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Educate Yourself

Read Like A Wolf Eats

Be Excellent to Each Other

Books Then, Books Now, Books Forever

***
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In this retelling, as in all my retellings, I have tried to make the work of literature accessible to modern readers who may lack some of the knowledge about mythology, religion, and history that the literary work’s contemporary audience had. 

Do you know a language other than English? If you do, I give you permission to translate this book, copyright your translation, publish or self-publish it, and keep all the royalties for yourself. (Do give me credit, of course, for the original retelling.)

I would like to see my retellings of classic literature used in schools, so I give permission to the country of Finland (and all other countries) to buy (or get free) one copy of this eBook and give copies to all students forever. I also give permission to the state of Texas (and all other states) to buy (or get free) one copy of this eBook and give copies to all students forever. I also give permission to all teachers to buy (or get free) one copy of this eBook and give copies to all students forever.

Teachers need not actually teach my retellings. Teachers are welcome to give students copies of my eBooks as background material. For example, if they are teaching Homer’s Iliad and Odyssey, teachers are welcome to give students copies of my Virgil’s Aeneid: A Retelling in Prose and tell students, “Here’s another ancient epic you may want to read in your spare time.”
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Dedicated to My Sister Rosa
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The Doing of Good Deeds is Important 

As a free person, you can choose to live your life as a good person or as a bad person. To be a good person, do good deeds. To be a bad person, do bad deeds. If you do good deeds, you will become good. If you do bad deeds, you will become bad. To become the person you want to be, act as if you already are that kind of person. Each of us chooses what kind of person we will become. To become a good person, do the things a good person does. To become a bad person, do the things a bad person does. The opportunity to take action to become the kind of person you want to be is yours.

“I Will Go with You Into the Grave”

In a medieval Christian mystery play, a man asks who will go with him into the grave when he dies and give him support at the Day of Judgment. Time after time, he hears the answer, “I won’t go with you into the grave.” His wife won’t go with him into the grave, his children won’t go with him into the grave, his priest won’t go with him into the grave, his friends won’t go with him into the grave — even his wealth won’t go with him into the grave. Finally, the man’s good deeds say, “I will go with you into the grave,” and the man and his good deeds knock at the door of death, together. Your good deeds will plead for you on the Day of Judgment.

“Do Small Kindnesses for People”

Amy Alkon, aka “The Advice Goddess,” does good deeds, and she used to write an advice column for alternative newspapers. She advises, “Do small kindnesses for people.” For example, she buys and reads a newspaper every day. When she is finished reading it, she will look around wherever she is — often, she is in a café — and often see somebody who is looking for a newspaper. She will then ask, “Sir, would you like my newspaper?” She points out, “You’ve noticed a stranger, you’ve solved their problem, you’ve gone out of your way to do it, and they’re gonna feel very good about that, and I think people will tend to pass on good deeds, do other good deeds, if you do good deeds for them.” She adds that “it does make a difference.”

“Dear”

One of the things that Kurt Vonnegut, Jr., believes firmly is this: “God d*mn it, you’ve got to be kind.” One of the things that cheers him up is buying a morning cup of coffee in New York City, which he describes as mad for money. He says, “You can go into a little café and the waitress calls you ‘dear’ even though she knows the bill will be a small expenditure and the tip tiny. So she is responding to you as a person and feels happy and wants to communicate.”

Show the Haters that They are Wrong

Robert DeMott and Dave Smith became friends in the early 1970s. They had a number of things in common that facilitated their friendship: They were or would become editors, scholars, teachers, and writers, plus both had been told as undergraduates by professors that they “were not smart enough or able enough to amount to much in the ‘real’ world” — predictions that they ignored. Mr. DeMott became a noted John Steinbeck scholar, and Mr. Smith became a noted poet.

“The Touchstone For What Good Deeds Became In My Life”

Donna Delfino Dugay of Harper Woods, Michigan, grew up in California, where her family had a picnic at the beach when she was 11 years old. Her mother fixed each of the children a plate of fried chicken and potato salad, and then, Donna says, “When I looked up from my plate, my mother was fixing one more plate .... She turned away from us and walked over maybe 20 or 30 feet to where there was a man by himself. And he was picking his way through the trashcan. And my mother — I don’t know whether she just put the plate there or whether she touched him gently or whether she said a few words — but I remember him turning to her in a gesture of thankfulness.” Years later, when Donna asked her mother about this good deed, her mother claimed not to remember it; however, Donna says, “But for me, I remember it very well because for me, it was the touchstone for what good deeds became in my life.”

