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especially of the Odes which deal with local events and tribal 
politics have needed a courageous handling, and the translators 
hope that the result may have justified them, and that, without 
referring to the explanatory notes of the Appendix, each poem 
will now be readable even by those who run. Above all, they hope 
that their justification will be found in the judgement that what 
they give is true poetry, a new flower of a strange and interesting 
kind added to the body of our English classics.' 

Sustained by this high expectation, the Blunts published in 1903 
The Seven Golden Odes of Pagan Arabia. The first edition was 
printed finely, at the Chiswick Press, in crown 4to. The price 
asked for a copy was the modest sum of five shillings. But 
FitzGerald's shade had been invoked in vain; the indifferent 
public hailed no new Omar, and the Blunts' translation has never 
been reprinted. Nor has any other version of the Mu'cllaqdt 
been published since those expansive Edwardian days, in English 
or any other language. 

ONE 

The Wandering King 

USTINIAN, secure and splendid upon the throne of Byzan- 
tium, about the year A.D. 530 (according to Arab legend) 
summoned to his court a Bedouin of princely blood called 

Imr al-Qais, intending to employ him in the struggle against his 
hereditary enemies the Sassanid emperors of Persia. The conflict 
between New Rome and the successors of Darius had already 
been in progress for several centuries, being indeed a renewal of 
that more ancient rivalry which had led to Marathon and Salamis; 
it would continue a hundred years yet, before a new religion 
should be born in the wastes of Arabia that was to put an end 
to the long quarrel of Constantinople and Ctesiphon and destroy 
the millennial glory of Iran. But at the time of that imperial sum-
mons it was found convenient by the warring empires to main-
tain tributary princedoms on the northern fringes of the Arabian 
desert; the Persians encouraged the local ambitions of the Lakh-
mid house who ruled the fertile lands about the lower reaches of 
the Euphrates, while Byzantium's vassal was now al-Harith the 
Lame, the fifth of his name (in Greek Aretas) to bear the sceptre 
in Ghassan, a stretch of territory taking in what is now Jordan 
with parts of Syria and having as its principal cities fabulous 
Petra and Palmyra, whose columned palaces and temples already 
lay in ruins. It was this al-IIarith who had recommended to 
Justinian that he might find Imr al-Qais useful. 

We are reaching back into a shadowy age before the secure 
annals of Arab history begin, and should be warned that the 
story of Imr al-Qais and how he came to Byzantium is rejected 
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by modern scholarship as a pure fiction; some researchers indeed 
have denied that such a person as Imr al-Qais ever existed. But 
fiction has its value, and may even possess a grain of truth; the 
story is in any case undeniably interesting and merits fresh 
recital, for all that we live in so critical an age. First it must be 
explained that Imr al-Qais was a nickname; it had been borne by 
a Lakhmid king of al-Hira two centuries earlier, whose epitaph 
comprises one of the oldest surviving Arabic inscriptions. The 
true name of the man of whom we are speaking was H_undul, , 
son of Hum son of al-Harith, a descendant of that royal Kinda 
who gave his name to a famous South Arabian tribe. His grand-
father had ruled al-Hira for a time following the death of the 
Sassanian Qubadh, whose client al-Mundhir III he expelled from 
the Lakhmid kingdom; he was, however, driven out in his turn 
on the accession of Anushirwan the Just, and massacred by the 
avenging aI-Mundhir together with some fifty members of his 
family. That evil day spelt the end of the short-lived greatness 
of Kinda's royal house, which had established a supremacy in ` 
Central Arabia under the shadow of the Tubba's of Yemen, and 
engendered an enduring hatred between them and the rulers of 
Lakhm. On al-Harith's death his kingdom broke up, his quarrel-
some sons dividing between themselves control of the various 
tribes of which the confederacy had been composed. One of them, , 
Hujr, took over the affairs of the Band Asad, but presently they, 
rebelled against him and slew him as he slumbered in his tent. 
Hujr had several sons, the youngest being Imr al-Qais; yet upon `. 
him fell the duty of avenging his father's death. 

It was ironical that this should be so; for Imr al-Qais had never 
stood in well with Hujr. From his early days he had conceived a 
passion for poetry, in which it is said he was encouraged by his 
uncle al-Muhalhil. When report came to his father that he had 
actually composed verses, with all the traditional king's contempt 
for those who courted the Muses he deputed a retainer called 1 
Rabi'a to put Imr al-Qais to death. Rabi'a, however, spared the 
young prince, slaying a fawn in his stead; and it was well that he  

had done so, for IIujr meanwhile repented of his anger, and was 
greatly relieved when his son returned unscathed to court. Even 

so, Imr al-Qais refused to give up poetry, and Hujr felt no option 
but to banish him. Thus began his wandering life among the 
outlying tribes, and that consorting with ne'er-do-wells which 
greatly developed his poetic talent at the expense of his dimin-
ishing good repute. Scandal followed scandal, until no honest 
woman felt safe from his attentions. In his verses, passed quickly 
from mouth to mouth, he made boast of his wild exploits, as 
especially in those lines of his Mu'allaga in which he com-
memorated a particularly notable day. 

Oh yes, many a fine day I've dallied with the white ladies, 
and especially I call to mind a day at Dara Juljul, 
and the day I slaughtered for the virgins my riding-beast 
(and oh, how marvellous was the dividing of its loaded 

saddle), 
and the virgins went on tossing its hacked flesh about 
and the frilly fat like fringes of twisted silk. 

The story behind the verses is as follows. Imr al-Qais fell in 
love with a cousin named 'Unaiza; he sought her company for a 
long time, but was not successful in his approaches. Then one 
day the tribe loaded up their beasts and departed from their 
encampment, the men riding ahead while the women with the 
servants and the baggage lagged behind. 'Observing this, Imr al-
Qais hung back also and hid in a hollow to wait for the women, 
among them 'Unaiza, to pass him. When they reached a pool 
called Dara Juljul the women said, 'Why shouldn't we get down 
here and bathe in this pool? That would freshen us up.' So they 
alighted there, dismissed the servants, undressed themselves 
completely and plunged into the water. Thereupon Imr al-Qais 
stole up on them unawares, seized their clothes, made a heap of 
them and sat down on it. Then he shouted, By Allah, I won't give 
a single one of you girls her clothes, not though she stays in the 
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pool all day, until she comes out of the water naked and takes her 
clothes herself.' That they refused to do, till the day was well 
advanced and they feared they would never reach the station for 
which they were making. Then at last they came out of the pool, 
all except 'Unaiza; she adjured him by Allah to throw her her 
clothes, but he would not. So finally she too came out, while he 
looked at her this way and that. The women advanced on him 
crying, 'You've certainly punished us, keeping us here your 
prisoners and starving us!' 'Well,' he said, 'what if I were to 
slaughter my camel for you, would you eat of it?' 'Yes,' they 
shouted. So he drew his sword and hamstrung the beast, then he 
slaughtered it and stripped off its flesh. The servants collected a 
great pile of brushwood and kindled up a mighty fire, and Imr 
al-Qais set to hacking off the choicest pieces for them and throw-
ing them on the glowing embers. The women ate, and he ate with 
them, and drank the remainder of the wine he had with him, 
singing to them between-whiles and flinging to the slaves some of 
the roast meat. When they were ready to ride on one of the 
women cried out, 'I'll carry his saddle-carpet.' 'I'll have his 
saddle and girth-thongs,' shouted another. In that way they 
divided h s harnessing and provisions between them, while 

:Unaiza alone was loaded with nothing at all. 'Well, my noble 
young lady,' Imr al-Qais said to her, 'there's nothing else for it, 
you'll have to carry me with you. I can't walk all the way.' 

Yes, and the day I entered the litter where Unaiza was 
and she cried, Out on you! Will you make me walk on my 

feet?' 
She was saying, while the canopy swayed with the pair of us, 
'There now, you've hocked my camel, Imr al-Kais. Down 

with you!' 
But I said, 'Ride on, and slacken the beast's reins, 
and oh, don't drive me away from your refreshing fruit. 
Many's the pregnant woman like you, aye, and the nursing 

mother  

• I've night-visited, and made her forget her amuleted one- 
year-old; 

whenever he whimpered behind her, she turned to him 
with half her body, her other half unshifted under me.' 

