and unsheathing
his scymitar, calmly waited the issue. It was
not long coming. Ere many seconds, the
tigress not only felt the quivering agonies of
her dying young one, but tasted its warm
blood trickling through her jaws. Gently
dropping it on the ground, she turned it with
her nose, sniffed, moaned, licked its wounds,
and gazed on it with a look of mortal anguish.
Then, as if roused to a sudden consciousness
of its fate and her own powers, she uttered
a few short but furious roars, and collecting
all her strength, bounded with lightning speed
to seek revenge.
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CHAPTER VL

 Allah esmarledeck P’ (God preserve him !)
exclaimed my mistress, forgetting her sym-
pathy for the wild animal, in her natural solici-
tude for the safety of so handsome a youth.
 See! the raging brute darts upon its foe,
like the twisted fires of the tempest upon the
devoted cedar; but he quails not. He pro-
vokes her. Mashallah! he is a hero, a
Roustham. Allah send him heart and strength !”

As she uttered these hasty words, she
threw up her arms towards heaven, so that
her wrapper fell off, and left her head and face
exposed. There she stood, like a beautiful
daughter of heaven, an angel sent down to
avert destiny.

I quivered in every limb, expecting to see
the young khan’s mangled body writhing in
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the dust. But if the tigress was fierce and
unerring as Morddd’s dart,* the youth was
dauntless and powerful as the wing of Revin
Bakhsht Watching her with a cold and
steadfast gaze, he leaped from his saddle, ere
yet she made her first spring ; then, striking his
horse with the flat of his sword, so that it
hounded away, he cast himself behind a tree,
and as the enraged tigress hurled herself upon
the vacant spot, brushing his very garments
with her jaws, he turned, and with eagle speed
and iron force, severed the tendons of her
hinder limb.

Carried forward by the impetus of her own
weight, the wounded animal rolled to some
distance; and as she rose, with diminished
powers, but augmented rage, the clansmen
levelled their matchlocks, and would have
fred; but the khan, who had perceived
Gulabi, first made a salaam to her, by
pressing his hand to his bended forehead,

¢One of the old Persian names for the angel (giver)of

desth.
# The giver of souls, Gabriel.
VOL. I.
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snd then calling to his followers to desist,
prepared for combat. One, more full of peril,
could not be imagined. The tigress, yelling
with mingled rage and pain, and trembling
for her cubs, first turned her eyes on them,
and then glared upon the author of her mis-
fortune. For a moment she appeared irreso-
lute, and half inclined to fly; but her adver-
sary, excited by the fair apparition he had
seen upon the rock, quitted the shelter of the
tree, and, with a shout of defiance, proudly
stood before her.

¢ He is mad!” ejaculated my mistress;
who, being aware, however, of the impropriety
of uncovering herself even at that distance, in
the presence of strangers, replaced the veil, and
withdrew behind the crag. “ None but a
madman would think of encountering such
danger,” continued she. “Y Allah! why do
the slaves not fire? What is one man against
so huge and fierce a brute? By my father'’s
soul, he is as beautiful as the cheek of day.
If he were in Vezeeristan, there would mnot
be a head-needle left in its place. He would
be bristled with them like a porcupine.”
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Whilst my mistress, whose thoughts, even
at this moment, ran upon matrimony, thus
soliloquised, the struggle between the youth
and jungle-queen was drawing to a close.
The former, swinging his silver-studded shield
over his left arm, seized his javelin, and cau-
tiously approached his foe, until her steaming
breath almost fanned his beard.

There is a talisman in man’s eye, which the
fiercest animals dread to encounter. The light
from that of the khan was piercing and bril-
liant as the glory of the angel Gabriel, on
whom even the prophet dared not look when
arrayed in all his splendour; its shafts shot
into the heart of the tigress. She shrunk be-
neath them; she knew her hour was come,
and roared with agony. '

It was, in truth, a noble sight to watch the
combatants as they faced each other, a shawl’s
breadth distant. On one side stood the
youth ; his curved left arm, and back-inclining
body, covered with his bossy shield—his
upraised right hand poising his glittering spear
—one leg firmly planted forwards, the other

r2
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bending to the rear—his head erect, his gaze
bright and fixed as Ildize (the north star), his
lips compressed, and every muscle braced for
- action.

On the other side was the tigress, her foam-
dyed jaws, quivering with fury—her brindled
eye flashing fire—her long fangs protruding
from beneath her up-wrinkled nostrils—her
bristling head and neck thrown back, display-
ing her deep chest and sinewy fore limbs,
whilst panting, gasping, roaring like the blast
of a furnace, she recoiled awhile upon her
maimed haunches,and then leaped forward.

The avalanche bursting from the Himalaya’s
flanks was less terrible than she; the rocks be-
neath less steadfastthan thekhan. As she sprung,
his whizzing javelin cleaved the air, and meeting
her half way, lodged ell-deep within her breast.
Nimble as a deer, he then darted on one side and
grasped his sword. A moment later, and his
life had paid the forfeit; as it was, he did not
escape unharmed. Her giant paw glanced on’
his shield, and whirling it from him like a
quoit, felled him to the ground.
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Aoy f “Wullah ! Billah ! burst from
my mistress; whilst a groan, that shook the
forests to their centre, followed by shouts of
“ 4i Shawash! Afertn and Mashallah I” from
the delighted clansmen announced the mon-
ster's death and their lord’s triumph. Spring-
ing lightly on his legs, the latter plunged his
scymitar into the heart of the dying tigress;

then, heedless of his own contusions, he hacked

off one of her paws, and waved it, bowing in
the direction of my mistress.

Gulabi was so elated at this compliment,
that, in defiance of all decorum, she stripped
abranch from an overhanging tamarisk, and
waved it in return. The dart that deprived
the fallen beast of life. had also penetrated her

heart. The khan’s courage and beauty had
rsised an indescribable tumult in her bosom.
She had never seen anything so enchanting,
Uniting extreme valour to exceeding comeli-
ness, the two greatest recommendations in the
eyes of a damisel, he appeared to her not only
u s bhero, but as 3 ravisher of souls; as
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brilliant as the moon of Canaan®* crowned
with the diadem of Jemshed.

What the youth thought of her will be
shewn hereafter. But, at that moment, the
rose seemed less intoxicating to the nightin-
gale, or the pearl reposing in its shell less
beautiful to the merchant, than this fair moun-
tain flower to his delighted senses. Thus, the
effect was mutual.

Alas! when fate or the king of love descend,
caution is vain. Without the one, it is use-
less for the fisherman to spread his nets in the
Indus; without the other, the lover does but
lose time when he tunes his lute beneath the
terrace of his beloved.

In the meantime, the clansmen who had
destroyed the orphan cubs, fell upon the
slaughtered mother with their long knives, and
ripping the noble animal’s skin from her quiver-
ing body, cast her carcase to the dogs, and
affixed her huge head to their chieftain’s
banner.

® One of the appellations given by Orientals to Joseph.
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Jarfl wl a6ng was the wuproar that

ensued, s the fiery circle neared the torrent’s
bark. Humig forwerd with clash and bur-
rab, here burstiog through the twining creep-
ers, there bounding from crag to crag, men
and dogs pressed wildly onwards, jealous of
first arriving at the spot, where deer, lions,
bears and leopards, hemmed in on every side,
huddled together, forgetting their common an-
tipathies in their common peril.

The angel of destruction hovered over them
with uplifted sickle. Extermination amidst
the hissing waters lay before; death from lead
or steel behind. Some essayed the fearful
leap, and alighting upon the opposing rocks,
clang to the hanging branches. With despe-
rate energy they clutched and scrambled, until
the dangling, spray-washed, boughs slid through
their claws, and dropped them whirling into
the foaming gulf. Others, blinded by rage or

terror, rushed headlong in, or turning, bounded
with reckless fury upon the closing ring.

At length, not a single living beast remained.
Then, amidst deafening shouts of Bishmillah /



L
104 THE CASHMERE BHAWL.

‘and 4i shawash!/ mingled with wild echoes
from trumpets, drums, and baying hounds,
the different groups deposed their trophies at
their respective chieftains’ feet. Some, resting
on their blackened guns, or wiping their blood-
smeared falchions, complimented each other
in friendly terms. Others, mocking the less
fortunate, taunted them with gibes and sneers.
Others, again, with oaths and fierce gesticula-
tions, laid claim to prey they had not killed.

« 1 am noways surprised at that,” said I,
interrupting the narrator, for it is a practice
common with us more civilized Franks. If
your destiny had led you to witness the sports
of the field as often as those of the harem,
you would have heard as much vaunting and
jealous altercation over a maimed pheasant in
England, as amidst the jungles of Caubul, over
a stricken lion. There are many sportsmen
amongst us, who are not only wont to fatigue
their hearers with tedious stories of their own
skill, their dogs and guns, but who carry their
egotism so far as to boast of slaying game they
never feathered, and even to appropriate that
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which has been \illed by others. Buat,>> added L.
“ your aceount of the chace begins to weary
me; I beg yu will be as brief as pos-
sible”

“ dy Allah! have you been brought up in
the shade, that you forget the courtesies of
the world ¥’ rejoined the paper, giving a violent
flutter.  “ Remember this aphorism of the
immortal Seadi, ¢ Whoever interrupts the con-
versation of others, to make a display of his
own wisdom, certainly betrays ignorance.’
However, as you have no taste for such mat-
ters, wherein you differ mightily from the
generality of English unbelievers, who are
sad to be great hunters, and to take especial
delight in talking of dogs, horses, and beasts, I
will attend to your wishes. I must remind you,

nevertheless, that to terminate a tale abruptly,
is like cutting off a branch of Samarcand
pears before the fruit is ripe.”

I smiled at this pedantic rebuke, as well as
at the sarcasm upon mYy countrymen, but made
mw reply; so my Eastern guest thus con-

tinued.
F3
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The disputed possession of one of the slaugh-
tered animals soon led to a fatal strife be-
tween Hossein and one of the khans. Both
had fired at the same leopard, which fell,
heart-pierced only by one ball. Both claimed
the prize, and sprung to seize it. One grasped
the fore, the other the hinder part, and pulled
in opposite directions, like two caravan dogs
tugging for the same bone; both growled,
swore, stamped, and regaled each other with
hound! rascal! filth-eater! and a torrent of
other invectives, which fell like hail.

Wearied, at length, with their fruitless
exertions, they dropped the animal, drew their
-swords, and gazing at each other for a mo-
ment with looks of deadly fury, rushed for-
ward, and commenced a fight more fierce
than that between the khin and tigress.
Feint succeeded feint, and blow followed blow,
as they advanced, receded, curved, bounded
and twisted round each other, warding off death
with their shields, or receiving the deadly
strokes upon the fire-sparkling edges of their
scimitars ; both bled, panted, staggered—but
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nothing dauted, continued fighting foot to
foot.

Atlength Hossein’s sword. arm was disabled,
but as his adrerary was about to inflict a
blow that woud probably have cut off his
bead like  cloven melon, the latter slipped in
the gore of the bleeding leopard, lost his
balance, and ere he could recover his guard,
Gulab?’s brother sprung upon him, and draw-
ing his dagger with the left hand sheathed it
in his heart,

Shouts of applause burst from Abdoul Ali
and his friends on one side, whilst yells and
maledictions arose from the other. In an
instant 2 hundred scimitars leaped from their
scabbards ; a hundred spears and matchlocks
were levelled at the wvictor, who, with one

foot resting on the body of his fallen adver-
sary and the other bestriding his mottled
prize, defied their rage. In an instant more
bis father and a valiant band of partizans
dosed around, shielding him with theirbodies.
But this did not avert the contest or alm
ther opponent’s fury- With wild execration
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and anathemas both parties raised the sélaat,
(war cry,) and then rushing upon each other
fought with the desperation of devils. In vain
some of the more prudent khans bravely threw
themselves between the combatants; in vaim
the trumpets blew the note of peace; in vain
the old chiefs guided their camels into the
thickest of the fray and calling, each to their
retainers, urged them, in Allah’s name, not to
shed brother’s blood. They were deaf to the
voice of wisdom. The demon of blinded pas-
sion animated their hearts. Ere long fthe
ground was strewed with cloven turbans, brok-
en spears and battered shields. A holocaust
of human blood was offered up to the manes
of the first victim. How long the mortal
strife might have lasted, or what might have
been the result, who can tell? But the angel
who guides the tempests looked down and
calling, to his side, the genii that ride upon
the blasts of-heaven, bade them interpose.

The day, which had hitherto heen beautifully
serene, became suddenly clouded. The amber
breathing breeze, whose refreshing balm had
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imigondd e YEMEN, lulled away, leavw-

ing 2 wpldnl ANNESS N the air. The

tremulous aspen, ¥h0se leaves the light fan-
mings of the fittog butterly had sufficed to
sgitate, stood sill and motionless. The sun’s
face was shrouded by 2 red and murky veil
Dim and sombre cdlouds gradually crept for-
ward from the firy west, casting a yellow,
sickly shade around.

An odour, as from a tomb, rose with the
thick and [ahouring mist; the air became in-
flamed and choaking as the burning pile at
Citka, whereon the tyrant Nimrod cast the
prophet Abraham. A low and hollow mur-
muring, as of distant thunder, .rolled and
grumbled through the surrounding mountains.
Nature seemed yawning on the eve of some
dire convulsion.

But the combatants heeded it not; they
removed not the cotton from their ears, though
the wrath of Allah floated over them. Reck-
lss and desperate, as Eblis and the angels
who refused to adore Adam, their hearts were

only bent on blood and vengeance.
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At length the chief khAn rose in his stirrups
and pointing to the lowering skies, cried out
aloud, “ O brothers, are you mad? Are you
infidels and unclean brutes? Do you not dread
the hand of God? Look up, see! Death
rides upon the tainted mist. Does its warn-
ing odour not strike your nostrils? Have you
cast -away the key of your senses? Desist,
turn, fly! Itis the hell born son of pestilence
—the simoom !”

Thereupon some looked up and seeing the
fell enemy of life hovering in the lurid air,
wiped their sweltering brows, sheathed their
reeking swords and fled. Others wearied and
wounded, staggered aside and hid their heads
beneath their shields. Some picked up their
gasping clansmen and hastened to seek shelter
in the jungles’ depths, or turning their steeds
homewards, sought refuge in their cool tek-
haunehs, (cellars).

Ere long the space which had been filled
with noise and tumult was deserted—deserted
by all but a small knot of desperate men, on
whom destiny had set her seal. Had Israfil
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tomdsd i it trampet* had the heavens
ben rent wnder or poured down molten
ointment, they would have braved its terroms,

Tooth to tooth, hand to hand, Like raging

Tions they fought on, defying man, defying

heaven,

Of a sudden a slight fluttering on the top-
most branches announced the approaching
scourge. Then there was a drowsy stillness,
unbroken save by the torrent’s roar and fal-
chion’s clash. Then, as if lashed by the
hands of twenty thousand gholes, the booming
wind chaced on, bending the trees with their
scorching wings, withering the face of nature,
and blighting all living things. Smiting the
gasping bravoes it felled them, as if struck by
the sudden crush of fallen mountains.

Down they sunk bloated, breathless, and
then resigned their souls.

For a while a gloomy, fetid darkness reigned
around; then arose a fearful noise like that of
rushing waters ! then, as the cloudy furnace

* It will be the province of Israfil to call every one to
judgment upon the last day with bis trumpet.
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slowly rolled away, in its dread progress east-
ward, light reappeared, and all was silent.

Panting between anxiety for her father and
brother, and solicitude for the young khin,
who had been one of the last to renounce the
fight, Gulabi remained for some time upon the
crag, regardless of the peri. At length,
moved by the instinct of self-preservation, she
drew her hood close around her face and flying
with me to the tent had scarcely reached its
shelter and rubbed her lips with garlic, as a
preservative, ere the burning blast swept
across the camp, filling our very lungs with
fire.
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(HAPTER VII

Tee Almighty is great and merciful. He

holds the balance of justice over all lands.

He dispenses his gifts to the sons of mzn in

equal portions of good and evil. He smites

and spares. He raises and prostrates. Upon

the trail of the scorching simoom he sends the

quickening dew. He replaces the blighted off-

spring of the garden queen with new blossoms,

and renovates the withered herbage with re-
nascent verdure. The wide spreading banyan
bows down before his majesty. The stately
talipot shoots up to worship him. It is He
that bas filled the regions of grievous punish-
next with guenchless flames, and carpetted the
sful reward with etermnal foun.

oe un to him that shall deny iy
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% Had you been a holy dervish you could
not have spoken more devoutly,” exclaimed I,
as the little speaker, resuming its narrative,
broke into the foregoing exordium. Though
little disposed to listen to a homily I took care
not to interrupt it further, lest I should draw
upon myself a second and similar rebuke; so
it proceeded thus:

As the lengthening shadows announced
the approaching hour of vesper prayer, soft
and balmy zephyrs came rippling from the
mountains’ tops, their freshness heightened by
their passage o’er the Himalaya’s snows. The
flowers, that had escaped the simoom’s taint,
again shot forth their fragrance; the rustling
leaves quivered once more, rejoicing in the
oooling breeze; the purple butterfly fluttered
its rainbow glories in the declining sunbeams,
and the industrious honey-bird sipped nectar
from the sweet shebbu, whose rising perfumes
bespoke the close of day.* Dew carousing

® Shebbu is a plant which only puts forth its odours
during the night.
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fireflies spangled in the dingle’s shade; mightin-
gales returning to their haunts, poured forth
their tender strains in homage to the rose, and
bleating flocks, frisking from bank to bank,
filled those glens with peaceful echoes, which
anon had rung with howls and groans.

Gulabi and the rest of the family issued
from the tents, eagerly awaiting the return of
Abdoul and his son. Some stood and watched
the tracks leading from the plain towards the
camp; others descended to the torrent’s bed
to slake their thirst, whilst my mistress and
I clambered the rocks, and trembling gazed
upen the field of strife. It was a sight fitted
to draw forth the soul’s dews from eyes more
stern than those of the frail maiden who no
sooner reached the craggy point than exclaim-
ing, “ Wallah! wallah!” she added, “ come
‘not up here, if you would not sicken for very
borror. The hand of the destroyer has re-
velled unrestrained. Body and carcase, slayer
and slain, lay prostratein one ghastly heap.”

% Wullah! Dbillah!” was re-echoed by the
other females; whilst Abdoul’s wife replied,
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“ Ay dilam! my heart, what do you see? does
your father or brother sleep with the sleepers?
Relteve my agony, speak !”

¢ Praise be to Allah! no,” answered the
maiden. ¢ We are spared that sorrow. I see
my father’s cloven cap, but, thanks to the
most high, he is not numbered. My brother's
horse lies likewise there, with upturned hoofs ;
the vultures feasting on its eyes. But Allah
is merciful ! Hossein is spared, and so mother
is the valiant khin, who single handed slew
the tigress. Wahi! wahi!” continued she,
¢ there will be wailings and weepings, in tents
and anderuns thisnight. Maidens and widows
will sorely rue this fiendish sport. It is a soul-
subduing spectacle.”

And so it was. Banner and buckler, scimi-
tar and shield, turban and tunic—torn, bat-
tered, rent and soiled bestrewed the blood-
stained ground. Hunter and hunted, man
and beast reposed together, their oozing
wounds yawning at the sun, their stiffened
imbs ploughing the earth. Those who had
fallen in the fight lay gashed and choked in
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gore. Some on their backs, glaring in mock
defiance; some on their faces clutching the
sand, as they had grasped and struggled in
their dying agony. Those whom fate had
smitten with the scorching pestilence pressed
on each other, black and distorted with open
bleeding jaws, as if their swollen tongues still
thirsted for the cooling draught. Scenting the
rich repast from their far distant eyeries, ea-
gles and vultures came swooping down, and
pouncing with outspread wings upon the pro-
strate prey, ripped out their tongues and eyes,
making death hideous.

Awed by the searing blast the quick had left
the dead to find a sepulchre in the wild bird’s
maw. One faithful friend alone still clung to
his departed master; this was a huge, dark-
brindled hound, which merited a place in pa-
radise beside the anointed guardian of the
sleepers; despite of shot and thrust the ge-
nerous beast had fought with him, whose eyes
had kindly beamed on it, since it was a sight-
less whelp, until those friendly eyes them-
selves were glazed. Instinctively the grateful
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animal then seized his master’s girdle, dragged
him from the trampling throng and lodged
him in a shaded spot, where water gurgled
from a moss clad fissure. Then, as the fieroce
simoom came sweeping by, he creeped upon
the corpse, shielding it with fond devotion.
There he still lay and watched ; now moaning
o’er the blackened wounds, now grimly bound-
ing forwards, when the carrion brutes menaced
his sacred charge.

« And yet,” said I, © notwithstanding that
you Moslems accord a place in paradise to the
dog Katmir, as well as to Ezra’s ass,* and
wear his name engraved upon your rings as a
talisman, and in despite also of the many
instances of sagacity, courage and fidelity re-
corded of these faithful creatures, you couple
every thing that is vile and abominable with
the word dog, as if there were not fifty other

¢ Ezra, or Ozair, chancing to ride by the ruins of
Jerusalem mentally questioned the possibility of the
resurrection, Whereupon he fell dead, but at the end of
a hundred years was raised to life together with his ass,
which forthwith began to bray.—.D’ Herbelot.
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brutes more appropriate for your purpose.
This is the more paradoxical,” added I, “ since
the Eastern sages have agreed, that a grateful
dog is far more worthy than an ungrateful
man. The Parsees also, whom you affect to
despise, nourish, protect, and even hold dogs
sacred.”

« Yavash, gently !” retorted the paper. * It
is not for you christians to throw dirt upon
our beards for that. Do not the German, Spa-
nish, Portuguese, and other infidels constantly
make use of similar revilings? Do not they
eternally bespatter each other with ¢dog,’
served up after forty filthy fashions? Are not
the silly brained kashengi, (dandies) in En-
gland called puppies? and did not one of your
madcap horse-trainers defile the swiftest racer
of his stud with the foul name of, ‘son of a
she dog ¥ 7’*

“ True, true!’ rejoined I laughing,  there
was a horse so called; but a racing stable is
not a school for elocution, nor a jockey a mo-

® We suppose this alludes to the celebrated Filho da
Puta.—N. of E.
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del of vernacular purity. Whereas, from the
Shah down to the lowest mule driver, these
gross epithets are in the mouth of every mos-
lem. Dog is almost as necessary to your ton-
gues, as tobacco to your nostrils.”

“ It is better to employ ¢ dog’ as a vehicle
for abuse, than to join the holy name of God
with blasphemies as you Ingliz do,” was the
answer.  Besides, is it meet for you to boast
of your decent language and mercy to dogs,
when your princes, lords, and soldiers swear
from day-break to night-fall, and your beastly
kabobchis, (cookshop men,) flay dogs alive and
not only mince up their unclean flesh for
linked meat, sausages, but cram it into swine’s
offal ? what brutal (mejjis,) abominations are
those !”

“ Well! well!” said I, « let us not dispute.
Proceed rather, and tell me what became of
Abdoul and our friend Hossein.”

 Be patient, O Aga!” retorted the miraco-
lous instance of transmigration. “ Remember
that Lockman made choice of patience in re-
tirement; whoever possesseth it not is no phi-
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losopber; ad wihowt philosophy infinite
Bastiness must be the portion of the class of
pemen, to which you belong; albeit your
works were spangled with rubies, like the gem
distilling rhymes of Hafiz, or fragrant with
moral perfumes, like the rose garden of Saadi.”

“Alss!” rejoined I with a sigh,  success
is not always to the diligent, or reward to the
laboricus. The fox’s cunning often avails
more than the lion’s strength; there is fully
a much art in catering for the intellectual
taste of a capricious public, as in providing
for its physical appetites. Fortunate are those
whom providence, or hazard, endows with this
facuity. But what of Hossein P

After giving two or three hems, my garru-
lous companion thus continued, At the moment
my mistress and I were anxiously watching the
faithful dog as he sprung to defend his mas-
ter's body from the talons of an eagle, a
saeam of joy burst from the other women.
Upon W’ning our eyes towards the valley we
uw Hossein riding homewards, supported by
his fither, Destiny W8 propitious ; their

yoL, g, e
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names were not inscribed upon the preserved
tables.*”

On discovering them, Gulabi jumped from
the rock, bounded across the shelving sward,
threw herself into her parent’s arms and em-
braced her brother’s knee.

Though bruised and overwhelmed with fa-
tigue, Abdoul had escaped with the loss of a
tooth and a few trifling scratches. Hossein
less fortunate had received a dangerous gash
in his right arm, besides many severe wounds
on his head and shoulders; but though faint
and exhausted, his eye still sparkled with
triumphant pride, as he pointed to the drip-
ping leopard’s head, suspended to the mane of
Abdoul’s horse.

On reaching the tents, the wounded youth

* According to the Mahommedan doctrine of predesti-
nation, all things are irrevocably recorded in the pre-
served lable, in which are registered all events, past,
present, and to come. These decrees not only embrace
the life and death, but the minutest actions of men. A

copy of these decrees are said to be preserved im the
lowest heaven.
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was lifted from the saddle, and placed upon
a couch of fresh culled moss and maize
lesves, covered with carpets of Candahar
felt. Whilst some of the women washed his
wounds with camePs milk and anointed them
with oil extracted from sheeps’ dung, others
prepared pulpy fomentations of roots and herbs.

