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FOREWORD

"each generation mug trandate for itself/'
T. S ELIOT

IF a nineteenth century reader, who wanted to know what eastern poetry
was like, turned up a well-known collection of translations from Arabian
literature he found verses like this:

" Poor Pussis gone! 'tis Fat€e's decree
Yet | must still her loss deplore ;
For dearer than a child was she,
And ne'er shall 1 behold her more."

This is one of J. D. Carlyle's renderings, of which the author wrote
that " they will, | trust, befound asliteral asthe nature of two languages,
so little resembling each other in their structure, will admit; in some few
instances | have indulged myself in a greater latitude, and have given
rather an imitation than a version ;—in such a manner, however, | hope,
as not in any place to have lost sight of the original idea of the writer."

It may seem incredible that Carlyle should have believed there was any
connection between such puerilities and the original Arabic; but it
serves as a warning that all translations are limited by thetimeand place
at which they arewritten.

The problem of translation varies with the nearness of the time and
language to our own. With French or Spanish, for example, the difficulty
is that the language is so close that one can easily take a false step. With
Latin and Greek, we have a vast cultural indebtedness which acts as a
screen between ourselves and the originals. But in the case of civilisations
which have grown up largely separate from ours, the problem is one of
effecting contact of any kind.

The oriental literatures stretch away from us to the other side of the
world. Butitisashrinkingworld and we can expect in the next few hun-
dred years new and surprising cultural cross-fertilisations. Already the
impact of Japanese, Chinese, I ndian, Persian and Arabian art and culture
has modified our own patterns of perception to a marked extent. But we
may be sure that the interpretations that have reached us so far are partial
reflections only and that great riches remain to be assimilated.

The present volume is an attempt to convey the quality of the Arab
world in terms of the language and ideas of recent western poetry. These
versions are not afraid of beingliteral, if that helpsto giveastriking effect;
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Vi FOREWORD

nor do they hesitate to paraphrase, to expand or to condense, if that will
bring relief from flatness. The whole principle of selection and translation
isto avoid boredom. T he authors apologize in advance to scholars for the
liberties they have taken. Their justification must be in introducing us
to new elements of feeling and imagery which struck their fancy and are
likely to strikeours. Infifty or ahundred years, another foray of thiskind
may be needed to stimulate the imagination of another epoch. In the
meantime, these translations are comparable, as discoveries, with
Fitzgerald's Omar Khayyam (though that was largely an original com-
position) with Ossian (though that was aforgery) or with the bringing to
London of the Elgin Marbles (though the pseudo-classicism they en-
gendered has since been superseded). No one can deny the vigour and
excitement of these " Images," though philologists may question their
accuracy.

Burton writes of early Arabic poetry; " The language, ' like afaithful
wife, following the mind, and giving birth to its offspring,’ and free from
that ' luggage of particles’ which dogs our modern tongues, leaves a
mysterious vagueness between the relation of word to word, which
materially assigs the sentiment, not sense, of the poem. When verbs
and nouns have—each one—many different significations, only the radical
or general ideasuggestsitself. Richand varied synonyms, illustrating the
finest shades of meaning, are artfully used : now scattered to strike us by
distinctness; now to form, as it were, a star, about which dimly seen
satellitesrevolve." Itis, infact, apoetry obscure, ambiguous and bizarre :
in thisit resembles much of the poetry of our own period.

The seventeenth of Howarth and Shukrallah's images is a free transla-
tion of thefirst of the famous " Hanging Odes," dating from pre-Islam.
Of its author, an Indian scholar wrote in 1893 " Imra-ul-Qais is best
known for his clever and ingenious images, insomuch so that he has won
the surname of ' the Creator of Images/ He deserves the honour amply
and justly, since it is he who shewed the proper way to use the power of
imagination. Hissimilesandimages are hisown, and areaways, asarule,
quite apt and suitable. They are generally selected from objects of daily
sight, so highly coloured by hisimagination asto surprise by their bright
novel appearance.”

The poem was a0 translated by the great eighteenth-century orien-
talist, Sir William Jones. It isinstructive to compare his version with
Howarth and Shukrallah's; the following is the equivalent of the last
twelvelinesof thelatter:

" O friend, seest thou the lightning, whose flashes resemble the
quick glance of two hands, amid clouds raised above clouds ?

Thefireof it gleams like the lamps of ahermit, when the oil poured
on them shaves the cord by which they are suspended.



FOREWORD

| gt gazing at it, while my companions ¢and between Daaridge and
Odhaib ; but far distant is the doud on which my eyes are fixed.

Its right Sde ssamsto pour its rain on the hills of Katan and its |eft
on the mountains of Staar and Yadbul.

It continues to discharge its waters over Cotaifa till the rushing
torrent lays prodrate the groves of canahbd-trees

It passss over mount Kenaan, which it ddugesin its course, and forces
the wild goats to descend from every dliff.

On mount Taimait leaves not one trunk of a palm tree, nor a sngle
edifice, which is not built with well-cemented sone.

Mount Tebeir gands in the heghts of the flood, like a venerable
chief wrapped in astriped mantle.

The summit of Mogaimir, covered with the rubbish which the
torrent has rolled down, looks in the morning like the top of a spindle
encircled with wool.

The doud unloads its freight on the desart of Ghabeit, like a mer-
chant of Yemen alighting with his bales of rich appard.

The amall birdsof the valley warble at daybreak, asif they had taken
their early draught of generous wine mixed with spice

The beads of the wood, drowned in the floods of night, float, like the
roots of wild onions at the digant edge of the lake."

Jones verson of the las two versss is unequalled. Ancther verson
by C. J. Lyall (1885) isasfollows:

" At earliest dawn on the morrow the birds were chirping blithe,
As though they had drunken draughts of riot in fiery wine;
And at even the drowned besds lay where the torrent had borne
them, dead,
High up on the valley sdes like earth-gained roots of squills”

A literal verson by F. E. Johnson (i893) runs :

" Asif in the morning the small birds of the valley Jiwaa had taken a
morning draught of old, pure, spiced wine.

As if in the evening the wild beads in it drowned in the furthest
partsof it (i.e., the valley Jiwaa) were the root-bulbs of the wild
onion."

From such comparisons it appears to a reader unacquainted with the
originals that these mugt have a high degree of allusve obscurity, capable
of multipleinterpretations. Each trandator grikeshisown park from the
gone. Of the Howarth and Shukrallah method of trandation as a whole,
onefedsthat even if it departsfrom an accuracy which in any case may be
impossble, it does not superimpose an alien poem like the versons of
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X FOREWORD

Carlyle, and that it has a speed and compresson which perhaps conveys
a special quality in the original, hitherto unrendered.

A glance through the " Index by Authors" at the end of this book gives
ome idea of the wideranging variety of Arab culture, from the 6th-
Century Imru '1 Quais to the contemporary and cosmopolitan Arab
intelligentsa. The writers represented lived in Damascus and Baghdad,
in Sicily and Andalusia, in Congtantinople, Cairo and Tunis. There are
folk songs proverbs and traditions, and also modern colloquial poems
like " The Telegraph Wire and the Puffer Train " (28). To discover all
this for the first time is an exciting experience, and the stimulus may
provoke reactions of far-reaching consequence

CHARLES MADGE



PREFACE

BECAUSE We are aware of the shortcomings of this book, we would like to
date the amswith which it was begun, so that at least the failure may be
measured againg the hope.

The ss0n of writing was an Egyptian winter, which imposed hurry
before the hot days came back. The background was Montgomery's
advance from Alamein, which, by removing the threat to Egypt, mede
one ready to attempt creative writing agan in the odd moments that
could be spared from work. Work was still intense, however, and did
not leave the leisure which would have been necessry for accurate, as
agand credtive, trandation. ldeologically, Arab Unity was in the air,
facilitating, even for the Egyptian often exclusvely devoted to his own
soil, the associaion in one volume of materia taken from a diversity of
0urces in point of geography, time, and society. A growing Egyptian
admisson of the interest of the colloquia language helped, too, in giving
licence to heterogeneous tagtes. Moreover, the cult of the image had, after
due time-lag, arrived in Cairo, lending merit to sgparate and spasmodic
literary dgnds as agang coherently-presented and protracted statements.

These were the current outside influences.  Counter to them we caled
in three guides. Thefirst was negetive. The greater mess of trandation
into English from Arabic or like languages suffered, as it seamed to us,
from the effort to reproduce the spirit and terminology of the original.
Wonderful asascholar and at the same time genuingly talented in handling
verse, Gibb, for example, stimulated in his poetic Orienta trandations
ennui inthe reader who sought fresh literature. During the last hundred
and fifty yearsthe English language had found, though not fully explored,
anew field opened up by the Arabian Nights ; but sncethelater Middle
Agesit had received little from Arabic poetry. Persan poetry had given it
FitzGerdd's Omar Khayyam; but this successful work had had its
faulty agpects especidly in that it inspired an unusudly large public
with the belief that the sum message of the Near Asiatic mind was the
pasad cup, the ultimate black-out, and the contemplation of these things.
We decided, while seeking specimens of very varied levels of writing and
attitude, to refrain from trying to bring over to our English versons of
them anything that was not susceptible of interesting the English reader.

Of our two positive guides, one was the direct corollary of the above.
In the generation immediately preceding our own, English creative writing
hes drawn handsomely on the legadies of other tongues and ages, by means
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Xii PREFACE

ranging from dose trandation to remote alluson. Pound and Eliot unified
the arts of creation and trandation. They operated by eliciting from their
sources what was relevant to contemporary events and emotions and
omitting the rest. We wanted, if we could, to adapt this procedure in
earnes contexts. At the same time, another criterion was brought to
bear, a reference to the definition of poetry offered in the preface to the
Poet's Tongue. " Memorable words" was a sanction on certain pieces,
which might have been cut out by overdrict application of the contem-
porary relevance criterion.

In practice it sometimes happened that " personal” substituted itself
for " contemporary " relevance. We did not attempt to prevent it, for the
creative impulse had to be involved if the trandation was to have a chance
of escaping the ennui we feared ; and the creative impulse could scarcdy
come to life without the admisson of personal problems into the action or
the decor. Some effort was made to ensure that the personal angle should
still relate to that part of the Arab world in which we were living as we
wrote ; but that it did not preponderate is evident from such passages as
that in which Oxford (and not only Oxford) is supermontaged on Cordoba,
and the Cumaean Gates touch added to a poem from Abu Tammam's
Hamasa, apart from many less tangible ingances Mood undergoes
several shifts. Perhaps no one will forgive the alteration of the idiom of
"Umar Abi Rabiyya.

On the whole subject of idiom it is only too apparent to us that what we
have chosen to do with the biggest of the poems will please neither the
new poets nor the old. Even for those who do not want the mellow ways
we shall still be short of the manners of the present. However, at the cost
of being out of tune with both sorts, we have tried to s some of the best
of the originals in the idiom of North English poetry. In northern poetry
there is a sparingly-used but genuine tradition which has features con-
genial to certain Arabic poems, epecialy some of the most powerful of
them: dtrong alliterative rhythms, a ready accommodation of obscenity,
a love of places and place-names, the ability to take direct speech and to
dramatise without departing from the prevailing formal framework. A
time may come for a large-scale resuscitation of this dass of poetry,
though perhaps in these immediate years the urgency is rather for clear-
headedness and a corresponding clarity of form.

At one time during preparation of this book it was contemplated
adding a brief analyss and catalogue of the images it employed. A list
so compiled would only incidentally illustrate the imagery of original
Arabic poetry, and would really be an index to the personal factors in-
fluencing the choice of material; but even this latter result might have had
its sociological point, and the index was finally omitted only because on
the one hand the opportunity to complete plans had been nipped by the
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posting of both collaborators to places three thousand miles apart, on the
other hand the volume was obviously going to be slim enough for the
reader who cared, to see at a glance what the main divisions and sources
of the imagery were. He will still find in a fairly overt and preserved
condition the digecta membra of the modern Egyptian concern with the
devil, the creation, original sin, woman physical, and die more vapid
formsof philosophy. Interpolations, interpretations, and perversions of the
original from the English side are equally essy to isolate: pictures of
Utopia, the recoil from politics, vegetables before humans, sadism, and
money and precious stones. It has to be remembered, as a check on these
samples, that they refer to the predilections of an Englishman who has
not been in England since 1939. Both partners gave way a good dea to
one another in the course of writing, and the result isamixture of overlap
of incompatibilities with an effective fusion of aspirations.

Despite the fact that the book is not an anthology nor was ever meant
to be, the choice of specimens has occasionally been dictated by the
misintervention of the anthologising spirit. Wetried, however, to restrict
these occurrences to cases of special interest: to the recording of ancient
patterns like the King and the Philosopher; to pointed comparisons like
that between the Arabic spiritintwo ages, reflected, say, in Abu Tammam'’s
ode of conquest as against Mutanabbi's ; and to the notification of styles
that have not so often come out in previous English translations, like the
Horatian element in the salon poetry of Baha, iz Zoheir.

Although believers in the standardisation of transliteration from the
Arabic, we have not attempted to apply it here, considering creative work,
especially poetry, not a suitable place for it. For the twentieth century
western reader optical suggestion plays a leading part in an emotional
context: we have yielded to that fact. In the Bedouin story from Amali
7 Qali the" ein in Zabra" is signified by the apostrophein the prose
section, but dropped in the incantation. Elsewhere consistency has been
even less regarded.