The last four lines were afterwards described as 'the most in-
decent verses ever spoken by any Arab poet.' 

As though this were not enough, Imr al-Qais also gloated of 
his attempt to seduce the lady Fatima of the Banu 'Udhra, that 
very tribe famed throughout Arabia for the pure and chaste 
passion of its menfolk; many were the stories of young lovers 
who would waste away to death rather than betray their chival-
rous ideal. That did not prevent our poet-prince from outraging 
the most hallowed .taboo of the desert, and publishing the, in-
delicate words he spoke to the unfortunate victim of his casual 
fancy. 

Ha, and a day on the back of the sand-hill she denied me 
swearing a solemn oath that should never, never be broken. 
'Gently now, Fatima! A little less disdainful: 
even if you intend to break with me, do it kindly. ~. . 
Many's the fair veiled lady, whose tent few would think of 

seeking, 
I've enjoyed sporting with, and not in a hurry either, 
slipping past packs of watchmen to reach her, with a whole 

tribe 

hankering after my blood, eager every man-jack to slay 
me.... 

Out I brought her, and as she stepped she trailed behind us 
to cover our footprints the skirt of an embroidered gown. 
But when we had crossed the tribe's enclosure, and dark 

about us 
hung a convenient shallow intricately undulant, 
I twisted her side-tresses to me, and she leaned over me; 
slender-waisted she was, and tenderly plump her ankles, 
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shapely and taut her belly, white-fleshed, not the least 
flabby, 

polished the lie of her breast-bones, smooth as a burnished 
mirror....' 

Such was the youngest outcast son who was nevertheless 
deemed fittest to seek out and punish his father's murderers. 
When news of the assassination of Hujr was brought to Imr al-
Qais in exile at Dammun, he remembered how in days gone by 
his family had dwelt in the Yemen, before they migrated to Nejd, 
and he exclaimed: 

Long time has the night stretched over us, Dammun! 
Dammun, verily we are a concourse from far Yemen, 
and of a surety we truly love our people. 

The messenger who bore the heavy tidings found Imr al-Qais 
drinking wine and playing at backgammon with a boon com-
panion. `Hujr has been killed,' he announced laconically. Imr 
al-Qais paid not the slightest attention; he seized his friend's arm 
and cried, 'Throw!' His companion threw as he was bidden. 
When he had finished Imr al-Qais said to him, 'I didn't want to 
spoil your turn.' Then he asked the messenger for details of his 
father's murder. Having heard the whole miserable story, he 
exclaimed bitterly, 'He left me to rot when I was a boy, and now 
I am a man he's loaded me with his blood.' Then with a shrug he 
added, 'We'll not be sober this day, neither drunken tomorrow. 
Wine today, tomorrow business!' For seven nights he continued 
his revel; then, when he had sobered up, he swore a solemn oath 
that he would not eat flesh nor drink wine again, nor anoint him-
self neither touch any woman, until he had avenged his father; 
he would kill one hundred of the Banu Asad, and shear the fore-
locks of another hundred. 

Forthwith he made preparations, and amassed weapons to make 
war on the traitorous tribe. Marching with his irregulars collected  

from various clans, he found himself in the neighbourhood of 
Tabala, a station in northern Yemen about seven days' journey 
from Mecca. In those days a white stone was worshipped in 
Tabala as a powerful idol, Dhu 'l-Khalasa,—later the prophet 
Muhammad ordered it to be destroyed—and Imr al-Qais thought 
to consult the oracle before proceeding further. The divination 
consisted in shuffling three arrows, inscribed 'Do,' 'Don't' and 
'Wait' respectively, and drawing one of them. Imr al-Qais 
shuffled and drew, and the arrow 'Don't' was in his hand. Twice 
he repeated the prescribed procedure, and twice again he received 
the same answer. Thereupon he seized all the arrows, broke them 

-and threw them into the idol's face, saying, 'Confound you, if it 
had been your father that was murdered you wouldn't have 
wanted to stop me then.' Sir Charles Lyall took this anecdote as 
conclusive proof that Imr al-Qais was not a Christian, as he has 
been made out to be by various authorities—the learned Father 
Cheikho included him in his anthology of Christian Arab poets. 
But those who have resided in the Arab world know that even 
today Christians will sometimes visit certain Muslim and Jewish 
shrines, and vice versa, if virtue is felt to reside in such pilgrim-
ages, and it would be entirely in character (again allowing that all 
this may be pure fiction) for the poet-prince even though nomi-
nally a Christian to try his luck at a pagan altar. In any case, as 

-the story informs us, he set no great store by the verdict that Dhu 
'l-Khalasa delivered. 

Revenge on an impressive scale Imr al-Qais eventually ex-
tracted from the Banu Asad, yet not sufficient to satisfy his tem-
pestuous spirit. So presently he found himself deserted by his 
motley allies, and to add to his troubles the remnants of his 
father's recalcitrant subjects now obtained reinforcements from 
al-Mundhir of Lakhm, who was delighted to vent on the grandson 
the rage he had once slaked with his grandfather al-Harith's 
blood. Imr al-Qais was again a fugitive, seeking protection of one 
tribe after another and finding at best only temporary security; 
his wanderings through Arabia make a long but on the whole a 
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tedious story, and need not be repeated here. At last he came to a 
man who was to prove a true and trusty friend—Samau'alI 
(Samuel) son of 'Adiya, a Jewish Arab living at Taima in a 
castle called The Piebald. He took the refugee in and promised 
to defend him against his enemies. When Imr al-Qais begged of 
him an introduction to al-Harith the Lame of Ghassan, Byzan-
tium's phylarch in Syria and the mighty adversary of Persia's 
vassal al-Mundhir, Samau'al readily agreed to write him a letter 
of commendation, and further undertook to guard for him 
during his further travels the five coats of mail which were his 
most prized family heirloom. The Syrian king in turn forwarded 
Imr al-Qais to Constantinople, naming him to the Greek emperor 
as a man of infinite courage and resource, avid to destroy 
Justinian's adversaries. 

The accounts of what befell-the royal poet next-are-somewhat 
confused and contradictory. One report makes Justinian appoint 
him, after a protracted sojourn in the capital, governor of 
Palestine; another version is that Imr al-Qais petitioned the 
Emperor to help him to regain his ancestral kingdom, and that 
the great Byzantine placed an army at his disposal for this purpose. 
What is agreed on all sides is that he came to an untimely end 
when he reached Ankara on his southward journey. Justinian is 
said to have had second thoughts about trusting an Arab vagabond 
who would use his borrowed forces to strike at his benefactor; or, 
as another authority plausibly assures us, he discovered that Imr 
al-Qais had profited of his hospitality to seduce the Emperor's 
daughter and then, following the scurrilous habit of his youth, 
had published abroad his conquest in typically boastful verses. 
The fate that overtook the Arab poet is strangely reminiscent of 
the legend of Nessus. Justinian sent after him a gold-embroidered 
mantle with a letter: 'I have sent you this robe, which I used to 
wear myself, as a token of my esteem. When it reaches you, pray 
wear it for luck, and let me have news of you as you journey from 
place to place.' But the mantle was steeped in a cunning poison, 
and when Imr al-Qais put it on he at once broke out in running 
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sores (from which he was afterwards known as `the Man with the 
Ulcers'), and died in great agony. 

Imr al-Qais appears to have perished about the year 540. His 
tragic story had a grim epilogue. When the king of al-Hira 

- learned that his hated enemy had left his precious coats of mail 
with Samau'al, he despatched al-Harith son of Zalim to demand 
their surrender. To this the faithful Jew refused to agree, saying 
that he had received them on trust and that he would never break 
his plighted word; he shut himself up in his fortress, and made 
ready to withstand a long siege. One day his son sallied out to 
hunt, and on his return was captured by al-Harith. `Do you know 
who this is?' the gleeful besieger shouted, flaunting his prisoner 
to Samau'al. 'Yes, he is my son,' the latter replied. 'Then will 
you now hand over to me what you are holding, or shall I kill 

- him?' `Do as you will with him,' the father answered. 'I will 
never betray my covenant. I will not give up my guest's property.' 
Immediately al-Harith smote Samau'al's son and clove, him in 
twain. Then he departed. On this account Samau'al was honoured 
by the Arabs for all time as a model of unwavering fidelity. 'As 
faithful as Samau'al,' the proverb ran. He too was counted among 
the poets, and the verses which he uttered on the occasion of his 
son's death are still remembered. 