After receiving the embraces of his family,
Abdoul entered the inner apartment, whence
be shortly returned with a small casket, en-
weloped in red leather, on which was em-
broidered the following words, from the last
chapter of the Koran, “ I fly for refuge to the
Lord of the day-break, that he may deliver me
Jrom the mischief of the things which he has
created.”

Having unfolded the cover and opened the
casket, Abdoul dipped his hands into a jar of
water, made his ablution, said his prayer, and
then drew forth a diminutive horn box, con-
taining a small portion of the precious Mum i
4y, (gum of Ayi,) Whichhebad contrived to
secrete, when he was oneof the guardians of

the cavern.
G2
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“ What is that,” demanded I?

I rejoice, replied the paper, that you fol-
low the precept of the sage, who, on being
asked how he acquired knowledge, responded,
¢ Whatever 1 did not know, I was not ashamed
to inquire about? The Mum i Ayi is the ce-
lebrated gum from the bituminous cavern of
Ayi, in the province of Darabgerd. Itis a
medicine more valuable than gold ; an antidote
more potent than all the remedies of Galen ;
a specific against wounds, bruises, fevers and
half the thousand and one diseases wherewith
Allah afflicts the dwellers upon earth.

This beneficent production of nature, which
only oozes sparingly from the rocky crevices,
where it is enclosed by doors of iron and
guarded by armed men, is reserved for the
king of kings. When the sun is about to en-
ter the sign of Aries, the gates are unlocked,
and the gum being collected in golden galhi-
pots sealed with the signet of the Prince Go-
vernor is sent to Teherdin. Upon the joyful
festival of New Year it is offered amongst
other gifts, to the light of the Universe, who
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receives it, seated in all the resplendent glory
of the fakt-i-taous, (throne of the peacock.)
Then it is carried to, and deposited in the
royal treasury and doled out to the chief
physician, or given as exceeding favours, but
in minute quantities, to princes and great men,
who come to kiss the dust and bring tribute
to the shadow of the Almighty.®

“ What were the effects of this wonderful
catholicon upon Hossein ?” said 1, “ Did it
sustain its reputation of infallibility

Allah is great! answered the paper. What
is all the Mum in the Shah’s treasury when
fate is enrolled against one? That which is
predestined cannot be averted.

Were this otherwise, Hossein would have
risen completely healed; for Abdoul, who in
his youth, had been a mixer of drugs to an
apothecary at Shiraz, and was consequently
more expert at the healing art than the most
learned doctor in all Caubul, unsheathed his
dagger, warmed the point in the fire, spread

® A small quantity of this gum was presented to
Queen Charlotte by the Persian Ambassador in 1809.
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some of the precious unguent on linen strips
and laid them upon the wounds. Then melt-
ing a piece of bezoar stone, about the size
of an orange pip, he infused it in a basin of
sheep’s milk and administered it inwardly.
After this, he bade the women knead half a
maun of pulse flour into dough, with which
he thickly encrusted all the affected parts

This was not the only proof of Abdouls
skill. Selecting a yearling lamb from the fold,
he bound its legs, laid it upon a stone and eja-
culating the word Bismillah/ as enjoined to all
believers when they kill animals, in order
that the food may be lawful, he slaughtered it.
Then peeling off the skin, he carefully cleansed
it of all its impurities, again made his ablu-
tions and prayer, and gave the flesh to be
cooked. Thereupon he returned to the patient,
bound up his wounds with the still smoking
fleece, and turning the foot of his couch to-
wards the Kebhla, left him to repose.

Galen, or Pocrat, (Hippocrates,) who held
the key of science between their fingers and
thumbs could not have done more, nor-could
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the Musteshed, chief priest, have more strictly
adhered to the injunctions of the Revealed
Work. But Allah is almighty. Notwithstand-
ing these excellent precautions, poor Hossein
fell into a terrible fever. For all the good the
mum, dough and lamb’s skin did him, he
might as well have been rubbed with sheep’s
fat, and plaistered with brick clay. His en-
trails burned as if the Sahra’s sands bad
lodged therein; his skin was so scorching hot,
that it baked the paste and singed the curling
fleece.

Then the fire mounted upwards and dis-
turbed his reason, so that his head became
like a boiling cauldron. Strange and fearful
fancies beset his distempered brain. At one
moment he thought he was pursued by le-
gions of Vezerees, at the next he fancied him-
self torn to pieces by tigers; then, he fell to
raving and groaning, saying that the ponderous
spirit of the departed Zilemee squatted on bhis
chest, pouring boiling broth into his mouth,
and battering at his temples with a red hot
iron ladle. ck! he already suffered half the
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torments of Jehanum. At length he became
so furious, that it was as much as his- father
and brothers could do to prevent his nsﬁ
and slaying all around.

“ By my beard !’ exclaimed Abdoul, afker
binding the unfortunate patient’s arms and
legs with camel tethers, ¢ this abomination
comes not by a visible agency ; if the gum of
Ayi and Bezoar prove ineffectual, Allah
alone save him.”

“Alak! il AlUah!’ ejaculated Gulabi.
“ What can we do? heis possessed.”

“ Well said, sister!” observed one of the
brothers, who like the great majority of the
natives of Caubul, believed in sorcery. « It
is my opinion that the misbegotten rascals
have induced some dealer in devilries to lay
a spell upon him. Although they be many
and we few, they dare not boldly demand the
price of blood; they are cowards and seek
vengeance in witchcraft.”

“« Tchok der, there’s much, perhaps, in what
you say,” answered Abdoul. “But may Ide
part an infidel out of this world if I.do not
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spit on their beards, although they be as
numerous as the stars in the milky way.
Please Allah! 1 will be a match for them; I
will seek Hadgi Abdallah, al -Masomeh, the
immaculate, the holy calender who dwells in
a cavern at the foot of the eastern hills. He
has cast aside all the filth of the world and
abandoned himself to heavenly meditations ;
he is not only a devotee,* but is acquainted
with magic and alchymy. They say that he
rules the genii of the earth and air, that be
can make gold leaf from onion peel and con-
wvert nail parings into ingots of silver. Pearls
drop from his mouth, and his eyes shed
amber. He is a fountain of wisdom, a
lord of the learned, a seyed, (descendant
of the prophet); he goes nearly unclothed
winter and summer ; he would not even
swallow his own spittle during the Rama-
ddn, for fear of breaking his fast, and he

® These kind of devotees are called Tepasea, or men
who have utterly renounced the world and pass their
days in sets of devotion and self-mortification.
G3
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macerates his flesh by all manner of austeri-
ties,*"

“ Wonderful!| wonderful!” exclaimed Ab-
doul’s wife, Amima. * If any mortal can help
our Hossein, it is Hadji Abdallah. Go, in
God’s name, lose no time.”

 Gently, my soul!” replied Abdoul, seat-
ing himself upon his carpet and lighting his
pipe. “ There are times for all things. Pro-
pitious days and days of continued ill lack.

* The month of the Ramadén is the Mahommedan Lent.
It lasts from the new moon, of that month, until the first
appearance of the next. The fast is so rigid that it is
neither lawful to eat, drink, smoke, or even smell per-
fumes, from surise to sunnset. After sunset to sun-
rise it is permitted to eat and drink and therefore almost
all the wealthy sleep all day and carouse at night. The
twelve Mahommedan months are lunar and consequently
follow the moon’s phases. Thus when the month of
Ramaddn chances to fall in midsummer, which will be
the case once in thirty-three years, the sufferings of the
poorer classes, for want of water, is severely felt during
the long and hot days. The month of Ramaddn was fixed
upon by Mahommed for his fast because, it is said to have
been that during which the Koran was communicated.
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Do you forget that to-morrow is Wednesday,
the most inauspicious of the seven? Whoso-
ever undertakes any thing on that day does
but tempt fate ; he is as sure to fail, as a man
is of being discovered if he commits evil upon
a Friday. I will wait until Thursday.”

“ In the mean time my brother may die,” eja-
culated Gulabi ; “he has already lost his head.”

“ Bakakim! we shall see!” rejoined her
father with the becoming resignation of a true
believer. * Ifit be written, so be it. Who
can oppose the decrees of Heaven? Is not
every man’s fate bound about his neck? But
hark ! what sounds are those that rise from
the woods? Gulabi, my heart, look !”

“ It is, perhaps, the clansmen coming to
demand the price of blood,” exclaimed Hos-
sein’s mother.

“ Then I will pay them with the same coin
they received this morning,” retorted Abdoul.
“Do the curs take me for one of their own
breed, that they expect to catch me sleeping
with my tail curled round my ears? Waullah!
they shall feel the lion’s claws before they lay
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hands on his skin.” And so saying he threw
down his pipe, sprung to his arms, and bade
his servants, and even the women prepare for
defence.
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CHAPTER VIIL

Taz warlike precautions of the shepherd’s
family were fortunately uncalled for. Ere Ab-
doul had loaded his match-lock and grasped his
shield, Gulabi and one of her younger brothers
returned saying, “ Thanks to Allah! we bave
no cause for alarm; they are the relatives and
friends of the fallen, who are coming to bear
off the corpses for sepulture. Their torches
fiare in the darkness; their cries startle the
half gorged jackals. Hearken to their wail-
ings! come ! you may see them.”

“ Allah forbid ! answered Abdoul resuming
his sest. “ I would not move half a ghez to
s the Sultan of Caubul entombed. I care
10t the crevice of a date stone whether they
buy the dead, or leave them to fatten the
jkal, Though, in truth, the mishapen
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thieves do well to bear them away, since they
might serve to lure back the wild beasts to their
former haunts, and from the issue of this
day’s. chase it will be long before the tribes
will meet again to scour the woods. Their
next gathering will be to settle the question
of blood money, and this cannot pass without
further slaughter. The Afghéns are a revenge-
ful race; they are brutes, wolves; they bear
malice, as the accursed tree of Satan bears
bitter fruit.%’

Thereupon he twisted his legs under him
and fell to work upon his supper, the prin-
cipal dishes of which were broth and pillay,
made from the slaughtered lamb.

In the meantime my fair mistress, impelled
by the curiosity common to her sex, and
perhaps also by some desire to see if the young

® The accursed tree, Al zakkGm, grows at the bottom
of hell and bears bitter fruit, resembling the heads of
devils. The infidels disputed its existence, not being
able to comprehend how trees could thrive in a place
where the very stones, and even men, served as fuel to
burn the damued.
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kbAn was amongst the crowd of mourners,
crept from beneath the hanging of the inner
tent, and favoured by the darkness, ascended
the crag, where she was stationed during the
forenoon.

The sight might have furnished a subject for
one of those painters whose trade it is to
supply night scenery to the theatres in Fran-
gistan. From divers paths, darkened by over-
hanging canopies of foliage and huge stems
of towering cedars, black files of villagers
streamed forth with slow and noiseless step.
Some were carrying hand biers; others bear-
ing torches of twisted palm fibres, steeped in
mountain pitch, whose ruddy flame lit up
their gloomy visages and shew their garments
rent, in token of distress ; other bands chaunt-
ing in solemn harmony a Pushtoo dirge, tra-
versed the sloping plain, on which the queen
of night and her ten thousand starry odalisks
poured down their silvery rays, with daylight
clearness.

The mountain tracks, which at early dawn
had glittered with the points of burnished
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arms and rung with joyous shouts, now caught
the falling torch-sparks, and echoed back the
doleful wail of those who sought their slangh-
tered brethren. Unearthly seemed their mourn~
ings, as winding through the downward clefls
their voices sunk in deep and stifled murmurs,
or burst upon the ear in wild and fearful
cadence, as again they climbed the upper
paths.

As the various groups approached the field
of death, they paused and rearing high their
flaming brands gazed on each other, uncertain
whether the morning strife might not again
commence. Few, it is true, of those whe
shared the battle had again returned, but their
places were filled by tribes-folks burning with
the same unholy rage. Mingled with these
were several mollahs, and even women; the
former distinguished by their flowing robes and
large turbans; the latter closely muffled in
their long wrappers; the one reciting prayers,
or passages from the Koriin, the other reading
the air with piercing shrieks. :

‘For awhile no one seemed disposed to tonqh
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the pile of dead, until an aged priest stepped
forward and raising his shrivelled hands to-
wards the glittering firmament, thus addressed
the lowering crowd: ¢ In the name of Him
who is the first and last, the manifest, the
hidden. In the name of the most merci-
fol, who knoweth all things and seeth all
things.”

At this appeal the murmurs ceased; the
notes of woe were hushed, and all were still as
Azrael's empire.

“ Ullah Moobarek "’ continued the holy man,
% are we not all brethren, and of one creed?
Is it not written, that true believers shall not
lay hands one upon another under grievous
penalties ; or slay the soul which God hath
forbidden them to slay, unless for a righteous
cause? Are you infidels, that you turn youv
bosoms aside from that which ought to be?
K any one be slain unjustly, his heir has
power to demand satisfaction. But weigh with
&just balance.”

¢ Inshallah! we will have the price of
blood ¥’ exclaimed several of the -clan of him
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who was killed by Hossein. “ By our souls
we will.””

"« Be you of stone or iron, that you shut
your hearts against the word ?” retorted the
mollah. “ What kind of men are you, that
you would fain add blood to blood? Do you
not know that a bitter fate awaits those who
exceed the bounds of moderation, either by
putting to death murderers in a cruel manner,
or by avenging a friend’s blood on any other
than he who slew him? This is the law—the
revealed law. It was your own tribesman
who struck the first blow. Had not destiny
ordained otherwise, his adversary, and not he,
would now have grovelled amongst that slaugh-
tered heap. Let not Satan sow further dis-
cord amongst you; in the name of him who
rewards and chastises, let your faces be cleared
towards each other; tie notup the hand of
forbearance, lest the vengeance of God be
turned upon you; have you forgotten the
signs sent amongst you this forenoon? Look
at those bloated corpses overtaken in the rank
heat of passion; take heed of the day of judg-
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ment ! of the day of rejoicing to the compa-
nions of the right, the day of mourning to
those of the left hand* Give full measure
therefore when you ought, and do not prove
yourselves akin to devils; if you take ven-
geanee, let it be proportionate to the wrong
you have suffered; but if you endure injury
patiently, verily this will be the better for
your souls hereafter.”

“ Hossein, the shepherd, and his friends
slew our brethren,” again exclaimed several
vaices. “ On their heads beit. By the pro-
phet’s soul we will have revenge.”

“ Well spoken !” replied the mollah, “ that
is law. But take not justice into your own
banda; lest, on the day when hell shall be
pulled towards God’s tribunal by seventy
thousand balters, each hauled by seventy
thousand angels, ye shall be found amongst
the sojourners of the doomed abode; who
will be seen dragging their chains and toiling

* The just, itis said, will stand on the right, the
wicked on the left hand of God's throne, upon the last
day, and there receive their doom.
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through the scalding sludge, as wearied ca-
“mels labour through the desert’s sand. Be not
perverse, but listen to the voice of reasom.
Drink from the fountain of truth, as thirsty
pilgrims drink from that of Al Zemzen* First
bury the dead—then cast up your account
of death; on whichever side the scale shall
turn let there be justice. You are valiant men
—heroes. This morning you were of one
spirit, one breath. Eblis, on whom be eter-
nal curses, entered between the serpent’s teeth
to tempt Eve, a new Satan entered the skin
of the leopard to tempt your brother. Ana-
themas on him who would renew the strife;
if any of you have a grievance, let him appear
to-morrow in the Maiddn, (public square,) at
the hour of morning prayer. I swear by the
heaven, and him who bailt it, that I and the
other servants of the prophet, on whom be
everlasting peace, will lend you our ears end
tongues. You shall have justice to a hair.”

® The sacred well in the temple at Mecca, which was
opened, by the angel, for Agar.—Ali Bey’s Travels, ol. 3,
page 82,
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“ dlah, akbar!” exclaimed several other
wollahs, “ his words are as the waters of
CAfor ;* - they are as the healing sources of
the valley of eternal pleasures. Hearken to
bim. Y Allak! be appeased |”

“ Verily I’ continued the old priest, “we
are assembled here to perform a grievous
duty; let us not add fuel to flame, nor mix
burning ashes in the scalding cup. God can
perform miracles; he can return ten fold, for
that which he has taken; but he will not aid
you unless you obey his mandates. I adjure
you then as true believers. Yea; I swear to
you by the day of resurrection, by the repent-
ant soul which accuseth itself at the last
hour, that as you behave peaceably and gather
these bodies together for sepulture without
further battle, so will God gather together
your bones. Yea! I say that he will be unto
you, as you be one to another; he will either
scatter your dust and send it down into the

8 The fountain of Cdf¥r, in Paradise. So named from
its being supposed to flow with cool and delicious wine,
perfamed with camphor.
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lowest hell, as manure for the roots of /1
Zakkim, or put together the smallest Lones
of your fingers and clothe them with the im-
maculate flesh of paradise.”

As he paused to draw breath, a few of the
most implacable Afghans placed their hands
upon their swords and looked scowling at a
group of shepherds, amongst whom were some
who had first rallied round Hossein; but their
head men stepped forward, and one of them,
a venerable khin, drew close to the dead,
and then turning round to his followers ex-
claimed,

¢« The Mollah Bashi, whose wisdom is not
to be excelled, has spoken truths. Are we
dogs that we growl when the voice of warning
sounds at our gates? We are not blind ; we
have ears also. Mashallah’ Let each in their
turn perform the appointed task; let us not
subject our souls to further abomination. The
heirs of those that are slain shall have satis-
faction, each in proportion to his loss. I am
akhin, a hadji; I am somebody; my word is
not like the wild flowers’ down, which the
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wind scatters. I swear by the holy Caaba—
it shall be as he has said.”

“ Bravo! bravo!” exclaimed his followers.
“ Our khinis a true man ; his word is a rock.”

“ QOur sons and brethren,” continued the
chief, “ have died like heroes, valiantly fight-
ing. What could either side do more? Their
souls are in paradise, seated by rivers of eter-
nal water and perpetual food. Who can say what
has befallen the others? the blow came from
the self-directed hand of the all powerful. Take
heed lest you bring on a second punishment.
Let not the many suffer for the few.”

At this instant, broad and bulging clouds
rolled in outswelling majesty across the moon
and screened the twinkling stars. All was
impenetrable darkness, save where the livid
torch-light flared upon the ghastly, prostrate
forms and grim by-standers. Suddenly a flash
of twisted fire furrowed the vaulted canopy
of heaven, followed by a peal of hollow
thunder, whose bellowing murmurs shook the
hills.

It came as an echo to the chieftain’s words—
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a warning to his auditors ; and it did not pass
unheeded. Some fell prostrate, others prayed
aloud and others shrieked, thinking the Mon-
soon had come before its time.

Seeing this the Mollah Bashi exclaimed,
¢ In the name of Allah, listen! It is the voice
of Him who rules the tempests and rends the
heavens asunder with a breath. As you hope
for paradise, lose no time; tempt not the
angel of retribution, the soul hunter; his wing
may lay you prostrate with the rest. We are
on the verge of an unpropitious day; has-
ten !” Scarcely had he pronounced these
words ere a second flash, brighter and broader
than the first, shot through the blackened
clouds and lighted up the rock on which
Gulabi stood, shewing, for an instant, her
unveiled beauties. Then all was dark as
death.

¢“ Allah Kerim! a miracle, a miracle!”
ejaculated many who saw and took the maiden
for a vision; whilst the priest, pointing to the
spot, called out. “ God is great and we are
as dust. Your eyes have not told lies; the
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azngel of the Lord bas revealed himself. By

the Pprophet’s tomb and birth place—by Mecca
and Medina, waste no more time lest he
lash up the storm and smite you as he smote
the Thamudites. 1 have spoken. It is an
oath by the Koran !”

Thereupon he commenced reciting the fateha
in 2 loud voice, whilst the other Mollahs and
many besides kneeled down and prayed.

©  The hand of the prophet was visible in this,
for the different trihesmen now peaceably ad-
vanced with bare heads. Each sought his friend
and kinsman, and placing them, some on biers,
and some on litters, hacked from the surround-
ing branches, slowly withdrew towards their
homes. Ere long the last glimmering torch-
nys merged amongst the furthest foliage;
thelast shrill echo of their mournful chaunt
was Jost amidst the distant glens, and soli-
tude once more resumed her empire. The rush-
ing waters of the mountain stream alone held on
their braying concert, mingling their roar with
those of cubless beasts, who stood aloof howl-
ing for grief and bunger.
VOL. I, H
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CHAPTER IX.

AFTER raging all night like an entrapped
lion, Hossein, at length, dropped into a kind _
of lethargy, which was only interrupted by
opening his mouth now and then to complain
that fiery worms, as long as serpents, were
gnawing at his brains, and that his entrails
would be calcined, if they did not give him a
slice of kara koubak, melon* or a cup of cold
water to cool the hot broth which Zilmee's
spirit had poured down his throat.

This amendment was attributed by Abdoul

* Of the different kind of melons for which Persia,
Afghanistan and Bokhara are famous, the most cele-
trated are the Kokifcha, green and yellow, the Ack-rabata,
white candy, and the Kara-koubak, black rinded; some
of these grow to the size of four feet span.— Burne’s
Tvavels in Bokhara.
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to the virtues of the gum and bezoar, so he
administered a second dose of the latter, and
loosened the camel’s tethers. Then in order
to afford further relief, and help nature to get
rid of the burning juices, by transpiration, he
ordered the tent to be closed, so as to exclude
all air, loaded the patient’s couch with an
additional number of skins, and drenched him
with a portion of milk nearly scalding hot.
“Thus wisely intending to drive out one fire, by
" the aid of another.

But who can expect any good on 8 Wednes-
day? Ere long, poor Hossein began to writhe,
roll his eyes, gnash his teeth, kick and blas-
pheme after a terrible manner, and as his
strength seemed to increase with the decrease
of reason, nothing but again tying him down
and swaddling up his body, like a mummy, pre-
vented him dashing himself to pieces.

Most potent nastiness did he swallow. All
the unsainted madmen in the world could not
have uttered more abominations. But every
thing was done for him that art could devise,
and as his body chose to be perverse, Abdoul

H 2
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consoled himself with the reflection, that witch-
craft alone could have counteracted the infal-
lible antidotes he had employed; he there-
fore crossed his arms, stroked down his beard,
and ejaculating, “ Laknet be Shaitan! curses
on Satan, curses on their fathers, mothers, and
all their kindred! may their wives be three
times divorced, and their daughters never be
married!” he quitted the sick couch, deter-
mining to lose notime in seeking the pious.
hermit, on whose powers he firmly trusted
for a counter charm.

The dim, ruby light that precedes the dawn
scarcely enabled one to distinguish a black
from a white thread, ere the shepherd rose,
said his prayer, and made ready for his visit
to the glen, called the valley of waters, where
the Hadji resided. His first care was to arm
himself from head to foot, and his next to
prepare a paish kesh, (propitiatory present) ; for
however great his opinion of the anchorite's
virtue and self-abnegation, he remembered
that the surest mode of unloosening the hearts
of Mollahs, Imims, Sheiks, Cazys and all other
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religious men, was by not tying up his own
hand; it being a well known maxim with
prests and lawyers, all over the world, that a
grain of gold is better than a camel load of
justice.  °
‘With this view he summoned Koshrou, his
most trustworthy servant, gave him a camel
bair bag into which he thrust a small, co-
loured, praying carpet, a soft cap, made of
kirpeck, (young lamb skins), from the borders
of the Ochus, a bladder of fresh butter, an
equal quantity of curds and some of those
delicious Turkistan raisins, which are called
Ab-djoch, from their being steeped in hot wa-
ter. He then selected a young sheep, whose
tail already promised an abundant portion of
delicate fat, and tying its legs, slung it over
Koshrou’s shoulders. To make his intended
offering more complete he added some fine
Sheeraz tobacco, a large calibash filled with
fresh milk and a few reals in a silken purse.
He was on the point of putting up a skin of
wine, but although many of the mollahs, with
all their outward appearance of sanctity and
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severity, are as great wine bibbers as the
veriest drunkards in Frangistan, he dared not
risk the offer with a man of such extraordinary
austerity as Abdallah, the immaculate.

My mistress, who had aided hér father the
while, now entreated him to allow her to be
of the party, saying, that as the saint per-
formed all kinds of miracles and lifted up the
skirts of futurity, he could probably tell when
she would get a husband, and how many chil-
dren she should have.

This request was granted, not from any
desire on Abdoul’s part to satisfy her cariosity,
but because he thought it prudent that the
beautiful maiden, on whom he relied for in-
creasing bis future fortunes, should not be
thrown in the way of the rascally Afghans, in
the event of their coming to demand the price
of blood. Fearing also that they might take
advantage of his absence and lay hands on his
flocks, he bad his younger sons and the re-
maining servants drive them, with the horses
and camels, to a distant part of the mountains,
and not return until the following morning.
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These matters being settled, Gulabi threw
her wrapper over her shoulders and followed
ber parent, who, as he started on his excur-
sion, took care not to omit his Zawakel be
Khoda, (profession of confidence in the Al-
mighty), by repeating : * Let us place our trust
in God and the Prophet, and proceed.”