In dealing with the more potent of such allusions as depend on the
acquaintance of the reader with a backset of stories or beliefs, we have
not often tried to find an English equivalent. Instead, where the material
had sufficient interest and was sufficiently pliable, we sacrificed speed of
reference to explain the situation within the text.

From the previous paragraphs it will be plain that we intend to stand
by our general methodology, even though it produces no logic but only
bunches of images, an exotic assembly comparable with

" The azure testicles of certain monkeys."

There must, though, be many straight mistakes, often glaring ones, on
the pages to come, and the apology that these demand we offer with un-
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reserved penitence. They are due to two maor wants, ready capital of
learning and the time to redress the deficits in learning by labour. We
would repeat that now and again accuracy has been defied deliberately
because something ese was more in contemporary taste. Thus, for
example, the phrase " the Most Spinning " in Mas'udi's account of the
Creation. But for all the times we have misread and misreported great
men we beg the indulgence of those who have the canon in their keeping.
Such a vast body of Arabic literature holds so established a place among
the triumphs of the process of civilisation that an essay like this, whatever
wrong it does, can do little harm.

HERBERT HOWARTH
IBRAHIM SHUKRALLAH



| saw the land
Crouchedin ablackened boat
A fire between her knees.

A shrivelled stone salvaged from the great flood
Having done nothing thislong time.

XV



The extracts are arranged in
alphabetical order. For list, with
authors and sources, see

INDEX BY FIRST LINES, on p. i37
There is also an
INDEX BY AUTHORS, on p. idi

which gives dates of authors and
-wheretheylived.
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A brook, a bottle, a bench, a way of waiting,
The body sweetens, the ghost stirs,
Golden four.

[A deserted street. Only one house, a lamp burning at the gate.
Music from the distance comes in snatches on the wind. The night is
moonless.
The Magician comesforward, bringing a slave-girl back to the house.
He is questioning her.]
THE MAGICIAN ; That negro dave from abroad, what was he saying
to you ?
THE SLAVE-GIRL : He was asking the reason of the celebrations in the
city, and | told him it was the gala our virgins are
giving in honour of the Queen Shahrazad.

THE MAGICIAN ; Then why is your body trembling ?
THE SLAVE-GIRL (in awhisper): | don't know.
THE MAGICIAN: Time and again |'ve warned you. Keep away from

that old slave. | see debauchery in his eyes.

THE SLAVE-GIRL (whispering): He's not old.

THE MAGICIAN: Y ou mutter asif the devil possessed you. Give me
your hand, and comeinside. Perhapsit's hisugliness
that's made you frightened.

THE SLAVE-GIRL (whispering): He's not ugly.

[They go into the house. The negro appears, following the girl
with his eyes]
THE NEGRO : The loveliest of virgins! Her body is like a man's
shelter.
A voICE (just behindhim): Or thedevil's! Or my sword's !
THE NEGRO (turning round) : It'syou, isit ?
THE EXECUTIONER : YoOu recognise me easily.

THE NEGRO : Wher e have you left your sword, executioner ?
THE EXECUTIONER : | sold it in exchange for dreams.
THE NEGRO Now | understand your extravagance yesterday
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at the tavern. The smoke of perfumed hemp still
lingers and proves how generoudy you spent on me.

THE EXECUTIONER : We like to do what's right with our guests from
abroad.

THE NEGRO : And what areyou doing at present for your employer
in the palace ?

THE EXECUTIONER : |'velost myjob. |'m no longer the King's swords

man.

THE NEGRO : Ah, | s

THE EXECUTIONER : What do you see ?

THE NEGRO : Aren't the virgins holding a feas to-day ?

THE EXECUTIONER : That'sit. The King doesn't need a swordsman any
more.

T HE NEGRO {admiringly): And the body of Shahrazad did that!

THE EXECUTIONER : No. The King loves Shahrazad, but that wasn't
what stopped him killing virgins.

T HE NEGRO {suddenly listening): Listen to the singing. Beautiful and
grange | Whoseisthishouse ?

T HE EXECUTIONER {furtively): The magician's. The King comes here
secretly to consult him.

THE NEGRO : Themagician! Ishethat dave-girl'sfather ?

THE EXECUTIONER : They say s0.

THE NEGRO {listening to the music again): A singing-bird safe from your

blade!
THE EXECUTIONER {turning to go): Anything | miss goes to the devil.
THE NEGRO : Here, don't go. You've nothing to hurry for, |
think.
THE EXECUTIONER: | think | have. My intuition tells me of something red.
THE NEGRO : No, it's black if you look. Your intuition's colour-
blind.

[At that moment a weird moan, long drawn-out, comes from a
window of the house.]

THE EXECUTIONER : Did you hear that ?

THE NEGRO : Hear what ?
THE EXECUTIONER : A sound like an owl hooting.
THE NEGRO : Owl. | s no owl. Don't fill the world with bad

omens, you unemployed swordsman.

T HE EXECUTIONER {moving away): Well, God help the desf, | say.

THE NEGRO : Wait a minute. Don't go till you've told me about
the beautiful Shahrazad.

THE EXECUTIONER : What more do you want to know about her. | told
you everything yeserday. Anyone would think you
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had travelled thousands of miles to this city for no
reason but her.

THE NEGRO (pointing to thedistance and shouting excitedly): Look at the
bright burgs over there. Like an exploson, or a
fountain of light.

THEEXECUTIONER That's the King's chamber.

THE NEGRO: And the Queen'stoo ?

THEEXECUTIONER No, the Queen has her suite on the other dde of the
palace

THE NEGRO: Srange. The King no longer neads the Queen to

tell him goriestill she sees the sunrise and sopsthe
tale at the exadt moment.

THE EXECUTIONER (whispering): TheKing isgoing mad.

THE NEGRO : But it's the madness of her love.

THE EXECUTIONER : No. A true madness

THE NEGRO : Miserableisthe man condemned to wander in the
darkness

[Thestrange moan comesfrom thewindow, aprolonged” Ah" ].

THE NEGRO (starting): Whoisit ?
THE VOICE FROM
THE WINDOW : Somebody who sees you and sess the glimmer in

your eyes

THE NEGRO : Someone who knows me ?

THE VOICE : Yes: and knows that you came before your time,
in degperate longing for the light of the sun.

THE NEGRO : Has not the hour struck yet to see her who is the
un ?

THE VOICE : I f you desre life, excape in the darkness and try not
to be overtaken by the morning.

THE NEGRO : Why isthat, my virgin ?

THE VOICE : Theman to beisstill achild, who hasnot yet learned
to goare the black man when he sseshim.

THE NEGRO : Is my life in danger ?

THE VOICE : Go, beforetheKing'seyesfal on you. TheKing

still remembers that one day he saw his wife in the
arms of a negro dave Escape dave. Disappear.
Return to the darknes

THE NEGRO : Allow me one word.
THE VOICE: Be quick with it.
THE NEGRO : | want to < her.

THE VOICE : Did you come because of her ?
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THENEGRO:
THE VOICE :
THE NEGRO:
THE VOICE :

THE NEGRO:
THE VOICE :
THE NEGRO:
THE VOICE :

THE NEGRO :
THE VOICE :
THE NEGRO :
THE VOICE :
THE NEGRO :
THE VOICE :

THE NEGRO :
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Yes, and | must know what she is.

Sheis everything, and nothing is known about her.
And you ? Don't you know ?

| donot. They kept questioning me about her.
They implored me to answer. But | know nothing.
They may cut my head off and ak it—perhaps it
will tell them. Now go.

Oneword more.

Go. | said go.

Areyou aonein thishouse ?

With me is a man who has been soaking in a jug
of sssamefat for 40 days. T he magician hasfed him
on nothing but figs and walnuts, until now all his
flesh has gone, and he is left with only his veins
and the concerns of his head. To-night the magician
will bring him out of thejug and let him gstand in
theair todry.

Why has he done this ?

So that he will answer everything he is asked.

And who will ak the quegtions ?

The King.

And what does the King want to know ?

Away, dave. Be off from this place. They are
coming to put out the lamp.

But your father has already put it out.

[The virgin again moans her long drawn-out " Ah™ ].

THE NEGRO:
THE VOICE :

Why are you always making that queer sound ?
If agreen cloud pases you in the darkness, remember
Zahidathemad.

A dalt's laughter trumpeted

Through lands of cactus meriting tears
Sceptic time wrecked a flagon

Of antique and forgotten mould.
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A few years ago a Persan came to this protected city and, presenting
himself to the Prime Minister announced himself as the foremost savant
of his nation, and probably the most erudite man in the world. The
Prime Minister was much impressed by his style of conversation, and
extended his patronage to him, with the promise of a high and confidential
appointment. At the same time he aked whether he was prepared to
wrangle with our university-men, and the Persian seemed delighted with
the challenge, and asked that the Minister should personally attend the
disputation; and promised to put a question which should be the test
of which party was the wiser.

The Prime Minister called the University before him, and when a
large assembly had gathered he rehearsed the Perdan's offer and asked
whether the dons were prepared to submit themsdves to a question of
their opponent's choicee They agreed, and the Persan placed himsalf
in front of them and put a question without making a sound. At this
they turned to the Premier and complained that sgns were only for
the deaf and dumb, and that naturally they could not follow his meaning.
But the Minister preferred to favour his Persan, and inssted that the
University should find an answver or confess themsdves the losers So they
aked for three days respite to go apart and confer with one another;
and this was allowed.

After an exhaudive debate on the means of combatting the foreigner
and driving him home with his tail down, one of them proposad the
following plan, to go out and find a yoke from the provinces, " a fellow
with a stout cudgel, who doesn't know the difference between heaven and
earth and broad and long. We will rig him out in a doctor's gown, and
parade respectfully behind him to the Premier'shouse and offer him asour
chosn representative to meet the Persan. And so we excape by setting
the dog on the pig."

A number of them went down town looking for somebody to fit the
description. And they lit on a yeoman from the villages, tall and thick-
necked, with hamslike a horsgs and along beard, and an outsize cape over
hishead and a gabardine doak down to hisknees. Hewas sittingin a shop
eating boiled eggs and when they entered there was still one egg which
he had not broken into, and he thought that they must mean to steal it.
So he popped it under his cape, and tried to dip away, but they caught
hold of him. Then followed a conversation something like this:
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THE YOKEL : |'m your servant and friend, poets s help me God.
Play fair by me and help me out.

THE DONS: Now, countryman, don't be afraid....

THE YOKEL : | amafraid. 1'm afraid you'll put mein front of the tax-
collector, who will nick off my head. Never until this
year did | spend a penny or come near Cairo. And now |
was hungry and happened to have thee four eygs |
boiled them and ate three, and the one that was left, |
put it behind my ear because | was feared you wanted it.
and I've paid His Majesty all my taxes but sxpence. . . .

THE DONS: In actual fact our intention isto do you a favour. Carry
out our ingructions, and we will pay you the necessary
sxpence, and moreover we will give you a dinner and an
excdlent round of amusements.

THE YOKEL Instruct anything you like. 1'll doit. 1'll digawell, or
pull a wall down, or cart mud, or bake dung-bricks for
your fire. I'll doit all in notime. Or 1'l1 fight anyone you
like—you sand out, just give me a gick and leave it
tome, 'l break a thousand heads for you.

THE DONS: Indeed, we want something much smpler. We shall ingal
you as our chairman and conduct you to a certain foreign
gentleman, who will ak you quegtions which you must
answer and show your self hissuperior. But be very careful
not to employ words in your ansvers  Confine yoursdf
to gedticulation, please

THE YOKEL : Take me along to this namby-pamby. Jus say the word,
and I'll give him a cuff that will put paid to his account
whether hes the Prime Minister's man or the Emperor's.
Trust me, that foreigner will come off wordt.

They took him and put agreat swelling turban on hishead, and wrapped
him in a doctor's gown. And he dipped his egg ingde the flap. They told
him" Leave your eyg behind till we come back,” but hewould have none
of them : " Never on your life. |1 won't leave it anywhere. Thisis my
hen'segg, thevery first egg helaid, at that. 1'm keepingit to eat when I'm
hungry."

So they let him have his own way, and walked him before them to
the Prime Minister's house, and the Premier rose and greeted them
with due courtesy. The mager chosen to answer the Persian was presented,
and the disputation began. The Persan seated himself with crossd legs,
like a humble searcher after truth, but the peasant flopped down and thrust
hislegs out arrogantly asif he werein the cowshed. The Persan was much
put out of countenance when he saw his rival seated s0, and began to
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think himsef up againg the sublimest of sages who held an academic
wrangle in contempt.

First the Persan pointed with a stretched finger. The yokd quickly
pointed two fingers back at him. The Persian then lifted his hand to the
Ky, and the yokd furiously clapped a hand on the floor. Then the
Perdan put his hand in his gown and fetched out a box, and opened it,
and a chicken jumped out which he threw at his opponent. But the yokel
instantly flipped the egg from the indgde of his gown, and threw it at the
Persan, who waved hisarmsin amazement, and, turningto the Minister
and the assambled divines, told them " He has answered each question |
possd. Be witness all, that henceforward | am one of his disciples.”

The Minister showed his appreciation of the dons and their delegate,
and they departed with triumph shining on their foreheads.