I kept trust with the mail-coats of the Kindite; 
though many men be reproached, I still keep trust. 
My father Adiya one day thus charged me: 
'Ruin not, Samau'al, what I have builded.' 
Adiya built for me an impregnable fortress 
and a well I may draw water of whenever I will. 

The fame of Imr al-Qais was widespread during his lifetime; 
after his death he gained even greater renown. Men treasured 
jealously the verses that he had spoken, and transmitted them 



40 	 THE SEVEN ODES 	 - 	 THE WANDERING KING 	 41 

from mouth to mouth—for the art of compiling manuscripts had 
not yet been invented in the desert lands—until all Arabia echoed 
with his songs. The austere Messenger of Allah, who had no 
great love for poetry and poets— 

And the poets—the perverse follow them; 
hast thou not seen how they wander in every valley 
and how they say that which they do not? 

Such were the very words of God revealed to Muhammad by 
Gabriel—he, the Prophet of Islam, described Imr al-Qais as 'the 
most poetical of the poets, and their leader into Hell-fire.' The 
second caliph 'Umar, however, reached a more favourable 
verdict; for him the poet-prince was 'their forerunner—he 
excavated for them the well of poesy, opening a most true vision 
where formerly there had only been purblind notions.' 'Ali the 
fourth caliph also admired him for the excellence of his invention 
and his outstanding intuition, and because 'he neverouttered out 
of fear or for favour.' R. A. Nicholson has pointed out that the 
report, often repeated by the ancients, that Imr al-Qais was the 
originator of the conventional opening of the formal ode—
'mentioning the deserted dwelling-places and the relics and 
traces of habitation'—is not correct; this 'appears from the fact 
that he mentions in one of his verses a certain Ibn Humam or Ibn 
Khidham who introduced, or at least made fashionable, the 
prelude with which almost every ode begins: a lament over the 
deserted camping-ground.' Ibn Rashiq (d. Io64), the eminent 
critic of Kairouan, quotes a more considered opinion: 'Imr al-
Qais was not the pioneer of the poets in the sense that he said 
things which had never been said before; it is rather the case that 
he was the first to express certain ideas, and then other poets 
admired them and followed his lead.' Among his inventions are 
enumerated the comparison of women with gazelles, wild cows 
and eggs, and the likening of hordes to eagles and staffs—he 
excelled in the use of metaphor and simile; he was also the first 

to separate the erotic prelude from the rest of the ode. The great 
Umaiyad satirist al-Farazdaq (d. 728) agreed with the Prophet's 
opinion that the 'Man of the Ulcers' was the most poetical of the 
poets, a verdict that he naturally did not modify in the way that 
Muhammad had done; this was already the view also of Labid 
(d. 66x), the author of the fourth Mu'allaga. Tarafa, who was a 
younger contemporary of Imr al-Qais and composed the second 
Mu'allaqa, paid his predecessor the sincerest compliment of 
imitation. Imr al-Qais had said: 

There my companions halted their beasts awhile over me 
saying, 'Don't perish of sorrow; restrain yourself decently.' 

Labid in a similar context chanted: 

There my companions halted their beasts awhile over me 
saying, 'Don't perish of sorrow; bear it with fortitude!' 

Numerous other instances are cited by Arab writers to illustrate 
the overwhelming impact made by the poetry of Imr al-Qais on 
the minds and imaginations of later composers. Many of his 
phrases acquired the universal currency of proverbs. It is no 
exaggeration to say that his Mu'allaga is at once the most famous, 
the most admired and the most influential poem in the whole of 
Arabic literature. 

So far as is known, the earliest scholar to 'edit' the assembled 
poetry of Imr al-Qais was the eminent philologist al-Asma'i 
(d. 831). 'All the verses of Imr al-Qais that we possess,' he is 
reported to have said, 'have come to us by oral transmission from 
Ilammad, save for a very small portion that we owe to Abu 'Amr 
ibn al-'Ala'.' Before examining al-Asma`i's credentials, it is there-
fore necessary to consider briefly the two authorities upon whose 
information he relied. Hammad the Transmitter has been dis-
cussed in the introductory chapter to this work; he is the man who 
first chose the Seven Odes, and it is well to be reminded of his 
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reputation. 'The stories which are told of Hammsd al-Rawiya;' 
writes Professor Nicholson, `clearly show how unscrupulous he 
was in his methods.... His contemporary, Mufaddal al-Dabbi, is 
reported to have said that the corruption which poetry suffered 
through Hammad could never be repaired, "for," he added, 
"Hammad is a man skilled in the language and poesy of the Arabs 
and in the styles and ideas of the poets, and he is always making 
verses in imitation of some one and introducing them into genuine 
compositions by the same author, so that the copy passes every-
where for part of the original, and cannot be distinguished from 
it except by critical scholars—and where are such to be found?" 
In regard to the Transmitters in general Nicholson remarks, 
'The temptation to father their own verses, or centos which they 
pieced together from sources known only to themselves, upon 
some poet of antiquity was all_the stronger because they-ran-Iii 
risk of detection. In knowledge of poetry and in poetical talent 
they were generally more than a match for the philologists, who 
seldom possessed any critical ability, but readily took whatever 
came to hand.' Now al-Asma'i was a philologist; so we have to 
determine whether he had any critical ability. Nicholson's stric-
tures on Hammad, which were admittedly . derived from the 
pioneering study of the Transmitters published in 1872 by they  
erudite W. Ahlwardt, itself based largely on Arab report and 
opinion, have been echoed by many scholars. `Great value was 
placed on his judgment on poets and poetry,' remarks the Dutch 
orientalist C. van Arendonk. 'He was almost always able to 
detect plagiarism and borrowings. He himself was less conscien-
tious however in transmitting and used his gifts to smuggle 
verses of his own into ancient poems.' It has, moreover, been 
stressed by Professor R. Blache're that Hammad, who is credited 
with being the first to collect and publish the ancient poems, did 
his work of collecting and publishing exclusively by memory and 
not in writing. As for Abu 'Amr ibn al-`Ala', who died about 
770, in his case also the greatest reserve needs to be exercised. 
Having spent a great part of his life giving currency in Basra to 

the anecdotes and verses of old Arabia which he gathered together, 
he underwent a religious crisis in his later years and is said to 
have burned all that he had so sedulously transcribed. `Whether 
this material was destroyed because of its apocryphal character 
or out of a spirit of devoutness, scarcely matters,' Professor 
Blachere comments. 'One fact must be borne in mind; even if 
this destruction did take place, that would not have wiped out the 

'generation of scholars trained by Abu 'Amr who, after his death, 
employed themselves at Basra reassembling with the greatest 
zeal the vestiges of old Arabia.' In using Abu 'Amr then al-Asma'i 
was not drawing on a source of unimpeachable veracity. 

Whereas Hammad and Abu 'Amr must in the nature of things 
remain somewhat shadowy figures, in that they left behind them 
nothing in writing for modern scholarship to evaluate, with 
al-Axna`i we emerge into the clearer light of preserved and 
comparatively abundant documents. Born of a poor Arab family 
at Basra in 739, in the reign of Hisham 'rightly considered,' 
remarks Professor P. Hitti, by Arab authorities the third and last 
statesman of the house of Umayyah,' he grew up in the exciting 
days when Basra and its jealous rival Kufa were developing 'into 
centres of the most animated intellectual activity in the Moslem 
world.' It was during his lifetime that the foundations of Arabic 
grammar and prosody were soundly laid; he himself studied under 
the renowned Khalil ibn Ahmad (d. 791), the father of metrics 
and lexicography, who formed among others Sibawaihi (d. -793), 
the greatest grammarian; he was a contemporary and rival of 
Abu 'Ubaida (d. 825), the author of some two hundred works on 
philology. Meanwhile the Umaiyad caliphs were overthrown; the 
Abbasids supplanted them, and presently the capital of the empire 
was moved from Damascus to the newly built Baghdad. Fame of 
al-Asma'i's learning now reached that great city, soon to supplant 
Basra and Kufa as the intellectual centre of Islam. A pleasant 
story is told of how al-Faell ibn al-Rabi', vizier of the caliph al-
Amin, tested the soundness of al-Asma'i's erudition and that of 
Abu 'Ubaida. He asked the two savants how much they had 
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written on the subject of the horse; Abu 'Ubaida claimed to have 
compiled no fewer than fifty weighty volumes, against which,  
al-Asma'i could only boast of one. The vizier then called for a 
horse, and invited first Abu 'Ubaida tcr name and identify each 
part of it; but he tartly replied that he was a philologist, not a 
farrier. When al-Asma'i was challenged to do better, he went up 
to the animal and, beginning with its forelock, ran through the 
entire nomenclature of limbs and bones—and the Arabs have a 
word for everything—quoting ancient verses to prove each 
point. Delighted by his performance, al-Fadl presented him with 
the noble beast; and 'whenever I wished to annoy Abu 'Ubaida,' 
al-Asma`i would recount in later years, 'I rode it to his house.' 