In the meantime I skipped before them,
bounding from roek to rock, in all the exube-
rance of youth,

After walking nearly two farsangs we came
to & rugged path, which led through a narrow
gorge down to the edge of the lake, where,
upon a little verdant island, in its centre, the
recluse had chosen his abode. Nor could he
have selected a spot more secure from inter-
ruption, or more perfectly adapted for a life
of tranquillity and heavenly contemplation.
Girded on every side by abrupt basaltic clefts,
or wood fringed heights, which rose in majes-
tic amphitheatres until they disappeared in
distant vapour, the deep blue waters of the
lovely lake reflected the various beauties of
the surrounding scenery as in a crystal mirror.
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“ Mashallah! it is a paradise!” exclaimed
my mistress with the enthusiasm natural to
all the pastoral tribes. “ It is wonderful !
look, father, at the white castles of those
Khins surrounded with vine-clad huts and
black tents? See how they dance zér ou z&€bir,
(upside down), upon the glassy stream ! L.ook
at those broken crags o’er whose disjointed
flanks the bald-necked vultures hold their
watch | See how the goats and sheep frisk,
as it were upon the rippling wave, nibbling
the buds and flowers, which fling their enamel-
led hues from branch and crag. Look at the
islet, where you say the dervish dwells, does
it not float upon the liquid surface, like the
green turban of a hadji? See how the cloud-
tinged lake spreads its wide flanks to kiss the
sweeping boughs, and then contracts until its
narrowing bed is overarched with flowers and
foliage, midst which an hundred golden tinted
birds swing to and fro! Jlak kerim der!
See, there bathes a tigress and her cubs,
whilst further on a herd of deer toss up their

antlers through the reeds. Look at the grace-



THE CASHMERE SHAWL. 153

ful herons, watching their finny prey, and
there a fleet of snow white birds teaching their
callow young to breast the tide. Hark to the
bulbul’s song, and scent the rich perfumes that
rise upon the balmy air. Was ever garden
more heart expanding, more delicious than this?
If that of Eden be like it, thrice happy are
the virgins of Paradise ! But there is no boat;
how are we to gain access to the island ?”

Ahdoul made no reply, but approaching the
water’s edge, planted his lance in the ground,
drew a pistol from his girdle, and fired it in the
air. As the report rattled from crag to crag,
breaking the tranquil silence of this lovely
spot, an hundred startling sounds were heard.
Scared by the unwonted echoes, falcons, and
eagles, soared aloft with angry screams;
egrets and cranes spreading their drowsy wings,
towered flapping upwards. Long trains of
milk white swans, and crested ducks sprung in
whirring circles high above : bitterns and divers
plunged beneath the wave, or skimming flew
to nestle in the sedge! whilst deer and tigers
rising from their baths, leaped dripping to the
shore. H3
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Scarcely had the echoes died away, ere the
figure of a man appeared upon the islet’s
banks ; upon this, Abdoul waved his shawl
girdle, signifying that he wished an audience.
After a minute’s delay, a light skiff, similar to
those used upon the Cashmerian lakes, emerg-
ed from beneath the island’s shade, and ere
long the venerable recluse paddled within a
few yards of the bank, where he paused to
examine his visitors, and to demand their
business.

“ By the mercy of Allah, I am Abdoul AL,
the shepherd,” answered my master, placing his
right hand in token of respect upon his breast.
“ With God’s aid,” continued he, * this is
my daughter, and that my servant. I and
they are your sacrifice.”

Then kneeling down, and letting fall the
sleeves and skirts of his mantle, so as to con-
ceal his hands and feet, whilst Gulabi shrouded
berself in her wrapper, he said :

“ By the inspiration of Allah, we come, O
Seyed, to draw life from the sources of your
wisdom. We are asses, and know nothing;
destiny has raised his hand against us, and
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cmoned or mouths with unspeakable dirt;
ve baveno refuge but in God and you.* If you
vill cast the eyes of commiseration upon us,
ud ulock the treasures of your science, our
fices will be whitened. My son lays grievously
vounded at the threshold of death. He is
possessed. Curses on Satan ! who else can
have blotted out his shadow > 1 have done all
that man can do; but the curs have induced
esil eyed old women to blow upon knots and
afflct him with spells.t Neither Mum-i-Ayi or
Pesher, can counter-work such devilries. The
vinds are your messengers, the waters your
taves, and the riches of strength and know-
ledge your handmaids. In all Afghanistan and
perhapsin all the world, there is no one com-

* Many of these saints pretend to be descendants of .
the tribe of Koreish , and thence akin to the prophet.
They call themselves Seyed or Seigird, which literally
means one who enjoys eternal beatitude.

4+ Witches in the east as well min Europe, used to tie
knots on cords, blow on them, and repeat certain magical
words, whereby they 1mid spells op those they wished to
afflict; those who sold Windy t; mariners did the
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parable to you. In the name of our holy pro-
phet, (on whom be eternal peace and blessings,)
close not the ear of pity; of all those who ever
rubbed their foreheads at the threshold of your
wisdom, we are the most needing. Life and
death hang on your breath—no one but you
can point out the path to the gate of health ;
God be praised " added he, “ your servants do
not come empty handed.”

“Y Allah! peace be with you my son !”
replied the holy man, paddling still closer, and
casting a side-long glance over his long silvery
beard, at the lamb and other gifts.

“And with you be everlasting peace !’
meekly responded Abdoul, striking his beard
with his right hand, whilst Gulabi ejaculated
to herself, “ may Allah lengthen his shadow
and render us worthy to touch the hem of his
sacred garment.”

Which sacred garment, by the bye, from its
being so torn, threadbare, and scanty, as scarcely
to cover the old man’s nakedness, my mistress
probably supposed was the remnant of the dark
seamless Hiram, (holy dress,) put on by the
pilgrims when they enter the temple at Mecca,
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or one of the old patched mantles worn by the
Soffite preachers, and bequeathed as holy le-
gacies to their disciples.

“ Inshallah! you shall be welcome, O
Abdoul Ali!” rejoined the anchorite, as his
boat glided to the strand, * enter in God’s
mame ! your merits are known to us. By the
blessing of the Lord of the daybreak, when we
resch my poor dwelling, you shall pour out
the waters of your grief, and with the aid of the
twelve sainted Imams, on whom be the grace
of 4llah, I will do my utmost to dry them up
with the sun beams of consolation.”

Abdoul and the rest of us, now entered the
skiff; a few vigorous strokes brought us within
the shelter of a little cove, where we disem-
barked, and silently followed our holy guide
to his habitation. This was nothing more
than a rocky cave, partly excavated by the
hand of nature, and partly by that of man, so
that it formed a spacious apartment, dividedinto
twoparts by a hanging of coarse black blanket.

The farniture of this apartment was simple
as that of the Seyed's dress. The latter, with
the exception of a faded green turbanand white
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beard, which spread like a silver cuirass across
his chest, only boasted of a lose brown tunic
held together by a girdle of deer skin, a pair of
straw sandals, a large rosary and stout staff.
The former consisted of one or two mats
plaited from the island reeds, a small carpet
worn thread bare by constant genuflections;
a water jar, a sun baked pipkin for beiling
rice, a drinking cup, made of buffalo’s horn,
one or.two coarse rugs, and a large sack filled
with moss, which served him for a bed and
couch. Upon a ledge hewn in the rock, were
one or two volumes; immediately above, some
sentences from the Koran, marked the direc-
tion of the Caaba, a hole perforated through the
roof admitted light, and gave egress to tke
winter’s smoke, whilst a faggot of prickly
mimosa and aloes, served to guard the entrance,
near which reposed a large white cat, as closely
allied to that of Abu-Horiera, as Abdallab was
to the prophet. Outside was a small garden
stocked with herbs and roots, in which browsed
a male and female goat.

Whilst I amused myself by frisking upon my
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hind legs, and coquettishly letting fall the
budding points of my horns upon the head of
the young he goat, for even at that age my
heart was open to the soft affections, the re-
cluse led his visitors towards a natural bower,
shaded by honeysuckles, jessamines, roses, and
wild vines, whose flowers and luscious fruit -
hung round in tempting clusters. Here Abdoul
took the presents from Koshruu, who retired
to a distance, as much awed by the presence of
Abdallah, as if he had stood before the angel,
whose province it is to select men’s souls for
judgment.

Thinking to propitiate the saint by a display
of his devotion, Abdoul bad his daughter with-
draw, that her presence might not render his
purpose impure ;* then striding to the water’s
edge he rolled up his sleeves and trowsers,

¢ Women are not admitted to public prayer with men,
lest they should distract the attention from heavenly to
terrestrial thoughts, quando hoc non fieret, saltem humana
Jragilitas, delectatur mutuo et reciproco aspectu, et ita non
polest esse mens quiela atlenla et devola, says a learned
Moorish pundit, who wrote a latin letter upon this subject,
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uncovered his head, and taking off hisboots, went
through his ablution, after the most orthodox
forms, both as regard faith and practice ; thatis
by commencing at the crown, elbows and knees,
so as to let the impurities trickle off by the
extremities. Then prostrating himself, he
repeated the last chapter of the Koran; which
being especially directed againt devils and
genii, was not only most applicable to his
case, but being extremely brief, it was not
overburdensome to his memory.

Abdallah occupied himself in the meantime
with fingering, one after another, the beads of
his rosary, made of small round pebbles from
the holy valley of Mina near Mecca ; each of
which, as it fell, he accompanied with pious
phrases ; carefully interlarding them with the
name of Allah! an observance which he con-
stantly adhered to, even in ordinary discourse ;
he being one of those devout men, who vow
never to utter two sentences, without invoking

to Prince Maurice of Orange, a copy of which is in the
Bodleian library.
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one of the ninety-nine most excellent attributes

of the Creator.
This being done, the shepherd rose, and

lifting the offerings one after another to his
forehead said, « Accept these, O Seyed, in
the name of the most merciful, your servant
is as dirt, he isa poor man: his whole sub-
stance is on the backs and in the udders of his
flocks, but if you wish for his own skin, it is
yours ; what more can he say ?”

The old man’s eyes glistened with pleasure,
and the waters of excitement moistened his lips
as he replied, “ Praise be to the giver of all
good things! you are a liberal man, Abdoul
Ab! thanks to the ruler of men’s hearts, your
hand is not tied up ; may the treasurer of the
universe replenish your store, may the foun-
tain of increase pour the waters of plenty into
your bosom; Y Alah! sit down, and you, oh
maiden be welcome as the aspect of the in-
nocent to the Lord of Paradise; may your
desires be accomplished on earth, and may
Tuba, the tree of Eden, shed the blossoms of

fritfulness upon you-
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*“ Ameen ! Ameen ! (amen'!) whispered my
mistress aside, “ that looks like promising me
a husband.”

Abdoul, though invited to sit upon the sage’s
mat, placed himself respectfully at a distance,
with his daughter behind him, and the devotee
continued as follows :

 Bishmillah! O brother, 1 accept your
oﬂ'ering, but, Allah preserve re, not for my own
use ; the rich man’s repast is delicious, but
sweeter far are the scraps obtained by one’s
own sweat, through God the munificent. By
the aid of Him who clothes the wild birds, and
finds food for the meanest reptiles, I want
nothing, my food is faith in the provider; a
sage has said, ¢ when thou art in need of sus-
tenance, be confident in the king of kings and
thou shall eat ;' for with or without exertion,
providence will bestow bread daily. He who
bade fruits and herbs spring out of chaos, will
fill my platter, as he did that of Fatema, the
prophet’s perfect daughter; who when she
uncovered the dish in which she had only
placed two small cakes and a thin slice of flesh,
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found it flled to the brim with bread and
savoury viands,”

“ Allah is great!” ejaculated Abdoul, “ there
is but one God, and Mahomet is his prophet.
The lamb and all the other offerings are
We‘”

“I have sworn by the Koran, to forbear
from animal food, and not to kill living things,
6 if my whole life were a pilgrimage,”
suswered the devotee.® ¢ Tobacco is an mtox-
icating drug forbidden by the revealer. Itis
t sbomination only fit for unbelievers; thanks
to the all wise, I am not like those hypocrites,
who pretend one thing and practice another.
dsiagferoolah, 1 am not one of those who
resart to Mecca to empty out one batch of
sing, that they may have room for more; my
bands and feet are pairs, and my beard is spot-
b"”

“You are a prince, a ruler of princes,”

* Strit devotees not only abstain from hunting and
Mawking, but from killing permitted animals, whilst on
the pilgrimage to Mecca.
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exclaimed my master, ¢ what are all the saints
in the world compared to you ?”

« Shukur Allah' 1 am as I am,” replied the
recluse.

¢ I have been in Thibet,” continued Abdoul,
“ where they have physicians, who can cure the
sick with rubbing their bodies with butter, and
smoking them with burned fir-cones, they have
their Lamas and priests, who drive out disease
with songs and prayers. They have their di-
viners also, who foretell events by the aid of cki,*
by tortoise flesh, tiger’s blood, ox-hoofs, burned
bones, and the flight of birds. But their
shadows are as those of ants compared to
yours, their knowledge is but smoke, they are
like mules laden with books, they call their
years after the names of beasts, of which the
accursed swine is one.”

“ Mashallah ! they are idolaters and ignorant
brutes,” said the recluse,  their Dalai Lama,

® Chi a herb used in Thibet for divination is said to grow

upon the tomb of Khoung-tsu, (Confuscius).—Klaproth’s
Tibet.
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with his yellow petticoat, is worse than
an ass”

“Truly,” re-echoed Abdoul, “ they are like
bats that fly blind folded in the sun’s rays. By
my soul, a new born puppy might defile their
beards. But, from the rising of the sun to its
going down, there is no one like you. You
are greater than Lockman! you are a very
thief of science.”

“The giver of reason has blown the breath
of knowledge into my brain and filled my heart
vith the invaluable honey of contentment,”
rejoined the Seyed. “ Thank God, I am not like
those sons of Adam who, if they had two rivers
of milk would covet a third, or if they had
three, would cry out Allah Kerim ! and ask
for a fourth. No! Astagferoolah! But beware,
my son, of the punisher of forbidden things.
Cast away the unclean leaf. Hasbeton-lillah (for
love of Allak) unbind the lamb also, so that it
may bless the deliverer. Remember that the
fragrance of a pure heart is more acceptable in
the nostrils of the ruler of destiny than the

fumes of a hundred meat offerings. Besides
it is written, that irrational animals shall also
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pass before the judgment seat, and that all ac-
cording to their merits, shall have a place in
paradise ; except the impure swine through
whose agency Satan crept into the Ark.”

“Curses on the foul beast,” ejaculated Ab-
doul, and upon all those who devour its flesh,
they are infidels. May they all go to Jehanum
together ; but what shall 1 do with the other
offerings "

“God has said that they are wholesome
nutriment,” answered the devotee.  Deposit
them in my cave, I will distribute them to the
needy in the name of the poor man’s father,
tasting of them first to improve the gift. When
the avenger sent a famine into Egypt, Youssouf,
the Just, ate not his fill, in order that he might
relieve the hungry. Yet he ate, for he knew
that the liberal man who eats and bestows, is
more worthy in the sight of the scale-holder
than the religious man who fasts and hoards.
A miser is worse than a dog. If he had the
sun and moon in his coffer there would be dark-

ness throughout the universe.”
Abdoul havingreluctantly scattered the choice

tobacco in the wind and executed the hermit’s
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orders, the latter bade his visitor marrate the
precse cuse of his distress.  This my master
complied with, terminatmg by imploring the
mint to give him some talisman that might
drive the devils out of Hossein’s body.

} .“If it pleases the commander of spirits so will
L replied Abdallah. ¢« Without his aid I cando
nothing. Happy is he who remembers God,
although, like Jonas, he were confined in the
whale's belly.”

“ Mashallah! You know all things and can
do all things,” rejoined the supplicant. “The
light of your wisdlom casts forward its shade
and foretells hidden events, as the mountain’s
shadow bespeaks the setting sun. I have told
what  know. From one lock of wool you may
judge of the whole fleece.”

Praise be to Him who eclipses suns and
moons, [ am no ass,” answered the other,” I
have seen much and travelled with observation.
I will do what I can. If contrary decrees be
not inscribed by the divine hand, your son shall
becared. As to Satam, on whom be perpetual
maledictions, although he and his followers be
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as numerous as the sins of unbelievers, Bisk-
millah! 1 will bruise their heads. As to old
women and their knots—poof, I spit on them.
What I know through the Prophet’s grace I
will communicate. A learned man without works
is like a tree without fruit, a plough without a
share. ¢ Musk is fragrant in itself and not from
its being so called by the druggist.”*

“In the Prophet’s name,” said Abdoul, who
began to get somewhat impatient of the saint's
long-winded preliminaries, * tell me what I
shall I do to save my son? Lose no time, I
beseech you, in expelling the demons. Whilst
we tarry, the poor boy suffers all the pangs of
the lowest hell.”

“ Place yow trust in the source of existence,
andfollow me,” replied Abdallah rising.. “ What
I shall bid you do, execute. What you may
see, tell no one. The secret of health is obe-
dience. The security of life, secresy. Deposit

* There is a curious affinity between this aphorism of
Sady’s and Shakespeare’s.—*¢ A Rose by any other name
will smell as sweet.”
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your arms and Allak itchoun (as you love God)
let your daughter remain where she is.”

*“1 am your sacrifice,” answered Abdoul, who,

although he was as brave as forty lions, began
to tremble from head to foot, expecting to en-
counter a legion of devils, dives and goblins. In
the meantime I had clambered upon the rock
above the cavern, where, accompanied by the
liberated lamb and two goats, I feasted upon
the juicy creepers that fringed the orifice at the
top. Thence I had an opportunity of seeing
what passed within.

VOL. I.
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CHAPTER X.

Havine reached the cave, the Seyed closed
the entrance with its prickly barrier, and bade
Abdoul seat himself with his face towards the
door and not look backwards, under the penalty
that befell Kahila, the wife of Lot, whilst he
retired within the inner recess to prepare him-
self for the ejection of the malign spirits. My
eyes mechanically followed the old man as he
passed behind the blanket, where he no sooner
entered, than all my four limbs began to quake
with awe.

First he rubbed his arms and neck with milk
from a jar, then approaching a retired corner he
stooped down and there glided forth three or
four serpents which instantly encircled ‘his
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limbs and nestled beneath his beard. Then
muttering a few strange words, clapping his
hands, and rolling back a stone from the floor,
two flame sparkling eyes glistened like emeralds
below, and a brute with the horns of a goat, the
body of an ape, and the tail of a lion, sprung out
and capered at his side.

He spoke further, and from behind a screen
of dried reeds out creeped a diminutive creature
with a huge head, having the form of a mis-
shapen human being—but black as ebony and,
with the exception of a sheepskin, round its
loins, as naked as a new hatched raven.

Whether these were tamed beasts or spirits
of the earth subservient to his will, Allah only
knows. By my soul, O Agha! your face would
have been darkened, had you seen the venomous
reptiles coiling round the old man’s arms. You
would have quailed, as I did, at the sight of the
ribbed cheeked, horned brute dallying with the
tail of the fierce white cat. You would have
invoked all the gods and saints of infidels
had you watched the black demon, as it hopped
to and fro, heaping aloes wood and mountain

1 2
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cétton (asbestos) upon the floor, and seen it
rub dry sticks together, and produce a clear red
flame.

% Perhaps so,” rejoined I, “ had I not been
convinced that the Seyed was an impostor, and
that his mummeries were the mere tricks of a
juggler, whose odour of sanctity and reputation
of power, over spirits, depended upon his de-
ceiving the ignorant and superstitious creatures
who went to consult him. But proceed.”

% The wise consider him to belittle who
speaketh ill of the great, retorted the narrator
drily.” Then, after muttering to itself. * O true
believers, contract not intimate friendships
with infidels, lest ye slip from the brink into the
pit,” it continued as follows, .

As soon as the fire commenced to illamine
the cave with its smokeless light, the hermit
traced some mystic characters upon the sand,
and casting aside his upper garment made signs
to the black brute, which forthwith folded .its
lank arms over its chest, bowed and running to
a remote corner, returned with a quiver .of
arrows, some: sheep’s bones, a jar of water; god
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the half of a dried gourd, filled with divers
saange articles. llaving deposed these at the
sage’s feet, it squatted down beside him, and
the latter raising his voice, exclaimed, * Arise,
in the name of Allah, Abdoul Ali. Lift
up the curtain and approach !”

My master did as he was commanded, and
if his head had not been close shaved, the
hair would have raised his lambskin cap, so
great was his terror, when he passed within
and discovered the frightful group, whose
uncouth aspects were rendered still more awe-
inspiring by the dim red glare. Fain would
he bave prayed aloud, but his tongue cleaved
like a scorched pancake to his palate and
his teeth chattered, as if he had been chained
to the icy summit of Demavend.

¢ By the angels that are sent of heaven,
fear not!” said Abdallah. * Let not your
liver be converted into water. Through the
grace of the comforter 1 am a dispenser of light,
not a promoter of darkness. I stand to help,
not to afflict. In the name of the deliverer
approach, speak, and I will do my utmost.”



174 THE CASHMERE SHAWL.

The saint might as well have bidden my
master spring over the partition, called 47
Araf, which divides heaven and hell, or run
across the bridge, Al Sirat, that leads to the
other world. He stood half petrified, his.
knees knocking against each other and his
eyes startling from their sockets ; looking like
one demented.

This so diverted the black imp, that he
gave loose to his devilish merriment by placing
his long hands upon his sides, spreading his
huge pouting lips, protruding his tongue, and
laughing with the howl of a vampire, until
the Seyed silenced him, and again addressing
the terrified shepherd said :—

“ Allah has given you words, my son, you
are no child. Speak! Isit your wish that I
should eject the demons and unveil futurity ?
If so, come ! stretch forth your hand.”

“] am dirt. I am less than an atom,”
stammered out Abdoul. ¢ Allah Kerim ! how
can I speak or move, when my body melts
like wax "’

Whereupon, being totally overcome, he
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dropped down and hid his face beneath the
flap of his closk. But this humiliation served
but to augment his terror ; for the horrid
creature sprung jabbering forward, leaped upon
his back, tore off his cap and fell to digging
and scratching his bare head, as if he intended
to rake out its contents.

“Mercy! Mercy! relieve me from Eblis!
In the prophet’s name, let the demons remain
where they are! By all the sacrifices in the
valley of Mina, I did not bargain to save my
son at the expense of my soul | Aki ! 4ki ”
piteously exclaimed the unfortunate Alj,
thinking his last hour was come and that the
devils, transported from Hossein’s brains to
his scalp, were dragging him into the other
world.

« Lahnet-be-haivan (curses on the brute)
Away! away !’ said the saint inflictinga se-
vere blow upon my master’s persecutor. “Y
Allah,” added bhe.  Be aman, O Abdoul!
What filth are you devouring? Has dust
fallen into your eyes, and stricken you with
blindness? See, these are not devils but
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 slgyes to.my will. Arise! Look! Inshellah !
,As they came, 80 shall they de; > -
e 'Ehex:enpoh he selected a snake-like looking
thing from the gourd and casting it into the
flame, it shot forth a pale blue light, which
imparted a ghastly livid colour, to all sur-
rounding objects.
¢ Hearken then, oh son of Adam!” he then
exclaimed, “ over life destiny is sole ruler,
over devils I am master ; no witchcraft, no evil
eye can withstand the will of the ordainer; he
alone can draw the pen across inscribed events ;
:your son’s body may go down, but by the
help of God it shall be cleansed. Listen to the
last roar of the retiring spirits : I swear by him,
who separated light from darkness, that ’ere
the hour of night prayer arrives, your wish
shall be fulfilled ; curses on Satan ! begone ¥
added he raising his shrivelled, snake entwined
arms, and elevating his voice to a shrill scream.
« Begone ! in the name of the purifier, aban-
don the youth’s body.”
. Upon this the strange thing which he bad
cast into the fire, began to emit a thousand
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sparks, bounding and twisting round, as if
endowed with life. In a moment more, a loud
explosion shook the rock, and filled the cavern
with sulphureous smoke, and then all was
darkness.

This produced an immediate effect upon
Abdoul, but not that anticipated by the hermit,
for my master only recovered the use of his
Limbs to loose that of his wits ; up he sprung,
shot asit were from one of the Shah’s zam-
boreeki, (camel cannon,) then dashing aside the
prickly door, he bounded into the open air, and
casting himself up to his neck in the lake, as if
he was performing the ceremony of complete
ablution, he called upon the twelve Imans, two
hundred and twenty-four thousand prophets,
and three hundred Apostles to protect and
forgive him for having held dealings with Satan.

It was in vain the recluse followed and
sought to tranquillize him, telling him that no
harm was done, and that his face ought to be
whitened, for the devils were infallibly expelled
from Hossein’s body, and that he was now

13
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ready to commence the act of divination, either
by consulting the bones of sheep, casting
arrows into the water, or taking the haszards
of a passage from the Koran*

Abdoul, without raising his body from outthe
water, replied, “ For the love of God let me be-
gone. Iask nomore. What are sons? what are
daughters i—Dirt! I would rather a whole
litter of sons should die, than I deal with one
devil; how shall I get rid of the filth I have
swallowed ? A4Ai’ the sulphur of Jehanum
still defiles my tongue and infects my entrails ?
I feel the ghole’s paw still upon my head.
Allah Kerim ; as you would be saved, let me
depart in peace, and all I have, flocks, herds,
camels, tents, wives, horses, dogs, sons and
daughters, every thing shall be yours. By the
blessed Caaba, I want to know no more ; your

® A kind of sortes virgiliane used by the diviuners, who
open a book as by chance, turn back seven pages,
and selecting a passage, predict according as the apph-
cation is propitious or unfavorable.— Elphinstone's Canind.
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wisdom has confounded my soul and reduced
my liver to foul water.” .