Once outsde the house the countryman's supporters asked him to
explain the questions and answers " neither of which we understood.”
" God help you," said the man, " You are scholars, but any mortal can
bepuzzle you. There | was dtting in front of him, and | saw his eyes
reddening and his anger rising, and he pointed his finger at me, asif to
sy * Take care, | shall pick your eye out with this finger/ So | pointed
two fingers at him to say ' Be careful | don't pick out both your eyes'
And helifted his hand and held it upwards, meaning that if | didn't give
in he would crucify me on the ceilling. So | put my hand on the ground,
meaning that if that was hisline | was ready to flatten him down until all
the devils were squeezed out of his carcase And when he saw | was
winning, he fished a little chicken from his coat, swanking because he ate
chickens every day and lived in great bliss of eating and drinking. So |
took out my boiled egg to show that | was as good as he and lived in the
bliss of boiled eggs And likethat | answered his questions and beat him."

They went next to the Persan, and he said " Your doctor is the first
man in the world to answer these questions, which | have been submitting
to scholars all my life" They asked what the quegtions and answers
sgnified, and hesaid : " | lifted my finger, asif affirming ' God isone,
and helifted two fingers, affirming ' And He has no second.” | lifted my
hand to the Ky, stating "Without pillars He raised up the heavens'
And helaid ahand on the ground to respond ' On frozen water He spread
the earth." And | took my box and brought out a chicken, which means
' And He createstheliving out of thedead." And hetook an egg and replied
! And the dead out of theliving.' A greater scholar than this | have never
met."
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Age that makes my friends moody
Is myth beside the steady sabs
Dealt me by each incidental glass

This bald skull and coarse body
For which | planned a discipline
Of proximity with the feminine

Qualify me for solo study
Of the grict hermetic stences
And worship in the wilderness

Shunning the mosque on Friday,
The warm and rank assemblies.

A huge treein one of the worlds mountains, and the ness of a thousand
cowsin it, and a thousand owlsthat lived in a cave.

A hunter went killing sparrows one cold day. As he carried on the
daughter, his eyes were streaming. Said one bird to another: Look at
theman crying. Said theother: Never mind histears, watch hishands.

A lock on aruin.
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Al Rashid laid tables and garlanded his halls. And at the height of the
feas he sent for Abul 'Atahiya and commanded him " Describe our
portion of joys on this earth.”

The poe recited:
" Liveasyou like, long asyou like, secure
In the cool shadow of afluted tower."

" That'sgood,” said Haroun. " Canyou cap it ?"
Herecited:

" At dusk they enter, bringing you your love.
They bring at dawn what you wer e dreaming of "

TheCaliph said: " That'sgood, too. Can you still cap it ?"
He went on:
" But when the last decision locks the breath
And lungs are cracking in a cloud of death
The memory of all you have growsvile,
The vain reflection of a helpless smile."

Then the Caliph fell silent.

His great vizier rebuked the poet, saying " The Prince of Bdievers
summoned you to entertain him, and you have made him unhappy
instead.” But al Rashid said: " He saw us feeding like gluttonson
ignorance, and his soul willed that we be offered no more of it."

10

PICTURES OF DEATH

'Amr Ibn Ma'ad Yakrib sat with 'Omar Ibn Khattab, who asked:
" 'Amr, tell me of the bravest man you met." He obeyed the Prince of the
Believers and said:

" Oneday | went out looking for a fight; and on my way | sighted a
well-caparisoned horse with a spear upright in the saddle and a knight
of striking countenance riding with a sword bared across his knees |
shouted * Draw, | amonyou." Hecried * Whoareyou ?' and when |
told him ' "Amr Ibn Ma'ad Yakrib," he gaged and fell dead.
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This, Prince of the Beievers, was the most cowardly man | ever
met.

Another day | rodetill | reached avillagewhere | saw awell-caparisoned
horse and an upright spear, and therider in anarrow pit relieving himsdf.
| shouted ' Draw, | am on you." Hecried ' Who areyou ?* and when
| told him ' "Amr Ibn Ma'ad Yakrib' hesaid : ' Then play fair. You
are on horseback, | down in thetrough. Take oath not to kill metill |
am in the saddle and my horse drawn up ready for you." | gave himthe
oath, and he came out of the pit, removed hissword, and sat down. |
aked him ' What'sthis?' Heanswered ' | will not mount and | will
not fight; and you know better than to break your oath.'

| left him and went on my way ; and this, Prince of the Believers, was
thedyest man | ever met.

| went out another day, and when easy riding had offered me no one,
| spurred thehorseand tried thisdirection and that, till aknight appeared,
who proved, as he drew near, to be a boy from Yamama. He saluted me
and | responded, aking ' Who isthe lad ?

"I am Al Harith Ibn Sa'ad, Knight of Aleppo.'

" Draw, | am on you.'

" Woe upon you, who are you ?'

'I' am 'Amr lbn Ma'ad Yakrib.'

At thishe said, * The mean and contemptible 'Amr. | would kill you
but you are not worth it.'

The sntence mortified me and sweled like a balloon in my head.
| said ' Look to yoursdf, only one will leave this place’ ' Thus will
your mother loe a son,’ he said, ' for | bedong to the House of the
Prophet, and no knight has ever imposed his will on us. | stand by my
words. Choose for yoursdf which of us charges firs.' | took the offer
and dected to charge first, and drove at him, promising mysdf to plant
the spearhead between his ribs. But he swerved low till he seemed the
girdle of hishorse, and | felt his lance on my head, and heard him saying

Amr, that's one stroke. Be satisfied; for by God if | did not hate to
Kill men likeyou | would have killed you.'

Then | despised mysdf, and verily, Prince of the Believers, | would have
preferred death to what | saw and heard; and | shouted ' By God, no.
Only one of us shall leave this place’ He said ' Choose for yoursdf
which of us charges first.' | galloped till | thought my spearhead was
between hisribs, but he swerved till he seemed liketrappingsto his horse,
and he struck me on the head with his lance saying ' 'Amr, that's the
second blow.! My shame was the greater, and | repeated ' By God, only
one of us shall leave this place’ He said ' Choose for yoursdf again.'

And again | chose and attacked, and aimed to place my spearhead
between hisribs; but he instantly smvung to earth and my point mistook
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him; and then he was back on his horse striking my head with his lance
and saying ' 'Amr, take the third blow. If | did not hate to kill you,
| would have killed you/ ' Kill," | said, ' for death were better than
what | s and fed and what the young men of Arabia will say of this!'
Hereplied' 'Amr, forgivenessisthreefold. But if you come within reach
a fourth time, I will kill you.

By my vindictive ancesors—
A fourth charge, and my spear
Drops you like cinder.'

Then | detested death and shrank from itsimage. * | have a favour to
ak, | said, and when he aked me to name it, told him ' To be one of
your liegemen,' and was ready to accept that humble sate, Prince of the
Faithful. But he answered ' You are not among mine.!  Which was
mor e bitter even than what had passed ; but | urged him, until hereplied
* Miserable man, do you know what | am questing.” No, | said. Hetold
me' | want to look on death.” And I: ' | accept death with you.'

" Let us go.

And we rode all that day, and the next night, and the next day, until
we reached an Arab village. And he told me that in this place there was
death, and pointed to a dome, saying ' Under thisdomethereisred death.
Either you hold my horse while | go after my endeavour, or | will hold
your horse while you go fetch it for me." 1 told him ' No, you go. For
you know better the thing you want.'

He tossd the bridle to me, and went, while | consented, Prince of
Believers, to be his groom. He passd through a door, and came out with
a maiden who was beautiful beyond all the women | saw in my life. He
made her mount a camd and said ' "Amr, ether you protect meand |
lead the camd, or | stand guard and you lead." | said * You be guard,
and | will lead the camel.’

He tossd the bridle to me, and we walked, him in the rear, till day
broke. Then he aked ' ‘Amr, do you see anyone ? | looked: ' 1 se
camds’' ' Quicken your pace’  Again hesaid' 'Amr, look again:
and if the folk are few, we shall meet subbornness, strength, and death.
If they are many, it is nothing." And he aked me to look again, and |
looked and said there were four or five. He said ' Quicken your pace’
which | did, with hooves of horsssin my ears. Then he told me to swing
off the road to the right and stop and turn the animals towards the road.

| sood at the right of our cavalcade and he the left, while the people
approached us, and they were three, one the girl's father, and two her
brothers, young men. They saluted us and swung to the left of the road
and took station there.  Theold man spoke : ' Nephew, leave the maiden,’
And heanswered © That | would never do, nor wasit for that | took her/
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So the man made hisyounger son go for him. And he cameout trailing
his gpear, and al Harith charged down chanting

Eager to flush the pallid dead
Than to spear with the fagt rider
Whose fathers taught him war
— And luck spurred me after her.

Then hebeat at him and dealt him athrust which rocked hisframe; and
he fell dead.

The old man bade his other son charge—' For a life of diggrace is
worth nothing/ Asthis son came up, al Harith drove on him chanting

I will not live alone

From my love, disgraced,

Measure my stride and test

My strength with the stubborn horn.

Then he beat at him and dealt him athrust, and he fell dead.

And the old man said ' Take your hands off the prisoner, nephew. |
am not likethoseyou havetried." Heanswered ' That | would never do,
nor wasit for that | took her." Then the old man gave him choice whether
they charged together or one charged first; and the boy's choice was to
charge together and they both rode into position. The old man sang

I will make my blank extinguished years
Likemonths: an old man

At the lintels of the dormitories
Demonstrating patience

With an iron scourge

AlHarith sang

After absence, long voyage, and trials
Ended in the hope of the heart

| ruin no tunic and twills

On the rot of your hearth.

Ashe approached, theold man called ' Nephew, if you like 'l duel with
you, then while you have strength | ' 11 let you charge me, and if then | still
havemeans | 'l have ablow, too." But theboy said ' | will charge first.'
And he said ' Do your worst." Al Harith lifted his sword; and when the
old man saw it coming down over hishead, he sabbed him in the middle
and dashed hisstomach. And both fell dead.

And 0, Prince of the Bdievers, | took four horses and four swords and
approached the camel. But when | had tied the bridles of the horses
together and garted leading them forward, the girl said ' "Amr, you are
not my companion, and | am not what you see Had you been fit for me,
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you would have chosen their way.® | told her to be silent, but she said

" 1f you arehonourable, give measword and a spear, and takemeif you overcomeme, and if |
not do that, now that | knew her lineage and the spirit and resolution of

her people, she threw hersdf off the camd crying:—

Theold man and the boys chose death.
Their tradition was not toys.

And she fought for the spear and might have succeeded in wrenching it
from my hand, and | was afraid shewould kill me; so | killed her.

What these did was the greatest exhibition of courage | ever saw,
Prince of the Bdievers" And 'Omar |bn Khattab ansvered " You are
right, 'Amr.'

THE ANDALUSIAN FOUNTAINS

And lions people this official wood

encompass the pools with thunder
and profuse over aureate-banded

bodies their skulls gush glass
Lions like dillness stirred

guesting mobility there
or trophies of carnivores

proper those deployed haunches
Sun is tinder to the stirred

colours, is light to long tongues,
is a hand to unsheath the lunging

blades that shiver out in a splash
By a zephyr damp and thread

are woven and cordeted
on a branch dts sorcery netted

like incandescent birds from space
That les they fall to freedom

are forcibly propped, les their songs
gart a whistling on the ponds

and a warbling in the mercurial trees
And they dipped in cascades

of crysolite and tossed pearl
and they chatter an adgral

mischief: while expert armourers
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Garnish with gilt hoods

the gates: and an invert
terrace of dalactites

glowsin a submarine recess
This gecialist brocade

is a mere hallucination
its azure and sun and plantation

ephemeral as fine skies
Some with beeds in the wood

ome with the fowl in disagter
are the antique lineal magers

hunting their sperm down ornate galleries.

12

Ask the poet in the ruin wiping his eyes
What harm it would do if he wiped his bottom
Dissase and death were the mode of dead centuries
We write about the ferment of the atom.

THE PARTITION

At its outset the State is safe from quarres for the power. It retains
both that fanaticism which created it and inspired its victories, and that
nomad spirit which is the badge of fanaticism. |If the State has risen on the
bads of religion, its rdigious character guarantees it from internecine
disputes ; if it has esablished itsdf by conquest alone, the nomad energy
which directed the conquets still givesthe same guar antee, whether againg
personal ambitions or the struggles of dogma.

While the State kegps that primitive nomad character, its head, true
to his nomad ways, is free from arrogance, dose to his people, easly
accessble But as his power takes root and his magnificence begins to
discriminate him, he requires the means of conferring with his generals
and advisers apart from his people and the rank and file of his attendants ;
he looks for the maximum secluson in which to deal with confidential
affairs. Accordingly he introduces a sysem of permits at the door, which
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kegps out even members of his retinue and administration if they are such
as he prefersnot to trust; and he appoints an usher to operate the sysem.