But not only viziers paid tribute to his learning; Harun al-
Rashid held him in the highest regard, and on one occasion 
summoned im to court with a curious commission-to conduct 
a viva voce examination on two slavegirls of the royal household 
who were reputed to be unusually erudite. One of the pair was 
pronounced talented but not perfect; of the othef, after she had 
been put through a gruelling test in Koranic science, grammar, 
syntax and poetry, al-Asma'i reported to the caliph that 'he had 
never seen any woman like her—she might have been a man.' 
Ja'far ibn Yahya the Barmecide also wished to demonstrate his 
admiration for the eminent scholar, and asked him one day 
whether he had a wife. 'No,' al Asma'i replied; doubtless he was 
too poor to indulge in such a luxury. 'Then have you got a 
slavegirl?' the powerful minister enquired. `Yes, one—strictly 
for housework,' answered the savant. 'Would you like me to 
give you a really smart girl?' 'I could certainly do with one.' 
Ja'far clapped his hands, and a most charming and beautiful 
young lady entered the salon. 'There you are, Asma'i, I give her 
to you; take her.' The famous philologist accepted the handsome 
present with lively thanks, but to his consternation the girl 
burst into tears. 'Master,' she cried, are you really fobbing me off 
on this ugly, hideous old man?' The Barmecide took pity on 
her, and asked al-Asma`i if he would accept a thousand dinars in 
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lieu of the maiden. 'I don't mind that at all,' al-Asma'i replied. 
The slavegirl withdrew in great relief, and Ja'far then confessed. 
The truth is, Asma'i, that girl did something I didn't like, and I 

wanted to punish her; then I had compassion on her—giving her 
to you would have been too much.' 'Why didn't you tell me that 
before?' the scholar protested with a chuckle. 'Before coming 
today I combed my beard and dressed my turban. If I'd known 
the whole story I'd have appeared as I usually am, and if she'd 
seen rrje like that she'd never have done anything else to displease 
you as long as I lived.' In later years al-Ma'mun, the great patron 
of learning and founder of the House of Wisdom at Baghdad, 
desired al-Asma'i to visit him from Basra, but he excused himself 
on the grounds of age and infirmity; the liberal caliph would 
accordingly collect difficult problems and send them to the 
scholar from time to time for him to solve. It was in 813 that 
al-Ma'mun succeeded his brother al-Amin, and al-Asma'i was 
by then -74 years of age; he died in 831 or thereabouts, nearly if 
not quite a nonagenarian. It is said that on learning of his death 
the poet Abu 'l-'Atahiya, esteemed for the high moral tone of his 
writings, uttered the following verses: 

Woe is me for the loss of al-Asma'i! He is gone, 
highly praised; his was a share in every virtue. 
Gaiety has deserted men's gatherings, now he is dead; 
when he bade us farewell, learning and gentility said 

goodbye. 
While he lived, the star of learning shone among us; 
now his days have come to an end, and the star is set. 

It would be pleasant to believe Abu 'l-'Atahiya's son, to whom we 
- owe this report; unhappily there is a difficulty—the poet himself 
died, if we are to accept the general opinion, at least three years 
before the philologist. 

Sir Charles Lyall in his Ancient Arabian Poetry writes of al-
Asma'i that 'his work as a commentator and expounder of the 
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beauties of the old poetry forms the basis of nearly all that has 
since been written on the subject.' He edited the poems of the six 
pre-Islamic giants, al-Nabigha, 'Antara, Tarafa, Zuhair, 'Algama 
and Imr al-Qais; it was this collection, in the recension of the 
Andalusian commentator al-Shantamari (d. Io83), that W. Ahl-
wardt published at London in 1870 as The Divans of the Six 
Ancient Arabic Poets, a milestone in the progress of modern 
scholarship. He could boast of knowing by heart 16,000 rajaZ 
verses alone; we are told that he added a further 90 poems to the 
30 odes which al-Mufaddal al-Dabbi (d. 786) collected together. 
One branch of learning he is supposed studiously to have avoided 
—the elucidation of the Koran and the Traditions of the Prophet; 
whether out of natural aversion, religious scruple, or because he 
preferred not to stand comparison -with Ahu {Ubaida who dId not 
refrain from dabbling in this subject. Yet he did not hesitate to 
criticise his favourite rival for what he had written on Metaphor 
in the Koran, alleging that he expounded the Book of God 
according to his personal opinion—a serious charge in an age that 
prized highly the views of the first believers and strove strenuously 
to recover and preserve them. Despite this reported self-
abstinence, we are informed by Ibn al-Nadim, who wrote towards 
the end of the tenth century, that he had seen a book by al-
Asma'i on rare words occurring in the Traditions, a manuscript 
of some 20o sheets in the autograph of his young pupil al-
Sukkari (d. 888). It is Ibn al-Nadim who gives us the longest list 
of al-Asma'i's writings, a total of 4 titles exclusive of 'a large 
quantity of the poetry of the Arabs that is not well viewed by 
scholars because of its paucity of rare pieces and the brevity of 
its information on transmission.' He also quotes the famous al-
Mubarrad (d. 898) for the verdict that Abu 'Ubaida was superior 
to al-Asma'i in the science of genealogy—accounted an important 
weapon in the armoury of those working on ancient poetry—
but that al-Asma'i was the better grammarian. 

Imr al-Qais's editor was not content to take his information at 
second hand, even though his informants were men so reputedly 
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stuffed with desert lore as Hammad and Abu 'Amr. Numerous 
anecdotes tell of his expeditions among the Bedouins, doubtless 
to check up so far as he could on those minutiae of language, 
geography, flora and fauna, tribal matters and customs and local 
legend which would guarantee a sound understanding of what 
the old poets said, and form a judgment on what might be accepted 
as authentic. His initiative was admirable, and it was not his 
fault if the memories of the desert were as unreliable as those of 
the professional reciters in the cities; the situation was desperate, 
and he did all that was possible in his days to remedy it. The story 
of his contest with Abu 'Ubaida before the vizier al-Fadl shows 
him as a scholar not content to write in his library; if the horse 
was the subject of his immediate concern, he would trouble him-
self to visit the stables, if not the hunting-field, in-order -  to 
familiarise himself with the vocabulary of horsemanship. His 
usual method of recording the material he gathered was some-
what curious, though characteristic of his times. Among those 
works of his that have survived are monographs on the horse, 
the camel, wild beasts, plants and trees, the palm and the vine, 
rain, and games of chance; his lost books included treatises on the 
bee, clothes, weapons, the saddle and the bridle, and rivers and 
springs. These topics were chosen not primarily for the beauty 
of the poetry to be quoted, nor for the purpose of scientific 
discussion, but as pegs on which to hang strings of assorted 
verses containing key-words of philological interest. The value of 
the information assembled is therefore linguistic rather than 
literary; it found its way in due course into the great dictionaries 
of Arabic compiled in later times, notably the Lisdn al-'Arab 
('The Tongue of the Arabs') of Ibn Manzur (d. 1311) and the 
Taj al-'arus ('The Bride's Crown') of al-Zabidi (d. 1791), upon 
which our modern lexicons are unfortunately still based—
unfortunately, because errors made in the ninth century continue 
to plague us in the twentieth. Yet it would be unjust and un-
grateful not to acknowledge the debt we owe to such men as 
al-Asmai; they lived in an age when the old lore of the desert, 
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though dying, was not yet quite extinct, and they preserved 
us, admittedly in a confusion with much that was already 
longer understood and much that was spurious, a large qu; 
tity of acceptable documentation without which the meanie 
of the old Arabic poetry would be beyond unravelling. 'On t 
points in particular,' sums up the learned Professor Blachere, ' 
the attribution of the poems and their authenticity, the labour 
these savants has not permitted us to reach any clear answer. 
most, one may think that their patient efforts led the way on 
one hand to disentangling and then rejecting what is apocryp 
in flagrant instances, and on the other to saving from shipwrn 
a part of the ancient works spared till their time. That is not mu 
but it is certainly meritorious.' 

