Thomas Moore (1779-1852):  Lalla Rukh


IN the eleventh year of the reign of Aurungzebe, Abdalla, King of the 

Lesser Bucharia, a lineal descendant from the Great Zingis, having abdi- 

cated the throne in favour of his son, set out on a pilgrimage to the Shrine of the Prophet, and, passing into India through the delightful valley of Cashmere, rested for a short time at Delhi on his way. He was entertained by Aurungzebe in a style of magnificent hospitality, worthy alike of the visitor and the host, and was afterward escorted with the same splendour to Sunit, where he embarked for Arabia. During the stay of the Royal Pilgrim at Delhi, a marriage was agreed upon between the Prince, his son, and the youngest daughter of the Emperor, Lalla Rookh, a princess described by the poets of 

her time as more beautiful than Leila, Shirine, Dewilde, or any of those heroines whose names and loves embellish the songs of Persia and Hindostan. It was intended that the nuptials should be celebrated at Cashmere; where the young King, as soon as the cares of empire would permit, was to meet, for the first time, his lovely bride, and, after a few months' repose in that enchanting valley, conduct her over the snowy hills into Bucharia. 

The day of Lalla Rookh’s departure from Delhi was as splendid as sunshine and pageantry could make it. The bazaars and baths were all covered with the richest tapestry ; hundreds of gilded barges upon the Jumna floated with their banners shining in the water; while through the streets troops of beautiful children went strewing the most delicious flowers around, as in 

that Persian festival called the Scattering of the Roses, till every part of the city was as fragrant as if a caravan of musk from Khoten had passed through it.
 . . . . . .
During the first days of their journey, Lalla Rookh, who had passed all her life within the shadow of the royal Gardens of Delhi, found enough in the beauty of the scenery through which they passed to interest her mind and delight her imagination ; and when, at evening or in the heat of the day, they turned off from the high-road to those retired and romantic places which 

had been selected for her encampments, sometimes on the banks of a small rivulet, as clear as the waters of the Lake of Pearl ; sometimes under the sacred shade of a banyan-tree, from which the view opened upon a glade covered with antelopes ; and often in those hidden, embowered spots, described by one from the Isles of the West, as " places of melancholy, delight, and safety, where all the company around was wild peacocks and turtle-doves," she felt a charm in these scenes, so lovely and so new to her, which for a time made her indifferent to every other amusement. But Lalla Rookh was young, and the young love variety ; nor could the conversation of her Ladies and the Great Chamberlain, Fadladeen (the only persons, of course, admitted to her pavilion), sufficiently enliven those many vacant hours which were devoted neither to the pillow nor the palankeen. There was a little 

Persian slave who sung sweetly to the Vina, and who now and then lulled the Princess to sleep with the ancient ditties of her country, about the loves of 

Wamak and Ezra, the fair-haired Zal and his mistress Rodahver, not forgetting the combat of Rustam with the terrible White Demon. At other times she was 

amused by those graceful dancing-girls of Delhi, who had been permitted by the Brahmins of the Great Pagoda to attend her, much to the horror of the good Mussulman Fadladeen, who could see nothing graceful or agreeable in idolaters, and to whom the very tinkling of their golden anklets was an abomination. 

But these and many other diversions were repeated till they lost all their charm, and the nights and noondays were beginning to move heavily, when at length it was recollected that, among the attendants sent by the bridegroom, was a young poet of Cashmere, much celebrated throughout the valley for his manner of reciting the stories of the East, on whom his Royal Master had conferred the privilege of being admitted to the pavilion of the Princess, that he might help to beguile the tediousness of the journey by some of his most agreeable recitals. At the mention of a poet Fadladeen elevated his 

critical eyebrows, and, having refreshed his faculties with a dose of that delicious opium which is distilled from the black poppy of the Thebais, gave orders for the minstrel to be forthwith introduced into the presence. 

The Princess, who had once in her life seen a poet from behind the screens of gauze in her father's hall, and had conceived from that specimen no very favourable ideas of the Caste, expected but little in this new exhibition to interest her ; she felt inclined, however, to alter her opinion on the very first appearance of Feramorz. He was a youth about Lalla Rookh's own age, and graceful as that idol of women, Crishna, such as he appears to their young imaginations, heroic, beautiful, breathing music from his very eyes, and 

exalting the religion of his worshippers into love. His dress was simple, yet not without some marks of costliness; and the Ladies of the Princess were not 

long in discovering that the cloth which encircled his high Tartarian cap was of the most delicate kind that the shawl-goats of Tibet supply.
. . . . . . . . . . . . . 

For the purpose of relieving the pauses of recitation by music, the young Cashmerian held in his hand a kitar, such as, in old times, the Arab maids of 

the West used to listen to by moonlight in the gardens of the Alhambra, and having promised, with much humility, that the story he was about to relate was founded on the adventures of that Veiled Prophet of Khorassan who, in the year of the Hegira 163, created such alarm throughout the Eastern Empire, made an obeisance to the Princess, and thus began: 

THE VEILED PROPHET OF KHORASSAN. 

IN that delightful Province of the Sun, 

The first of Persian lands he shines upon, 

Where, all the loveliest children of his beam, 

Flowerets and fruits blush over every stream, 

And, fairest of all streams, the Murga roves 

Among Heron's bright palaces and groves, 

There, on that throne to which the blind belief 

Of millions raised him, sat the Prophet-Chief, 

The Great Mokanna. O'er his features hung 

The Veil, the Silver Veil, which he had flung, 

In mercy there, to hide from mortal sight 

His dazzling brow, till man could bear its light. 

For far less luminous, his votaries said, 

Were e'en the gleams, miraculously shed 

O'er Moussa's cheek, when down the mount he trod, 

All glowing from the presence of his God! 

On either side, with ready hearts and hands, 

His chosen guard of bold believers stands, 

Young fire-eyed disputants, who deem their swords, 

On points of faith, more eloquent than words, 

And such their zeal, there's not a youth with brand 

Uplifted there, but, at the Chiefs command, 

Would make his own devoted heart its sheath, 

And bless the lips that cloom'd so dear a death! 

In hatred to the caliph's hue of night, 

Their vesture, helms and all, is snowy white; 

Their weapons various, some, equipped for speed, 

With javelins of the light Kathaian reed, 

Or bows of buffalo horn, and shining quivers 

Fill’d with the stems that bloom on Iran's rivers, 

While some, for war's more terrible attacks, 

Wield the huge mace, and ponderous battle-axe; 

And, as they wave aloft in morning's beam 

The milk-white plumage of their helms, they seem 

Like a chenar-tree grove when winter throws 

O'er all its tufted heads his feathering snows. 