“What is Hateful to Yourself, Do Not to Your Fellow Man”

A cart driver asked Rabbi Akiba to teach him the whole of the Torah all at once. Rabbi Akiba told him that Moses had stayed on the mountaintop 40 days and 40 nights to learn the Torah, but that if he really wanted to learn the basic principle of the Torah, he should learn this: “What is hateful to yourself, do not to your fellow man.” Soon after, the cart driver went on a journey with two other men. They came to a field filled with seed pods, and the two other men took two seed pods each, but the cart driver took none. Then they came to a field filled with cabbages, and the two other men took two cabbages each, but the cart driver took none. They asked the cart driver why he wasn’t taking anything, and he replied, “Thus did Rabbi Akiba teach me: ‘What is hateful to yourself, do not to your fellow man.’”

The Sacred Mantra

A guru had a disciple to whom he revealed a sacred mantra, along with a warning not to reveal the mantra to anyone. The disciple asked, “What will happen if I reveal the sacred mantra?” The guru replied, “Anyone to whom you reveal the sacred mantra will learn about Ultimate Goodness and will become wiser. But you will be excluded from discipleship.” Immediately, the disciple ran to the marketplace and began shouting the sacred mantra to everyone there. The other disciples came to the guru and demanded that the first disciple be excluded from discipleship because he had revealed the sacred mantra. The guru smiled, agreed, and said, “Yes, you are right. He is no longer a disciple. Today, he has become a guru.”

TAMBURLAINE, PART 1
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CAST OF CHARACTERS (Part 1)
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The Prologue.

Male Characters

Mycetes, King of Persia.

Cosroe, his brother.

Persian Lords:

• Ceneus.

• Meander.

• Menaphon.

• Ortygius.

• Theridamas.

Tamburlaine, a Scythian shepherd.

His followers:

• Techelles.

• Usumcasane (nickname: Casane).

Bajazeth, Emperor of the Turks.

Bajazeth’s Tributary Kings:

• King of Algiers.

• King of Fez.

• King of Morocco.

Alcidamus, King of Arabia.

Sultan of Egypt.

Governor of Damascus.

Median Lords (Lords of the country named Media):

• Agydas.

• Magnetes.

Capolin, an Egyptian military commander.

Philemus, a messenger.

A spy.

Female Characters

Zenocrate, daughter of the Sultan of Egypt.

Anippe, her maid.

Zabina, wife to Bajazeth.

Ebea, her maid.

Minor Characters 

Virgins of Damascus, Messengers, Pashas, Lords, Citizens, Moors, Soldiers, Attendants.

TERMS

Marlowe used the word “Soldan”; this book uses the word “Sultan.”

Marlowe used the word “Argier”; this book uses the word “Algiers.”

Marlowe used the word “Bassoes,” which means Bashaws or Pashas; this book uses the word “Pashas.” A Pasha is a high-ranking Turkish official.

Marlowe uses Roman names for the gods:

• Jupiter’s (Jove’s) Greek name is Zeus. 

• Juno’s Greek name is Hera.

• Minerva’s Greek name is Athena.

• Diana’s Greek name is Artemis.

• Neptune’s Greek name is Poseidon.

• Dis’ Greek name is Hades.

NOTA BENE

The real Tamburlaine was named Timur, and he was known as Timur the Lame. (Marlowe’s Tamburlaine has no physical disabilities.) He was born in Uzbekistan, although Marlowe makes him a Scythian shepherd. His dates are 9 April 1336 – 18 February 1405. In real life, Timur was a Turko-Mongol conqueror.

In Marlowe’s play, the Ottoman Turks rule Asia Minor.

In Marlowe’s play, the Egyptians rule Syria.

In Marlowe’s play, to the East of Syria is Persia.

In Marlowe’s play, the country named Media is part of the Persian Empire. 