After al-Asma'i his pupil al-Sukkari made a fresh recension 
the poetry of Imr al-Qais; his contemporary 'Ali al-Tusi wrot 
commentary on it, to be followed by many others, among th 
the Andalusian al-Batalyausi (d. IIoo), the Persian al-Tibi 
(d. i io9) and the Syrian Ibn al-Nahhas (d. 1298). Anecdotes 
the poet's life and extracts from his work found their place in 
histories of Arabic poetry, such as the Book of Poetry and Pc 
by Ibn Qutaiba (d. 889) and the Adorned Robe by al-Marzub 
(d. 993); the richest of all collections is that occurring in 
immensely valuable Book of Songs of Abu 'l-Faraj al-Isbah 
(d. 967), a treasure-house of information on all matters relate 
to ways and customs of the desert. The first modern scholar 
take interest in Imr al-Qais's poetry as a whole—apart from 
M4'allaga—was the Franco-Irish Baron MacGuckin de Sla 
better known for his translations of Ibn Khallikan and I 
Khaldun; his Le Diwan d'Amro'lkais appeared at Paris in z8 
Friedrich Ruckert the German poet-scholar, whose versions fry 
Firdausi enjoyed much esteem in their day, introduced the po 
prince to a wider public in his Amrilkais, der Dichter and 1(5 
(Stuttgart, 1843). Mention has already been made of the editii 
with the works of the five other great pre-Islamic poets, put 
by W. Ahlwardt (London, 1870). The commentary of 
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$atalyausi was printed at Cairo in 1865, 1890 and 1906. A new 
recension of the poems was published by the Egyptian scholar 
Hasan al-Sandubi in 193o. Numerous monographs on various 
aspects of the poet's life and works have been written in a variety 
of languages, and of recent years several attractive biographical 
and literary sketches of the 'Wandering King' have been com-
posed in Arabic. Nevertheless a fresh edition of his poems on 
modern scientific lines, to include not only a re-collation of the 
existing manuscripts but also a systematic collection of all the 
lines and phrases quoted by later writers, would be a task 
eminently worthy of some able and aspiring scholar. It is not 
satisfactory that the most eminent poet of ancient Arabia should 
continue to be denied that loving care which has been lavished on 
many writers of lesser interest and inferior merit. 

The history of the translation of the Seven Odes has been 
summarised in the preliminary chapter, and it is now proposed to 
prefix to each of the new versions here offered some extracts 
from the older renderings. 

The pattern of the original poem is not easy to make out at 
first reading; however, the 'argument' of each Mu'allaqa is so 
excellently set forth in Sir William Jones's pioneer essay, and 
that essay, first published in 1783 and seldom reprinted, is now so 
rare and generally inaccessible, that it seems appropriate to allow 
the reader to savour the outline of the ode in the elegant prose of 
our eighteenth century. 

The Poem of Amriolkais 

The poet, after the manner of his countrymen, supposes him-
self attended on a journey by a company of friends; and, as they 
pass near a place, where his mistress had lately dwelled, but from 
Which her tribe was then removed, he desires them to stop awhile, 
that he might indulge the painful pleasure of weeping over the 
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deserted remains of her tent. They comply with his request, but 
exhort him to show more strength of mind, and urge two topicks 
of consolation; namely, that he had before been equally unhappy, 
and that he had enjoyed his full share of pleasures: thus by the re-
collection of his passed delight his imagination is kindled, and 
his grief suspended. 

He then gives his friends a lively account of his juvenile 
frolicks, to one of which they had alluded. It seems, he had been 
in love with a girl named OnaiTa, and had in vain sought an 
occasion to declare his passion: one day, when the tribe had 
struck their tents, and were changing their station, the women, as 
usual, came behind the rest, with the servants and baggage, in 
carriages fixed on the backs of camels. Amriolkais advanced 
slowly at a distance, and, when the men were out of sight, had the 
pleasure of seeing -naua retire- -with- a _party-n-f damsels t-o- a 
rivulet or pool, called Daratju jul, where they undressed them-
selves, and 'were bathing, when the lover appeared, dismounted 
from his camel, and sat upon their clothes, proclaiming aloud, that 
whoever would redeem her dress, must present herselfnaked before him. 

They adjured, entreated, expostulated; but, when it grew late, :< 
they found themselves obliged to submit, and all of them re-
covered their clothes except Onai~a, who renewed her adjura-
tions, and continued a long time in the water: at length she also 
performed the, condition, and dressed herself. Some hours had 
passed, when the girls complained of cold and, hunger: Amriolkais 
therefore instantly killed the young camel on which he had ridden, 
and, having called the female attendants together, made a fire and 
roasted him. The afternoon was spent in gay conversation, not 
without a cheerful cup, for he was provided with wine in a 
leathern bottle; but, when it was time to follow the tribe, the 
prince (for such was his rank) had neither camel nor horse; and 
Onaiia, after much importunity, consented to take him on her 
camel before the carriage, while the other damsels divided among . 
themselves the less agreeable burden of his arms, and the furniture " 
of his beast. 

THE WANDERING KING 	 51 

He next relates his courtship of Fathima, and his more danger-
ous amour with a girl of a tribe at war with his own, whose 
beauties he very minutely and luxuriantly delineates. From these 
love-tales he proceeds to the commendation of his own fortitude, 
when he was passing a desert in the darkest night; and the 
mention of the morning, which succeeded, leads him to a long 
description of his hunter, and of a chase in the forest, followed by a 
feast on the game, which had been pierced by his javelins. 

Here his narrative seems to be interrupted by a storm of 
lightning and violent rain: he nobly describes the shower and the 
torrent, which it produced down all the adjacent mountains, and, 
his companions retiring to avoid the storm, the drama (for the 
poem has the form of a dramatick pastoral) ends abruptly. 

The metre is of the first species, called long verse, and consists 
---of the-bacchius, -or ampliihrachys, followed-by the first epifrite; or, 

in the fourth and eighth places, of the distich, by the double 
iambus, the last syllable being considered as a long one: the 
regular form, taken from the second chapter of Commentaries on 
Asiatick Poetry, is this: 

'Amator ( puellarum miser saejpe fallitur 
ocellis I nigris, labris ( odoris, I nigris comis.' 

Jones included with his translation a transliteration of the 
original Arabic; and though the system employed—and indeed 
invented—by him has long since been abandoned, it will not 
be useless to reproduce a handful of the opening verses of Imr 
al-Qais's ode so that the rhythmic pattern may be the better 
appreciated. 

I 

kifa nebci min dhicrai hhabeibin' wamenzili 
bisikth'i alliwai baina aldahhuli fahhasimeli 

2 
fatudh'ihha falmikrah'i lam yafo resmoha 
lima nasijat-ha min jemibin' washemali 
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wokt fan' biha s'ahhbel alayyi mathiyyahom 
yekultina la tahlic asyan' watehhammali 

The Mu'allaqa of Imr al-Qais abounds in splendid descriptions 
and brilliant images, so that it is difficult to choose a passage that 
will show author and translator equally to best advantage. There 
is, however, general agreement that the storm scene with which 
the ode concludes shows the Arab poet at his most vigorous and 
most imaginative. This is how the passage appears in Sir William 
Jones's version. 

64 0 friend, seest thou the lightning, whose flashes resemble 
the quick glance of two hands amid clouds raised above 
c ouds 

65 The fire of it gleams like the lamps of a hermit, when the oil, 
poured on them, shakes the cord by which they are sus-
pended. 