Vainly the holy man sought to tranquillize
him; the more he argued, the more the other
begged to be dismissed, saying that he would
sooner ‘attempt to swim to terra firma, than
set foot again upon the enchanted island.

“ By the breath of the most perfect, you are
as void of wisdom as a child,” exclaimed the
hermit, “ and must meet with the treatment of
infants. If you will not take that which is
good for you, Inshallah ! the hand of compulsion
shall be employed.”

Not knowing what was coming, my master
cast his eyes wistfully across the breadth of the
lake, but fearing to sink with the weight of his
clothes, he resigned himself to his fate, ejacu-
lating, “ I am your sacrifice! Allah, and his
angels shield me with their wings! what can I
do? I am lost.” ,

Moved by the same impulse as my master,
I no sooner heard the explosion, than bound-
ing down the rock, I scampered to the side of
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Gulabi, who had withdrawn with Koshrou to
the edge of the lake.

There are ignorant men, even among believ-
ers, who affirm that women have no souls, and
that they will be excluded from the blessings
of beatification. But this is a manifest error, a
lie! Hasnot the prophet promised immaculate
wives to all who shall enter the seventh
heaven? Is it not written that the black-eyed
maidens of paradise shall repose upon lofty
couches with their lawful spouses eating
delicious viands, the last morsel of which
shall be as grateful as the first ; washing them
down with sweet wines, and listening to the
rustling harmony of golden bodied trees,
whose fruits are pearls and emeralds, surpass-
ing human imagination in suavity and splen~
dour; nay! when our holy prophet told an old
woman that she could not ascend to paradise,
seeing that no aged females would be per:
mitted to enter therein, whereupon she wept
bitterly, did he not comfort her by saying,
thet she and all women, no matter how eld or

. Y
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ugly they might be at their death, would be
regenerated at the resurrection, and blessed
with eternal youth and beauty, each according
to his deserts? Be assured, O Effendi, women
have not only an exalted place assigned to
them in the next world, but that they are
oftentimes preeminent for their superior excel-
lence in this. Are they not more ready of
wit, more virtuous in conduct, more steadfast
of purpose, more patient under suffering, more
noble in action, more generous in thought,
and more devoted to those they love than
men?

An instance of this was exemplified in my
young mistress, who, though terrified at first
by hearing the explosion and seeing Abdoul
Ali east himself into the water, quickly girded
on the corslet of decision, seized the deposed
weapons, jumped into the little skiff, and bid-
ding Koshrou paddle round to the spot where
stood the recluse, menaced him with death if
ke veatured to injure her father.

“ What filth is this ? said the beantiful
girl, who appeared inspired like Khadijah the
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prophet’s daughter in law. “ Do you take
my father for a brute beast, that you would
defile his beard? How is this, O Seyed?
Are not lots, divination by arrows and inter-
course with Satan, forbidden of Allah? In
his name, we came here to draw honey from
the hive of your benevolence, not to suck
gall from the bladder of your malice. We
asked for succour through prayer and sup-
plication. But you have confounded us with
malign spirits. See!” said she, pointing to-
wards the cave.  See there are the devils you
have raised. In_the prophet’s name let us be
gone! It is better that my brother should
die, than that he should be relieved through
such foul agency. Rise, father,” said she,
turning to Abdoul Ali who remained in the
water. “] am but a weak maiden, and it is
against all law that I should stand thus ex-
posed to the gaze of man and demons. But
my trust is in the most high. He will aid
and absolve me. Rise then, enter the boat,
and let us return, ere we are compelled to de-
vour further abomination. Let us take the
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skif. He who can enslave the genii of the
earth and air, needs not its aid to pass the
waters. He can work miracles. ILet him
command the boat to return without hands
from the opposite bank; then I will believe
that he has a delegated power from heaven.” -

As my master was about to wade towards
the shore, infinite was the astonishment of
Gulabi, upon hearing the Hadgi exclaim:
¢ Whose dogs are you that you dare put
forth the offal of disbelief ?”

Then clapping his hands and casting a heavy
stone into the lake, he added: “ You doubt
my power: Be it s0o! You want a sign.
Move then, O boat, without hands!”

Upon this the skiff suddenly darted many
yards through the water, as if dragged by some
submarine agency, and then, with a jerk, that
had nigh tumbled Gulabi and Koshrou into
the stream, it stood motionless.

Methought on looking down, that 1 saw a
black object gliding far beneath. Y _fllah /
if 80 it must have been a spirit of the deep.
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For nothing was heard or seen above the
surface.

" Koshrou gave himself up for lost and my
blood ran cold; for upon looking up I saw
several winged ministers of the Seyed’s will,
under the form of huge eagles, swooping and
soaring above, ready to pounce upon and lift
us off in their talons.

But Gulabi seemed to imbibe fresh courage
from increasing danger. Levelling her father’s
matchlock at the body of the recluse, she said
ia a firm voice, “ Allah is great and merciful !
If 1 mast perish, his will be done! But
hearken, O Badcheshm (sorcerer,) unless you
command the boat to return to shore, and let
us depart peaceably, I swear by my mother's
grave, that I will lodge the contents of this
weapon in your body. Nay, stir not!” added
she, as the old man seemed disposed to
withdraw. ¢ Stir not! or I fire. On your
head be it.”

Awed by the maiden’s boldness, but with

fury sparkling eyes, the hermit again clapped
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his hands, and lifting up a small fragment of
rock, hurled it into the lake. In a few
seconds the boat again darted towards the
shore, by the same invisible agency.

“ Begone ! exclaimed he, in a voice half
choked with passion. ¢ Begone! In the
name of the ruler of tempests, think your-
gelves fortunate, that I do not call down the
farked lightning upon you. Be grateful that
I do not leave you to perish enchained upon
the waters, or summon the birds of prey, to
peck out your unbelieving eyes. You doubt
my power, do you? Take the skiff, cast it
adrift when you reach the bank, and, by the
hand of Allah, you will see it return at my
bidding. Moorukhus (be off,) and never let me
set eyes upon you again.”

Saying this he stalked indignantly away,
and retreated to his cavern.

No sooner was he out of sight, than Abdoul
Ali quitted his liquid covert, scrambled into
the skiff, and with the aid of Koshrou rowed
fowards the narrow gorge, where we had em-

barked.
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Ere reaching the shore, the wild laugh of
the devils from the cave, was borne across
the water; so that they were right glad to
spring ashore, where all three threw them-
selves upon their knees, and returned thanks
to Allah for their escape; vowing by the
Koran never more to consult magicians, or to
infringe the laws of the prophet by holding
intercourse with dealers in sorcery.

Their astonishment and fear increased, how-
ever, when upon reaching a turn of the path,
they saw a large bird float across the waters,
approach the boat and tow it back to the
island.*

Dripping with wet, and eager to escape as
fast as possible, from the vicinity of the valley
of waters, my master stepped forward with a
rapid pace, so before we had walked a farsang,
or reached the summit of the craggy eminence,

¢ Itis a practice with the fowlers, in some parts of
Afghéinistan and Cashmere, to take the skins of aquatic
birds, and form with them a kind of mask, into which
they insert their heads, then getting into the water, they
wade and swim amongst the flocks of birds, and drag-
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overlooking the glen wherein our camp was
situated, Gulabi, overcome with heat and
emotion, found it necessary to repose. Upon
which her father bade Koshroa remain behind
to guard her, while he hastened home to see
whether in truth the Seyed’s incantation had
proved effectual.

Having quenched her thirst at a sparkling
nll, gushing from a fissure in the rock,. my
young mistress was shortly able to proceed ;
and as we soon entered one of the tracks
frequented by our flocks, I scampered forward,
rejoicing in the cool shade, of the wide spread-
ing branches that arched above us.

All of a sudden, I know not why, my limbs
became transfixed by instinctive terror. In
vain I sought to move or bleat. Blood and
sound were coagulated, and my eyes turning
upwards, encountered the appalling gaze of a
huge serpent, whose gigantic folds entwined
ging them one after another under water, twist their

head and fasten them to their girdles. The gourd is
also bsed for the same purpose.
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the stem of a young plane tree, like a mighty
cable twisted round a mast; terribly the mon-
ster glared at me with its fiery fascinating
eyes; as with quivering tongue, wide extended
jaws, and throat inflamed with hunger and
excitement, it barred the passage.

It was not like one of those torpid, languid
reptiles seen in captivity ; loathsome and mon-
strous in size, but weak and lustreless, in force
and colour. No! there it was, radiating in a
thousand prismatic, undulating hues; glossy,
swelling and powerful as an hundred capstans.
Its sinuous contractions crushing forth the
tree’s sap, its weight bending the very stem,
and its fierce vibrations, grating like hail upon
the bark.

Allak il allah! So small a creature as I,
would have been a mere pistachio nut, to a
brute whose huge dilating gullet could make
passage for an antlered stag.

Already it brandished its broad, flat head
on high and exposed its tesselated, white
belly, as gradually untwining its spiral cils,
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it arched the broad circles of its back,
writhed its tapering tail, and took its deadly
aim.

Stricken with terror, the dastardly Koshrou
rushed over the side-ward rocks and fled. A
heart, less generous than that of my gentle
mistress, would have followed his example.
But seeing me doomed to destruction, she
uttered aloud the name of Allah! darted for-
ward and seized me in her arms at the very
moment ‘when the serpent, unclasping its last
fold, prepared to spring.

¢ Poor maiden I’ exclaimed I interrupting
the narrator. “ If you be fabricating a mere
tale, you might as well contrive to rescue her.
If you speak truth, I cannot but lament that
one so young and generous should perish by a
death so hideous.”

¢¢ Allah is indulgent and merciful !’ retorted
the quandom shawl. “ He spreads the wing of
protection over the meanest of his creatures.
He has said that, whosoever intercedeth for
oth@®s with a good intent, shall reap a portion
thereof.”
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“ Was she not crushed to atoms then?”’
demanded I.

¢ Be patient and you shall hear the sequel,”
rejoined the paper. ‘ Remember that many
fleet horses perish in the desert, whilst the
lame ass often safely reaches the end of its
journey.”

It then resumed its story in the following
terms.

One awful bound—one terrible embrace,
and both of us had shared the same appalling
fate. But at the instant the horrid reptile
hurled itself forward like a hissing rocket, its
sinuous tail remained nailed to the bending
tree, its projected body fell to the ground and
in lieu of sacrificing us to its rage, it writhed
and struggled awhile in the dust and then re-
coiling back, again entwined the stem and
furiously gnawed the bark.

The hand of fate is supreme ! Had Gulabi
not ascended the rock during the recent chase;
had not the rays from her eyes penetrated the
young khan’s heart, her cypress form had®ain
a bleeding, slime-slurred mass; disfigured, suf-
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focated, crushed amidst the gigantic wreaths of
Satan’s image.

Stricken by her beauty, as the deer is smit-
ten by the hunter’s arrow, Mir Zeeman, for
that was the youthful chieftain’s name, had no
sooner seen the rights of sepulture performed
over his fallen retainers, then he started, well
armed, from his castle, and hoping to obtain a
nearer view of the beautiful vision which had
enthralled his soul, entered the woods that
fringed our camp. The path he took was that
leading to the vale of waters, and he had not
proceeded far ere he perceived Abdoul and his
daughter ascending the heights. Secreting him-
self in a cleft, overshadowed with fern and
myrtles, he saw us pass and cautiously follow-
ing to the edge of the lake, witnessed all that
occurred, until we returned to shore. Con-
cealed by the forest’s shade, he then tracked us
homewards and feasted his eyes, with exquisite
delight, upon the unveiled beauties of Gulabi,
as she reposed near the mountain rill and
lto.oped to lave her snowy arms and limbs in
the refreshing waters.
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Full of admiration at the courage she had
shewn in confronting Abdallah, whose magical
powers were dreaded by the bravest Afghans,
and inflamed to madness at the sight before
him, Mir Zeeman, who saw that the dates were
ripe and the watchman absent, was tempted to
kill her attendant, as he sat with his back
turned at some distance, and to carry off the
maiden to his castle. But the ardour of his
passion was tempered by the majesty of
her purity. He who feared not to en-
counter tigers, lions or a host of enemies sin-
gle-handed, quailed before the virgin innocence
of this terrestrial houri. A sentiment of res-
pect, which he had never felt for any other wo-
man, enthralled him. His heart was singed up
like burnt kabob. The feeble claws of a pan-
ther’s cub might have torn him limb from limb,
as he stood gasping, panting, spell-bound by
the magic of her charms; he could have fallen
down and worshipped her as the Pagan Hin-
doos adore Chrishna. The beauty he had ad-
mired at a distance was magnified tenfold upon

a nearer view.
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He longed to speak—but he knew that the
presence of a stranger would compel her to
skreen herself from his gaze. Being inapired
with extreme tenderness, he resolved to with-
draw for the present and to endeavour to win,
through the aid of love, the gem which his
heart now told him would be worthless as a
mountain pebble, if obtained by other means.

He had continued, however, to linger near us,
and was about to return home, when Gulabi’s
exclamation warned him of her peril. Spring-
ing from the covert, be bounded forward,
poised for an instant his glittering spear, and
hurling it with unerring force, transfixed the
monster to the tree.

As the furious reptile writhed and bit the
quivering weapon, Mir Zeeman drew his falchion
and with a blow that would have cloven a
dozen folds of felt, severed the brute’s -head
from its body. Leaving the dangling carcase
to coil and twist in hideous agonies, the chief-
tain calmly wiped his reeking blade, resheathed
it in its gem-studded scabbard, and then disap-

VOL. I. K
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peared am(‘)ngst the jungle, ere Gulabi, who
had sunk bewildered to the earth, had time to
recognize her deliverer, or even to know the
cause of her rescue.

The beauty and courage of Mir Zeeman
could in fact only be equalled by his delicacy
and forbearance. Few true believers of his
rank and power would have resisted so tempt-
ing an opportunity, or have remained satisfied
with the gratitude of their own hearts. But
the noble minded Hatim Tai has said, that the
conscience of a generous man is a fountain of
never dying abundance, which affords him rich
banquets, where selfish mortals glean nothing
but ashes. For the one, the green tree of pro-
mise droops down its branches loaded with
luscious fruits; for the other, the luxury of
present enjoyment is embittered with the
wormwood of future sterility. The abstinence
of the first, is more grateful than forty camels
sacrificed by the second, for his own plea-
sure.

It is difficult to deceive the sympathies of
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love. Its light, like the searching rays of the
orb of day, penetrates into the blackest re-
cesses. Its attractions are as mysterious as
those of the loadstone, which whether exposed
or concealed in daylight or darkness, equally
affects the needle.

As a proof of this, Gulabi no sooner lifted
up her eyes and discovered the dying reptile,
suspended to the javelin, than she exclaimed :
“ Thanks be to Allah and the prophet, and
oh! a thousand thanks to him whose valour
rescuéd me from the jaws of death. By my fa-
ther’s head, there is but one hand that could
have done this. My soul tells me that it was
the young kban. Who can equal him in
strength and courage? may his misfortunes be
turned upon me! He has saved my days—
mine are his, if he demand them? but why
depart without a word? Wullah, wullak! he
is great, rich, an overthrower of heroes. Per-
haps he despises the humble tent-dweller, into
whose bosom he has darted the intoxicating
poison of his eye. But God is great! He has
shown mercy in rescuing me from Abdallah’s

K 2



196 THE CASHMERE SHAWL.

witchcraft and from the serpent's fangs. He
may have other gifts still in store.”

Then placing me upon the ground and call-
ing to Khosrou, who emerged from his con-
cealment, trembling like the acacia before
the breath of the north wind, she proceeded

homewards.
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CHAPTER XI

O~ reaching the crags leading down to the
camp, Gulabi paused awhile to look and listen.
Her heart misgave her, however, when wail-
ings, such as women put forth at the loss of
some departed person, rose upon the air.
What could this be for, unless for her bro-
ther?

Alas! her forebodings were but too wel-
founded. The Seyed had not uttered lies.
The devils had quitted the body of poor Hos-
sein, but curses on them, they had carried his
breath with them. Hastily rushing towards
the tents, my mistress entered and heard that
her father had arrived too late to witness Hos-
sein’s last struggle with the inexorable Azrael.
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The unfortunate youth, whose skull, it ap-
peared, was terribly fractured, had surrendered
up his spirit, about the time that we fled from
Abdallah’s island. A manifest proof of the
saint’s supernatural power. There he lay,
stiff and silent, his remains covered with a
linen cloth, his arms stretched by his sides,
and his face turned towards Mecca.

Whilst the servants and old women were
employed in washing the body with cold water,
and rubbing it with rock salt, after tearing
open his shirt, from the neck to the waist,
Abdoul was occupied in reading such parts of
the 36th., 44th., and 45th., chapters of the
Koran, as are appointed to be said over dying
persons in their last agonies. His wife and
daughters, assembled in the inner tent, accom-
panied him, the while, with shrieks and wailings,
that might have been heard as far as Balk, the
mother of cities.

Gulabi’s grief at the loss of her brother was
intense, but in lieu of rending the air with noisy
lamentations, and calling upon the name of the
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deceased, as is usual upon such occasions, she
first kissed her brother’s forehead and silently
withdrew. Then unweaving the ornaments
from her hair, she strewed ashes over her head
and covering herself with her black hood, wept
so bitterly, that the breath of prayer, as it
issued from her mouth, was impeded by the
waters of sorrow trickling from her eyes.

Whilst the preparations for interment were
being carried on, as well as could be performed
in this secluded spot, Khosrou was dispatched
to the market town to summon a Mollah, and
the men, whose unclean trade it is to bury the
dead. Another messenger was likewise direct-
ed to gallop round the neighbouring friendly
camps to announce Hossein’s death.

It being Abdoul’s intention that his son
should not only be consigned to the earth with
due form and honour, but that the accustomed
entertainment should not be omitted, a third
servant was commanded to kill a sheep and two
lambs, and the women were directed to prepare
rice for pillau, with such fruits, cakes, curds,
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‘eweetmesats and drinks as their stores af-
forded.

A short time before night prayer, the
Mollah, with three of bis brethren, made their
appearance, and soon after came the Murde-
shir, (undertaker’s men), who brought with
them an open bier, painted black, which they
fumigated with burned juniper berries, hyssop,
scented willows, and other aromatics.

Finding that the attendants had omitted to
purify the corpse with certain ingredients, in-
dispensible for rendering it fit to appear
before the examining angels, they produced a
" bunch of leaves from the service tree, to steep
in the water employed for purification, together
with & powder made of camphor, sifted lime,
saffron, lemon peel and musk. After washing
the corpse with the former, they carefully rub-
bed every part of it with the latter. Then they
picked the deceased’s teeth with olive twigs,
put a roasted fig into his mouth, filled the ears
with cotton steeped in dissolved wax, and rull-
ing up the body in a k¢fen, (shroud,) deposited
itin the bier.
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The twenty-seven prescribed formalities of
purification and preparation being completed,
they performed their ablutions, said a short
prayer, and covering their hands and feet,
seated themselves on either side to await the
daybreak. They had taken care however, not to
omit fastening the two great toes together with
a strip of linen, or binding up the jaws with a
ligature, fastened over the temples; still less
did they forget to place two lighted tapers at
the feet, or a jar of abseder (service water,) at
the head; the one being emblematical of
eternal splendour, and the other, of the pro-
phet’s pond, which is supplied from 4/ Cawithar,
one of the rivers of paradise, whose name sig-
nifies abundance, whose stream is whiter than
milk, more odoriferous than musk, cooler
than snow, sweeter than honey, and smoother
than cream ; whilst its pebbles are of rubies
and emeralds, and its banks of sparkling chry-
solites.

The Mollahs, who knew they should be well
paid for their pains, relieved each other during

K3
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the night, in reading the Koran, and saying the
appointed prayers.

“Thus if poor Hossein went out of this world
without assistance, everything was dome to
help him in an orthodox manner into the other,
and to save him from 4! Hofoma,—(one of
the compartments of hell,) and to lift him aver
Al Araf,* which the creator in his mercy, has
established as a purgatory, or place of purifica-
tion, for those who are subsequently destined
to taste of those heavenly waters, of which,
whoever drinketh, will thirst no more.

Before dawn, all the family assembled round
the bier, and the women, joined by some crones
* from the other camps, set up such violent

* Al Aref, according to some, means a partition ;
according to others, an elevation ; there are variousnotions
as to the exact use of this wall—but a generally received
idea is, that it is a narrow spot, where those whose sins
and virtoes nearly balance each other, will proceed after
death, and that after a short detentionand purification, they
will be permitted to pass on, and drink of Mahomed’s
pond.— D’ Herbelot,
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cries, that if each had been condemned to he
buried alive, or sacrificed to the manes of the

dead, after the abominable fashion of the
Rajpoots, they could not have made more

noise. So that if it be true, that great
grief is always mute, as I have heard you Fer-
ingees say, their sorrow was so noisy that it
might easily have been enclosed in a date
shell.

Ere long they were joined by many of Ab-
doul’s friends, who of course did not fail to
attend his summons, when they heard there
was to be an entertainment ; for if they had been
ready to fight to save his son’s life, they were
infinitely more eager to feast in honour of his
death.

All of them came as behoved them, with
their lances reversed, sprigs of cypress stuck
in their bridles, large rents.in their clothes,
from the breast down to the girdle, and other
manifest symptoms of distress and sympathy !
When they had picketed their horses, and seated
themselves awhile on the rugs and carpets
spread for them outside, each in his turn en-
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tered the tent of death, smiting his bare breast
in token of grief. Then approaching the
tabout, (bier) they dipped their fingers in the
water jar, and sprinkled a few drops over the
corpse, addressing it thus:  Verily the life to
come shall be better than this life, the Lord of
all creatures shall give thee a reward, wherewith
thou shalt be well pleased ; there is but one God
and Mahomed is his prophet.”

Thereupon they withdrew, repeating their
profession of faith, and reseating themselves
silently outside, awaited the propitious moment
for interment, which one of the priests, who
enjoyed a reputation for great sanctity, and a
profound knowledge of astrology, declared to
be about mid-time, between the daybreak and
noon prayer.

As soon as the sun had advanced half way
towards the south, the first Mollah came to the
entrance of the tent, and bending his head to
the east, north, and south, exclaimed, *“ dlah
Akbar! God is one God, the eternal God !
he begetteth not, neither is he begotten.
There is no one like unto him; praise therefore
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be unto the giver and taker, in whose hands
is the kingdom of all things, and to whom ye
shall return at the last day. It is he that
createth with a breath, and prostrates with a
sign, Allah akbar ! Allah ho akbar I”

Thereupon the undertaker’s men anointed
with camphorated paste the seven prescribed
parts of the corpse, during which operation,
all the assistants prostrated themselves, and
repeated the fateha.

The forehead, great toes, knees and palms of
both hands, having been thus duly anointed,
and the shroud reclosed, they arose, and the
bearers took up the bier, and proceeded towards
the cemetry of Gundab, which was distant
about a farsang down the valley, Abdoul and
his younger sons heading the party of mourn-
ers bare-footed, and the Mollahs walking on
either side of the body, reading, chanting and
praying as they went.

It being against the prescribed rules for
women to attend the ceremony, they remained
at home making up for the inactivity of their
legs, by the agility of their lungs.

Whether it was from force of example
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or excess of sorrow, Allah only knows, but
my gentle mistress now caught the noisy conta-
gion, and screamed if possible, still louder than
the others ; a process in which she was joined
by the whole of our dogs, who with their tails
drooping between their legs, stood howling and
baying around, as if they had learned music
from the evil eyed old crones, whose business it
is to screech at funerals.

It was a melancholy yet picturesque sight,
to watch the mourning train winding down the
sunny flower clad valley; to hear the bulbul’s
tender voice mingling the song of love with that
of death ; to see the black bier with its pros-
trate burden, followed by Abdoul Ali’s friends,
leading their horses and trailing their spears
after them, in sign of sorrow. Their dark
eyes only raised from the ground to watch if
any of the hostile tribes dared to insult them,
or seize this opportunity of wreaking that ven-
geance, which they themselves had determined
to take for the loss of Hossein, who had rer
ceived his death wound at the hands of Mir

Zeeman.
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Nothing ocewrred, however, to disturb the
procession, and in due time, they reached the
cypress shaded city of the silent. Here amongst
a multitude of tombs, some ornamented with
stone turbans, others with Afghan caps, carved
in wood, others again merely distinguished by
the garlands, flowers, or evergreens, planted by
the pious hands of relatives, the bearers de-
posited the bier at eight paces distant from the
edge of the grave which had been excavated
by the chief priest’s orders. The mourners
now formed a circle around and stood, some
with inverted palms, some striking their beards,
and others balancing their bodies from right to
left, as they recited their prayers.

