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WARNING

This is a tale of women who use their wiles to gain mental, sexual, and domestic power over the males of times past, those males who use the position of power brute strength alone has ceded them over the hapless female to keep them powerless, voiceless, and helpless in the face of such unnatural injustice.

Anonymous. 

Having had occasion in the course of some Oriental investigations, to consult the Tellmenow Isitsoornot, a very remarkable work, I was not a little astonished to discover that the literary world has hitherto been strangely in error respecting the story of the king and the vizier's daughter, Scheherazade, as is depicted in the "Arabian Nights"; and that the progress and denouement there given, if not altogether inaccurate, as far as it goes, is at least to be criticised not just for those large parts that are inaccurate but for not having taken the story to the conclusion designed for the express purpose of supplying it a greater resonance.

For full information on this interesting topic, I must refer the inquisitive reader to the "Isitsoornot" itself, a work which (like the Zohar of Simeon Jochaides) is scarcely known at all, even in Europe; and which has never been quoted, to my knowledge, by any American—if we except, perhaps, the author of the "Curiosities of American Literature".

But, as is my way I am told, I digress and will now press on in the hope of not taxing either good humour or patience.

It will be remembered, that, in the usual version of the Scheherazade tales, a certain monarch with good cause to be jealous of his queen, not only puts her to death, but makes a vow, by his beard and the prophet himself, to marry and de-flower the most beautiful maiden in his dominions, and the next morning to deliver her up to the executioner if he should tire of her.

A duration of one-thousand–and-one-nights being the exact time a wife must keep the good monarch’s interest before his most solemn vow can be relaxed in her regard and she might sleep secure in the marital bed with no fear of the morrow.

Having fulfilled this vow for many years to the letter, and with a religious punctuality and method that conferred great credit upon him as a man of devout feeling and excellent sense, he was interrupted one afternoon (no doubt at his prayers) by a visit from his grand vizier, to whose daughter, it appeared, there had occurred an idea.

Her name was Scheherazade, and her idea was, that she would either redeem the land from the depopulating tax upon its beauty, or perish, after the approved fashion of all heroines, in the attempt.

She was not, you will have surmised, the first of her sex to attempt the task but was made no less bold by knowledge of these failures and the full-stop signifying their end.

Accordingly, and although we do not find it to be leap-year (which, of course, would make the sacrifice more meritorious), she deputed her father, the grand vizier, to make an offer to the king of her hand. 

This hand the king eagerly accepted - he had intended to take it at all events, and had put off the matter from day to day only from fear of the vizier - but, in accepting it now, he gives all parties very distinctly to understand, that, grand vizier or no grand vizier, he has not the slightest design of giving up one iota of his vow or of his privileges. 

When, therefore, the fair Scheherazade insists upon marrying the king - and does actually marry him despite her father's excellent advice not to do anything of the kind - those beautiful black eyes were as thoroughly open and all-seeing as the nature of the case and its principals would allow. 

For Scheherazade’s confidence in her ability to dissuade the king from the single-minded cause that had been shaped by his own jealously of his former queen and given the dimensions of a religious crusade was unshakable.

So unshakable that not even the admonitions of the vizier – the most feared since written word was kept of such beings - could prevent her from entering into a union with the king her father assured her even he, for all his power, would be impotent to prevent ending in her demise.

But this strong-willed and politic damsel (who had been reading Machiavelli, beyond doubt), had a very ingenious little plot in her mind and, were it to prove successful, it was likely to place the King in a quite different position in regard of not just her but the female gender as a whole. 

On the night of the wedding, she contrived, upon I forget what specious pretence guaranteed to ensure the king acceded to such an intrusive demand, to have her sister occupy a couch sufficiently near that of the royal pair to admit of easy conversation from bed to bed; and, a little before cock-crowing, she took care to raise her voice that it would awaken the good monarch, her husband - who bore her none the worse will because he intended to wring her neck on the morrow and on account of a capital conscience and an easy digestion, slept well – and prompting his profound interest in a story (about a cheating husband and the wife who intended to cure him, if not of his predilection for others of her sex, then his avenues of opportunity in their regard) which she was narrating (all in an undertone, of course) to her sister.

It was a long, exceedingly long, story and, when the day broke, it so happened that this history was not altogether finished and that Scheherazade, in the nature of things, could not finish it just then, since it was high time for her to get up and be bowstrung—a thing very little more pleasant than hanging, only a trifle more genteel.

The king's curiosity, however, prevailing, I am sorry to say, even over his sound religious principles (born of self-interest and vanity piqued as they were), induced him for this once to postpone the fulfilment of his vow until next morning. 

Solely for the purpose and with the hope of hearing that night how it fared in the end with the poor husband who wished nothing more than to experience women whose delights were of a fresher variety to him than the shrill and nagging hag attempting to prevent his righteous pleasures and his dalliance with the latest filly to have taken his libidinous eye.

It did not occur to him, so enraptured and absorbed by his latest queen’s tale had he been, that he was yet to know her in the physical and carnal way.

The second night having arrived, however, the lady Scheherazade not only put the finishing stroke to the filly du jour (the latest insurgent into the married life of the wife – a wife the king, unjustly and without evidence, pictured as a hag - was, as most loose women were, fair of both hair and complexion) but before she well knew what she was about, found herself deep in the intricacies of a narration on the subject of the husband’s latest fixation.

It was a narration that made reference to yet another filly to have captured the husband’s over-active imagination (this one with breasts the size of over-ripe melons whose nipples oscillated when their owner found herself aroused – this is a story, remember) and for whom the husband was ready to go to that very night.

Unless he could be persuaded otherwise. 

With this history – in tandem with images of these wondrous breasts and their vibrating nipples and the attempts of the wife, who Scheherazade explained to her sister, disabusing the king of his prejudice on behalf of the wife’s looks as he listened, was something of a Siren herself; even if her husband was of a mind inclined to fresh produce - the king was even more profoundly interested than with the other.

And, not once throughout the night and her recounting of each part of her tale, did either Scheherazade or her nubile sister deign the king so much as a glance but allowed him to react – seemingly – unobserved to the events being conjured into being for his own benefit. As well as for the benefit of Scheherazade, it must be mentioned. It was as if he were no more than an audience before a lighted theatre stage, his darkened form out front invisible to those performing for his gratification.

An exclusion the king, for reasons not apparent to him, found highly... titillating.

Consequently, as the day broke before the tale’s conclusion (notwithstanding all the queen's endeavours to get through with it in time for the bowstringing – this last, you may be assured, is irony), there was again no resource but to postpone the recounting as before.
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