66 I sit gazing at it, while my companions stand between DAA-
-RIDGE and ODHAIB; but far distant is the cloud on which 
my eyes are fixed. 	 0  

67 Its right side seems to pour its rain on the hills of KATAN, and 
its left on the mountains of SITAAR and YADBUL. 

68 It continues to discharge its waters over COTAIFA till the 
rushing torrent lays prostrate the groves of Canahbel-
trees. 

69 It passes over mount KENAAN, which it deluges in its course, 
and forces the wild goats to descend from every cliff. 

70 On mount TAIMA it leaves not one trunk of a palm-tree, nor a 
single edifice, which is not built with well-cemented stone. 

7= Mount TEBEIR stands in the heights of the flood like a vener- 
able chief wrapped in a striped mantle. 

72 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. 
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73  The cloud unloads its freight on the desert of GHABEIT, like 
a merchant Of YEMEN alighting with his bales of rich 
apparel. 

74 The small birds of the valley warble at day-break, as if they 
had taken their early draught of generous wine mixed 
with spice. 

15  The beasts of the wood, drowned in the floods of night, float, 
like the roots of wild onions, at the distant edge of the lake. 

Jones was of course not attempting to reproduce in any way 
the rhythmic pattern of the original. Yet his rendering, though 
not free of faults—and the miracle is that it is so good—flows 
smoothly and pleasantly enough, not being impeded by that 
pedantic over-scrupulosity which makes so many scholars' 
translations virtually unreacdable. In his study of tijisT poem - ones 
could rely exceptionally on the Latin rendering of the eminent 
Dutch orientalist Levinus Warner, edited posthumously in a 
volume of mixed contents by G. J. Lette (Leiden, 1748); a 
specimen of this is appended. 

O Socie mi, videsne fulgorem, quem tibi ostendo 	71 

strictim coruscantem 
Instar manuum, quae vibrantur in nube elata, 

aliis circumdata nubibus; 
Cujus emicat splendor: aut instar lucernae mona- 	72 

chi, 
Qui profudit largissime oleum in contorto el- 

lychnio. 
Consedi ad ipsum, dum socii mei alii essent in 	73 

loco Darich 
Alii in Uzeib, sed quam procul erat quod in- 

tentus expectabam! 
Erat in superiore parte montis Katna dextra largi 	74 

ejus imbris, 
Sinistraque supra montes Sitar & Jedsbul. 
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The fame of Sir William Jones's universal scholarship swiftly 
spread to the Continent. His versions of Hafiz attracted the lively 
interest of Goethe himself, while his work on the Seven Odes 
stimulated the friendly rivalry of the German Arabists, among. 
them Anton Theodor Hartmann whose Die hellstrahlenden 
Pleiaden, published at Munster in 18o2, clothed the Mu`allagdt in 
the sober dress of methodical German prose. This in its turn led 
the way to Ruckert's rhymed paraphrase, in which Imr al-Qais's 
poem is broken up into sections; the storm-scene is the fifth. 

Die Regenschau 

Hast du den Blitz gesehen? o sahst du, Freund, den Glanz, 
Gleich einem Handewinken im dunklen Wolkenkranz? 

Wars dort der Leuchtung Zucken? wars in des Klausners Zell 
Die Lampe, deren Docht er getrankt mit frischem Quell? 

Zwischen Odheib and Daredsch, ins Ferne hinzuspahn, 
Sass ich mit den Genossen, den Regen anzusehn, 

Von dem der Strich zur Rechten auf Katan seine Flut, 
Zur linken fiber Jadhbul and Elsitar entlud. 

Da walzte bei Kutheifa das Wasser Schaum and Schlamm, 
Und warf auf's Antlitz nieder der hohen Eiche Stamm. 

Es fuhr von ihm ein Schauer hin uber Elkannan, 
Und trieb des Berges Gemsen hernieder auf den Plan. 

In Teima aber liess er nicht einen Palmenschaft, 
Und kein Gebaude, das nicht von Steinen dauerhaft. 

Da sah ich, wie im Gusse Thebir, der Berg, da stand, 
Ein greiser Furst, gewickelt ins streifige Gewand. 

Mudscheimar's Felsenzacken, umworren vom Gestrauch 
Des Giessbachs, sahn dem Rocken an einer Kunkel gleich. 

Im Felde von Gabit war geschuttet aus der Sack, 
Als lag' ein Trupp Jemaner dort mit dem Waarenpack.  

Da jubelten die Finken des Morgens in dem Hain, 
Als hatten sie den Friihtrunk gethan in Wiirzewein. 

Loch dort lag hingeschwemmet ertrunkenes Gewild, 
Wie ausgeriss'ne Knollen des Lauches im Gefild. 

Philipp Wolff was not content to leave matters there; in 185G 
he decided to publish at Rottweil, as a birthday offering to King 
Wilhelm of Wurttemberg, a new poetical version of the first 

three Mu'allagat. Like Ruckert before him, he was remarkably 
successful in imitating the rhythm of the original, though his 
literary talent appears of an inferior order. 

Freund, siehest du - das Blitzen? sieh hin! den rothen Glanz, 
Wie schnelle Handbewegung, aus dicker Wolken Kranz 

Oder gleichwie die Lampe des Monches, deren Docht 
Getranket war in Fulle mit Ole hell gekocht. 

And so forth. 
From Germany the story next passes to India, where from 

1877 another British administrator, Sir Charles Lyall, had been 
occupying his leisure with the poetry of old Arabia. Lyall's 
version of Imr al-Qais's ode is confined to the concluding passage 
which he contrives to put into an unrhymed adaptation of the 
'long metre'; he interestingly points out that 'in Mr Browning's 
Abt Vogler we constantly find lines which completely fulfil the 

requirements of an English Tawil'—an observation which re-
minds us of the extent to which the Victorian poets, Tennyson 
among them, sought to extend English prosody to take in the 
exciting rhythms newly discovered in the East. Here is Lyall's 
sensitive and scholarly rendering. 

O Friend—see the lightning there! it flickered, and now is 
gone, 

as though flashed a pair of hands in the pillar of crowned 
cloud. 
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Nay, was it its blaze, or the lamps of a hermit that dwells 	 The same metrical purpose actuated Wilfrid and Lady Blunt, 
alone, 	 though they felt that a Biblical style of English would represent 

and pours o'er the twisted wicks the oil from his slender 	more closely the archaic Arabic. This is how Imr al-Qais appeared 
cruse? 	 at London in 1903: 

We sat there, my fellows and I, twixt Dirij and al-'Udhaib, 
and gazed as the distance gloomed, and waited its 

oncoming. 
The right of its mighty rain advanced over Katan's ridge: 

the left of its trailing skirt swept Yadhbul and as-Sitar; 
Then over Kutaifah's steep the flood of its onset drave, 

and headlong before its storm the tall trees were borne to 
ground; 

And the drift of its waters passed o'er the crags of al-Kanan, 
and drave forth the white-legged deer from the refuge 

they sought therein. 
And Taima—it left not there the stem of a palm aloft, 

nor ever a tower, save one firm built on the living rock. 
And when first its misty shroud bore down upon Mount 

Thabir, 
he stood like an ancient man in a gray-streaked mantle 

wrapt. 
The clouds cast their burden down on the broad plain of 

al=Ghabits  

as a trader from al-Yaman unfolds from the bales his 
store; 

And the topmost crest on the morrow of al-Mujaimir's cairn 
was heaped with the flood-borne wrack like wool on a 

distaff wound. 
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 beasts lay where the torrent had 
borne them, dead, 

high up on the valley sides, like earth-stained roots of 
squills. 

Friend, thou seest the lightning. Mark where it wavereth, 
gleameth like fingers twisted, clasped in the cloud-rivers. 

Like a lamp new-lighted, so is the flash of it, 
trimmed by a hermit nightly pouring oil-sesame. 

Stood I long a watcher, twin-friends how dear with me, 
till in Otheyb it faded, ended in Dariji. 

By its path we judged it: rain over Kattan is; 
far in Sitar it falleth, streameth in Yathboli. 

Gathereth gross the flood-head dammed in Kuteyfati. 
Woe to-the-trees, the 	iched -onefiWoe the kandbbolil 

El Kansan hath known it, quailed from the lash of it. 
Down from their lairs it driveth hot-foot the ibexes. 