Although Abdoul’s heart was wracked with
the utmost pangs of paternal grief, he bore
himself manfully, and making a sign to some of
the assistants, who were not related to his
family, he bade them prepare to perform the
last duties to the defunct.*

® Itis not lawful for relatives to perform this ceremony

to men’s bodies ; the same is the case at the interment of
women.
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Having approached the bier, which had
been moved at four intervals, to the very edge
of the pit, and having laid hands upon the
extremities of the shroud, Abdoul’s friends
lifted up the corpse, gently lowered it head
foremost, and deposited it upon its right side,
with the face turned towards Mecca, the
Mollahs and by-standers being occupied the
while in repeating the prescribed prayers. One
of the priests during this time, went round
with a piece of cotton, and applying it to the
eyes of the weepers, collected their tears, and
then placed a portion of it upon the mouth of
the deceased, that it might serve to moisten
his lips, until the last day, whilst he squeezed
the remainder into a glass phial, in order to
preserve it, as a remedy for sick persons in
their last agony. This part of the ceremony
being terminated, Abdoul took from his
bosom a small packet of the sacred dust of
Kerbalah, scraped from the tomb of Hossein,
{on whom be God’s peace and blessing), and
handed it to the chief priest, who first raised it
reverentially above his head, and then scattered
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it aver the corpse; then all the by-standers,
with the exception of the brothers, took earth,
and, following Abdoul’s example, gave the
signal for filling up the grave.

When the hole was closed up, each person
again dipped a sprig of abseder (service), in &
water-jar, and sprinkled it over the surface,
and having pressed down the earth, with the
palms of their hands, they repeated the fol-
lowing words after the chief, Mollah: “ Zhe
trumpet shall sound, and, behold he shall come
Jorth from the grave, and hasten to Ais Lord.
Peace, shall be the word, spoken to the rightoous
—Amen

The officiating priests then fell to work, and
read the 79th chapter of the Koran seven times;
which being done, Abdoul not only liberally
rewarded them, and the bearers, but distri-
buted alms among the poor, who stood near
the entrance of the tombs, crying out in a
mournful voice :—“ Y Allah ! alms—Y Adllah /
plms,—Huk! Huk! Charity in the name of
God.”

Although these mendicants were, for the
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most part tattered dervishes, and undeserving
rogues, Abdoul called to mind the words of
the caliph, Omar Ebn Abd Alaziz, who said,
‘ Prayer carries us half way to God—fasting
brings us to the door.of his palace, and
alms procure us admission therein.”

After this the whole party withdrew, and
discharged their fire-arms in the air, partly out
of compliment to the defunct, and partly out
of bravado to the Afghans. Then mounting
their horses, they rode slowly back to the
camp, where they forthwith seated themselves
in a circle, and tucking up their sleeves, set
to work upon the entertainment provided for
them by the women.
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CHAPTER XII

Tre sun had not yet disappeared behind
the western deserts, e’er their carousings, were
disturbed by the arrival of a horseman at full
speed, who reined in his steed, at a short dis-
tance, and, raising himself in his broad stirrups,
exclaimed, ‘ Peace be with you.”

Upon this Abdoul, as master of the feast,
rose up, and, approaching the stranger, replied,
“You are welcome! May your visit be re-
peated I Then, grasping his hand between
his own, he invited him to dismount, and
partake of the mourning viands, apologizing
all the while, for their not being better.

The horseman, whoever he was, thought
them too good to be disdained, for he answer-



212 TIB CASHMERE SHAWL.

ed, “ May you prosper! By the soul of
Omar, you are a hospitable man.”

Then, actively swinging his right leg over
the saddle bow, he leaned upon his lance,
jumped to the ground, told one of the shep-
herds’ sons to mount and walk his horse
about, and, seating himself on the right hand
of Abdoul Ali, fell upon the remains of
the pillau and kabob, with the appetite of a
ghole.

Whilst he is satisfying the cravings of hun-
ger, I will describe his dress and appearance.
On his head he wore a kind of stiff, conical
cap of red cloth, ecurving forward, like the
abomination, which the French infidels call
cap of liberty, fringed round the temples
with black lamb’s-skin, and decorated with an
embroidery of nparrow velvet, and a white
horse-hair plume. His doubled breasted
kaftan (tunic), of red masulipatam chintz,
lined with yellow stuff and sprigged with
white flowers, sat close to his body, and was
orpamented in front, with two rows of silk
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buttons and loops. The sleeves, open behind
from the elbow to the wrist, were also orna+
mented with buttons and braidings, and dis-
closed his under garments, not over white.
A striped, narrow shawl, of various hues,
entwined his waist, and in this was stuck a
long, brass-hilted Afghan poignard and pistol.
His nether limbs were incased in a pair of
blue cloth trowsers, stuffed into high boots,
the heavy heels of which were pointed, and
tipped with iron, to serve as spurs.

A kaba (surtout,) of bright brown stuff.
striped with white, red and violet, was slung
over his shoulders, like a hussar pelisse: under
this, were suspended a quiver of arrows,
and a curved sabre, in a black leather scabbard,
with silver mountings. A kamtchy (whip,) of
office, the handle surmounted with an ena-
melled knob, dangled from his right wrist, in
which he also carried a light spear ornamented
at the head, with long erimson tassels.

His light mouthed horse, was a red roan,
of the Herhat breed, whose trappings con-
sisted of a green leather snaffle, without a head
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front; an Usbeck saddle, with a high silver
pommel, and a breast girth, in the centre of
which was a large mettle boss, shaped like
the dome of a mosque. The hind quarters
were nearly concealed by a housing of figured
stuff, edged with a blue border, and a trimming
of red, and white fringe.

The stranger was a short but handsome
man, with eyes as black as if they had been
steeped in the same surmeh, that served to dye
his glossy beard; his shoulders were broad,
his waist extremely small, and he had a sort
of bold, off hand look and swaggering gait,
which, together with his costume, 'showed him
to be one of the messengers bélonging to the
depertment, of the Hircarrah Bashi, who
perform the same duties for the Sovereign of
Caubul, asdo the Tartars for the Babi Aly, (Sub-
lime Porte) whom may Allah defend from the
grip of that crafty giaour, the Muscovite Czar,
whose object it is to eat into Turkey,
Persia, and Hindostan, as maggots worm
themselves into the hearts of Bokarah plums.

As soon as the new comer had crammed
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himself to the eye lids, so that he was obliged
to loosen his tight riding belt, in order to give
passage to the food, Abdoul thus addressed
him, ¢ May your shadow never be less, my
Agha! May I ask what fortunate star has
brought the light of your countenance to
brighten the abode of mourning. Are you a
bearer of good or evil news? What is your
business ? Speak |”

“ May you perpetually prosper, and may
your flocks multiply, until they are countless
as locusts,” replied the messenger, tossing off
a bowl of Kimmiz (fomented mare’s milk)
“ OQof /’ added he, giving a terrible hiccup ;
% Though I am something, he who sent me is
much more. He does not bid me gird up
my loins, or strike my heels into my horse’s
flanks for nothing. Mashallah ! tidings are
good or bad, according to circumstances.’

“ Your words are as the night mist,” re-
joined Abdoul. “ You are like the date. One
must peel off the husk, and open the shell to
get at the kernel.”

¢ Certainly,” retorted the messenger, “ we
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officers of the Hircarrah, on whom be the
blessings of increase, do not expose the seeds
of our purpose, like over ripe pomegranates.
To worm anything out of us, a man’s tongue
must resemble a cork-screw.”

“ But you must have a purpose,” rejoined
Abdoul, “ or you would not have joined a
mourning entertainment, dressed as if you
were bidden to a circumcision feast.”

“ Allah moobarek I” answered the other,
draining the last drop of lLiquor. “ Our dress
is not to be spit upon. And as to purpose,
none but a madman moves without inteut.
My business is soon told. I am the bearer
of a summons, from the Zept Beg’s deputy,* to
you, and the other heads of camps, requiring
you to assemble on Saturday, in the public
square of Gundab, for the purpose of holding a
council,t to settle the claims upon you for

¢ The Zept Bey, is an Afghan functionary, whose
duty it is to see that all fines are paid, and all confiscated

property duly sequestred and appropriated.—See Elphin-
stone’s Caubul.

t+ These councils, or Jeergas are the meetings of
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blood money. Here,” said he, exhibiting his
whip, * here is my symbol of office ; and here,”
showing a large turquoise ring, engraved with
gilt characters, “here is the deputy’s signet.
On your heads be it. I have spoken.”

“ May you always have strength to sit in
your saddle, and may you never be the bearer
of worse tidings,” replied Abdoul. “ But
how is this? By my father’s beard, you speak
of claims. How can the lion have claims
upon the lamb? We are poor men, tent
dwellers; we have nothing but our flocks, our
sons, and daughters. But God is merciful.
If he has taken from us our children, and our
brethren, if he has heaped ashes on our
heads, by the blessings of Ali, he will re-
compense us.”

« AHak Kerim?” rejoined the other.
“ Though you are Shiites, no doubt he will
whiten your faces in due time. But, by the
elders of tribes who are summoned by the Khans or
chiefs, to settle local disputes. Their decisions are
generally obeyed, and terminated by amicable adjustment
or the submission of the agressing party.— Ephinstone’s
Caxbul.

voL. 1. L
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Zept Beg’s soul, you must first pay your
debts.”

“ Debts say you !” exclaimed several of the
other guests. “ What debts? Have we not
paid before hand for the pastures, on which
our flocks feed, during the hot season? We
owe nothing. What law is this ?”

“ We are no Cazies, Mollahs, Mufftis, or
Mobhtesibs,” answered the messenger, “ all we
know of the law, is to carry its mandates.
Swift horses, hard roads and tight waist-belts,
are all we care about. Whether we take out
a dress of honor, or bring in a dead head, it’s
all one. The law travels in our girdles, not
in the recesses of our brain. Our tongues are
the trumpets; the Naib is the trumpeter.
What else can I say?”

Thereupon he rose up, and instantly
mounted his horse, observing that he had to
proceed some farsangs distant, either to fetch
home the ears of two culprits, which were due
to the Cazy, in virtue of certain crimes, com-
mitted by the delinquents, or to confiscate
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the property of the head of the village, for
not looking to their punishment.

Before he departed, some of the party
gathered round him, and one of them agsin
addressed him, exclaiming :—

« Well spoken, brother ! Mashallah! you
are an active, and prudent man, as becomes
your station. May caution always sit on your
saddle bow. But before you go, you may as
well untie your tongue, and tell us, what are
the claims you speak of. We are ignorant as
blind kittens. We know notﬁing.”

¢ Blind ¥’ retorted the messenger, gathering
up his rein, * you must not only he blind as
moles, but forgetful as the monkeys, which
the filth eating Brahmins of Benares, allow
to commit whatever -pranks they please. Is
it not true that you, and yours have alain
eighteen men of different tribes, amongst
whom 1is the favorite son of the Sirdar, 4l
Ashram (slit nose,) Khan?* Not to mention
divers ears, and fingers cut off, eyes driven in,

® The Sirdarsin general are military men, and go-
vernors of districts, appointed by the King.

L 2
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and. teeth knocked out. Did not Hossein, on
whom be God’s peace, strike the first blow ?
Do you call that nothing? Make your ac-
count. You shall have justice to a hair. All
things have their price. Inshallah! You will
find it amount to a tolerable sum.”

Thereupon, he leaned over his saddle, and
striking his heels into his courser’s flanks,
quickly disappeared amidst a cloud of dust.

As soon as they were reseated, and each had
takenawhif or two from the large common pipe,
which was handed from one to another, a grim
looking old shepherd, named Shir Akram, ex-
claimed, “ By the prophet’s head ! by the
soul of Ali! whose dogs are these Soonites,
that they should laugh at our beards, after
such an unheard of fashion? Are we hogs,
that these infidel followers of Omar should
cut us up for luncheon. Barrak allah!
There is law, or there is no law.”

“ May 'the unclean curs be tucked under
Satan’s arm-pits,” said another.  “ They
weigh blows by the stone, and justice by the
drachm. Is it not an abomination ?”
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Certainly,” responded a third, “a most foul
abomination. Our blessed prophet has or-
dained that, when man cannot obtain redress
from man by law, he must measure it out for
himself, by sword or fire.”

“ Who is there amongst us, whose heart
does not burn for his slaughtered kinsmen *”
ejaculated a fourth.

“None! none!” was the general reply.

¢ Events, every one knows, are in the hands
of Allah ; but judgment, and deliberation are
in those of his creatures,” said a fifth shep-
herd. “ We are men, and they are worse
than dogs. Shall we eat their dirt, and say
thank you ?”

« Astagferoolah  (God forbid,) May
their fathers be burned,” exclaimed several
voices.

¢ Justice is on our side,” observed the
first speaker, * and if we cannot obtain it by
fair means, we will seek other modes of reta-
hation. The old Mollah, and grey bearded
Khan promised fair play. It was a registered
oath. They must abide by it, unless they
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would taste of eternal fire, like the two liars. *
Yes! abide by it to a hair, or our gifted men
shall eat out their livers.”’t

¢ Our loss,” observed Abdoul Ali, * is
greater than theirs. Eighteen only of the
ill begotten curs, died by our hands, whilst
twenty-one of ours have fallen. They who
smote must pay the balance. We, it is, who
are entitled to blood money.”

« Bravo! bravo !” shouted out the whole
circle.

“ May your ewes, and she goats produce
two fold. O Abdoul Ali!” said a stalwart
young shepherd named Zye Muldud, ad-
dressing Gulabi's father.  You are a brave
and prudent man, and have often attended

® Al Aswad and Moseilama, two competitors of
Mahomed, who are generally called, * the two liars,”
in order to show the falsehood of their doctrines,

4 It is a common belief, among the Afghans that
there are individuals, who by fixing their eyes on others,
and making certain signs, have the power of destroying
their livers. A process not much differing from the
belief in animal magnetism.
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the meeting of the elders. Yeou carry the law
under your cap. The breath of your know-
ledge has frequently blown the seeds of
fortune, upon our tribes, and converted the
channel of justice in our favor. You possess
your wise teeth. But look!” added he
opening his mouth, “look! I have lost one
of mine in the battle. What is the price ?”’

“ Three women,” replied Abdoul. * One
with, and two without dowries, or their
value in cash or kind.”

¢« Mashallah I’ retorted the other, *“ let
me bave the cash. What should I do with
two portionless women. I would rather the -
filthy dentist should draw me five teeth, than
have to maintain one of their cursed women.
Besides, they would doubtless fob me off
with some buffaloe waisted, old Shaitan’s
mother, as ugly as a she camel. No! No!
women are bosh. I’ll have the money. How
much is it ?”

“ You are a prudent youth, Zye Muldud,”
exclaimed Shir Akram. ‘ You do well to
prefer ready cash, to old women; the law
says that each portioned woman is worth




924 THE CASHMERE SHAWL.

tén ' ‘tomaums, and the unportioned to
& fourth of that sum. So that your tooth may
bring you in fifteen; wherewith you may
purchase a wife to .your own taste.”®*

“ I know nothing of law,” said another
youth, when the last speaker paused ; “ but if
it be true, that a tooth be worth the price of
three women, how much is the blood money
for a life ¥’

<« Inshallah I” answered Shir Akram, *“we
will soon cast up the reckoning. We are
here under the shadow of the Pushktfoonwullee,t
whereby it is enacted, that a dead man is
" worth twelve living women, six with, and six
without dowries. The value of each death
may therefore be taken at seventy-five to-
maums. The balance being in our favor by
three, we have a claim to thirty-six women

-® A tomaum is equal to eleven shillings English. It iw
the ordinary custom for men to purchase their wives ac-
eording to the reciprocal wealth, and station of the parties.

4 The Pushtoo or Afghan law, which is founded in
a great measure upon the Shirra or Mahomedan code,
and adapted to local usages.
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or two hundred and twenty-five tomaums, to
be equally divided amongst the families of the
slain, according to the rules of the tribes.
Then comes the account of the teeth, ears,
noses, fingers and wounds, above and below
the chin, All, as the ademdjik (little fellow)
said, have their price.”

“ The compensation for a tooth is not so
bad,” ejaculated Zye Muldud; “but who is
there, when he sits down to supper, that
would not rather have his teeth in his mouth,
than a virgin of paradise in his tent? By the
beard of Hossein! Women are common
productions, but teeth will not grow like cu-
cumbers.”

“ True!” exclaimed Abdoul Ali, who, as
before stated, had also lost one of his teeth.
“True! A wound may heal or be concealed,
but a toothless man is like an old dog. An
ass may see down his throat. He is eternally
dishonored. Vengeance on that account never
sleeps. All the world knows the story of
Mir Alem, who married the sister of Feth

Khan, as a compensation for the tooth, which
L3
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he knocked out with his battle axe. But the
latter, nevertheless slew his brother in law,
upon the first propitious occasion.”

“ Bravo! Bravo!” exclaimed a dozen
voices, “ Feth Khan is a proper man.”

“ But what is the damage for the rest ?”
demanded Zye Muldud. * We must cast up
our account, and be on our guard, so that the
rogues may not outwit us. We are shepherds
and they Khans, and to obtain justice in
Caubul, a man must either possess a strong
arm, or the seng i fars”' (philosopher’s
stone.)”

“ Let us see,” rejoined Abdoul. ¢ Then
clapping his hands for Koshrou, he bade
him fetch his kullumdaun (case with writing
materials.) For it chanced that he was not
only able to write, but, from dealing with the
Cashmerian wool merchants, he had a tolerable
knowledge of arithmetic. ¢ Let us see,” con-
tinued he, “placing his paper on his knee,
twenty-one killed at seventy-five tomaums,
that makes one thousand five hundred and
seventy-five or thereabouts. Two teeth may
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be reckoned at two hundred and twenty-five,
three ears, one nose, and a hand, each worth
six women, may be set down at one hundred
and eighty-seven, hesides thirty skull wounds,
each worth one woman, so that the whole
amounts to two thousand and seventeen, more
or less.”

“ Quite correct,” exclaimed Shir Akram,
twisting his large moustaches. “ We will at-
tend the counsel, and with the blessings of Ali,
will obtain redress. If we fail, we will appear
before the Sirdar (governor,) with fire upon
our heads, in token of extreme grief; and if
that does not succeed, by the souls of all the
blessed Imam Zadehs, we will carry fire and
sword_into their hearts and hearths.”

This assurance was received with loud
applause, and the shades. of twilight having
given way to darkness, the signal was given
for night prayer. The whole party there-
fore kneeled down, some on carpets, and
some upon their outspread girdles. When
this duty was accomplished, they rose, and
with the usual exclamations of Vadak! (God
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be with you,) Allah esmarladek ! (God pre-
serve you,) akcham Khair (may your night be
refreshing !) they mounted their horses, and
departed to their divers camps.
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CHAPTER XIIIL

“ TaERE is a period allotted forall things; a
period for fasting, and another for feasting;
the austerities of the Ramadan are succeeded
by the festivities of the Bairam.* There is an

¢ The Bairam is called Id al fetr, or the feast of break-
ing the fast; it commences upon the first day of the
month of SAawal, that is upon the rising of the first
new moon after that of Ramadas. This feast, like the
Christiau Easter, is observed with great rejoicings, and
lasts from three to five days. The werd Bairam, literally
means a féte or holy day in Turkish, thence a common say-
ingis; Aer guné bairam deguil, * Every day is not a
holy day.” The lesser Bairam, called éd al Kourban
or feast of sacrifice, commences upon the 10th of Duk’
Chajja, and lasts two days. It is so called, from its
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appointed time for bewailing the departed, and
another for rejoicing with the living.

“In young hearts, the shafts of affliction are
like the Monsoon’s storms. Terrible and deso-
lating, but quickly sped and followed by in-
creased fertility ; the traces of the lightning’s
furrow upon the dark vault of heaven are not
more transient than the stings of sorrow in
the mind of youth. Allah is bountiful and
just, he has ordained that the early blight
shall not spread its canker over the ripening
fruit, and thus prematurely convert green
youth into decrepid old age. He has visited
us with afflictions to temper our pride;
he has rewarded us with gladness to solace our
insignificance; he has crossed our path with
precipices, that they may serve like sunken
rocks, which render mariners more circums-
pect.

“The dispensations of Allah are all just, all

being the period when the pilgrims at Mecca slay the
victims in the valley of Mina.
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wise; each created object springs from the
fountain of his exhaustible beneficence. The
breath of his purity it felt from the risimg to
the going down of the sun. All matter par-
takes of his essence, and is susceptible of good ;
if the sons of Adam convert it to evil purposes,
the penalty must rest with them ; for although
it be written, that God has created mischievous
things, it is manifest that they were formed
for good purposes; either as beacons to the
righteous, or as chastisements for the wicked.
For who can deny that the evil thing which
turns to a good issue, is not in itself benefi-
cent; even as the good thing, propelled to
impure ends becomes unclean, through man’s
perverseness.

¢ Far be it from me, however, to fall into the
heretical doctrines of the Suffites, who look
upon the universe as alem Khaaial, (a world of
delusion,) who think that pleasure and pain,
joy and sorrow, sour and sweet, light and
darkness, and all other worldly circumstances,
moral and physical, are but the conventional
results of delusion ; who pretend that evil can-
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not exist, since all things emanate from God,
and consequently, that God being the quint-
easence of all perfection, and utterly incapable
of generating evil, his creatures must inevita-
bly partake of divine infallibility, Founding
their doctrine upon predestination, the first
great point of the true faith; they assert that
Allah, being all merciful, and omnipresent,
cannot have foredoomed his own creatures to
eternal fire, for errors entailed upon them by
his own hand ; as that would be a palpable act
of cruelty and injustice, in direct opposition to
his glorious attributes. Consequently they
assert, that as men’s actions are inscribed in
the preserved tables, immutable and unavoida-
ble, there can be no sin, no evil, and that the
doctrines of our creed relating to chastisement,
and the record of evil deeds in Seggin,* are in
manifest contradiction to God’s wisdom and
ineffable bounty. '

¢ Seggin, literally a dungeon, is the book in which
the misdeeds of the wicked are said to be registered. It:
is 8o called, because Seggin is the supposed aboda of-
Satap and his host.
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“'This is a grievous error, for although men's
actions are registered in the book, and although -
the fore-knowledge of Allah extends to their:
minutest circumstances, He has left them to
the influences of their own will. He has said,
‘1 know what you will do, but I do not
command. you to do it ; there is good and evil in
the world ; there is honey and poison for the
soul ; if you drink of the latter, on your heads
beit. I have given you eyes to see, ears to
hear, and minds to reason withal ; my behest
is, that you always dogood; if however ye go
astray, and fulfil my predictions, ye prove the
justness of my fore-knowledge, but not
the contradiction and harshness of my fore
judgment.’

“ When Israfil shall sound the last trumpet,
when the blast of examination shall rouse the
quick and dead with its terrible echoes, these
heretics will see their error; when they are
sunken below Satan’s jaw, and are eating of the
fruit of 44 Zackum, they will open their eyes, and
repent them of their delusion.”

“ The public, for whom I am now endeavour-
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ing to translate your story,” said I, somewhat
impatiently, “ will not care a date shell,
whether you believe in the epicurean doctrines
of the Suffites; whether you are as rigid
an observer of the Sonna, as the most orthodox
Mufti of Stamboul; or whether you are as
strict a Shiite as the Mollah Bashi of Ispahan.
In future, therefore, I will beg of you not to
fall into these controversial digressions, but
confine yourself to your tale.”

I heard my new acquaintance contempt-
ously utter to itself, * infidel! and then
in a loud voice it continued its narration.

Some time bhad elapsed without Gulabi see-
ing any thing more of her soul’s idol. As the
lilly of the valley, or tuberose languishes for the
refreshing dews of night, so her bosom panted
for the presence of her adored. She hadloved her
brother tenderly whilst living, and had mourn-
ed him sincerely when departed. But a new
sentiment, to which her heart had hitherto been
a stranger, now engrossed her whole thoughts,
and weaned them from the cities of the silent,
to the abodes of the living.”
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Her father having proceeded to hold coun-
cil with his friends, she went forth, upon the eve
of the day appointed for the meeting, and
seating herself upon a rock at some distance
from the camp, mournfully watched the rays
of the setting sun, as its golden tints lit up
the rich landscape, or flickered upon the mi-
arets and terraces of Gundab, near which arose
the turrets of Mir Zeeman’s castle.

The five prescribed days of mourning being
ended, and it being also the Sabbath, she had
attired herself with more than wonted care. She
had put on her richest apparel, and adorned
her raven hair with strings of coins, intermin-
gled with crimson blossoms from the pome-
granate, and clusters from the yellow jessa-
mine. There being no one to observe her,
except Al Sejil, the angel who registers the
accounts of men’s actions, unless perhaps it
was one of the Ryots, who being a slave, of
course, counted as nothing, she laid aside her
hood, and showed her head, which could only
be likened to the dark night, spangled with a
thousand glittering stars. So beautiful did she
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appear, that the envious roses drooped their
blossoms, jealous of the nightingales, who
deserting the gardens, perched around my
mistress, and poured forth their strains in
homage to her budding charms.

But notes more sweet than those of the bulbul
now fell upon her ears. From the bosom of a
neighbouring thicket, the tones of a Persian lute,
accompanied by a voice, gentle and harmonious
a8 that of lsrafil to the blessed, was borne upon
the breeze. It sung of hope, joy, and the bliss
of lovers. Gulabi felt a thrilling, delicious fever
circulating through her veins, she listened with
beating heart and thought herself in para-
dise.

Of a sudden, she was aroused by the ap-
proach of footsteps, and ere she had time to
veil herself and retire, a stranger stood at her
side. For a moment, she flattered herself it
might be Mir Zeeman, but although she scarcely
dared to lift her eye upon the intruder, a single
glance sufficed to show, that the person be-
fore her, was the very reverse of the young
Khan in looks, though by the costliness of
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his dress, he was apparently equal to him in
rank.