As the importance of the State expands and synchronoudy it is besst
by the growth of tendencious theories, the head of the State gradually
asumes the grange and peculiar role of monarch, to which must be
brought special and precise capacities It may then happen that certain
of those who meet him, ignorant of the peculiarities of his office, commit
acts which displease him and draw his wrath, and perhaps vengeance on
themsdves. Therefore all but the dosest of his favourites who have
goecialisad in the correct form he partitions from contact, and ssks
continuoudy to preserve himsef from scenes that may provoke his dis-
pleasure and expose his subjects to punishment. He nominates a second
usher, more intimate than the first; and while this person conducts his
cdoses favourites to him and partitions off the rest, the other conducts
officials to the councils and partitions off the common masss

In Arab higtory the first usher isfound under the "Ummayid Caliphs,
who called him " Keeper of the Partition." When the 'Abbasds came
and the empire waxed to its ceebrated heights of luxury and magnificence,
the monar chy, too, reached its apex, and therewas a demand for the second
usher, who more properly dessrved the name. Moreover, the '‘Abbasid
Caliphs, as their annals record, had at their gates two establishments, one
for their special officials, one for the general public.

Then athird usher comes, more personal than either of his predecesors,
his presence necessary to meet attempts on the head of the State. For
certain high employess and royal favourites begin to attach themsdves
to his son and to sk an ascendancy over the young man. In immediate
reaction to their efforts the king throws another screen between himsdlf
and both retinues, his own and his son's  He imposes the bdlief that
contact with himself involves the violation of an awful veil and the trans-
gresson of the code of etiquette, and thus hopes to avoid intercourse
with society. As he persgs in this practice it gradually lays hold on him
till sdf-secluson is one of his essential characterigics.  This normally
happens when a State is aimogt at the end of its career. It is a symptom
of senility and exhausgtion of power.



32 IMAGES FROM THE ARAB WORLD

At lagt it became clear that the ambition of happiness in the other life
was idle unless | abandoned sdf-gratification and gave mysdf up to
piety ; and that there was only one way to do this, to turn my back on
fame, wealth, and the concerns and assodations of the world. When |
examined mysdlf | saw common business thick upon me. | looked at my
best work, my teaching and lecturing, and found it neither important
nor helpful on the road to the other life. | had to ak mysdf why | was
occupied with education, and | realised that it was not all for the glory of
God. And with a certainty beyond all doubt | saw that | was on the lip
of a dizzy abyss, and that unless | laboured to repair my condition the
inferno would claim me.

Day and night | meditated this problem, deciding every hour to leave
Baghdad and the life | led there, and the next hour wavering in my
resolution, and falling back a sep for every sep | went forward. When-
ever | was confirmed in my affection for the other life, the army of lust
made a new inroad and by the afternoon | wastepid and faint. Thewants
of the world congtantly threw shackles on me and held me fagt, although
the crier of faith was singing out " Depart. You have littletime remaining
tolive, and thereis alongvoyagein front of you. All your work, scholar-
ship and effort, all is hypocrisy and dream. When will you prepare for
the other world, if not now ? When are you going to cut away the moor-
ings of thisworld, if not now ? "

My heart was thus resolved on excape, and | prepared my flight. But
the devil came back, whispering " Don't succumb to a passing fancy.
These thoughts wear off quickly. If you give way, and desert your great
reputation and your regular routine, what will you do ? What will you
do if you lose this good life free from anger or bitterness, distinguished
by honours beyond the reach of envy ? You will be thrown on your own
resources You will never be ableto return’ So | still hedtated, torn
between the warring hogs of this world and the appedls of the other
life. The struggle raged for about six months, after which the frontiers
of choice were overrun and | was submitted to obligation. For God
locked my tongue and | was unable to lecture. Not a word would come
from my throat, and despite violent efforts | could not lecture a single day
to sweeten the hearts of those who resorted to me. That was a grievous
impotence, and | lost the power to take food and drink and digest. And
0 | declined, and my capacities began to disintegrate, and the doctors
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who attended me finally despaired, analysng my weakness as something
troubling the heart and thence affecting the whole body:—" And our
medication cannot touch this dissase unless the secret of the fundamental
affliction is cleared up."

So feeling that my happiness and power of choice had lapsed, | turned
for refugeto God, be He praised, and sought Him, asthe man who hasno
alternative must. And Hewho answersthe call of the compelled, answered
me. After that it seemed easer for my soul to forego status, wealth,
relatives, children, friends. | announced my intention of going to M ecca,
while secretly determining to travel to the Levant where | would stay
unknown to the Caliph or my friends. By thisstrategy | meant to leave
Baghdad and never return. My flight was a mystery and the topic of long
debates among all the religious leaders of 'lIraq. They could not under-
gand a man tur ning hisback on the highest ecclesastical officein theworld
—of such pitiable measure was their knowledge. People at large were
bewildered by the many conflicting accounts of my action. Those distant
from 'lIraq and out of touch with events, thought | must havefled in fear
of the government. But those on the spot, who knew by the evidence of
their own sensssthat the ruler s depended on me and wer e closdly attached
to me while I in return avoided and ignored them, could only ascribe
what | did to a cdedtial origin, permitting of no explanation but that an
eye had afflicted the people of Islam and the company of knowledge.

| left Baghdad, having distributed all the money | had ; except that |
retained enough to keep body and soul together and feed my children.
For to this use | conddered the money could be not improperly put,
sinceit camefrom thenational fund specially set asdefor public useamong
the Modems. | could think of no coinage in the world which was more
appropriate than thisto be taken by a scholar of God for the needsof his
dependants.

| reached the Levant and stayed there some two years, and undertook
no occupation, but stayed apart from men, disciplining mysdf and
accepting struggle and labouring to confirm the spirit, elevate the morals,
purify theheart, and empower thesefor the contemplation of God accord-
ing to the Sufi doctrines. For a period | confined mysdf in the mosgue
of Damascus, and stayed on theminaret all day long with thedoor barred.
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A young girl, only twenty years old, still not a bride. She ssumbled
as she was going into a dark room and fell over the step, and no one
uttered the name of God to save her. While she lay there unconscious
an affliction gripped her body and paralysed it. For two or three months
she sickened; and though her friends brought doctor after doctor, not
one of them could give her healing or a cure.

Then came her aunt on a visit and told her mother " Perhaps shes
possssd ¢ take her along to the saints”  Without ado the mother took
her to Sidi Nigm id Din, took her three times, and another three times
to Abul Su'ud. On the lagt visit the girl dropped into a swoon, and her
people saw that she had a demon in her.

They went and brought the Wise Woman who performs the Zar, and
she ingtructed them: " Get ready a pair of pigeons, one male, one fe-
male; a pair of fowl, one a cock, one a hen; a pair of Sudani ducks;
and either a pure brown shegp or a white shegp with brown ankles.
Get three Alexandrian candles, coloured red, green, pink, milk, and
yellow; and two pounds of nuts—walnuts, almonds, hazel nuts—and
raisns. Buy her amuletsfor the heart, the head, the arms, and the wrists,
and two embroidered rings of Hegazi ware, and a slver necklace, a white
doak and awhiteveil. | will come on Monday in the afternoon."

On Monday the Wise Woman came to the afflicted girl at her house,
sat on thefloor, and lit a fragment of charcoal to burn the incense she had
brought—pieces of black incense and sandalwood and four pieces of
magtic. Then she showered incense on the guests Then she sat beating
adrum, and all thewomen who had cometo help her beat on tambourines.
They sang to the demon. First a song of the Hegaz. Then one from the
Sudan. Next one from Morocco. Soon they were like an assambly in a
trance, nodding dizzily. The Wise Woman next put the candle, the nuts,
and the sck girl's trinkets on a stool; and the girl was brought in and
showered with incense, while the Wise Woman sang in the Hegazi and
other dialects.

Yet still the swoon was on the girl and her demon had not yet spoken.
So the guests had supper and afterwards went on beating their drums
till midnight; but still the demon did not speak. When they weretired
they dept. Till daylight; when they breakfasted, and began drumming
again ; and fetched the shegp and mounted the girl on its back and rode
her saven times round the stool. Then they daughtered the animal under
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her, splashed her with the blood and smeared it on her cheks And a
profounder swoon settled on her than before.

It occurred to them that her demon might be a Christian, and they
tapped out a Christian measure, and sang thissong toit:

O monagery, 0 monastery men,
Sweet are the child Nazarenes,
O prince and son of a prince
What brought you to Nazar eth lane ?
0 the monastery men, George and John,
1 have heard you are Nazarenes,
| found on a Monday morning
The monagery all Nazarenes.

At that moment the demon spoke and declared his name. The woman
jumped up and shrieked for joy, for the demon was speaking and making
hisclaims. The Wise Woman took her pay and collected her tipsfrom the
guests. She took two or three cones of sugar and two pounds of coffee
and such candles and nuts as remained. She took one of the pigeons
and the hen and a quarter of the shegp and two boxes of cigarettes. And
went walking to her house—dizzy as a chicken with all the nodding,
the swaying to left and right, the dishevelling of hair, the ripping of
garments, as now she sood, now danced, now rolled about the ground.
And every woman went away in the same sate. For when the demon
passs into one of them, she no longer knows hersdf, and the demon in
her doesit all, she feds no tiredness till the Zar is over and her body is
rung out. Then

Mulberry dale

Told isthe tale

Wasit matter or chatter ?
Hewho saysmatter

Shall sng down the dale
And hewho says chatter
Shall tell atale.

16

" Be loyal to your brother, whether he does wrong or suffersit.”

They said: " We are loyal when he is wronged, but how may we be
loyal to him if he is the wrong-doer ? "

Heanswered : " By preventing him doing wrong—that is the definition
of loyalty."
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THE FIRST GOLDEN BALLAD

Beyond that reef of sand, recalling a house

And a lady, dismount where the winds cross

Cleaning the still extant traces of colony between

Four famous dunes. Like pepper-seeds in the distance
The dung of white stags in courtyards and cisterns,
Resin blew, hard on the eyes, one morning

Beside the acacia watching the camels going.

And now, for all remonstrance and talk of patience

| will grieve, somewhere in this comfortless ruin

And make a place and my peace with the past.

There were good days with the clover-smelling wenches.

Best by the pool when | caught a clan drenching.

| brought them in file to beg their things back,

Playing for one that hung back ; and paid them,

All but her, with fat like tassds of satin,

Chops from the fast camel | slaughtered. But her

| forced to ride in a topheavy howdah,

Tilting along with me by her, her tattling

Of illegal burdening of beasts, and | tickling

Her senses, and dropping the reins, and cropping the quinces.

And sweet as her were the more complex raps
At pregnant wives and mothers giving pap.

An infant would scream, a woman half turning
Roll an eyeball in a lolling head.

There werejilts on spines of sand, a coquette
Who carved my heart in brow-beating range,
And no sauce of tears, till | disengaged

The clung tissue. There was the pure ovoid
In boudoir and ward and a watched ring.

| went in at leisure and kept her happy.
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| pased the assassins and found the Pleiades.
They surfaced round her with sash and beads.

She from her screen and chill gauze of shift
Turned and turned a phrase on bawdy men.

But we skirted the yards, she twitched her train

To a tail switching the sand on the tell-tale trace.
And under a whorl of crested dunes | pressed

Her temples back with her ankles and slender
Waist and shearings of flame for breast and sift

Of yolk for skin, a flamingo fledgling from the seas.

On account of laden trees | lost my friends,

Took their rebukes against beds with chips of incense,
Their cold looks for arms of eucalyptus

And snake fingers, meaning social intercourse

Such as | changed for other. Was not seduced

The eydess way to totem bands. But pain

Came with a night like seawaves, a brine curtain

That moored its sting of stars on mountain masses.
Night lay long, | longed for it rising, it rose

With denser dawn between the thighs untensing.

| strapped a pouch, | walked where times of fire
Had gorged the passes The wolf like a player
Wasroaringthe packs hislosses. | answered :

" Our trades line no pockets. You and the lover
Thriftlessly eat what you win. We are leaner

By this ploughing/* Next day the birds shut still in
The hills | rode early a roan stallion,

A new thing, fluid and sheen as a sliver,

A cataract thing, a flux dancer,

After my cracked vases a crucible of the air.

The herds ripped away like cowries. | whipped
With my hands this turning top. We outstripped
Thefirst riders and lunged at the buffalo

And the ruffled mates. Clashed till henna flecks

Of their blood, but no tired ooze, dashed his neck.
The cooks were busy that night jointing and broiling.
| sat watching his limbs as deek as rollers

Of bridal oil. He stayed in my eyes, decked out

All night in his trappings, not sent away,

And webbed with decent tail his stride and dip.
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My stretched arm burnsin a flash, between shoals

Of crowned cloud, that lean on both flanks of the hills.
Rain pours on Katheitha, kisses the big trees

On Kanahbil, seizes the uplands of Qanan

Chasing the ibex, erasing the less than stone.

Only the major peaks, the bare spindles

Cap the deluge. Till dawn, and dwindling

It leaves tendrils like gay wares of Y emen

In sands where, drunk at the rims of vallies,

The thrushes tell the sun spiced folly.

Till evening, and far-off like sprigs of wild onion
The drowsy leopards at the limit of the vallies.

I8

Bodies of water like horses
Breaking from the starter'srope
Hit the bath with awhite

Roll of fluid ingots. Wind
Warmsoverhead creasing it.
The sun doubles it grimacing
Like an uncle. Therain adds
Gum and sorrow to the flow.
But at night the stars descend
In silent order, and you see

T he cosmos standing on its hands.

19

Born of prime heat, those epic sons excelled.
W e, born of dotage, are their thin remnants.
O might we be like moons, impelled
In lustrous series to new vehemence.