Known it too hath Teyma; standeth no palm of her , 
there, nor no house low-founded,--none but her rock-

buildings. 
Stricken stood Thabira whelmed by the rush of it, 

like an old chief robe-folded, bowed in his striped mantle. 
Nay, but he Mujeymir, tall-peaked at dawn of day, 

showed like a spinster's distaff tossed on the flood-water. 
Cloud-wrecked lay the valley piled with the load of it, 

high as in sacks the Yemarrii heapeth his corn-measures. 
Seemed it then the song-birds, wine-drunk at sun-rising, 

loud through the valley shouted, maddened with spiceries, 
While the wild beast corpses, grouped like great bulbs up- 

torn 
cumbered the hollow places, drowned in the night-trouble. 

R. A. Nicholson, who remarked of Imr al-Qais that 'his 
daring images and exquisitely worded pictures of life in the 
desert set the translator a hard'task, which the state of the text only 
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makes harder,' chose an earlier scene for his attempt in 
rhyme is retained but rhythm abandoned. 

How many a noble tent hath oped its treasure 
To 'me, and I have ta'en my fill of pleasure, 
Passing the warders who with eager speed 
Had slain me, if they might but hush the deed, 
What time in heaven the Pleides unfold 
A belt of orient gems distinct with gold! 
I entered. By the curtain there stood she, 
Clad lightly as for sleep, and looked on me. 
`By God,' she cried, 'what recks thee of the cost? 
I see thine ancient madness is not lost.' 
I led her forth, she trailing as we go 
Her broidered skirt lest any footprint show, 
Until beyond the tents the valley sank 
With curving dunes and many a piled bank. 
Toward me I drew her then by her side-locks both, 
Nor she—full-ankled, fine of waist—was loth. 
Fair in her colour, splendid in her grace, 
Her bosom smooth as mirror's polished face: 
A white pale virgin pearl such lustre keeps, 
F d_  ittp—clear waterin-uHtrQddenrdeeps 
Half-turned away, a slant soft cheek, and eye 
Of timid antelope with fawn close by, 
She lets appear; and lo, the shapely neck, 
Not bare of ornament, else without a fleck, 
Whilst from her shoulders in profusion fair, 
Like clusters on the palm, down falls her coal-dark hair. 

The fascination of Imr al-Qais has exercised less influence on 
French and Italian scholarship, and the field of interpretation 
still lies wide open in the Romance languages. To conclude this 
survey of translations, here is appended Professor Francesco 
Gabrieli's impression of the storm-scene. 

Vedi, amico, un lampo laggiu che io ti mostro brillare, come 
un balenar delle mani, entro una densa nuvola tonda? 
il suo bagliore a dar Luce, o son le lampade d'un romito, 
che versi l'olio sul lucignolo attorto? 

Ristetti con i compagni a osservarlo, fra Darig e Udhaib, 
lontano oggetto di osservazione. 

Scrutandolo, il suo rovescio d'acqua cadeva sulla dritta sul 
monte Qatan, sulla sinistra sopra il Sitar e Yadhbul. 

E prese a rovesciar 1'acqua su Kutaifa, abbattendo prostrati 
gli alti fusti degli alberi. 

Le sue raffiche passarono sul monte al-Qanan, traendone giu 
gli stambecchi. 

In Taima non lascio in piedi tronco di palma, ne fortilizio 
che non fosse murato in pietra. 

11 monte Thabir, tra i rovesci del suo acquazzone, pareva un 
gran capo, ravvolto in un mantello rigato. 

I culmini del Mugiaimir al mattino, per il flusso dell'acqua e i 
detriti, sembravano la sommita rotonda di un fuso. 

Il temporale scaricfi it suo carico d'acqua sul Ghabfft, come it 
mercante yemenita che mette giu i carichi trasportati 
delle sue merci. 

Gli uccelletti delle valli al mattino sembravano inebbriati del 
succo di vino puro, infuso di-  pepe. 

E la selvaggina annegata, nelle estreme contrade dell'alluvione, 
pareva nella sera viluppi di radici selvatiche. 

It seems unlikely now that further linguistic discoveries will be 
made of a character so fundamental as materially to affect the 
traditional interpretation of ancient Arabic poetry. Apart from 
the divergences of opinion admitted by the old commentators, 
who were themselves often groping in impenetrable shadows, and 
between which the modern investigator is obliged to choose, often 
enough arbitrarily—apart from that, the problem which confronts 
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the translator is the usual one, how best to convey in h 
idiom the impression made upon his mind by words 
fourteen hundred years ago, in a remote desert land, at t 
dawn of an exotic literature. Most of those who have fac 
enigma appear to have felt that 'antique'. Arabic demands 
adequate presentation some kind of 'antique' English. I 
own part I cannot share this view; Imr al-Qais and hi 
speak into my ear a natural, even at times a colloquial lar 
such, I feel sure, was the effect they produced on the 
audience. In the versions which I have made I have sot 
resolve the difficulty of idiomatic equivalence on these lin 
I think that the result is a gain in vigour and clarity. I ha, 
tried to follow the original rhythms, without rhyming, I 
so slavishly as to be compelled by the rigour of the v4 
contract or to interpolate. 

MU'ALLAQA OF IMR AL-QAIS 

;alt, friends both! Let us weep, recalling a love and a'.lodging 
y the rim of the twisted sands between Ed-Dakhool and 

Haumal, 
'oodih and El-Mikrat, whose trace is not yet effaced 
~r all the spinning of the south winds and the northern blasts; 
here, all about its yards, and away in the dry hollows 
ou may see the dung of antelopes spattered like peppercorns. 
Jpon the morn of separation, the day they loaded to part, 
y the tribe's acacias it was like I was splitting a colocynth; 
here my companions halted their beasts awhile over me 
aying, 'Don't perish of sorrow; restrain yourself decently!' 
.'et the true and only cure of my grief is tears outpoured: 
That is there left to lean on where the trace is obliterated?, 

:ven so, my soul, is your wont; so it was with Umm al-
Huwairith 

lefore her, and Umm ar-Rabat her neighbour, at Ma'sal; 
then they arose, the subtle musk wafted from them 
weet as the zephyr's breath that bears the fragrance of cloves. 
"hen my eyes overflowed with tears of passionate yearning 
upon my throat, till my tears drenched even my sword's 

harness. 

)h yes, many a fine day I've dallied with the white ladies, 
nd especially I call to mind a day at Dara Juljul, 
nd the day I slaughtered for the virgins my riding-beast 
and oh, how marvellous was the dividing of its loaded sad 
nd the virgins went on tossing its hacked flesh about 
nd the frilly fat like fringes of twisted silk._ 
(es, and the day I entered the litter where Unaiza was 
,nd she cried, Out on you! Will you make me walk on my 

feet?' 

dle), 

61 
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She was saying, while the canopy swayed with the pair of us, 
`There now, you've hocked my camel, Imr al-Kais. Down 

with you!' 
But I said, Ride on, and slacken the beast's reins, 
and oh, don't drive me away from your refreshing fruit. 
Many's the pregnant woman like you, aye,, and the nursing 

mother 
I've night-visited, and made her forget her amuleted one-

year-old; 
whenever he whimpered behind her, she turned to him 
with half her body, her other,half unshifted under me.' 

Ha, and a day on the back of the sand-hill she denied me 
swearing a solemn oath that should never, never be broken. 
`Gently now, Fatima! A little less disdainful: 
even if you intend to break with me, do it kindly. 
If it's some habit of mine that's so much vexed you 
just draw off my garments from yours, and they'll slip away. 
Puffed-up it is it's made you, that my love for you's killing me. 
and that whatever you order my heart to do, it obeys. 
Your eyes only shed those tears so as to strike and pierce 
with those two shafts of theirs the fragments of a ruined heart. 
Many's the fair veiled lady, whose tent few would think of 

seeking, 
I've enjoyed sporting with, and not in a hurry either, 
slipping past packs of watchmen to reach her, with a whole tribe; 
hankering after my blood, eager every man-jack to slay me, 
what time the Pleiades showed themselves broadly in heaven 
glittering like the folds of a woman's bejewelled scarf. 
I came, and already she'd stripped off her garments for sleep 
beside the tent-flap, all but a single flimsy slip; 
and she cried, "God's oath, man, you won't get away with this! 
The folly's not left you yet;'I see you're as feckless as ever." 
Out I brought her, and as she stepped she trailed behind us 
to cover ourf000tprints the skirt of an embroidered gown. 