Allah has shown the wonderful extent of his
power in the shape and contrast of the things
he has created. He has placed the hideous
rhinoceros in the same forest with the graceful
antelope; he has bidden the lovely rose to
shed its fragrance by the side of the nauseous
hemlock ; he has commanded the gentle dove
to skim the same element with the ravenous
vulture, and the hideous crocodile to cleave the
same wave with the gold scaled carp. He has
made man after various images, some white,
some black, some red, some resembling eagles,
some rams, and some snouted like unclean
swine ; but Mahomed Al Ashram Khan, for it
was he who stood by Gulabi, resembled
neither bird, beast, fish or reptile. His nose,as
his name indicated, was split up the middle,
or rather the spot where a nose ought to have
been grafted, was occupied by two dingy
orifices, whence a filthy cut ran down to his
mouth, and divided his upper lip, which was as
thick as that of an fEthiop;
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The latter defect might have been concealed
by his beard, but his chin was nearly as barren
as a garden stripped of its foliage by caterpillars,
being only sprigged here and there with a few
straggling, grizzly hairs, resembling packing nee-
dles; his eyes were not larger than the berries of
the mountain ash, and much of the same flam-
ing colour, whilst three or four dead white
spots on his cheek showed that his blood was
tainted with the hideous ala, (leprosy).*

As some compensation for the defects of his
visage, his stunted figure was athletic as that
of a Stamboul porter, his strength was prodi-
gious, and his shoulders broad enough to carry
a pair of camel panniers.

His dress was also extremely rich: on his
head he wore a black, gold crowned Afghan

* This was probably not the leprosy, but the disease of
the beard, called mentagro, (varus montagra), so named
because it attacks the chin and cheeks, quoniam a mento
JSeré oritur, It was known to the Romans, and is men-
tioned by Pliny, as a new and frightful malady, which
disfigured the face. :
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skull cap, encircled by a costly shawl; his
shirt of white Persian linen was concealed by a
tunic of crimson silk, embroidered with gold
flowers, and ornamented down the front and
sleeves with rows of sugar loaf buttons, and
loops of gold cord. His ample trowsers were
of violet culoured silk, embroidered in silver,
and his boots of shagreen leather, tasselled in
front, and worked over in various flowery
patterns. Round his waist, a long narrow
shawl of rich cashemerian stuff, wrought in the
most brilliant designs, held his jewel hilted -
poignard ; his shoulders were protected from
the sun’s rays by a loose mantle, decorated
with filagree buttons and tassels; a cord of
crimson silk with gold bosses and knots, held
his curved sabre, the purple velvet scabbard and
mountings of which were ornamented with a
profusion of precious stones.

Beneath the shade of the forest, stood several
of his mounted retainers, one of whom, seated
on his Lord’s superb Curdish horse, kept its
blood in circulation by riding it in circles, ac-



240 THE CASHMERE SHAWL,

cording to the custom of the Afghan grooms;
a second led his greyhounds ; two others carried
upon their wrist a couple of Skak Bazi, (royal
falcons,) hooded and furnished with leather
leggins to protect them from being torn by the
brambles ; a fifth held his double barrelled Eu-
ropean fowling piece, which he had received as
a present from an English ambassador, on his
way to knock his head at the threshold of the
Balla Hissaur at Peishwer.* The Khan had in
fact gone forth to enjoy the pleasure of hawk-
"ing partridges, when his own eyes, sharp as
those of his falcons, discovered game of a more
inviting kind.

“ Mashallah I’ exclaimed Al Ashram, rudely
laying his hand upon Gulabi’s shoulder, and
tearing the veil from her face, “the beauty of
Zoleikha might have been transcendant; but

® The Balla Hissaur, is the castle at Peishwer
where the Kings of Caubul occasionally resided. It was
in this fortress, afterwards destroyed by the Seiks, that
Mr. Elphinstone’s mission was received in 1809.
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had Joseph set eyes on you, Kitfer the Egyp-
tian would have swallowed most astonishing
filth, even though old Jacob had devoured his
son’s hands, instead of merely nibbling his
fingers ends.* Poof! who was Zoleikha ; she
was not fit to be your slave >”’

Thereupon he attempted to sully her cheek
with his horrid lips, and even to rend open the
upper part of her garment.

“ Let your servant depart in peace ! replied
Galabi, trembling from hand to foot, and vainly
struggling to escape from his grasp ;  are you
an unbeliever, that you thus transgress the
law? Allah has given vou power to protect,
not to oppress.”

“ Well said, child!” rejoined the Khan,
“ that is my intention ; come with me: you
shall be the rose of my harem : my other women

¢ Kitfir, a corruption of Potiphar; according to the
Mahommedan tradition, Joseph being sorely tempted by
the blandishments of his mistress, the spirit of his father
Jacob appeared to him, and bit his fingers, which
brought him to his senses, and preserved him from
seduction,

VOL. I. M
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shall be your footstools, you shall be as the
koh-i-nour, (mountain of light,) diamond,
amidst pebbles* Inshallah! you shall com-
‘raand theém, me, all ; itis an oath I’

“ By your mother’s soul, my Lord ! let me
be gone,” answered the maiden,  have pity!
if my father were to see me thus unveiled, he
would curse his child.”

“May your father be burned,” retorted the
Khan. “What areall the fathers in the world
to Al Ashram? By the Padisab’s beard, my
dogs shall defile their graves.”

“ Allah Kerim !’ exclaimed Gulahi, looking
at him with mingled disgust, and filial pride,
“if my father were here, you would not dare
utter such words. Your people have already
felt the strength of his arm.”

“ And who is this mountain Roustam ?”

replied Al Ashram smiling contemptuously,

® Koh-i-nour, this besutiful brilliant, as large as a
pigeon’s egg, belonged, until his death, to Runjeet Sing,
Maharajah of Lahore. It was extorted from Shah
Soudja, ex-King of Caubul. Runjeet Sing bequeathed it, at
his death, to one of the religious temples of his dominions.
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and clapping his hands at the same time, as
a signal for his retainers to approach. “ Who
is this lion eater P’

“ Who ?” ejaculated the maiden— why
Abdoul Ali the father of Hossein.”

“ What, he who slew my son?’ roared
out the Khan, his small red eyes sparkling
with fury, and his long yellow teeth, pro-
truding through the slit in his hare lip. ¢ By
the prophet’s beard, my stars are propitious.
They have thrown a twelfth of the blood
price in my way. But what is the Afghan
law to me? Possession is more than law.
Once within my harem, we will see whether
these shepherd curs will dare yelp at my
gate.”

“Allah protect me!” exclaimed Gulabi, in
a paroxysm of terror.

¢ Hola! hola! come hither,” continued the
Khan, addressing his followers and casting
his sinewy arms round the struggling maiden’s
waist. “ Be quick! tether this young
doomba. Lift her upon a saddle, and let two
of you deliver her in safety, to Ib'n Ergedji,

M 2
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the chief of my eunuchs. Begone. Let the
rest follow me to the chace.”

Upon this, two of the attendants jumped
from their horses, untwined their girdles, cast
them round Gulabi, pinioned her arms, cover-

ed her head, and in despite of her tears and
" outcries, dragged her towards a third who
stood ready to receive her on his saddle.

But ere they could accomplish their pur-
pose, a youth in the dress of a shepherd, with
no other arms than a stout staff, and a kind of
guitar slung over his shoulders, sprung like a
ray of light amongst them. Felling the two
ravishers to the ground, he seized Al Ashram’s
gun from the man who held it, and cast
himself before my mistress, who, in an instant
discovered her beloved Mir Zeeman. Then
levelling the weapon at the Sirdar, he swore
by the waters of paradise, that he would send
a bullet through his heart if he offered further
violence.

The Khan’s followers now drew their scimi-
tars, and prepared their matchlocks, but Mir
Zeeman coolly exclaimed : ¢ Sheath your
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swords, and down with your fire-arms, or by
the soul of Omar, I will pull the trigger.
Your chief’s blood be upon you.”

¢ Bishmillah ! Am I less than a dog? Am
1 smaller than an ant, that you dare thus spit
on my beard ¥’ roared out Al Ashram. “Is
the Sirdar nothing in the land? Slaves!
Are you all cowards? Fire! slay! kill! I say.
On your heads be it.”’

Notwithstanding this command the atten-
dants, who knew the courage and address of
Mir Zeeman, and feared that he would not
only execute his threats upon their master, but
reek his vengeance upon themselves, remained
motionless; whilst Al Ashram in a paroxysm
of fary stamped, tore his splendid tunic with
his two hands, and blasphemed in a manner
that was sufficient to startle Eblis, and make
him stop his ears with the mud of 4! Haw-
tyat.¥

“ Calm your fury Al Ashram Khan,” said
Mir Zeeman. “I have sworn by the Caaba to

¢ The lowest dungeon of hell. Literally a deep pit,—
Notes to Sale’s Koran,
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protect this maiden even to death. Mount
your horse then and depart. Let fly your
bawks upon the wild birds, but leave this dove
in peace. You are a Sirdar! A governor!
Your duty is to enforce the law, not to infringe
it. How can you expect the ruled to bend
the knee to justice, if the rulers set it at de-
fiance ? Barrak allah! You are a great man.
There are few more powerful. Do not turn
your breast from the things that are right, and
lessen your shadow by acts of violence.”

« Seize ! killl kill them both!” roared out
the infuriated governor. “ What filth is he
uttering? What bosh is this that he is cram-
ming into our ears? Fire, I say, or I will
impale your bodies on red hot spears.”

Alarmed by this menace, two or three of
the retainers brandished their scimitars, levelled
their matchlocks, and seemed disposed to
obey, which Gulabi perceiving, she cast her-
self before her defender, generously resolving
to shield him with her body. But Mir Zeeman,
softly putting her aside, and bidding her fear
not, exclaimed, '
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“ Gently! As you love your lives, move
not a hand or foot. Are you all mad. Listen!
I am Mir Zeeman Khan; I am something; I
am not born to swallow your nastiness. By
the prophet’s grave, beware! If you do not
desist and retire in peace, I will shoot. Jn-
shallah! 1 can die but once, but I will not
fall unrevenged.” :

“ The girl is mine by the law of retaliation,”
answered Al Ashram, somewhat staggered by
the youthful Khan’s resolution. ‘ Whose dog
are you that you should stand in my way?
My son fell by the hand of these Kaffirs. By
my soul, I will have his price, and this is but a
twelfth part of it.”

¢ Let the Cazy decide that,” replied Mir
Zeeman, “ and if she be yours lawfully, the
will of Allah be done. But until thatis set-
tled, you shall not lay a finger upon her,
although you were the Padishah himself.
What? Are the Afghan people mere chaff,
that the king’s officers should bruise their
heads ? Are they slaves or dirt, that you
should close the book of justice upon them ?
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By my eyes, your arrogance knows no
bounds, you play the king with us. Wullah /
You Kiazilbash Lords make Sultan Mahmuod's
name hateful.”

“ Hogs, sons of hogs, seize, kill the traitor,”
replied the infuriated Sirdar, as he drew his
own sabre, and reckless of Mir Zeeman’s threats
advanced towards him,

What might have happened, Allah only
knows, but at this instant, one of the grooms
gallopped up with his master’s horse exclaim-
ing, “I am your sacrifice. I am nothing.
My Lord’s word is law. Butsee! By the
Sirdar’s shadow, see! There is a troop of
armed people descending the mountain track.
They are of the girl’s tribe. They are many,
and we few. Our Khan’s life is too precious
to fall by such unclean hands. Mount, my
Lord! The blind Kaffirs will fight like tigers
for their cubs, See ! They couch their
spears, and bend over their saddles. In Allah’s
name be quick!”’

It was as the fellow said. A party of about
twenty mounted shepherds, well armed and



THE CASHMRRE SHAWL. 249

headed by Gulabi’s father, were seen ap-
proaching at full speed, with the intent, as it
turned out, of passing the night at Abdoul’s
camp, on their way to the council.

In despite of his passion and disappoint-
ment, Al Ashram thought it prudent to follow
his attendant’s advice; he therefore vaulted
into his saddle, and muttering vengeance
against Mir Zeeman, set spurs to his steed,
and dashed into the shades of the forest.

Scarcely had he disappeared, ere Gulabi
threw herself upon her knees, and kissing the
hem of the youth’s garment, enthusiastically
thanked him, for saving her from a fate more
terrible in her idea, than that from which she
had been rescued a few days previous.

Mir Zeeman had scarcely time to raise her
from the ground, and to utter a few expres-
sions of tenderness, ere Abdoul and his com-
panions reached the spot. They had seen the
Sirdar’s people ride away, and observed
Gulabi upon her knees before the youthful
Khan.

Perceiving that she trembled from head to
M3
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foot, and that her eyes were still filled with
tears of emotion, they' thought that Mir
Zeeman, whom they instantly recognised, in
despite of his disguise, had been guilty of
violence. Without waiting, therefore, to ask
any questions, Abdoul drew forth his pistol,
and exclaimed. “ Hound! dog! Son of a
burned father! Are you not content with
slaying my son? Must you seek to defile my
daughter? What! Are we goats, that you
come to insult our women, under our very
beards? By the blood of the martyr Hossein,
1 will have vengeance.*

“ Kin! Kin!” (vengeance,) re-echoed the
other shepherds, and before Abdoul himself
could execute his threat, Zye Muldud unslung
his long gun, and discharged it at the heart of
the defenceless youth.

* The Shiites and all Persians pay peculiar veneration
to the memory of Hossein, who was murdered on the
desert of Kerbelah, between Medina and Kufah. The
anniversary of his death is celebrated with peculiar so-
lemnity and mourning, during the month of Moharrem,

with which the Moslem year commences .—Morier.
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A piercing shriek from Gulabi rebounded
from rock to rock, in response to the echo of
the shot, as regardless of her father, and the
presence of so,many strangers, she sprung
forward, and casting herself upon the body of
the fallen Khen, encircled him in her arms, as
closely as the vine tendrel clings to the droop-
ing willow.

But Allah is merciful! The messenger of
death had been foiled in its errand. It had
encountered the hilt of Mir Zeeman’s dagger.
Although struck down by the concussion, he
was but little injured. Disengaging himself,
therefore, from the weeping maiden and re-
gaining his legs, he raised his voice, saying,

“ Brothers ! are you mad? are your eyeballs
dissolved? Cannot you distinguish between
black and white—between the saviour and the
spoiler> Do not cast away the key of discri-
mination. It is true, I may have killed your
son in open combat, but not until he had fore-
stalled the price of blood, by slaying the friend
of my heart. Besides, have I not balanced the
deed by rescuing your daughter from the grasp
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of Al Ashram? There is justice in all things.
Had it not been for me, the maiden would
have been torn from you, quicker than the
news could have reached heaven.”

“ It is even so !’ exclaimed Gulabi rising and
folding her arms across her bosom. ¢ By my
mother’s grave, by Ali and the twelve Imams,
it was he who rescued me, the other day, from
the serpent’s jaws, and but a moment past risk-
ed his life to tear me from the clutches of the
blood-drinking Sirdar. By my soul, it is so.
Let your wrath fall upon me, therefore, and
not upon him!”

“ Good,” replied her father, returning his
pistals into his holster. “ I do not rush for-
ward biting and snapping without sense, like a
dog driven mad by the simoom.* No one
ever said that I was like one of the Pagan
Hindoos, who put on their yellow garments
and devote themselves, by terrible oaths, to
kill and destroy all whom they encounter. I
have not discarded reason from my breast.

¢ Hydrophobia is supposed to be produced by this
pestilential wind.
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The law does not declare that a life saved shall
be the balance for a life taken. But no matter!
Iam no brute. Mir Zeeman Khan you rescued
my daughter from death and dishonour. In-
shallak! 1 will not be ungrateful. Come to
our camp. I am a poor man; I have no Meh-
man Khaneh, set apart for strangers ;* but you
shall taste of my salt and eat of my bread.
Your life shall be as mine. Fear not! come !
it is an oath by the Koran.”

% Allah be praised,” answered Mir Zeeman.
“ You are a sensible and generous man; you
shall not sow your seed on barren soil ; you have
studied the words of the sage, who said, that the
patience of the poor is preferable to the liberality

® The laws of hospitality are so strictly obeerved jn
Afghanistan, that every village, castle, and even camp
has its khaneh, (lodgings,) for guests, where they are en-
tertained either at the expence of the community or pro-
prietor. In the town of Rochester there exists an esta-
blishment of a somewhat similar kind, which the founder
endowed for the reception of poor wayfarers, with this
proviso, as the inscription bears, that they be neither
rogues, lawyers, or other evil disposed persoms,
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of the wealthy. If it please God I will recom-
pense, though I cannot accept your hospitality.
I must return home; I know the Sirdar’s re-
vengeful spirit. His son and I were bosom
friends, we were of one breath; but now there
will exist a feud to the death between us. I
must put my followers upon their guard.”

Then casting a look of mournful tenderness
at Gulabi, he took his departure, greeting Ab-
doul and his companions with the accustomed
‘Khodah Hafiz i shumah, (God preserve you.)

My master now led his guests to the tents,
where they picketed their horses in two pa-
rallel lines outside, rubbed them over with
coarse hair gloves, tethered and padlocked
their fore feet, fed them with barley mixed
with strips of sugar cane, and covered them
with rugs to keep off the night dews. After
this they sat down to a frugal supper of curds,
cakes, dried fruits and milk, and having smoked
for a short time, each man said his prayer,
placed his saddle for a pillow, rolled himself
up in his cloak and betook himself to rest.
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CHAPTER XIV.

Al Tarek, had not yet ceased to illumine
the regions of air with its piercing bright-
ness,* erec Abdoul and his friends shook
sleep from their eyelids, mounted their horses
and set out for Gundab. Each being careful
not to omit saying the fatehat, as well as to
invoke the blessing of Allah upon their future
deliberations, by repeating their profession of
faith.

® Al Tarek, the morning star.

4 The Fateha, or al Fatehat, as before observed, is the
first chapter of the Koran, of which it is looked upon as
the quintescence. It is designated by various titles, such
as the prayer, the chapter of praise, of treasure, of infal-
libility, etc. It may not be uninteresting togive it at
full length. ** Praise be to God, the Lord of all creatures,
the most merciful, the King of the day of Judgment.
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Gulabi,” who was now more deeply enamour-
ed thaa ever of her deliverer, abandoned her-
" self the while to those delicious hopes, whose.
Elysian dreams open a blissful prospect of
never fading happiness, to such whose hearts
are entranced by the impressions of first love.

Previous to the day of the chace, before her
eyes had encountered the soul subduing glances
of Mir Zeeman, her breast had been ignorant of
any other affections than those which the
force of nature attracted towards her father
and brother. Before that, it is true, she felt
that there was an indefinable craving, a void in
her bosom. But gay, fluttering, heedless as
the spangled butterfly, she laughed, frolicked
and talked of becoming the inmate of a stran-
ger's harem with as much indifference, as if
she were regardless how she were disposed of.
Until then her sorrows and her wants were
those of an infant raised by a passing cloud,

Thee do we worship and of thee do we beg assistance.
Direct us in the right way, in the way of those to whom
thou hast been gracious: not of those against whom
thou art incensed, nor of those who have gone astray””
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solaced by a transient sun beam. A new shawl
girdle, a fresh blown rose, a cluster of the
swelling blossoms of the anemony, sufficed to
captivate her affections, and assuage her wishes.
Her ears required no other music than the
bulbul’s notes, and her eyes no other charms
than the mountain scenery. She who, like the
modest sensitive plant, formerly recoiled at
the approach of strangers, or shrunk with ter-
ror from the uplifted scimitar, now rivalled
Asia, the wife of Pharoah in heroism.* S8he
now felt inspired not only by new sentiments,
but by new courage. The enslaver of hearts
had instilled his powerful excitements into the
recesses of her soul. Thus she had dauntlessly
encountered Abdallah’s spells. She had no

® Asia, the daughter of Mozfthem ; her royal hus-
band, according to Ialla’ dollin, and other Arabian wri-
ters, put her to the fiercest tortures for believing in
Moses, all of which she supported with rare fortitude,
until the angels taking pity upon her, carried her up alive
to beaven. She is looked upon by Mahomedans as one
of the only four perfect women. The others are the
Virgin Mary, Kadijah, the prophet’s second wife, and his
daughter, Fatema.
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less devotedly offered herself, as a sacrifice, to
the devouring reptile that had menaced my
life, and regardless of her own safety, had
made a rampart of her body, that she might
avert the danger which menaced her beloved.

By the bright eye of Ali, O Effendi, there is
no sentiment more capable of rousing the
mind to acts of self-abnegation and generous
devotion, than that which now inflamed the
heart of Gulabi, It softens man, and ennobles
woman. It tempers the powerful, and
strengthens the feeble. It encourages the
timid, and curbs the bold. It blows aside the
distinctions between the Khan and the peasant,
‘and elevates the slave to a level with the sul-
tan. Thus, although the modest tent-dweller
was aware of the distance, that separated her
from the rank of Mir Zeeman, and although
he knew that Gulabi could neither bring a
dowry of jewels, shawls and brocades, or boast
of those genealogical glories,* so much prized

® The pride of ancestry, is carried to as great an ex-
teat in Afghanistan, as in Germany. Many instances
are cited by Mr. Elphinstone, and other travellers.
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in Afghanistan, she only thought of her ado-
retion for him, of his beauty, valour and
generosity ; whilst he,. setting aside all mer-
cenary considerations, was resolved to place
her in his harem, not as a slave, to be con-
founded with a herd of other women, but as
his wife, the raby of his treasure, the mistress
of all.*

Not being able to lavish her tenderness upon
him who had excited these new born sen-
timents, Gulabi gave ease to her overflowing
soul, by expending a thousand affectionate ex-
pressions, and caresses upon me, as if I had
been Mir Zeeman himself. She drew me to
her side, cast her snowy arms around me,
pressed me to her swelling, panting bosom,
and imprinting a hundred kisses upon my
forehead, addressed me by all manner of en-
dearing names. Bhe called me her angel of day,

* The romantic tendency of the people is also cited.
This would appear singular, in a Mahomedan country,
had we not examples, of the same romantic sentiments,
in the Moors of Spain, of which their history, and
poetry furnish a thousand traits.
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ber heart’s light, her soul’s king, her eyes, life,
Sultan, and in short a multitude of other fond
terms, equally descriptive of her unbounded
attachment. Not satisfied with this, she
wandered with me into the neighbouring shady
ravines, and collecting a garland of roses,
oleanders, myrtles, and other wild flowers,
all allusive to her passion, she wove a chaplet,
wherewith she decorated my neck. Not for-
getting to bind it together with straws, in
order to express how utterly her heart was en-
slaved.

The day was drawing to a close, when Ab-
doul returned from the council, and to judge
by the state of his spirits, it was evident that
matters, had either gone favorably for him and
his friends, or that the meeting of elders, had
terminated in the parties freely indulging in
the forbidden juice. No sooner did he enter
the tent, than summoning his wife and daugh-
ter before him, he exclaimed,

« Mashallah! did I not say that our faces
would be whitened? What dogs are they,
that they should hope to circumvent a Kiz-
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zilbash ? By my soul they brought their beards
to a wrong market. Ah! Gulabi, my beart!
You are a fortunate girl. The star of good
luck, glitters on your forehead. You have
beauty and sense. With these two qualities,
one does not require the philosopher’s stone.
Ah! you giddy thing, there is not a maiden in
all Afghanistan, more to be envied. You will
soon repose upon a bed of tulips. Return
thanks to Allah, and the prophet, that you
bave a father like me, and moon face like your
own. 7Tair (destiny,) has filled our mouths
with good things.*

“ Js the balance of blocd money in our
favor then ?’ demanded Abdoul’s wife, Amima.

 Balance !’ retorted he, “ 1 spit upon
balance. The khan’s favor is better than
all the law in the world, May he prosper !”

On hearing this, blushes deep, and ruby co-
loured, as if produced by dyes, pressed from
the ruddy insect, which feeds upon the afchik,

¢ Pair, literally means * the bird,” but itis used fign-
ratively to signify fate, in allusion to the ancient custom

of consulting the flight and entrails of birds to foretell:
events,



262 THE CASHMERE SHAWL.

suffused mi mistress’s cheeks.* Her “young
and generous heart, which now was absorbed
by Mir Zeeman, throbbed violently with love
and hope. Already, she saw herself united to
the Lord of her life, and had nigh fainted with
excess of joy. In the exuberance of her de-
light, she took her father’s hand, and after
respectfully raising it to her forehead, affec-
tionately pressed it to her lips. Amima, in
the mean time, first stared at her husband,
and then at Gulabi, being quite as much
puezled by his words, as by his daughter’s
manner. At length she exclaimed :—

“Eh! Eh! What has happened? By my
head, what makes you, Gulabi, look as if the
Padishah had selected you for his Sultana,
and you Abdoul Ali, as if he had sent you a
dress of honor, and a camel load of silver?
What means this? I dare say after all,” added
she, with a crabbed jealous expression, ¢ that
it is only some portionless woman whom you
have got in exchange for your lost tooth.”

® Atchik is a plant of the il.ldigo species, which pro-
duces an insect resembling the cochineal.
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% Perhaps s0,” answered Abdoul calmly.
“ What is written, is written. Teeth are no
bad things, nor women either.”