20

Corners conceal treasures.
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AZRAEL

Count Azrael came to me from Europe in atrance
His English nails were leonine and scalloped

From his French dental-plate a thousand elephants
Dived in an Austrian tunnel when he swallowed.

He wore the black shirt of a Roman politician
Besde him was a scythe of German brand

He dipped into a pouch of Spanish ammunition
He had a Greek stiletto in his hand

He stopped the traffic with Hungarian bravado

He steered towards a pit of Belgian dack

And staring through a pair of lenses ground at Oslo
He wondered when the robot world would crack.

| crossed mysdf, he made a motion in Bulgarian

| spoke, he spoke to me in Portugese

| waved my hand, he waved goodbye in High Bavarian
| woke, and rummaged for my fleas.

22

Daughter of the sheikh trimming ribbons round your neck

Y ou had better tell your father to stop you going for water

| shall change my favourite hack for the butcher's snicker-snack
And learn the art of daughter on your dack ungodly father.



IMAGES FROM THE ARAB WORLD

23

PARIS DANCINGS

Down in the fug a drum gathers
Darkies and living moons

"With shots of stammering phrases
Sweeter than chloroform

T he short asbestos pipes
Sweat among the damned
The long hoot like fans

At the locked arena

Where trunks bend for love

Original woman shuttles

To the stretched black horn

T he shells clack and angels
Come down like catherine-wheels
In the pit where every vein
Frothsin MIle. Josephine

Throttle the fool who confused
Brevity with wit

Her waist winds and unwinds
Three hours and not a fidget
Cheapen your best precious
Hashing all in all

And by God, dead matter crawls
And araw egg for the poets.

Frizz of the Cameroons

And the Sorbonne shingle

Step through Leagues of Nations
Spend and drop palpitating

Into nature's geography
Whilethethermometer burns
And the world goes carbon.
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Europe learns a fashion
Brings back her stokers
Who had all been paid off
Heaps up the bunkers

W ith fuel of the dave trade
Right and left he stamps

A piece of universe

Limbs clapping limbs

And muscle drilled in dough

The girl from Berlin
Rubs in the thickets
Steel is plied and bent
Along Somali basins

As she clownsin adress
Of a dangling alphabet
And those who don't feel
See both come off well.

If your heart's still lofty
Stick to Robin Hood
And the sweet chariot

If your head's still soft
There's always.the harlot
And thefeet run wild.

24

NARCISSUS

Drinkersat evening, drunkards at dawn,
Pass this bowl! of narcissus on the stairs,
Theair quiverswith themarriage

Of two distillations.

Pause for this flower, on whose buds
Drops of dew are clinging like tears
Before eyes shed them. Then pass on
Kindled to drink.
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During the reign of Nahoud, King of India, backgammon was invented.
This game interpreted the world as a place where profit and livelihood
can be gained neither by ability nor by cunning, but where men are sub-
ject to vicissitude and their affairs to contradiction. The board is divided
into twelve compartments according to the number of months in the year;
and there are twelve dogs, or pieces, according to the number of days in
the month. The dice represents fate. On the luck of its fall depends
success or failure. Thusitisimplied that however intelligent or resolute
aman may be, he is helpless unless he has chance and fate on his side.
Only good fortune produces welfare and opportunity in this world.

Later followed King Balhit, in whose time chess was invented, a game
which promptly superseded backgammon because it brought a new
symbolism by which the resolute man was sure of his triumph and the
ignorant man bound to fail. The king, who played with his counsellors,;
codified the rules of the game, and his book on the subject was widely
circulated throughout the nation. The pieces were shaped in the like-
neses of human beings and certain animals, and varying degrees of
importance were assigned to each, beginning with the shah, who stood
for the government and administration, and working thence downwards.
There was synchronously a second line of symbolism, by which all pieces
stood for the supreme bodies, the seven planets and the twelve signs of
the zodiac.

Chess now became the criterion of action throughout the national
life. If, for example, an enemy attacked the land and advanced in a
certain pattern, Balhit's government would use the chess-board to deter-
mine from what direction, at what time, and with what speed they would
counter-attack.

Moreover, the Indians have a secret integrated with the formula of
chess and the multiples of the board. Itistheir key to the sublime motions
of the planets and the first cause. The sum of the multiples is 18,446,
740, 073, 707, 55i, 6i5. Each group of the configuration hes its particular
meaning, affording an explanation of the march of time and its cycles,
the compulsion of the celestial bodies over this earth, and the links that
connect them with the human soul.

The Greeks, Romans, and other peoples have different routines and
explanations of chess, described by experts like Souli and 'Adli in their
treati ses on the game.
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TO A LATE COMPOSER

Every day another reception and garlands of rhetoric over a tomb.
This man taught the nation nothing, planted no desert swith pylons.

We remnants are enriched, but his friends and family were impoverished
Sander arrested him in kennes of aphrodisac and hashish

But beams make tears of what they play on. He filled ears and throat
With the turmoil of his presence first, then with his stiff quiet.
Unthought dressss of voice and instrument replaneted his firmament
Beyond the mason on the ste he built for duration

Sa for perpetuity more than the seedsman, explored properties
Rarein the luckiest tendril or the talented sone.

The sands were dry and ready for the fall.

An Alexandrian nightingale with a sky-nest
Lighted on the shore from a dark flowering hill
He chose where only the kites circled in a cleft
An hour when the food-gatherers were away busy
He chose to struggle with the two horizons

And alert asa parrot he inter cepted

The surprise of the world's shouts and whispers.

A frenzy in the sands was fretting

For hisharangues and degiac speech

For soliloquies on the reed

And dghs which through gaping notches
Achieve the dopes and par apets

In continents of the pure dead.

The house of earth was opened, down its corridors of art

Consolation was blown from the cool belts. And do not lament

For art. Thereis aways nourishment streaming in the crevices of air,
The calendar's quickening resores the corpses, and the meteors

In the shafts of Karnak make bonfires among the pillars

And what washes through Egypt istired and brilliant as wax.
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The master, relaxed : the end of his blaze was disaster.

He quitted his disquiet, even the random and epilectic
Revelations, by which he committed more monuments to us
Than legions have left banners in this sand.

Still in the lay kingdom chants a boy,
Frail as bamboo, pink with tossing
The ball of twine that cradles space

He clings to the suburbs, restless, locking his hands
— And the premise of art is an alabaster blush.

Every summary has atrend
Every question has an answer
Every event has an hour

Every action has its account
Every ascent hasits limit
Every man has his book of fate.

Every guarantee is a symbol of death
Every building a promise of destruction
Every king and hisdomain the original of dust.

Upheavals and insurrection

And more than sweet surfeit provoke
Twitches of the eye. At beauty thrown
T hefist clenches on itself.

Every day is a stage to death

Y ou diewhile you play with arts and towers
Every door of the world you shut for safety
Opens a door on a new fang

Y ou thought you were a husk when you found
The milk of life meant endless churning.

But you arenot lust's conquer or

To hold it with effort and fret

All you see was planned by a dear king
Whose operations are like a presence
And he accessible with an excuse.
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We have grown so old, old friends

We might never have been young
Though our days were galks of basil
Wet and waving and beaming

We spent long wanting a house

A place of violence and theft

We shall spend longer trying to be young
Tinkering with juvenilia

And a geady holein the scalp.

Youth went out despite everything
There should be no cause when youth wears out
But death and the mountain.

28

THE TELEGRAPH W RE AND THE PUFFER TRAI'N

First praised be ancient God who knows how pinched we are

Next praised be the good Prophet whose light has appeared from far
Whose light has shone from far over river and hill

0 listen all you sweethearts to the perfect tale | tell.

| callit" A breezefor the brain, the wire and the puffer train "

And may God help me sing it till the moon dies again.

A wonderful iron thing comes pounding out of the blue
Afireisred inits heart, sparks are red on its brow

I will give you marvellous words for it, open your ears wide
| call it the puffer train with the telegraph wire by its sde
The telegraph wire besde it, dear, | name it in words of old
Wordslikean orphan jewel, aruby or emerald.

They quarrelled once for four hundred and four and forty days
Till their cursingtroubled knowledge and birds dropped dead on the ways

The puffer train boy said " Beware, you shall be the talk of the town
My wrath shall tower over you, | shall pound your bags of bone
Until you accept my order and recognise me as the high

Knight of the puffer train that comesin the wink of an eye.

| am thetrain, as| go | shriek like an enraged ass



46 IMAGES FROM THE ARAB WORLD

The blind man knows | am coming and dodges down till | pass
| am thetrain, my secret is srange, | dide like a snake

| clatter along the line and the trees begin to quake

And quake the lordly cadles that know my true degree

And the mortal sin it is that you should stand above me.

" You gand on dizzy tresles that tremble in every gust
In every gud they tremble and tumble in the dust

But | race stark and black never looking back

Worth a thousand purses of gold as | pace along the track.
Men jump totheir feet and run, warriorsturn and flee,
Warriors die, and their wives shed tears degp as the sa
Or at least as deep asrivers, and their old enemies stroll
With amiles of satisfaction to view the burial-hole."

So the puffer train boy was conceited and swollen with his glories
And the wire replied indignantly " O tempora, 0 mores.

When atrain abuses a wire the world is bad indeed.

If there be stholars among you they know my vigour and speed.
In gpeed | surpass horses and any peer of the land

My elegant trestles do duties a train cannot under stand.

" With Tom, Dick, and Harry on board you lumber on like a beast

If the coal runs out you stop in the uninhabited wage

If the coal runs out you flop like a cow to be dragged along

You were once prosrated, | hummed, | fetched help two hundred strong
| fetched two hundred intelligent folk to repair you when you went wrong.

" But long you lay there mouldering, your captain died in disgrace,
The village sold out round you, the sguire sold his edates,

And no one came except couplesfretting for somewhere to degp
And the goats who made you their trough and the wandering sheep.

"' Why is thiswire humming ? It is carrying swifter than birds
Reliable news to cities, truth at a penny a word.

Mine is the pure movement, me all men exalt

You are the cdumsy hack snorting from halt to halt
Between one halt and another you lose an age of time
Your skin is rusty iron and the snuff you take is grime/®
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The puffer train boy was abashed, but said with a bold face
" The wire has a warped mind and misrepresents the case

| am the secret of kings, from desert and field they mount me
Thetrain is gliding, gliding for the heroes of the country
Every ticket is samped with a separate number in sone

| am the train, | bellow my splendid way alone.

Girls with cheks like wine and ddlicate bosoms ride

They carry musical instruments and play to please all insde
And mighty is my engine, | could turn a hundred bales

Of flax or wool in ajiffy as | drive along the rails

| knead and bake and puff, darlings, a powerful anthropoid
My clever driver touches a key and | vanish in the void."

Thetdegraph wire replied " | have seen you perform these tricks
Grumbling from Upper Egypt under aload of bricks

Grumbling at the merchants, quarrelling through the night

Going by the honey villages your frame shaking with fright.

| do my work with dignity and a ssnse of its importance

| flash to Damietta and you st off in accordance

With the message | deliver, and if you do otherwise

You ramble into your brother and disagter tears the kies

And disasger twists the skies and dhrieks appal the Nile

Like the shrieks of thejungle at evening, and | stand by and smile."

Then the puffer train gave in toits master and said " It istrue.
You are the beautiful one. 1 am nothing without you.

Toyou | shall turn for counsd. And on theiron path

| shall call for asagance from you, comrade the telegraph.”

And now the story is over, walk in the shadow and pray

That the Prophet who rules the peoples may wipe our tears away.
Pray by the chosen Prophet from whose hands the waters sprang,
To whom the mute stone talked, and the lizard came and sang.
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29

A STORY OF THE DOLLS

God said: " And He ingpected the birds and aked ' Why do | not
s the hoopoe among you ? |she one of the absentees 7'

Those who are versad in the stories of the ancients say that when God's
Prophet, Solomon son of David (peace be on father and son alike), had
finished building Jerusalem, he decided tojourney to the Land of Taboos,
and made ready to st out with such a company of men, djinns, demons,
birds and beags that the caravan was a hundred mileslong. He summoned
a breeze, and it came and carried them to Mecca, where he sayed per-
forming ceremonials and sacrifices  And he told the people the good
tidings of the coming of the Prophet, Mohammed, and that Mohammed
would belord of the Prophets and their seal.

He thought next of proceeding to Yemen, and leaving Mecca in the
morning marched for a month through the wilderness of San'a following
the gar of Suheil at sunset. And he saw a beautiful white land of shining
pastures, and desired to camp there and pray and eat. But when he looked
for water he could find none, and called for the hoopoe. For Solomon
always relied on the hoopoe to find water, snce it could see the springs
under the earth as clearly as you s the cup in your hand, and would
peck through the soil until the water was visble and its depth could be
measured; and then Solomon would send the demons to ped away the
remaining earth and draw the water. And thisis so despite the incredulity
of the scholar who asked how the hoopoe, who could not see the net under
a finger's layer of dust, could s water under the earth. That sceptic
was well answered by another scholar: " O wretch, when fate comes
gyesare blinded.”

Solomon called for the hoopoe, but could not find him, and was angry
and uttered threats. And at lag the hoopoe returned and said "1 am
coming from Sheba with news for you. | have ssen a woman ruling a
nation."