But when we had crossed the tribe's enclosure, and dark about 
us 

hung a convenient shallow intricately undulant, 
I twisted her side-tresses to me, and she leaned over me; 

slender-waisted she was, and tenderly plump her ankles, 
shapely and taut her belly, white-fleshed, not the least flabby, 
polished the lie of her breast-bones, smooth as a burnished 

mirror. 
She turns away, to show a soft cheek, and wards me off -
with the glance of a wild deer of Wajra, a shy gazelle with its 

fawn; 
she shows me a throat like the throat of an antelope, not 

ungainly 
when she lifts it upwards, neither naked of ornament; 
she shows me her thick black tresses, a dark embellishment 
clustering down her back like bunches of a laden date-tree-
twisted upwards meanwhile are the locks that ring her brow, 
the knots cunningly lost in the plaited and loosened strands; 
she shows me a waist slender and slight as a camel's nose-rein, 
and a smooth shank like the reed of a watered, bent papyrus. 
-In the morning the grains o1 musk'hang over her couch, 
sleeping the forenoon through, not girded and aproned to 

labour. 
She gives with fingers delicate, not coarse; you might say 

,,.they are sand-worms of Zaby, or tooth-sticks of ishil-wood. 
At eventide she lightens the black shadows, as if she were 
the lamp kindled in the night of a monk at his devotions. 
Upon the like of her the prudent man will gaze with ardour. 
eyeing her slim, upstanding, frocked midway between matron 

and maiden; 
like the first egg of the ostrich—its whiteness mingled with 

yellow— 
nurtured on water pure, unsullied by many paddlers. 
Let the follies of other men forswear fond passion, 
my heart forswears not, nor will forget the love I bear you. 
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Many's the stubborn foe on your account I've turned and 
thwarted 

sincere though he was in his reproaches, not negligent.' 

Oft night like a sea swarming has dropped its curtains 
over me, thick with multifarious cares, to try me, 
and I said to the night, when it stretched its lazy loins 
followed by its fat buttocks, and heaved off its heavy breast, 
'Well now, you tedious night, won't you clear yourself off, 

and let 
dawn shine? Yet dawn, when it comes, is no way better than you. 
Oh, what a night of a night you are! It's as though the stars 
were tied to the Mount of Yadhbul with infinite hempen ropes; 
as though the Pleiades in their stable were firmly hung 
by stout flax cables to craggy slabs of granite.' 

Many's the water-skin of all sorts of folk I have slung 
by its strap over my shoulder, as humble as can be, and 

humped it; 
many's the valley, bare as an ass's belly, I've crossed, 
a valley loud with the wolf howling like a many-bairned 

wastrel 
to which, howling, I've cried, 'Well, wolf, that's a pair of us, 
pretty unprosperous both, if you're out of funds like me. 
It''s the same with us both—whenever we get aught into our 

hands 
we let it slip through our fingers; tillers of our tilth go pretty 

thin.' 
Often I've been off with the morn, the birds yet asleep in their 

nests, 
my horse short-haired, outstripping the wild game, huge-

bodied, 
charging, fleet-fleeing, head-foremost, headlong, all together 
the match of a rugged boulder hurled from on high by the 

torrent, 

a  gay bay, sliding the saddle-felt from his back's thwart 
just as a smooth pebble slides off the rain cascading. 
F1ery he is, for all his leanness, and when his ardour 
boils in him, how he roars---a bubbling cauldron isn't in it! 
Sweetly he flows, when the mares floundering wearily 
.tick up the dust where their hooves drag in the trampled 

track; 
the lightweight lad slips landward from his smooth back, 
he flings off the burnous of the hard, heavy rider; 
very swift he is, like the toy spinner a boy will whirl 
,plying it with his nimble hands by the knotted thread. 
His flanks are the flanks of a fawn, his legs like an ostrich's; 
the springy trot of the wolf he has, the fox's gallop; 
sturdy his body—look from behind, and he bars his legs' gap 
with a full tail, not askew, reaching almost to-the ground; 
his back, as he stands beside the tent, seems the pounding-slab 
of a bride's perfumes, or the smooth stone a colocynth's 

broken on; 
the blood of the herd's leaders spatters his thrusting neck 
like expressed tincture of henna reddening combed white locks. 
A flock presented itself to us, the cows among them 
like Duwar virgins mantled in their long-trailing draperies; 
turning to flee, they were beads of Yemen spaced with cowries 
hung on a boy's neck, he nobly uncled in the clan. 
.My charger thrust me among the leaders, and way behind him• 
huddled the stragglers herded together, not scattering; 
at one bound he had taken a bull and a cow together 
pouncing suddenly, and not a drop of sweat on his body. 
Busy then were the cooks, some roasting upon a fire 
the grilled slices, some stirring the hasty stew. 
Then with the eve we returned, the appraising eye bedazzled 
to take in his beauty, looking him eagerly up and down; 
• all through the night he stood with saddle and bridle upon 

him, 
stood where my eyes could see him, not loose to his will. 

E 
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Friend, do you see yonder lightning? Look, there goes its 
glitter 

flashing like two hands now in the heaped-up, crowned 
stormcloud. 

Brilliantly it shines—so flames the lamp of an anchorite 
as he slops the oil over the twisted wick. 
So with my companions I sat watching it between Darij 
and El-Odheib, far-ranging my anxious gaze; 
over Katan, so we guessed, hovered the right of its deluge, 
its left dropping upon Es-Sitar and further Yadhbul. 
Then the cloud started loosing its torrent about Kutaifa 
turning upon their beards the boles of the tall kanahbals; 
over the hills of El-Kanan swept its flying spray 
sending the white wild goats hurtling down on all sides. 
At Taima it left not one trunk of a date-tree standing, 
not a solitary fort, save those buttressed with hard rocks; 
and Thabeer—why, when the first onrush of its deluge came 
Thabeer was a great chieftain wrapped in a striped jubba. 
In the morning the topmost peak of El-Mujaimir 
was a spindle's whorl cluttered with all the scum of the torrent; 
it had flung over the desert of El-Ghabeet its cargo 
like a Yemeni_merchant_~~ lfl~ dert-bag 
In the morning the songbirds all along the broad valley 
quaffed the choicest of sweet wines rich with spices; 
the wild beasts at evening drowned in the furthest reaches 
of the wide watercourse lay like drawn bulbs of wild onion. 

TWO 

Whom the Gods Loved? 

HE successor of Imr al-Qais's enemy al-Mundhir III on 
the throne of al-Hira was 'Amr son of Hind. So he was 
styled, extraordinarily among the ancient Arabs; for Hind 

was the name of his mother. She was a Christian princess of 
Ghassan, or perhaps of Kinda, and in an inscription still extant as 
late as the twelfth century she described herself as 'the maid of 
Christ and the mother of His servant and the daughter of His 
servants.' 'Amr, despite the gentle religion professed by her who 
bore him, was a cruel and tyrannical ruler, earning the nicknames 
'the Burner' and 'the Stone-cracker'; for all that he loved poetry, 
and al-Hira during his reign,, which lasted from 5 54 to 569, 
became a prototype of those Muslim capitals where men of letters 
and-- iezence- -late-r_._  thronged- _tt the courts _of - 	i ficen 

fickle princes. 
One day—the year is quite uncertain, perhaps about 564, and 

in any case there are those who treat the story which follows as 
a oc hal—'Amr sent for Tarafa son of al-'Abd, a mere youth 
of a poet, and his uncle the poet al-Mutalammis, both of whom 
were enjoying his patronage, and gave them gracious leave, if 
they were minded, to visit their family domiciled in south-
eastern Arabia; he handed to each, to speed them on their way, a 
letter of recommendation to the Governor of al-Bahrain. 'Take 
-these missives,' he told them, to Abu Karib. I direct him to give 
you a good welcome and to reward you for your services.' The 
• pair departed, doubtless - in lively anticipation of a handsome 
present; but they had not proceeded far when the older man 
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