« Teeth I’ ejaculated his wife. “ Teeth
to be sure are all very well, but how shall we
maintain more women. Y Allah, you talk
of teeth and women as if the south wind bred
curds and fruits, as plentiful as it did quails
and manna for the Jew Moses. But of what
use are teeth, and women, to us poor people ?
It is preferable to be an ess, with a bundle of
thistles before it, -1 say, than a Turcoman
horse with no other food, than the desert
sands. It would have been far better, if you
had brought word that wool had risen in the
Peshawar market. By my eyes.”

“ By your eyes ! why you are blind,” exclaim-
ed Abdoul, interrupting her; “ and as to eating,
much filth, you seem to be swallowing. Wool
added he. ¢ Curses on wool! 8ilks, velvets,
money, favor and exaltation are before me.
The path of distinction is open. My star is
on the ascendant. Who knows what I may
become > Destiny is ruler over all.”
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“ No doubt it is,” answered Amima.  If
that is all you have gained from going to the
counsel, I see no great cause for boasting.
Mud may be converted into a palace, if Allah
pleases. But it will be long before you be-
come a great man.”

“ By my beard, you are braying like an ass,”
retorted Abdoul.

“If I am an ass,” answered she, ¢ you had
better lighten the burden of my ignorance. In
the prophet’s name! if your brains are not
muddled, tell me what has happened. Why
do you double the folds of your breast? Am
I not your wife? Are we not like two al-
monds in one shell? Have I not a right to
know ?

“ All in good time, my soul |” rejoined Ab-
doul, with the same coolness. ¢ To-morrow or
next day you shall see. Until then slispend
the current of your curiosity. Be contented,
for the present, with hearing that a great man’s
eyes have fallen upon Gulabi, and that T am
a partaker in his favor.”

This ambiguous reply only served to aug-
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ment Amima’s curiosity, but her husband not
being in a humour to satisfy her, answered :

“ Mashallah ! 'The propitious hour will not
be long coming. Is not that something to
boast of ?”

Then bidding his daughter fetch his water
pipe, and reclining himself upon a camel hair
cushion, he continued smoking, meditating
and fingering the rosary, which hung to his
right wrist, until it was time to sleep.

Amima no soonér heard him commence
snorihg, than she tarned her attacks upon my
mistress ; who, not without some reluctance,
confessed her passion for Mir Zeeman, and ac-
counted for her father’s mysterious expressions,
by saying that the young Khan had doubtless
made overtures for her hand. Although
Amima’s vanity was well pleased, at her hus-
band becoming father in law to so exalted a
personage as the Khan, she could not help
feeling a pang of jealousy. For Gulabi, not
being her own daughter, she was exceeding
envious of her good fortune. Indeed she did
not take much trouble to conceal her feelings

VOL. II. N
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as appeared by her exclaiming, “Wonderful !
wonderful! By my soul, fortune has indeed
crammed your mouth with abundance of split
sugar canes. Eh! what a miracle ! you have sown
thorns, and gathered roses. No doubt, when
you are a Khanum, with your slaves and eu-
nuchs, you will scarcely condescend to notice
your own shadow.”

¢ Ana Khanum,” (O mother and mistress) re-
plied Gulabi, “ do you take me for a Yezedek’ a
devil worshipper?”

« Allah forbid,” rejoined the other; ¢ but
certainly, your head will be turned, you will be-
come so proud at your good fortune, that you
will not permit your step mother to rub her
nose at the threshold of your apartment.
Wonderful fine things you will no doubt
receive from your bridegroom; Y Allak! it
will be a rare sight to see the daughter of the
Kaffir Thibetian decked out with silks, bro-
cades and jewels, ai doudu ! who would have
thought of your ever becoming the mother of
Khans and Begs. I already gee you riding in
state to the mosques and ’baths, whilst all

~ e
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the passers by, are ordered to turn their faces
to the wall, lest they should pollute the great
lady with their impure gaze. 1 and your
sisters will be as dirt in your eyes, and yet you
can neither dance, sing, or possess a single
accomplishment to qualify you even for a
dancing girl; astonishing filth your pearled
mouthed Khan will be forced to submit to with
such a wife. But there is such a thing as
divorce in the land, so take care.”

And so saying, the ill natured woman, who
was as spiteful as a black scorpion, withdrew,
before Gulabi had time to answer. She had
scarcely turned her back however, ere sounds
far different from her shrill accents attraeted
my mistress’s ear. Soft, and melodious tones
like those that had captivated her attention
upon the previous day, again floated upon the
night breeze. Her heart whispered that this
could be no other than Mir Zeeman. En-
tranced, enchanted and thrilling in every
vein, she listened with palpitating eagerness,
and as her father appeared to sanction her
passion, she thought there could be no harm

N2
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in approaching the spot whence the sounds
proceeded. It was a serene and lovely night,
well fitted to attune the soul to love. Balmy
zephyrs fluttered in murmuring sighs through
the perfumed foliage of the wild jessamine
and scented willow. The torrent’'s surge,
dwindled by the autumnal heat to a mere rill,
now plashed in gentle cadence to the bulbul’s
song. The crescent lamp of God sailed bright
and lustrous through a sea of fleecy, pearl
tinged clouds. Myriads of sparkling orbs hung
clustering in the liquid firmament, mantling
terrestrial objects in a silvery veil; so light was
it that a purblind scribe might have decyphered
the most crabbed handwriting by their light,
save where the giant cedars and towering
planes stretched forth their sombre shade across
the vale.

Drawing her wrapper closely round her
person, Gulabi cautiously crept from the tent,
and proceeding some distance, paused to listen ;
but all was silent; either her senses had de-
ceived her, or the notes had ceased. No other

-sounds were audible, than those of nature’s

e e




THE CASHMERE SHAWL. 269

breath; with here and there the plaintive
warblings of the bird of love. She lingered,
however, in the hope that her ears had not
spoken lies; but she was disappointed. Awed
by the superstitious feelings common to the
Afghans, she began to repent of her boldness,
and fancied that the music was but the delusive
artifice of the hideous demons of the waste,
who were said to haunt the mountain soli-
tudes.

“ Allah is omnipotent! as a symbol of his
power, he has created genii, devils and other
malevolent beings. But of all mischievous
creatures, the blood thirsty gholes are the most
terrible ; with fiendish malice they -strive to
allure travellers either by the deception of
the desert smoke, (mirage,) which they fashion
by day into the likeness of transparent rivers
and tree sheltered lakes, or entice them into the
wilderness at night, by filling the air with
heavenly melodies. Thus they often succeed
in ensnaring their victims, whom they tear
limb from limb, and gorge upon their flesh.”

Although Gulabi had courage to affront the



272 THE CASHMERE SHAWL,

“ Those lights, exclaimed they, have lured
many travellers into eddies, where they con-
tinued to whirl round until they perished or
were engulphed by the rapids. They are
mere deceptions of the gholes, who flit every
night above the dangerous rocks, or they are
the spirits of the slaughtered Kaffirs, who thus
seck to avenge themselves upon such true
believers, as chance to approach their death
place.’*

Fearing to advance, and equally dreading
to turn her back, for it is supposed that the
gholes have no power over those who boldly
confront them, Gulabi stood rivetted to the
spot. At length having called upon God to
protect her  from the mischicf of the night,”
and having repeated the words “ La Allah
Tlallah) Mahomed rassoul Allah, (there is but

® The ignis fatuus alluded to by Abdoul, is mentioned
by Burnes. That enterprising traveller witnessed the
phenomenon of the lights upon the same spot where they
were seen by Gulabi’s father.
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ment Amima’s curiosity, but her husband not
being in a humour to satisfy her, answered :

“ Mashallah ! The propitious hour will not
be long coming. Is not that something to
boast of ?” .

Then bidding his daughter fetch his water
Pipe, and reclining himself upon a camel hair
cushion, he continued smoking, meditating and
fingering the rosary, which hung to bis right
wrist, until it was time to sleep.

Amima no sooner heard him commence
snoring, than she turned her attacks upon my
mistress ; who, not without some reluctance,
confessed her passion for Mir Zeeman, and ac-
counted for her father’s mysterions expressions,
by saying that the young Khan had doubtless
made overtures for her hand. Although
Amima’s vahity was well pleased, at her hus-
band becoming father-in-law to so exalted a
personsge as the Khan, she could not help
feeling a pang of jealousy. For Gulabi, not
being her own daughter, she was exoeeding
envious of ber good fortune. Indeed, she did
not take much trouble to conceul her feelings

VOL. J. N
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as appeared by her exclaiming : “ Wonderful !
wonderful! By my soul, fortune has indeed
erammed your mouth with abundance of éplit
sugar canes. Eh! what a miracle! you have sown
thorns, and gathered roses. No doubt, when
you are a Khanum, with your slaves and eu-
nuchs, you will scarcely condescend to notice
your own shadow.”

“ Ana Khanum,” (O mother and mistress) re-
plied Gulabi, “ do you take me fora Yezedeh! a
devil worshipper?” '

¢« Allah forbid,” rejoined the other; “but
certainly, your head will be turned, you will be-
come so proud at your good fortune, that you
will not permit your step-mother to rub her
nose at the threshold of your apartment.
Wonderful fine things you will no doubt
receive from your bridegroom; Y Alah/ it
will be a rare sight to see the daughter of the
Kaffir Thibetian decked out with silks, bro-
cades- and jewels, ai doudu ! who would have
thought of your ever becoming the mother of
Khans and Begs. I already see you riding in
state to the mosques and baths, whilst all
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one God, and Mahomed is his prophet),”® she
summoned courage to return, and already
reached a little thicket close to the tents, when
a tall figure rose before her, and instantly
incircling her waist with his sinewy arm, im-
printed impassioned kisses upon her velvet
cheek.

For a moment, she was so startled and con-
founded, that she did not know whether it was
her lover, or one of the gholes. Her dread of
its being the latter soon vanished, but this
caused her little relief ; for a voice, rough and
harsh as that of a half grown buffalo bellowing
for its dam, muttered in her ear :

¢ Fear not ! my soul burns for you, you have
reduced my heart to ashes. I have long
adored you; you are as beautiful as a young
fawn, you are a carnation—a thousand carna-
tions. I am your slave; every hour of life is a
new death to me.”

The moon’s rays now fell upon the speaker’s
face, and instead of the stag-like beauties of

® This is the mussulman profession of faith already
spoken of.

NS
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Mir Zeeman, they disclosed the wild and coarse
features of Zye Muldud, the young shepherd,
who had fired at the young Khan.

Upon discovering this, Gulabi replied not,
but made every possible effort to escape from
his grasp. It was in vain, however, that she
struggled, he held her as a blacksmith’s vice
holds the heated iron. Finding herself nearly
exhausted, my mistress at length exclaim-
ed:

“ How is this Zye Muldud? by my father’s
beard, you must be overcome with intoxicating
drinks. O unfortunate man ! do you not dread
Abdoul Ali’s rage ? is his daughter like a mere
shawl goat, that you could thus steal her for
her fleece? are you a plundering Kybeeree;
a vampire ? Unhand me, I say, or by the holy
Kehblah 1 will shout for help.”

“ Do not kick up all this fuss, or look so
angry,” answered the young shepherd without
relaxing his hold. “ What filth is this? Am
I not a fit man for a husband? Am I not an
expert musician > Who can draw sweeter notes
from the lute? Have I not flocks and tents?
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All I want is a beautiful wife—and that wife
yourself, Come! my horse stands ready on
the other side of the torrent; my friends are
there to protect us. See how their match lights
glimmer through the shade.”

« I will sooner spring to the bottom of that
gulf,” replied Gulabi.

“That is easily done,” answered Zye Mul-
dud. “ Bat you had much better cross quietly
over with me. ‘Before morning we can be safe
in the territory of another tribe. Your father
will not dare molest us. Inshallah !/ we shall
be as secure as eggs under a hen.”

Gulabi was about to raise her voice for assist-
ance, when he placed his brawny hand upon
her mouth and added: ¢ Utter not a word,
or by the souls of all the Imams, I will hurl
thee headlong over the rock. I could cast my
girdle round thee, and proclaim thee mine,
according to the usage of the Dooranees; but
as I have not the means of paying thy price,
I shall carry thee off and laugh at their beards
Nay! by Allah, resist not. I will not be
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thwarted, though thou wert the prophet’s own
daughter.”’

Then suddenly taking off his lamb skin cap
and thrusting it over her head, eyes and
mouth, so as to stifle her cries, he bound her
arms with the strap of his powder horn, lLifted
her from the ground, and, in despite of her
struggles, bore her towards the spot where he
had left his horses.

In order to secure a direct passage across the
chasm, which separated the two banks of the
torrent, Abdoul Ali had recently felled one of the
lofty cedars that overhung the stream, so that
its two extremities rested upon the opposite
rocks. By lopping off some of the branches
and squaring the stem it formed a bridge, nar-
row almost as that of 4/ Sird¢, but over which
a person with firm step and steady head could
nevertheless pass without difficulty.

On mounting the craggy point, serving as
an abutment for this rustic arch, Zye Muldad
measured the distance with his eye. Although
his sandalled feet were as sure as those of a




THE CASHMERE SHAWT. 277

mountain goat, he paused and gazed with fear
and hesitation. To spring across, even as he
had come, with the speed of a cat was nothing
to him, when at liberty; but with both arms
occupied by such a burden as he carried, the
attempt was full of peril. The slightest false
step, or uneven balance, would inevitably
plunge him and the maiden into the abyss, which
yawned black and forbidding at the distance of
ity ghez beneath.

Unwilling to lose time by descending the
carrent, until he could reach the spot where
the shelving banks and shallow waters admitted
of an easy passage, he resolved to adopt an-
other mode of securing his prize. He, there-
fore, placed her upon her feet, unbound her
hands, lifted the cap from her eyes, and draw-
ing his long knife bade her proceed silently,
before him, under penalty of instant death.

It was an awful thing for one so deeply ena-
moured to be reduced to this sorrowful alter-
pative, and to see all her paradise of bliss thus
converted into a grave of sorrow. Her first
impulse, therefore, upon recovering the use of
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her voice was to shout aloud for aid. But Zye
Muldud’s weapon glittered at her heart, and
paralyzed her tongue. Her next idea was to
cast herself into the chasm, and to die faithful
to Mir Zeeman. But her sturdy persecutor held
her arms, and pushing her before him enforced
compliance.

In vain she invoked Allah and the prophet.
The night breeze and the deep mutterings of
Zye Muldud alone responded to her sighs.
Already she had nearly traversed half the dis-
tance, when the moon’s rays, dancing upon
the falling waters, joined to her fears and agi-
tation, caused her head to turn giddy, and she
would have fallen had not the shepherd sup-
ported her. It was a fearful sight to see them,
as they stood upon the narrow path which
stretched like a dark thread from crag to crag.
The black outlines of Zye Muldud’s giant frame,
contrasting with the maiden’s sylph like figure,
gave him the appearance of Eblis driving the
spirit of some unhappy, dishevelled sinner into
the regions of eternal punishment.

Having somewhat recovered, Gulabi was
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about to proceed, when upon a sudden a flash,
Like that of lightning, illuminated the torrent’s
edge, and the sharp, cracking explosion of fire
arms, accompanied with yells of  dog! rascal !
son of a burned father!” reverberated from rock
to rock. A groan, loud, deep and agonizing
instantly burst from Zye Muldud, who stand-
ing for a moment, with his hands to his breast,
reeled—tottered and then pitched headlong
into the gulf. In an instant more Abdoul Ali,
followed by his sons and Ryots, bounded
down to the spot, and with frightful execra-
tions against their victim, and with menaces
against Gulabi, rushed upon the prostrate

tree.
Seizing my mistress, who had saved herself

from destruction by clinging to a half cut
branch, they brought her back, and would have
put her to death, had she not cast herself upon
her knees and sworn, in the most solemn man-
ner, that Zye Muldud had used violence to-
wards her, and that she had no other alterna-
tive but death or compliance.

The hand of Allah was visible in all this. He
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often ordains that the most worthless creatures
shall be instrumental to the most beneficial
ends. Terrified at seeing my mistress thus
torn from me, I scampered up and down bleat-
ing in a piteous manner. This had been heard
by Koshrou. Dreading Abdoul’s anger for
permitting any of the flocks to stray from the
fold, he had crept forth and witnessed what
was passing. Hastily returning to the tents,
he aroused his master, who seized his arms
and flying to the spot, thus rescued his daugh-
ter.

When the morning’s sun arose, the body of
the shepherd was found at some distance,
torn, mangled and nearly devoured by beasts
of prey. May the pen of the most merciful
efface his misdeeds from the register of the
recording angel.
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CHAPTER XV.

Tae hour at which the first ruddy tints of
dawn summon the faithful to early prayer, is a
moment of rejoicing to all God’s creatures.
But this enjoyment was not the portion of Gu-
labi. Our blessed prophet, after defeating the
tribe of Mostalek, in the sixth year of the He-
gira, (about A. D. six hundred and fifteen), did
not overwhelm his virtuous wife, Ayesha, with
more unjust filth, for having imprudently re-
turned to seek for the necklace of Onyxes,
which she lost by the way side, on her return
to Medina, than was lavished upon my mis-
tress by Amima, and her daughters, for her
conduct on the preceding night* Every un-

® Poor Ayesha was accused of having gone back, not
to look for her necklace, but to meet a certain person
vamed Safwds Ebn ol Moattel, the which not only
cansed a great deal of ill natured gossip, to the disparage-
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clean term that jealousy, or ill nature could
suggest, was cast upon her. If they had scour-
ed the streets of Djelalabad, which has the
reputation of being one of the foulest cities in
the East, they could not have accumulated
more abundant nastiness. One said she was
polluted, so that no ablution would purify
her. Another called her a she dog. A third
compared her to a hen. A fourth upbraided
her as a wanton, whilst a fifth named Mah
Zyia, (moon light,) spat at her and rebuked her
in bitter terms for causing the death of a youth
who, next to the defunct Hossein, was admitted
to be the lion eater of the surrounding camps.
The anger of the latter girl was in fact excusa-
ble. She was herself enamoured of Zye Muldud,
who had once secretly squeezed her hand, and
at the festival of new year, had presented her
ment of her character, but also excited suspicions in the
mind of her husband. However, as Mahommed thought it
inconsistent with his dignity, to admit his wife’s ten-
dency to flirtation, he settled the matter by declaring, in
the 24th chapter of the Koran, revealed shortly after,

that the whole story was a falsehood. An admirable way
of avoiding the embarrassments of Doctor’s Commons.
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with a garland of flowers; all of which she
construed into the language of tenderness. So
that when she came to hear of his death, she
not only tore her own garments and hair, but
flew like a panther at Gulabi’s face, and being
a powerful wench, would have ripped her beau-
tiful features to shreds, had not her brothers in-
terfered. It was high time that Mir Zeeman
should arrive, and remove her; otherwise her
life threatened to become so miserable, that
she would have as much cause to deplore Zye
Muldud’s untimely fate as Mah Zyia herself.

Fortunately her patience was not long put.to
the test. As she was sitting in the inner tent
mournfully assisting her sisters to weave a piece
of woollen stuff, to the music of their revilings,
her father entered and calling her, ma’ chodka,
(my darling,) bade her attire herself in her best
garments, the propitious hour, to which he
had alluded upon the preceding evening, be-
ing nigh at hand.

Although Gulabi did not venture to ask
any questions, Amima unloosened her tongue
at a furious rate, and insisted upon the mystery



2684 THE CASHMERE SHAWL,

being cleared up. But the only reply she re-
ceived was: ¢ Patience, we shall see.”
. Although Gulabi’s step mother, and sisters
were ready to bite off their fingers with jea-
lousy, they did not fail to gather round, and
aid her toilet. In the first place, they combed
out her long raven locks, which they divid-
ed from the forchead to the back, so that
they fell down, like a shower of litiuid jet over
either ear. They then collected, and braided
them together in two tresses, and having adorn-
ed them with gold coins and chains, inter-
mingled with such wild flowers as were at hand,
fastened them behind, with an ivory bodkin,
after the fashion of affianced ormarried women.
Next, they tinged her eyes with antimony,
and the palms of her hands with hena, and fixed
upon her arm an amulet of cornelian, intended
to insure a numerous progeny. After that,
they put on her an under garment, of white Ma-
sanderan linen, embroidered round the chest,
and wrists with coloured worsted ;* trowsers
of cwlumcar (figured cotton,) stockings of
® The peasantry in several parts of Spain use the
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striped stuff, and yellow boots of Candabar
leather.

A sprigged chintz tanic was then drawn
over her person, and fastened across the chest,
with worsted loops. A narrow shawl, of Ba-
hawulpour manufacture, was wound round her
waist ; a black hood, trimmed with yellow fringe,
was placed upon her head, and her blue veil
or wrapper, being thrown over her shoulders,
her toilet was completed.

The beautiful Zeinab, of whom our blessed
prophet became so enamoured, that he caused
her to divorce herself from his adopted son
Zeid, and then took her to wife, could nof
have appeared more lovely, though decked out
in all the splendour of paradise, than did my
mistress in this simple attire,

Scarcely bad she terminated these preps-
rations, ere the neighing of horses, mingled
with the tinklings of camels’ bells, and the
voices of strangers, were heard outside.- Ab-
doul and his sons, who had likewise attired

same ornaments, to their camisas (shifts.) A custom
evidently to be traced to the same oriental origin, .
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themselves in their best raiment, then went
forth, and were greeted by the new comers,
with all manner of salutations, and complimen-
tary inquiries, to which they answered by loud
and repeated exclamations, of “ Allah Shukur /
(praise be to God.) You are welcome ! Peace
be with you! Are you strong? Do you
digest well? May your faces be eternally
cleared.”

Thereupon the others replied, < We are
your sacrifice. May it be auspicious! May
they increase! May their dwellings be well
peopled.”

The chief of the messengers, who was now
invited to sit down, then produced a bag of
money, some stuffs, and other valuables, which
had been sent as a present for Abdoul, or
rather as the price for his daughter.

After coffee, and dried fruits had been eaten,
and the usual pipes had been bhanded round,
so that each took a whiff in his turn, my mis-
tress was summoned to come forth, which she
did veiled, so as to conceal all but her eyes.
In vain did these eyes, wander in search of her
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adored Mir Zeeman. She consoled herself,
bowever for his absence, by recollecting that
it was not the custom for bridegrooms to
appear in person, upon these orcasions.

The messengers being ready, and all pre-
liminaries settled, Gulabi now bade adieu to her
family, and with a palpitating heart prepared
to step into one of the camel panniers, which
had been sent to convey her to her new abode.

Abdoul, who in despite of his love of money
and ambition, was a good kind of man at
bottom, and extremely fond of his children,
could not suppress his emotion, at the de-
parture of his daughter. In the effusion of
his heart, he swore by 4! Dorah (the model of
the Caaba, which is preserved in heaven,) that
if she had anything to ask, it should be ac-
corded, although it amounted to half his
substance. But my innocent mistress, who
considered herself richer in the possession of
Mir Zeeman, than all the Sultanas in the world,
richer even than Balkis, Queen of Saba,* who

* Balkis, according to Pocock, was twenty-secénd so-
vereignof Yeman. Thepresents alluded to were sent when



288 THE CASHMERE SHAWL.

presented Solomon, with a thousand beautiful
slaves of both sexes, five hundred bricks of
gold, anda crown of precious stones, besides

she was summoned to an interview, by a letter, which Al
Beidawi says, was carried to her by Solomon’s mes-
senger, the celebrated lapwing. In order mot to be
outdone in splendour, Solomon received the queen
seated upon a throne entirely made of precious stones
in an immense hall, built of gold and silver bricks; the
pavement of which was transparent glass, laid over run-
ning water, filled with fish. The object of this latter
singular flooring, was to make Balkis believe that she
was about to step into real water, and thus to induce
her to shew her legs. For Solomon, who was curious
in these matters, had heard that Her Majesty’s nether
limbs were covered with hair, **like those of an ass.”
The stratagem succeeded. For Balkis no sooner ap-
proached the entrance, than she lifted up her robe, on
purpose not to wet its costly texture, and thus exposed
her shaggy ancles. Solomon, though mightily struck
with the beauty of her face, was so disgusted at this sight,
that he could not be brought to marry her, until some
clever genii came to his assistance, and by means of a
powerful depilatory, succeeded in ridding the Queen of
this unWightly appendage.—So says the Arabic author,
Iallalo’ dinn.
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an infinite quantity of pzarls, musk and amber,
replied that she had only one favor to ask.
This was, that 1 might be permitted to accom-
pany her as a play thing? 1 was therefore
lifted into the same pannier, whilst four of our
fattest tailed sheep were placed to balance us
in the opposite hamper.

The latter animals were intended as a feast
for the Khan’s followers, who also received
some other trifling presents. All things being
settled, a sheet of crimson silk, fringed with
gold, was thrown over the panniers, and we
started off, amidst the firing of muskets, and
shouts of da aman i khoda (God preserve you.)

VOL. I. o
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CHAPTER XVL

Taz shades of evening had already fallen
upon the earth, ere we reached our destination,
so that although an owl, during day, might
have seen through the little grating made ex-
pressly in the panniers, an eagle could scarcely
distinguish surrounding objects at that mo-
ment.

At length we reached a lofty wall, a high
narrow door was thrown open, and admitted
us into an outward court, which besides being
embellished with gardens, fountains and
kioshks, contained stables and sheds for horses
and attendants. In this were many of the
Khan’s followers holding torches, among whom
stood more than one in the dress worn by the
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little messenger who had visited the camp, with
others in coats of mail, well armed. It was
evident, therefore, that Mir Zeeman was a man
of great power and wealth ; so that my mistress
could not conceal her satisfaction at the idea
of becoming the wife of so eminent a personage.