When Solomon's caravan had halted, the hoopoe had said to himsalf
" Solomon is busy at the moment. | will take a trip to the upper kies"
And he had flown upwards, and surveyed the length and breadth of the
world to right and left. And seeing the garden of Queen Bulgais, he
had dropped among its trees, and there met the hoopoe of Yemen.
Solomon's hoopoe was called Ya'fur and the Yemen hoopoe 'Afeer.
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" Where do you come from ?* asked 'Afeer, " and where are you
makingfor ?" "1 comefrom theLevant," said Ya'fur, " with my maser
Solomon, son of David, peace be upon him." ‘'Afeer aked " Who is
Solomon, son of David ?"  And Ya'fur told him " King of djinns and
men, of demons and beads, and of tempests. And whereis your home ? "
'Afeer said " | belong to this country.” And when Ya'fur said " Who is
itsking?" hewastold " A woman." He aked her name, and was told
that she was called Bulqgais, and her kingdom was no less magnificent
than Solomon's, for she was queen over all the Yemen and her generals
numbered twelve thousand each with a hundred thousand troops under
his command:—" Will you come with meto see her kingdom ?" Ya'fur
dhook his head: "1 am afraid Solomon will need me to look for water
at prayer time, and will find me absent.” But 'Afeer assured him that news
of the queen would delight his magter and they went together till they had
seen Bulgais and her kingdom. And it was the hour of sunset prayer before
Ya'fur returned.

Now when Solomon dismounted for the sunst prayer, he asked the
people for water, and the djinns and the demons, but none of them knew
where to find it, and therefore he turned again to ak for the hoopoe,
who was not there. And Solomon was angry and uttered threats against
him. Or, according to another version of the story, a fragment of the sun
fell on the king's head, and he looked up and saw the hoopoes place
empty. Then he called for the bird-master, the eagle, who, being asked
about the hoopoe, replied " Righteousness be the lot of the king, | do
not know where heis, nor have | sent him on any errand.” And Solomon
was enraged and swore either to day the bird or submit him to violent
torture—over the nature of which scholars have differed, some consder-
ing that the king meant to pluck his feathers and tail and toss him naked
on an anf-hill to be bitten, some that the king was going to pluck his
feathersand tie hislegs and expase him to the sun, and othersinter preting
the punishment as exposure to the sun under a coat of tar, imprisonment
in a cage, separation from his mate, or dismissal from the royal service.
But whatever the exact intention, Solomon added the stipulation " unless
he returns with a convincing plea” Then he ordered the eagle, master
of the birds, to bring the hoopoe back on the instant. The eagle lifted
himsdlf to the very margins of the air, and surveyed the earth (which
looked to hiseye as a bowl in your hands looks to you) and gazed right and
left till he detected the hoopoe coming from Yemen way. With death in his
heart he fell on him, but the hoopoe saw the evil in his glance and invoked
God on him, saying " By Him who gave you strength and power, have
mercy on me and spare me harm.” And the eagle swerved away,
but said " Better your mother had not delivered you. God's Prophet,
Solomon, has vowed your torture or your death." But the hoopoe asked
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" Does not God's Prophet make any stipulation ? " And the bird-master
said " Yes, he will allow a convincing plea."

The hoopoe and the eagle flew sde by sde until they reached Solomon,
to whom the eagle said " | have brought you the hoopoe, Prophet of
God." The hoopoe came to the king hanging his head, and his tail and
wings ignominioudy dragging the ground, and Solomon clutched him
by the neck and picked him up roughly, and said " Wher e have you been ?
Great tortureiswaiting for you." And the hoopoe said " Remember the
Day of Judgment when you will stand before God whose Prophet you are.”
And at these wor ds Solomon shuddered, and pardoned him, but asked him
" What kept you late ?" Then the hoopoe told him " | have learned a
thing hitherto outsde even the embrace of your knowledge. From Sheba
| come bringing you news. | have ssen a woman ruling the land and
possessing some portion of everything in the world. And her name is
Bulgais, daughter of Bashrakh.

" Her father was a great king, who ruled all Yemen, and told the kings
at the earth's poles that they were not his equals and unfit to offer him a
bride from their housess He chose a woman from the djinns, called
Rayhana, daughter of Shukr, for at that time men and djinns mixed and
intermarried. Out of the marriage was born BaTama: who is Bulqais,
but there were no other children, neither sons nor daughters. When her
father died, and there was no boy to succeed him, she aspired to his
title, and called on the nation to enthrone her; and some were willing
to obey, but others refused, preferring a man, whom they enthroned.
Then the Yemen was divided between the two parties, each seizing a
portion of the land.

" The new king conducted himsalf wantonly and molested the women,
and those who had eected him wished what they had done undone, but
were now powerless. And Bulgais, who jealoudy watched every develop-
ment, wrote proposing her sdf in wedlock. And the king answered that only
despair of her had prevented him making the same proposal; so she
wrote a second time, saying * | do not didike you, for you are deserving
and have done much. Assemble the men of my family and ak them for
my hand." He gathered them and aked ; and when her kinsmen doubted
whether she would accept, he told them that the first move came from her
and showed them the documents. They repaired to her and mentioned
the matter, and she said,’ Yes, though | do not love him, | love mother-
hood. And | love fortune, which has smiled on him." So they were
married. And when the bridal processon was over, she fetched a great
multitude of her suite and retinue until his buildings and palaces over-
flowed with them. And she gave the king wine and made him drunk,
and cut off his head, and retired by night to her house. In the morning
the people woke to find the king dead and his head fixed on the palace
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gates, and realised that the marriage had been a stratagem. Messengers
were sent to offer Bulgais the kingdom, seeing that she deserved it more
than another, and she told them ' Overwhelming shame made me kill
him." Then shewas crowned. And her affairs prospered and time went
smoothly for her."

When the hoopoe had finished, Solomon said " We will discover
whether you tell thetruth or arenumbered with theliars." And he penned
aletter and wrote: " From the dave of God, Solomon, son of David, to
Bulgais, Queen of Sheba. In the name of God, the merciful and
compassonate, peace be on him who follows guidance. Do not be proud.
CometomeaMoslem.” 1bn Garaigand othersrecord that therewas not
oneword morein the message, for of all writers his phrases were the best-
turned and mogt succinct, as were these of the whole band of Prophets,
the prayers and peace of God be on them. Once they had dictated a
sentence they would never lengthen or expand it.

And when he had finished the letter, Solomon powdered it with musk
and samped it with hisring, and told the hoopoe " Take this letter and
drop it by her, and be near in caee she sends back an answer." And the
hoopoe took it and flew to Bulgais. Now she was staying three days.
journey from San'a, in a country called Ma'rab, where she had a palace,
the doors of which she bolted before she dept, taking the keys with her
and guarding them under her pillow. And at this moment she had with-
drawn and dosed the doors. In Qitaba's version, the hoopoe came to her
when she was stretched on her back and let the paper fall on her breast.
Mugatil says that the hoopoe carried the letter in his beak and flew over
her head, and hovered there beating his wings an hour or more, and the
people watching him ; until at last shelifted her head, and he dropped the
letter in her lap. Wahib 1bn Munabbih, however, tdls differently, how
the queen had a dlit in the wall above her, so placed that the sun glanced
through at the moment it rose, and the beams struck the bed, and the
gueen was wakened and knet to them. The hoopoe came to this dit
and covered it with his wings, and when the sun rose, the queen did not
know, for the rays were blocked. And at last she woke and thought that
the sun was late in rising and rose to look for it. And at that moment
he dropped the letter in front of her. And shetook it, and when she saw
the seal she trembled . . .

30

Haroun al Rashid had a young slave-girl, with the build and grace of a
boy. One day when she was standing and pouring water over the Caliph's
hands from the spout of a beaker she had brought, her magser's son, a
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still unbearded youth, was seated at the rear of the throne, and flashed
a sgn to her, pressng his hand to his lips in the motion of a kiss.  She
replied only with a scolding flash of the eyes, but that was enough to make
her quiver for a moment as she poured, and al Rashid noticed: " What
isthis?" hesaid. " Put down the vesd." Shedid s0. " Tell methe
truth,” he demanded, " or, by God, | will kill you." " Lord," she said,
" the prince made a gesture as if he were kissing me, and | disapproved
of the gesture”

The Caliph turned to his son, and when he saw him looking now as
pale as a corpse, he pitied him, and put an arm round him, saying, " Do
you love her, 'Abdulillah ?* He answered " Yes, Commander of the
Faithful." " Sheisyours. Stand up and take her under that archway " —
and he pointed to an alcove. And he added " Have you no verses for this
occason ?" " Yes sr," said the prince, and recited

A dag, at which | aimed my hope with a motion
And kissed it from far, its soft lips were broken
It sharply defied me by a furl of its brow

| stood like a stone but | have won it now.

Have patience over a bad neighbour: either he'll move, or a calamity
will come and shift him.

WRITTEN IN PRISON

He breathed the dawn wind with all his body.
The memory of the first paths, the good hills

Of childhood, came back; and finding himself
Only another of the world's bereaved

He wept, while the lightning burned.

Y ou would not blame me for shaking.

If I were calm you would think me bronze.
Time grieved me with a sentence

Virtuefell in with adversty

And rather than wonder at the usual thing

L et usdrink to-day, and to-morrow do business.
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T he nights peppered me with barbs of trouble
The carriers of mischief never ignored me

My day was mortgaged on illusion

And when | went for cover to the dark

The stars were slow, and the best star

Parted on an errand to theworld'send.

Isno hope or petition valid,

No return of the sick to the city,

Cordoba of the shining evenings,

Wher e desire has a gracious conclusion

And the five senses are tangibly advised

Of the breasts of earth exposed for trampling on.

By our strange capacity to endure

| goon living asif | had not lost

Y our enclosing breeze. Asifat no
Point in time our tracks had intersected,
My birth not been aflashin your dust.
And all after it a persistent demand

On the ducts of your light and lit darkness,
Of dew and damp suburb branches,
Raimented soil and air naked,

While the water in the ditches ran sweet
And simple as falling petals,

Unsealing the pent intoxication

Of this city's shadow, the sum of hopes.

Often for sustenance | recapitulate

Those braggart days, the times

At the Eagle and the Pavement,

T he spouts of life, the bosoms and locks
At Vizier's Brook, the gardens

And the waterfalls, and the years extruding
Cherub heads after a thousand years.

O for the rooms of the Carnelian
Everyone sitting by the sliding stream
Dangling their feet in the bubbles

That wink narcissus eyes,

Levelsof air and alternating

Currents of despair and love,
Andwinedrip likesunin sultry weather.
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We met at the Honey Pool, coming home
To the creation scene we started in.
Deeps on deeps of eye made rings
Piping the bride of enjoyment in

With wreathed lip and rose cheeks and
Splashes of grape darkening her hand.

And as if we resumed a story

We ran up the slope the bridge

The unforced hills to the pavilion

And by the dunes by the river we ran
Where theflowergirl wind was leaning
Lifting and lighting the pollen rods of gold.

A man's country may tire of him

His office decays, his name vilified,

And he goes. But | caution the gloaters
The sun clouded is still the sun

| am sheathed but still the angry blade
Behind the dark bush I am the lion

And the sting secreted in the unguent bottle.

But regret holds me, who once belonged
To the school that hates passionate love.
And wine and the cascading lute

Bring fever and no peace. The fear of
Censure cannot silence this crying room.
No word has come from you since | left
Only chance news traversing the horizons.

Y ou praised some days to a soft glory.

Y ou exacted a daintiness from the world's service
And immune from the tedium or abuse of time
You sit in eternity's cool smock

To work out love and your first hopes

Like ajeweller for the pleasure of the rich of time.
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Hereisthefinal stretch, the instrument
That cuts short the reminiscence
Thechatter of what they did to death, the coil
Of it, and the paternal tube of it

And snakiness. At a long paean

The corpse turns over, quicker than hands,
Whose horns gate the pain of earning,

Do for time and his dip. He passes
Imperiously, owningtheair

And filigree of limbs and soul,

A trap in beauty's structure, that no lover
Could fathom and keep the manacles.
Galenuswith hisatabrine, thefluting moron
W ith his goats, went after him. They counted
A similar tally of hours, and the quiet

Was sweeter for thefool. Unbroken drive
Even for welfareisonly warfare

And the metal weights on the lungs

Deny the blossoms to the stretch of need.

POSITIONS
THE POSITION OF THE SEA

He gayed me in the sea, and | saw the ships sinking. There were
planks still afloat, but then they too sank, and He said to me " Who takes
aboat isin peril."

And He said to me " He imperils himsef who throws himself into the
$1, and takes no boat."

And He said to me " Heislost who takes a boat and takes no risk."

And Hetold me that part of a man's salvation is imperilling himself.
And the waves came, lifting what was beneath, and cag it on the shore.

And Hetold me that the surface of the seais unattainablelight, and its
bottoms unfathomable darkness, and between are the perilous whales.
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And He said to me " Never sail on the sea, or | will conceal you with
the instrument, and never throw yoursdf into the sea, or | will conceal
you in it."

And Hetold methat therearefrontiersin thesea: " Which of them will
carry you ?"

And He said to me " If you offer yoursdf to the sea and are drowned
in it, you are as much as one of its beads"

And Hesaid " | would deceive you if | showed you other than Myself.”

And He said " If you perish in other than M e, you are his for whom
you have perished."