We then passed through a second gate, into
another square, surrounded on three sides with
buildings two stories high; here also were
many of the chief’s retainers; some smoking,
some roasting pieces of flesh upon their ram-
rods at a charcoal fire, some sleeping upon
coarse carpets under the vaulted arcades that
occupied one side, and others amusing them-
selves by playing at marbles, or fighting quails,
by the light of paper lanterns.

Our escort having dismounted outside, de-
livered us over to the care of some men armed
with sabres, shields and lances, who guarded a
third door. Thence we passed into an inner
court, overlooked on the north, by a long
sculptured balcony, and upon the south by
latticed windows, lighted within, and resound-

o2
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ing with sounds of music, and the echo of
female voices; this was the harem, the end of
our journey.

The camel having been conducted to the
front of a low postern at the corner of one of
the buildings,it was made to prostrate itself.
The covering of the panniers was taken off,
and a tall Abyssinian negro, with a most for-
bidding countenance, but dressed in a costly
tunic of crimson silk, a broad turban of white
and gold brocade, and a shawl girdle, in which
glittered a jewel-hilted poignard, stepped forth
and invited Gulabi to descend and follow
him.

She complied, and as I sprung out at the
same time, I heard shouts of laughter from
above; even our grim attendant could not
suppress his smiles, upon seeing his master’s
bride accompanied by so unusual a favorite.

« By the Khan’s salt,” said the grumpy old
rogue to himself as he passed the threshold,
“our lord’s favourite is évidendy as great a
glutton as a Vizeeree. She thinks she is
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coming to a land of famine, and has brought
wherewithal to make a kabob. This comes of
falling in love with these wild Kaffirs.”

Gulabi did not feel offended at the last part
of this observation, for she had always heard
that the Kaffir women were the most beautiful
of all the mountain tribes.

Our conductor, after shutting the door, led
us up some marble steps into a spacious and
lofty hall, the vaulted roof of which was sup-
ported by painted columns and adorned with
arches of carved wood, finished with scrolls,
inscribed with golden lettered sentences from
the Koran. A crystal lustre, filled with
coloured wax tapers, hung from the centre,
and upon either side were several windows
fenced with gilded lattices, and many doors
sheltered by velvet and silken hangings. Along
the walls, which glittered like stars, from being
washed with seemghil* (silver earth), were

¢ Seemghil is a kind of stucco or plaister, made of a
white argillaceous earth, mixed with tin or silver
filings, which give the walls a sparkling appearance. It
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spread narrow strips of felt, serving as seats
for attendants. The floor was of tessellated
marble, and so slippery that I had much
difficulty in keeping upon my legs.

Across the lower end of the apartment ran
a partition of close lattice-work, painted and
embellished with rosettes and knobs of gold,
supporting silk draperies. We passed through
an opening in this into a second hall, similar
to the other, with this difference, that fifty
sparkling streams sprung upward from a foun-
tain in the centre, and then fell back in
diamond showers to vivify a lapis lazuli basin,
filled with golden fish; whilst the evening breeze,
penetrating with the moon’s rays through the
lattices on one side, came ambered with the
fragrance of a thousand flowers? The intervals
between the sashes were also fitted up with
niches and shelves, upon which pyramids of
china and crystal vases, containing pickles,
sweetmeats and sugared almonds, were ar-

might be advantageously introduced in the vestibules of
English private and public buildinge.



THE CASHMERE SHAWL. 295

ranged according to the fashion of houses in
Khorassan, which are usually furnished with
Zerf Khanek, (China Chamber.)

Gulabi had scarcely time to cast her eyes
upon objects so novel and brilliant, at least,
to one who had hitherto known no other
abode than a black tent, and no other adorn-
ments than those with which the hands of the
creator had embellished the mountains, ere
the Negro drew aside a curtain, clapped his
dingy hands, and threw off his slippers.

In a few seconds a door opened, and se-
veral females made their appearance. After a
few compliments, the latter took my mistress
under the arms, and led her through a passage
into an apartment, the doors and windows of
which were screened with costly hangings of
Meshed velvet, whilst the walls, and ceilings
were adorned with flowery frescos, and Persian
oil paintings, representing various scenes from
the Shahnamah of the immortal Firdausi. A
rich woollen carpet, of Herat manufacture,
tinged with the most glossy dyes, covered the
floor. At the furthest end, were some silken
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cushions, embroidered in gold, and ornamented
with rich bullion tassels. Wax tapers, burn-
ing in mother of pearl sconces. illuminated
every corner, their brilliancy being heightened
by large mirrors, inserted in the panels.

As soon as Gulabi entered, the women con-
ducted her to a small carpet of the richest
Cashmerian shawl work, spread over the place
of distinction, near the cushions, and respect-
fully bade her be seated.

The Negro then placed his right hand upon
his breast, and addressing her, said, ¢ Night-
ingale more melodious than the bird of a
thousand tales; Rose more fragrant, than all
the flowers in the garden of Timour Shah ;
you are mistress here. Itis our Lord’s plea-
sure, that you should be treated as though
you were more precious than wood, upon the
banks of the Sourk Roud (red river.)* We,

* This stream rises in the white mountains, and emp-
ties itself into the Caubul river, near Jellalabad. The
country it traverses is 8o arid, and devoid of timber, that it
is common to exclaim, If you burn the wood of Djag-
dolak, you melt gold.—Burnes’ Travels.
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and his other servants, are ready to do your
bidding. These women are your slaves. They
are less than nothing. If they offend you,
clap your hands, say smite, and by the Khan’s
breath, I will cut off their ears.”

“ WWadilah ! tillah ” exclaimed one of the
females, who seemed to be the directress of
the others. “By my heart, you would save
them devouring an ass load of nastiness, if the
operation would prevent their hearing the
croakings of such an old raven as you.”

¢ Silence! Door Yanak,” (pearl cheek,) re-
torted the Negro, with a voice and frown, that
made Gulabi tremble. “Am I less than a
dog, that I must swallpw your filth? Listen !
You are expert in the arts of the bath, and
toilet, see that our master’s selection be
attired as becomes the favorite of so great a
man. Let nothing be wanting. If she should
ask for the pupil of your eye, obey 1"

“ 1 will answer for the Khan’s being satis-
fied,” answered Door Yanak. “ He is a man!
Mashallah! he knows what beauty is. But
you! What can you know of such things?

o3
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Allah Kerim! With such a form, and face
as this, little art is required. O my soul!
whoever saw such eyes—such cheeks—such
lips?” Then taking off Gulabi’s hood, and
wrapper she continued. “ What are the Houri
of paradise to this? Look at her cypress
waist, her swelling, tulip form.”

“ Enough! enough!” replied the grim su-
perintendent of the harem. ¢ Place a clog upon
your tongue, and give the reins to your hands.
You chatter faster than all the magpies in Za-
boulistan (Caubul.) Our Khan will soon be
here. If all is not prepared look to your
mouths.” ’

 Kaorbanet i shumah (we are your sacrifice)
my Agha,” answered all the women, bustling
as if they already felt the tingling of his slipper
on their lips. Upon which the Negro muttered
a few oaths, and left the chamber. As soon
however as his back was turned, Door Yanak
exclaimed. “ Curses on the old devil-—co-
loured infidel. His soul is twin brother to his
face.”

“ Why did Allah create such foul creatures
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said a second. “ His sting is as venomous, as
that of a black scorpion,” ejaculated a third.
“ Fifty such semi-demi brutes, would not make
the twentieth of a man,” added a fourth.

“ May his father, and grandfather be
burned,” echoed a fifth. “ Oof! I spit on
his beardless chin. He is like a gun without
a match.” '

Allah only knows how long they would have
continued to exercise their powers of abuse
had not Door Yanak made them a sign to de-
sist ; whereupon they pulled aside a curtain,
and lifting up my mistress, conducted her to
an inner chamber.

This, though smaller than the other, was
equally well furnished, and contained a variety
of costly dresses, and essentials for an eastern
toilet, which were laid out upon cushions, or
spread upon- trays. These Door Yanak said,
were intended for my mistress’s use. She
then fell to criticising Gulabi's attire, declar-
ing that the materials were so coarse, and ill
fashioned, as only to be fit for the tent of a
mule-driver, or shepherd.
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Whilst she was contemptuously employed
in pulling off Gulabi’s girdle and tunic, one of
the other women approached with a salver
strewed with sweetmeats, cakes, assafceetida
gum, and preserved white rhubarb. A second
offered her salodeh,* mixed with snow and
quince sherbet, in a china bowl standing upon
a saucer of silver filagree, studded with tur-
quoise and opals, on which floated one of
those exquisitely carved rosewood drinking
ladles made at Astahbonat, in the province of
Darabgerd. A third presented a tray of japan
work, brought from Yarkend, on which were
tastefully piled a profusion of Peshawer pears,
Ghuzna plums, Candahar figs, and Caubul
mulberries, garnished with gilded leaves, and
intermingled with slices of Bokhara melon, and
the celebrated seedless pomegranates of Bala
Bagd, whose renown extends to the farthest
parts of Hindostan. A fourth stood by with

¢ Salodeh is a kind of feculent jelly made of wheat
pulp. Itis mixed with sherbets and cooled with snow,
and is not unlike the gramolata or granita of Italy. Tt
is the favourite beverage of all classes in Afghanistan
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a basin and ewer of rosewater, to pour over
her hands; whilst a fifth held a fine linen
napkin, on which was embroidered the fol-
lowing precept from the Koran: * Eatf of every
kind of fruit, and walk in the beaten paths of
the Lord.”

Gulabi would, at that moment, rather have
seen Mir Zeeman than all the costly garments
and jewels which Shah Soudja al Moulk,
king of Caubul, lost at the battle of Nimla,
when he was defeated by the Vizir Feth Kan,
who placed the Sultan Mahmoud upon the
throne. She would rather have tasted of the
delights of his company than of all the fruits
and preserves from the southern deserts to the
foot of the snow covered Kok i Baba.* She
would have preferred the fragrance of his
breath to that of all the flowers in the hundred
thousand gardens of Caubul. Nevertheless,
she ate of these delicacies for fear of not doing
justice to her lover’s attentions, sighing the

® The Kok i Baba (hill of the father) is one of the lofe

tiest peaks of Hindou Cosh. Its absolute altitude, ac-
cording to Burnes, is 18,000 feet above the sea level.
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while, when she compared her own burning
impatience with his delay.

“ But God is omnipotent!” said she to
herself. “I1 am an ignorant creature, and
know nothing of the ways of the great. By
my soul!” continued she, as her eye fell upon
the jewels and dresses before her, “these must
be treasures from the cave of Jemshed, of
which I have heard so much talk. The lord
of my soul must have fished up the gold breed-
ing stone, which the alchymist, Dost Mirdan
Khan, cast into the Indus, after he had com-
pleted his famous gardens at Peshawer. None
but magicians or genii could have produced
such marvels. But, after all, what is the lustre
of diamonds to the brilliancy of his eyes, or
the whiteness of pearls to that of his teeth ?”

She had no further time, however, for re-
flection; for her busy handmaids, having de-
spoiled her person of all its vestments, so that
she stood there like Eve, when Allah first
formed her from the left side of the father of
men, drew aside a curtain, and conducted her
to a marble bath, erected in a large recess.
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After unbraiding her ebon tresses, they im-
mersed her in the water, and covering her
with an ointment of that exquisitely perfumed
clay, called ghil i koshbui, rubbed her for some
time with coarse felt gloves. After that, they
poured warm rosewater over her, and again
rubbed her with a paste made of sweet al-
monds, musk, and powdered orange flowers.
A second shower of rosewater was then gently
thrown over her shoulders, and having reposed
awhile, they lifted her up and placed her upon
a couch covered with purple velvet. One then
took an arm, another a leg, and enveloped
her in soft linen towels, heated over a wicker
basket, underneath which burned a charcoal
fire made of aloes, cedar-wood, and odoriferous
cistus. Being quite dry, they then kneeded
her limbs, and cracked her joints, until they
became as supple as the pliant branches of the
sweet scented willow, and vied in whiteness
and polish with the purest ivory from My-
sore.

Door Yanak who, it appears, was equally
well versed in the art of complimenting as in
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that of preparing the toilet, now started back,
and cried out, “ Charming, most charming!
did I not say that our Khan was a judge of
perfection? can all the world produce any
thing comparable to this? my soul ! my heart!
Who is there can look upon such charms and
not faint with rapture? what are the heart
ravishing images of Hafiz and Ferdausi? what
are the ideal beauties of Sady to these realitics?
By the souls of the four perfect wumen, it is
unfortunate that you did not live in the days
of the prophet ; if he had cast eyes upon you,
he would have sent Ayesha, Khadija, Zeinab,
and all his wives to the right about and married
you. It was of you no doubt whom the poet
thought when he exclaimed, ¢ The maidens with
angel faces hide their diminished heads at the
sight of her cheek. The damsels fragrant of
Jessamine burn with envy when they look at her
curls’ ”

The only reply my blushing mistress made
to this flattery, was to beg Door Yanak would
hasten to finish her toilet. To which the other
replied :
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“ Softly, my Sultana, leave me alone for
knowing how to render you fit to be transported
to the couches of Paradise. Come, be quick!
Kara Foutchy,”* added she addressing a fat
Nubian slave, ¢ you are as drowsy as an over-
fed Mollah. PoA! Poh!1 understandhow things
should be done; Mashallah'! thereis not a
woman in all Afghanistan, who comprehends
her business better than Door Yanak ; nothing
shall be omitted.”

She then took a small pair of fchetza,* with
which she did all that was requisite according
to custom. Having finished, she replaced the
amulet upon my mistress’s arm and presented
her a long sleeved, white peerakun shahee, (un-
der garment), made of that beautiful transparent
Aleppo linen which, from its fineness, is called
royal shirting, and which was ornamented all
over the chest and wrists with gold embroidery.
Then she produced a pair of loose zeer jamus,
or trowsers of amaranth velvet, worked on
every side with black, purple, yellow and golden

¢ Black tub.
*® Depilatory tweezers,
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sprigs, studded with small pearls and precious
stones; next came short stockings of the finest
shawl, and over these a pair of slippers, the
colour of which was not discernible from the
quantity of embroidery and pearls,

After tinging her hands with henna and her
eye-lids with surmeh, applied on the tip of a
silver needle, they anointed her hair with
sandal oil, and braided it into two plaits, inter-
lacing them with strings of pearls and Trin-
chinopoli chains, the ends of which were col-
lected so as to hang in festoons over her right
ear, whilst a few crimson carmations and
pomegranate flowers were stuck upon the
opposite side.

Door Yanak now clapped her hands with
delight, declaring that the head gear could not
have been more perfect, had it been arranged
by the sultan’s celebrated slave Lallah Khaneh,
whose reputation for dressing the hair of the
Padishah’s women had extended beyond the
walls of the royal harem, and was the subject of
more than one Pushtoo poem.

Nothing now remained but to put on the
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outer garment worn by the women in doors,
according to the Persian fashion; this con-
sisted of a short jacket, not unlike those of
the Hungarian hussars. It was of cypress
green velvet, lined with crimson silk, of the
beautiful texture called lgb-i-ab* The back,
fronts, and sleeves were embroidered with
various devices in gold, and ornamented with
four rows of small filagree buttons, tipped with
emeralds and fastened at the bottom with a
clasp of precious stones, the cuffs were turned
back to show the lining of brocade.

A shawl, which from its delicate quality
must have been woven from the wool of
some of my relations, was wound round her
waist ; a string of pearls, fastened by a beau-
tifal Badakshan ruby, set in diamonds, was
twined several times round her neck; two long
pendants of emeralds and opals were attached
to her ears, and a small lapis lazuli rosary

® The worms that produce this silk are reared and fed
upon the white mulberry trees, which grow upon the
baoks of the Ochus near the city of Bokhara ; thence its
name lab-i-ad (border of the water.)
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having been placed in her hand, her toilet was
complete.

Although unaccustomed to such heavy and
costly accoutrements, my mistress appeared as
much at ease as if she had been educated all
ber life in the royal anderun at Tehran. Nor
could she avoid feeling a certain degree of
complacent satisfaction when, upon resuming
her seat upon a nummud in the first chamber,
she beheld her heautiful image reflected in one
of the opposite mirrors. With a beating heart
she now awaited the moment that was to an-
nounce the arrival of him, without whom, silks,
jewels, and even life would be worthless and
insupportable.

Door Yanak, who seemed to comprehend
her impatience and was a very obliging per-
sonage, now made a signal to the other women
to beguile the time with music. Thereupon
one slave took up a tambourine; and another,
whose beauty was enough to have made Gu-
labi thrill with jealousy, had she not placed the
utmost confidence in Mir Zeeman'’s tenderness,

seized her guitar, and accompanying it with
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voice and action, sung some melodious verses,
expressive of the alternate joys and languors of
lovers, and the varying delights and anxieties
that assail women’s hearts, when their visions
of felicity are about to be realized.

The last stanza was scarcely terminated,
however, ere a noise was heard outside, and
the ugly black entered. After examining my
mistress, and expressing his admiration of her
beauty, he announced the immediate approach
of his master.

The roses of excitement now vied with the
lilies of trepidation upon the damask cheeks
of the maiden, and a thrilling tremour shot
through her veins, when the echo of footsteps
resounded in the passage. Door Yanak and
the other women now exclaimed :— Mash-
allah! may it be auspicious! may your shadow
increase!” and disappeared, whilst the negro
placing his hands upon his chest, bent his
head and followed them.

Liberated from the presence of strangers,
the impatient and trembling Gulabi now rose,
and with a scream of joy flew to throw herself
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into the arms of her beloved. But judge, my
Agha! of the maiden’s horror, when upon
lifting up her eyes, she found herself clasped
in the embrace of the hideous alit-nosed
Khan.

% Enough ! exclaimed I, interrupting the
narrator; “we have sufficient, methinks, for the
present. We will, therefore, reserve whatever
roses or other fragrant flowers still remain
unfolded, for the subsequent portions of that
bower of enjoyment which, in imitation of the
three privileged heavens, whence evil spirits
were first excluded,* 1 shall divide into as
many portions.”

“ My head is on your threshold,” replied
the paper; “Allah is great. It is not for
your slave to extend the tongue of oppo-
sition.”

“ Thereupon, I liberated the little quires
from beneath the package of stationary, and

¢ Mahomedans believe that the devils, in order to
spy and tempt the blessed, were permitted access to all
but three of the seven heavens, until the birth of the
Prophet, when they were excluded from the whole.
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having placed them under lock and key, post-
poned to another night listening to the descrip-
tion of those adventures, an account of
which will be found in the following volumes.

END OF VOL. I.
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THE

CASHMERE SHAWL.

CHAPTER L

BeiNG eager to ascertain the fate of the
beautiful maiden, whom we left in the clutches
of the slit-nosed Khan, I seized the earliest
propitious moment to liberate the marvellous
tale-teller. Desirous to offer it encouragement,
and to restrain it within those limits of vera-
city, so essential to a narrative of this impor-
tant and delectable character, I placed it upon
my table ‘closc to a copy of the Koran, the
sanctity of which had been materially enhanced,
not only by its having twice performed the
wearisome pilgrimage from Istamboul to Mecca,

VOL. II. B
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in the bosom of a Turkish Hadji, but by its
leaves being stained with moisture from the
sacred Bir el Zemzem (well of Zemzem); a
fortunate ablution which had befallen it,
through its devout owner’s eagerness to drink
from one of the cylindrical pitchers employed
by the water carriers of the temple. '

Gratified with this attention, my new ac-
quaintance lifted up its voice and ejaculating
a prefatory Bishmillah! thus resumed its
story :

** Fortune sooner or later is sure to turn
the balance in one’s favour,” exclaimed Ab-
doul Ali, rising from his prostrations, after
dawn prayer, upon the morning subsequent
to his daughter’s departure.

“1 beg pardon,” said I, interrupting the
narrator at this moment. ¢ But how could you
know what was passing at a distance, when
you were shut up with your fair mistress with-
in Al Ashram’s harem ? It is sufficiently mer-
vellous that you should have been gifted. with
the powers of reason and memory without
adding that of ubiquity.”
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“ Unless you permit me to tell my story in
my own way,” retorted the paper, « I had
better remain silent. If you dam up the spring
at its source, how can you expect the mills of
the valley to grind your corn? Can the racer
reach the end of the course, if you stop the
rider to ask in what pastures it was reared ”

% As you please !” replied I, smiling at this
logic, “ pray throw the reins upon your cour-
ser’s neck and proceed.” It complied as fol-
lows :

* By the prophet’s sepulchre,” continued
Abdoul Ali, ¢ this comes of spreading one’s
carpet in a dry place. Was 1 not right, when
I said that written events cannot be blotted
out, and that my daughter was perhaps fated
to become the partner of some great personage?
A wonderful thing, by my soul, is this des-
tiny. It carries a man forward, whether he
will or not, like a pumpkin cast into the moun-
tain torrent. So here I am, father-in-law to
the wealthiest Khan in all Afghanistan. But
why not? Does not royal blood flow in my
veins? Am I not of the same tribe as the

B2
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world’s centre, the Shah?* Isthere a single
Kajar, from the shadow of Allah himself, down
to the lowest peasant, who is not more noble
than the noblest Afghan? Although the ill-
begotten ones do affect to trace up their genea-
logy to Afghana, son of King Saul. Poof!
I spit on their ancestors. No one can tell
whom they descend from, unless it be from
the unclean tribe of Jews that was lost, Allah
knows where.t But why should I trouble
myself with the beginning? The end is all I
have ¢o look to. Allah be praised ! the Sirdar
is himself a descendant of the Kizzilbash and
a Shiite. He has promised to advance my
fortunes, and procdre me the place of deputy
to the Zebt-Beg. My duty will then be to
finger all the money arising from fines and
confiscations. May they multiply ! Mashallah /
water never flows over a meadow without leav-

% One of the titles of the King of Persia.

+ Some writers, and many Afghans themselves, attri-
bute their origin to this source. The Kajars or nativea
of Asterabad are of the same tribe as the present royal
family of Persia. '
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ing some sediment behind. With a little at~
tention, I shall soon fatten my soil. Does not
the heap in the barn consist of single grains

Abdoul now issued from the small circle of
stones near the tents, which, according to the
custom of the pastoral tribes, were placed
there to represent a mosque. Bidding Kosh-
rou bring him a mat and a pipe, he seated
himself upon a rock, whence he could look
down upon the distant buildings that contain-
ed the lovely instrument of his projected for-
tune. Having lighted his pipe, he thus pro-
ceeded in his soliloquy :

“ Twig by twig birds build their nests. Inuu-
dations also are formed drop by drop. So,
from one step to another, who knows how
high T may ascend? I shall first dispose of
my flocks for ready cash. They will fetch a
round sum, and as for Zye Muldud’s blood
price, that can easily be arranged. The law
“ordains, that he who seeks to defile the ha-
rem of another may be killed like a dog, with-
out any claim or penalty for blood money. It
is justifiable homicide all over the world.
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Well! with the sale of my flocks, I will pur-
chass a fine house in Peshawer, and procure
furniture upon credit from the merchants in
the bazaar. With the profits of my place, I
will buy slaves, horses and shawls. When
1 have become Zebt-Beg and exceeding rich,
jewels and dresses of honour will pour in upon
me. If fortune once digs a channel through a
man’s garden, the current of her favour is sure
to flow like a mill-stream. 8o, for all I can
tell, I may be made grand-vizir, the key stone
of the kingdom—more perhaps. The fame of
my wealth and power will extend to the re-
motest corners.” .

Here Abdoul extended his legs and chuckled
with inward complacency; then pouring forth
two long columns of smoke from his dilated
nostrils, he resumed :

“ The Shah in Shah, the commander of
the faithful* the Sublime Porte, the Maha-
rahja of Lahore, and twenty other sultans and
potentates will demand my daughters in mar-

¢ The latter title is assumed by the King of Bokhara,
the former by the King of Persia.
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ringe, whilst my sons will become rulers and
Sirdars and espouse princesses. I shall be
brother, father, uncle and grandfather to half
the royal personages from east to west. Fu-
ture generations will trace up their pedigree
to me, as the Koreish do to Fehr, the son of
Malec* I shall not mix much in affairs my-
self, but pass my life in enjoyments that will
make the blessed in Paradise lick their lips
with envy. I will, however, construct gar-
dens, palaces, caravansaries, and reservoirs for
water, which shall exceed the magnificent
wonders of the Emperors Akbar and Aurung-
zebe. 1 will, moreover, immortalize myself
by building a mosque, more beautiful than the
wonderful new mosque at Shiraz, and place
upon it the following inscription in golden
letters,

«¢In the name of the almighty builder | Ab-
doul Ali Khan, whose shadow was longer than
that of Adam, culled the choicest flowers of

® Mahomed was of the tribe of Koreish, which is con-
sidered the noblest in Arabia, and descending directly
from Ismael.
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the world, and offered them in homage to the
Lord of day. Let this be a lasting record of
his greatness upon earth. If any one should
ask where he now is—Say—The angels sing his
praises, beneath the throme of glory, to the
right side of which he was transported upon
the——’ May that day come slowly !
added he interrupting his pompous self-pa-
negyric. “My beard is yet of one colour,
and destiny will doubtless accord me time to
accompl