And He said " The world is for him whom | have made turn away,
and made it likewise turn away from him ; and the other world isfor him
whom | have madeturn that way, and madeit likewiseturn towardshim."

THE NATURE OF THESE TWO

He sayed me and said " Who areyou and who am 1?* And | saw the
sun, the moon, the gars, and all the lights.

And He said " There remains no light in the currents of My ocean
which you have not seen.” And everything came to me until there was
nothing and kissed me between the eyes and hailed me and sood in the
shadow.

And He said " You know me but | do not know you." And | saw the
entirety of Him clinging to my garments and not clinging to me. And
Hesaid " ThisisMyworship." And my garment inclined, and | did not
incline. Whereupon He said tome " Whoam [?" The sun and moon
darkened, the dars fell, the lights were quenched, and shadow over-
whelmed everything save Himsalf. And my eyes did not see and my ears
did not hear, and the power to fed departed. And everything sooke
and said " God is greates.” And everything came on me with a sword
in its hand. When He said " Escape” | aked " Whither ?" And He
said " Fall in the darkness” And | fell in the darkness and saw mysdf.
And He said " Never s any man but yoursdf, and never come out of the
darkness unless | take you out; and if | take you out, | will show you
Mysdlf, and you will s¢ Me ; and if you ¢ Me, you will be the further-
mogt of the furthest."

THE POSITION OF STRAYING

Hedayed me in straying, and | saw all the highways under the earth.
And He said to me " Thereis no highway over the earth." And | saw
all the people over the earth and the highways empty. And | saw that
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who looks up to the ky never leavesthe earth; and who looksto the earth
goes down to the highways and walks in them.

And He said to me " Who does not walk in the highways does not
find Me"

And Hesaid " Seeing that you know my place, never reveal me." And
| ssw Him veiling everything and connecting everything.

And He said to me " Go with the veiled and quit the connected, and
come in to me without permission, for if you ak permission | will veil you.
And if you come in to me, depart without permission, for if you ak per-
misson | will imprison you." And | saw each time he bared a needle and
each time he concealed a thread.

And He said to me " Sit in the eye of the needle, and never leave it.
And when the thread enters the needle, never hold it. And when it pases
through, never stretch it. And regoice, for | lovethose who rgoice. And
tell them ' Me alone He accepted, and turned you all away/ And if they
accompany you, them | will accept and turn you away. And If they say
behind, them I will excuse and blame you." And | saw that all persons
were free.

And He said to me. " You are My friend. If you do not find Me,
Kk Me in the grongest who revolts againg Me. And when you find
M e, never disobey him. And if you do not find M e, ssize a sword and
smite him, but do not kill him, for I hold you accountable for him.
Between you and Me clarify all, but between the people and Me make
nothing clear. Let there be war declared between you and M e, and take
the part of the people againg Me. And if | give you what you ask, make
it asacrifice to fire, and sand in the shadow of a poor man among the poor
and ak him to ak it of Me. Never ak Me yoursdf, lest in giving you
your desre | deprive another, and thus you become an enemy to Me and
| forsake you." Then | saw that throwing all away is victory.

And He said " If you throw all away, you will be bankrupt, and |
love only the rich and hate only the poor. And | s you with neither
therich nor the poor. For | do not use nomenclature.”

THE POSITION OF KNOWING THE KNOWING

And He said to me " Hear one of the tongues of power. If | come
to know a dave and he repulses M e, | go back to him like a man seeking
a favour: and in this | act by My generodty and he by his ginginess
with himsdf (which | control for him, not he for Me). And each time
he repulses Me | still go back to him. Yet still he repulses M e, though
he finds Me most generous of the generous, and | go back to him knowing
him the dingiest of the stingy, but finding excusss for him when he



58 IMAGES FROM THE ARAB WORLD

comes, and forgiving him even before | find, the excuses. Until at last
| tell him in his secret self ' | have afflicted You." All this| do to make
him feel less estranged when he seesM e.

" If he agrees to live in that part of Me which | revealed to him, |
become his friend and he Mine. If he repulses M e, | do not abandon
him on that account, for | know that the wrong is compounded with
ignorance; but | say to him ' Can you repulse M e, who am God ?
Have you no desire for Me or the knowledge of Me ?' If then he answers
* | will not repulse You," | accept that profession, and every time he
would repulse Me | speak to him until he says' | will not repulse You ';
and | accept that.

" But if he affirms ' | repulsed You," and persists in his falsehoods,
I will wrench My knowledge out of his breast, and it will revert to M e,
and will recall My knowledge from his heart. And when his Day comes,
I will make the knowledge that was between us two a fire and fan it
with My hand till the fire of Hell cannot compare with it. For I will
Myself exact of him a retribution and torture such as the very guardians
of the fire cannot bear to hear described in all their detail. His body
I will make asvast asthewild lands, and | will give him a thousand skins,
between every two an expanse no less than the globe. All the tortures
theearth knows will be ordered to assault him, and in each of hislimb's
there will gather at a single moment of time all the varieties of agony in
the world. Then besdes the tortures that are practised all those ever
imagined shall be ordered to come; and the practised tortures shall be
bidden enter the first skin, and the imagined tortures the second skin.
After that the seven strata of fire shall be bidden live in all his skins. At
last when every torture of every world shall have penetrated the pairs
of skin, | will show that man to whom | revealed M yself and was repulsed,
the personal torture that | administer; and when this is disclosed, its
shape will terrify the practised tortures and the imagined tortures and the
tortureof the seven strata. And their terror will endure until torture and
I make a compact that My torture be not used on the man, given that they
continue their torture upon him; and they will acquiesce. And tie will
beg Me to mitigate the torture of all the worlds and to blank from his
mind the image of what | disclosed. And | will say to him ' | asked you
Will you repulse Me ? and you said Yes, | will repulse You' And that
will bethelast of him with M e. Little by littleas | reveal My knowledge
torture will pursue his affliction.

" Knowledge and knowing are beyond the account of words.

" But | will be otherwise to those who, when | seek their acquaintance,
embrace M e and stay steadfast and loyal till | bringtheir day of reckoning.
Before them | will set the blisses of this world, both those that are tried
and those only imagined ; | will offer them all the delights of the people
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of the gardens, and My own bliss, which regoices those friends and lovers
whom | choose to prefer.”

He was preaching to the people and admonishing them from the pulpit
of the mosgue, and cameto thissentence: " God descends to the heaven
of our earth as | descend now." And he moved down one gep of the
pulpit gairs.

A clerk of the established church rose to cavil at that saying and deny
it. And as he protested the mob turned on him and thrashed him with
bare figs and the soles of their dippers; and as he struggled his turban
fell, and there was revealed on his head a slken hair-net.

Honour lives in the manes of horsss.

37

Hurry, for the beergardens are blooming.
Thewar still ahill away. Earth

With all itsaviary is sitting

In amity with the natural voices.

They sing, till your veins are strings
And afriction begins like recovery.
The soil has come into flower, and wine
(From the bed where an intact leek

And a Roman endlesdy reproduce her)
Looks out. If you catch the instant
You will s her nodding.

38

" 1f | told you all | knew," said the Prophet, " you would flog me with
thongs of leather."
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If the devil broke his poe, how could he do Number Two ?

40

TIME OF MEETING

If there is rain may it enrich you
She has consented to
The Andalusian hour

Which drifts through sleep vaguely,
Y our meeting, remote profit
Of prying irises

The time isflying pennants,

Tatters of wishes,

Pointing atrack for you

Where driblets of lovers skip in the season.

Hesitation like a beam
Opensthelip of flowers

The anemones repeat the lessons

Of the water between clouds

Talking the language of classrooms
Dear to the few who gathered from far

Framed by dark, the garden still islit
By luminous stoneswithin. A star
Brims out of a black cup. Falls
Felicitous, sheer, unacquainted

With any unchastity but haste.

Here what is sociable is still sweet
Morningsstill career like lancers
And out of caves the meteors gashed
Steam isjust climbing, the eyes

Of flowersjust turning into queens.
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A garden broader than the hills
Found enough fidelity in the world
To hide itself there.

A*

If you punish it you encourage it
It's a pharmocopoeia against itself
The yellow virus never lodged in it
The stone it touched maddened with delight
Came down the yards a sleepy bitch
With two lovers behind transpiring it
From flagon neck and turbid night
And around the house a glitter

Easy as sleep at first light

It was thinner thinner than water
Brittler and more delicate

And all light dipping under it

M ade ingots and fire of it

And like time it circulated

From boy to boy and transmitted
His secret and itch

So my poems are always about it,
Motion's conduit,

Whose consistent simplicity

The agon and cathartics

T he elegiacs of evening cattle

The fury of griffins and politics
Should be forbidden to contaminate

Tell the severe master of dialectic

Y ou have learned something and we honour it
But your power exterminates itself

As long as you omit

Passion and compassion and charity,

The berryin love with itself.
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THE BEARDED BOY

| heard the spike of a hundred clusers
Shrieking as the sone wheds drew still

To thefar Atlantic magter

Or acontrite organ in the mill

To throw the gear and flaunt the sails ahead
Toits perennial dread.

In an ironmonger's shop a cat found a saw, and began licking the edge
with itstongue, till the blood flowed. T he cat thought the saw was bleeding,
and swallowed the blood, and went on licking, till it log its tongue and
died.

a4

I. Inthe beginning God created the white pear| from His dear secret,
and made Anfer, thebird; and putting the pearl on itsback Helived
there for forty thousand years.

11. Thefirst day of God's creation was Sunday, on which day He formed
an angel named Azr ael; who isthe peacodk angel, the principal of all.

[ I'I.On Monday He made the angd Dardael,and he is Sheikh Hassan.

V. On Tuesday He madethe angd Asrafad, and heis Sheikh Shams,

V. On Wednesday He made the angel Michael, and he is Shelkh Abu
Bakr.

V1. On Thursday He made the angd Gabrael, and heisSigad id Din.
V I1. Andon Friday Hemadetheangd Shamnad, and heisNasr id Din.
VIIT. Andon Saturday He madetheangd Nurael, and heisFakhr id Din.

| X. And God appointed the peacock angd lord over these.

X. After him Hemade the image of the seven heavensand the earth
and sun and moon.

X1 . Fakhr id Din made man, animal, bird and beast; and He put them

in the pockets of the cowl, and came out of the pear| together with
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Mis angds, and made a great cry on the pearl, till it wastorn in four
pieces, and water pouring from its womb became the sea; and the
world was round without hollow or incision.

X 11 . God moulded Gabrad in the image of a bird and despatched him,
and with his hands he st the four corners of the earth. And He
created a ship and went down bdow where He stayed for thirty
thousand years ; after which Hemoved and lived in Lalish. Hecried
lustily through the world and the stone grew rigid and the world
became earth and began to quake. Gabrael called for two fragments
of the white pearl, and laid one under the earth and one in the gate
of heaven. Quiet fell; and putting among them a sun and a moon,
he created dars of the scatterings of the white pearl and hung them
in the Ky for decoration.

X111, Hecreated fruit-bearing trees and gemson the earth, and moun-
tains for its decoration, and on the carpet He raised a throne.

X1V. Great God said: " O angds | create Adam and Eve, creating
them mortal; and from them of the secret of Adam will be Shahr
ibn Safr ; and from them will spring a community on earth called the
st of peacock Azrael. It isthe Yazidia sect.”

XV. And Hesnt Sheikh'Adi ibn Musafir from the land of the L evant
and came to Lalish.

XVI.God dexended on the black mountain, and cried and created
thirty thousand anges, and divided them into three legions. They
wor shipped him without pause for forty thousand years, after which
He delivered them to the peacock angd, who rose to the heavens
with them.

XVIl. God descended into the holy land and summoned Gabrad to
bring dug from the four corners of theworld. And he brought dust
and air and fireand water, From all this He created thefirst Adam,
and by His power seated a soul in him. He ordered Gabrael to enter
Paradise with Adam, and there make him eat of the fruits of every
tree but not the grain of the wheat.

XVIIl. After ahundred yearsthe peacock angd said to God " How can
Adam be? How can he multiply and increase ? Where is his
posterity ? " God said-" Henceforward that shall be in your power
and authority, surrendered to you."  So he came and said to Adam
" Have you tasted thewheat ?" And" No," said Adam, " God for-
badethem me." Hesaid " Eat. Itwill bebetter for you." And after
he had eaten, his somach swelled. The peacock angd withdrew him
from Paradise and, mounting to the heights, left him.

X1 X. And Adam's gomach congtrained him, for he had no passage And
God snt him a bird, which came and pecked him and opened
him a passsge; and he was rélieved.
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X X. Gabriel kept away from Adam ahundred years; while Adam wasa
hundred years disressed, and wept.

X X1. Then God ordered Gabrael to create Eve, and he came and created
her from Adam's left armpit.

XXI1. And the peacock angd descended to the earth for the sake of our
created sect and established kings for us. Besde those of ancient
Assyria, wehad Nasrukh, whoisNasr id Din, and Kamush, whoisthe
angd Fakhr id Din, and Artimus, and heistheangd Shamsid Din :
and after them two kings, Shahbur the Fir st and Shahbur the Second,
the reign of which pair endured a hundred and fifty years. From
their sons comes our race down to the present day.

XXI11. And we were made hateful to four kings.

XXIV. Lettuce was forbidden us, because it resembles the name of our
prophetess L aetitia. Butterbeans and dark-blue wer e also forbidden.
We do not eat fish, out of respect for the Prophet Jonah, neither do
we eat the gazelle, snce those herds belong to one of our prophets.
The shelkh and his disciples abstain from the flesh of the cock, in
deference to the peacock angdl. (For the peacock angd is one of the
seven scheduled gods because his image is in the cag of a cock).
And the Shelkh and his disciples abstain from pumpkins. It is
forbidden us to make water in the sanding position or put on our
underclothes in the sitting postion, or to be alone in the privy or
to wash in the bath. It is impermissble to pronounce the word
" devil," which is the name of our God, or any word that is near it
such as " evil" or " shovd " or " snivel." Neither may we say
"ourse" or " accursad " or any words near them.

XXV . Before the advent of Jesus Christ in this world our religion was
called idolatry, and the Jews Christians and Modems have warred
againg it, likewise the Perdans.

XXVI. One of our kings was Ahab, who ordered each of usto call
him by a particular name. He was called " Ahab the God " and
" Bedzebub " ; and now they call him " Peerbub."

XXVI11l. And we had aking in Babylon called Nebuchadnezzar, and in
Persa we had Ahshubersh, and in Constantinople Agricolas.

XXVI111. Beforethe creation of the heavens and earth, God was found
on the ssas, and He had a boat with which He sailed their middle
regions, taking recreation in His own being.

XXIX. He created a pearl from the boat, and ruled from it for forty
years, after which, becoming displeased, He spurned it.

XX X. And O for the marvellous marvel! There rose from its bluster
the mountains, and from its uproar the hills, and the heavens from
its fumes. And God climbed the heavens and hardened them and
erected them without pillars.



XXX

| MAGES FROM THE ARAB WORLD 65

He closed the earth and took a pencil in His hand and began

writing the whole creation.

XXX

Then He created six gods of His being and His light, and their

creation was as when a man lights one lamp from another.

XXXIIl. Thefirst God said to the second : " | created the sky. Go up
to the sky, if you can, and create something." And He went up and
was sun. And in turn He challenged the first, who went up and

became the moon. The fourth created the horizon.
himself the morning-star.

[Isis:

The fifth made
The sixth created the spaces of the air.

4

" | am all that has been, all that is, all that will be. No

one has ever lifted my mask."]

SHAHRAZAD :

SHAHRAYAR
SHAHRAZAD
SHAHRAYAR
SHAHRAZAD

SHAHRAYAR
SHAHRAZAD
SHAHRAYAR
SHAHRAZAD
SHAHRAYAR
SHAHRAZAD

SHAHRAYAR
SHAHRAZAD
SHAHRAYAR
SHAHRAZAD
SHAHRAYAR
SHAHRAZAD

SHAHRAYAR

SHAHRAZAD .

SHAHRAYAR
SHAHRAZAD

(smiling):

(shouting):

Has sorcery or science explained a single one of those
secrets you are burning to understand ?
Be quiet, woman.
Am | torturingyou ?
For God's sake, leave me alone.
Look what happens when you mix with magicians and
priests :(—you get into wild dates like this.
What do you want meto do ? | despair of you.
Do you still want metoreveal myselfto you ?
Shahrazad!
Why do you look at me like that ?
Don't mock me.

(looking hard at him and whispering) : You don't deserve even

to be mocked at.

What do you say ?

What isit you want to know about me ?
Y ou know what | want.

Y ou want to know who | am ?
Yes.

| am a beautiful body.
beautiful body ?

Blast the beautiful body.
| am agreat heart. Am | anything but a great heart ?
Blast your heart.

Can you deny that you loved my body once ? And loved
me with your heart once, too ?

Am | anything but a
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SHAHRAYAR :

SHAHRAZAD {going towards him):
SHAHRAYAR :

SHAHRAZAD

SHAHRAYAR :
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All that has gone. Gone! {speaking to himself) To-day
| am a miserable man.

Don't despair, Shahrayar, my darling.
Go away, you hypocrite. You care for no one but your self.
Do you think that ?

A deceitful woman.

SHAHRAZAD {smiling) : Why do you keep me alive then ?

SHAHRAYAR :

SHAHRAZAD

W hat devil has brought you here now ?
You let me live because you don't know me.

SHAHRAYAR {wearily turns his face away from her): | no longer mind about

you or anything else.

SHAHRAZAD  You turn your face away, blind man. [f you could seejust
a little!

SHAHRAYAR : | have seen more than | should.

SHAHRAZAD :  On the contrary, you miss everything.

SHAHRAYAR {wearily): There's only one thing | ask for.

SHAHRAZAD : What isit ?

SHAHRAYAR : To die.

SHAHRAZAD : Why ? What's distressing you ?

SHAHRAYAR :  There's nothing new in life. |'ve exhausted everything.

SHAHRAZAD Isn't there ajoy in the way of nature that makes you want
to stay with her ?

SHAHRAYAR :  Nature'sonly adumb captivewith a stranglehold tightening
round her throat.

SHAHRAZAD : Y ou have gone mad, racking your mind till it's unhinged.
What mystery are you driving after, stupid ? Are you
going to spend the rest of your life struggling and striving
with a fallacious curiosity riddled with illusions ?

SHAHRAYAR : What value is there in living any longer. 1 have tried
everything and dwelled on everything to excess.

SHAHRAZAD :  And doyou think you havegonetheright way to what you're
seeking ? Whose word have you that what you are seeking
exists ? Look in the water of this pool. What do you see ?
Clarity. The same clarity you may see in my eyes. Can't
you read any of the great secrets there ?

SHAHRAYAR : Curse clarity and everything that's clear. This clear
water terrifies me. The man who drowns in clear water
is damned.

SHAHRAZAD : You are damned.

SHAHRAYAH : Clarity! Clarityisher mask !

SHAHRAZAD :  Whose?

SHAHRAYAR : Her mask 1 Hersl| Hers!

SHAHRAZAD : | am afraid for you.



SHAHRAYAR !

SHAHRAZAD !

SHAHRAYAR

SHAHRAZAD :
SHAHRAYAR .

SHAHRAZAD :
SHAHRAYAR :

SHAHRAZAD

SHAHRAZAD
SHAHRAYAR .

SHAHRAZAD !

SHAHRAYAR :

SHAHRAZAD :
SHAHRAYAR .

(smiling):
SHAHRAYAR :
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Her mask iswoven of clarity ; of the clear sky, clear eyes,
clear water, the air, the void, all that's clear. What is
beyond clarity ? Thethickest curtainsaremoretransparent
than clarity.
The whole trouble is, Shahrayar, that you are an unhappy
king who has lost his humanity and forfeited his heart.
| have finished with humanity. | have finished with the
heart. | nolonger want to feel, | want to know.
Know what ? There is nothing worth knowing.
A lie and deceit. Give me the answer to what | ' m always
asking you. That'sall | want from life now.
Ask whatever you like.

Who are you ?
Shahrazad.
Stop going round in the same circle. | know you are called
Shahrazad :—but who is Shahrazad ?
The daughter of your ex-Minister.
I know my ex-Minister fathered Shahrazad. Just as God
created nature—so that Shahrazad might not be thought
a bastard or nature be imagined the child of accident.
But you know these explanations won't satisfy me.
Why ? Why aren't you willing to see me as a woman like
other women, with father and mother and the usual way
of coming into the world ?
Because you are not a woman like the others.
know you may not be awoman at all.
See how far your madness has gone.
Perhaps she is not a woman. How could she be ? | ask
you, who is she ? She has been imprisoned in a boudoir
all her life, yet she knows about everything on the earth
as if she were the earth herself. She never went further
than the summerhouse in her garden, yet she knows
Egypt and India and China. While she was a virgin she
knew man like a woman who had lived among men for
a thousand years. She knows the whole character of men,
from the sublime to the sordid in them. Sheisyoung, but
she climbed, unsatisfied with the knowledge of earth, to
the skies and can tell of their designs and hidden things
as if she were the adopted child of angels. And she went
down to the depths of the globe to tell of its giants and
demons and their strange underground kingdoms, as if
she were the daughter of the djinns. Who could she be,
who spent her twenty years, and no more, in rooms with

For all |
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drawn curtains, and yet— ? What is her secret ? Is she
twenty, or is she agdess ? Is she limited to one place
or does she belong to all places ? My mind islike a bailing

kettle. It wantsto know .... Can she be a woman, when,
she knows everything in nature as if she were nature
her df ?

SHAHRAZAD : Stop it, Shahrayar. Your hands aretrembling. Your face
ismarked with aterriblefatigue.

SHAHRAYAR :  Yes, | fed exhauged. But my mind will not be quiet till
I know.

SHAHRAZAD : | told you not to think of all that. Leave things alone.

SHAHRAYAR : You aremy wifewhom | love. Aren't you my wife ? How
long do you suppose | can bear to have this curtain keeping
us apart ?

SHAHRAZAD (to herself, almost): Do you imagine that if this curtain were
drawn adde you could bear to look at me for a moment's
duration ?

SHAHRAYAR :  What do you say.

SHAHRAZAD :  Nothing. Go off to bed now. You need reg.

SHAHRAYAR (shouting): | won't go. | must know now. |'ve waited long
enough.

SHAHRAZAD : Don't be childish, Shahrayar. You know that if you per-
Sged twenty centuries you wouldn't get another word out
of me. Becaus it's not mine to give away. You are
asking something impossible. And you are a Sck man.

SHAHRAYAR @ You know. You know everything. What a mystery you
are. You do nothing and sy nothing that is not planned
beforenand. Nothing happens by accident. Nothing
comes by caprice. You live according to an exact calcula-
tion which is never out so much as a hair'sbreadth. Itis
as exact as the sun and moon and sars. You are only a
tremendous mind.

SHAHRAZAD (smiling): You are describing me in your own image,
Shahrayar.

SHAHRAYAR : | am describing the truth.

SHAHRAZAD (mysteriously): Always thetruth!

SHAHRAYAR :  Won't you tell meit ?

SHAHRAZAD : You should go and degp and rest. And if you won't do
that, go back to torturing your mind or to the magicians
and priess.

SHAHRAYAR (under hisbreath and staring hard): The curse of God !

SHAHRAZAD :  Why are you looking at me like that ?

SHAHRAYAR : Come here . ...
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What do you want ?
To kiss you.

(He takes her head between his hands, lifts the black hair away
from her neck, and draws his dagger.)

SHAHRAZAD :
SHAHRAYAR (in a queer voice):
a beautiful night.

God help you, what are you doing ?
| see a grey hair, like the thread of dawn in

SHAHRAZAD (struggling from his grip, then bending down to look at her

SHAHRAYAR .

reflection in the pool):

Where is it ? (She pulls the grey
hair out.)
Why have you taken it out ?

SHAHRAZAD (coming back to him): What made you act like that ? | shall

(She arranges her hair

begin to think your madness really dangerous. How

could you have endured my loss ?

and exhibits the beauty of her body.

Shahrayar stares at her.)

SHAHRAYAR :
SHAHRAZAD !
SHAHRAYAR .

SHAHRAZAD
SHAHRAYAR

SHAHRAZAD

SHAHRAYAR

SHAHRAZAD

SHAHRAYAR !
SHAHRAZAD :
SHAHRAYAR
SHAHRAZAD

SHAHRAYAR
SHAHRAZAD !

SHAHRAYAR

SHAHRAZAD

(pityingly):
(taking his head in her hands):

Why do you keep looking at me like that >—as if you had
never seen me before.

No. No. | don't want to see you like that.

What do you mean ?

She does that, too—always exhibiting her beauty and
hiding her secret.

Who is she ?

Nature.

You poor thing.

Y ou hypocrite.

| pity this fatigued head and
this pale forehead and these twisted lips ....

My face is pale like the faces of the dead.

Don't say that.

Yes, Shahrazad. | shall die.

No, don't et weariness and despair have the better of you.
No, Shahrayar, you will live.

| don't want to.

You are not old (caressing his hair).
as black as night.

Stroke my hair as you used to do. Let me hear your soft
compassionate voice .... | never realised you were so
beautiful. Isthis your mouth, Shahrazad ? It's like a cup
of pearls. Isthis your hair ? It's like clusters of grapes.
Come and rest your body a little while.

Look, your hair is
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SHAHRAYAR : Let me put my head in your lap, asif | wereyour child or
your husband. Am | really your hushand ? Sometimesthe
thought ssams quaint and false. Tell me it's true. Put
your armsround my neck. They areslver arms, Shahrazad.
| want to know that all these treasures are mine. Talk to
me about your love for me, if you have ever loved me a

little .... But you have no feding for me ... .
SHAHRAZAD (slightly mocking): So you are coming back to love and the
heart.

SHAHRAYAR (in a sleepy voice): Shahrazad, | fed now as if | were a
happy man. | want to know what place you have for me

in your heart. Sometimes | become anxious .... | fed
that you are great .... very great . . . and could never
descend to the love of a person like me . . . an ordinary
man ....
SHAHRAZAD (dlyly): Don't you still want to know who | am ?
SHAHRAYAR : | want to kiss your beautiful slver body.

SHAHRAZAD : S0 you are coming back to the body, | s

SHAHRAYAR (struggling with sleep): | want you to recite poetry tome.. . .
Shahrazad ... tell