In Marlowe’s play, the Persians rule Babylon.

In Marlowe’s play, Scythia is to the north.

In the Prologue, Marlowe says that his play will not have rhyming doggerel but will instead use a higher language. In fact, his play uses heroic blank verse.
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THE PROLOGUE (Part 1)
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From jigging veins of rhyming mother-wits,

And such conceits as clownage keeps in pay,

We’ll lead you to the stately tent of war,

Where you shall hear the Scythian Tamburlaine

Threat’ning the world with high astounding terms 

And scourging Kingdoms with his conquering sword.

View but his picture in this tragic glass,

And then applaud his fortunes as you please.

•••
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In more modern language:

Away from jigging doggerel verses of rhyming uneducated mother-wits,

And away from such tricks with which buffoons and clowns earn their pay,

We’ll lead you to the stately tent of war,

Where you shall hear the Scythian Tamburlaine

Threatening the world with high astounding language

And scourging Kingdoms with his conquering sword.

View but his picture in this tragic looking glass,

And then applaud his fortunes as you please.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 1 (Part 1)
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— 1.1 —

King Mycetes of Persia and Cosroe, his brother, were meeting at the Persian court, along with the Persian lords Ceneus, Meander, Menaphon, Ortygius, Theridamas, and others.

“Brother Cosroe,” King Mycetes said, “I find myself aggrieved, yet insufficient to express the same, for it requires a great and thundering speech.”

One meaning of the word “insufficient” is “incompetent.” This is a good description of King Mycetes of Persia. He is insufficient in many areas of expertise, including the making of speeches.

King Mycetes continued, “Good brother, tell the reason for my grief to my lords. I know you have a better intelligence than I.”

Instead of talking about the grief that afflicted King Mycetes, his brother talked about the grief that afflicted Persia: Persia had a weak King.

Cosroe, his brother, said, “Unhappy Persia, that in former ages has been the seat of mighty conquerors such as Cyrus the Great, who in their prowess and their diplomacy have triumphed over Egypt in Africa and the territory of Europe, where the Sun dares scarcely appear because of freezing sleet and congealed, frozen, cold snow, is now to be ruled and governed by a man at whose day of birth Cynthia with Saturn joined — and Jupiter, the Sun, and Mercury refused to shed their influence in his fickle brain!”

Cosroe was complaining that the planets were in unfavorable astrological positions when King Mycetes was born. The planets that had the most influence on him were the Moon (Cynthia) and Saturn. The Moon changes constantly, and the astrological result is that King Mycetes has a changing, fickle temperament. Saturn’s astrological influence resulted in King Mycetes having a melancholic temperament. (A saturnine person is dull and gloomy.) Cosroe wished that other planets had influenced King Mycetes. Jupiter, the planet associated with greatness and justice, would have made him majestic and magnanimous. The Sun, the “planet” associated with wisdom, would have made him wise. (This society called the Sun and the stars planets.) Mercury, the planet associated with a mercurial temperament, would have made him witty and eloquent. 

Cosroe continued, “Now Turks and Tartars shake their swords at you, King Mycetes, and at Persia, meaning to mangle all your provinces.”

By “Turks and Tartars,” Cosroe meant the Ottoman Turks and the Scythian warriors led by Tamburlaine. Both groups were threatening Persia. 

The Scythians were a branch of the Tartars.

“Brother, I see your meaning well enough,” King Mycetes said, “and through your citing of astrological planets I perceive you think I am not wise enough to be a King. But I refer myself to my noblemen who know my wit, and can be witnesses.

“I might command you, Cosroe, to be slain for this.

“Meander, might I not do that?”

The Persian lord Meander replied, “Not for so small a fault, my sovereign lord.”

“I don’t mean to command his death, but yet I know I might do it,” King Mycetes said. “Yet live, Cosroe; yes, live; Mycetes wills it so.

“Meander, you, my faithful counselor, declare the cause of my mentally produced grief, which is, God knows, about that Tamburlaine, who, like a fox in midst of harvest time, preys upon my flocks of travelers within Persia, and, as I hear, intends to pull my plumes and tear down my pride.

“Therefore, it is good and fitting to be wise and mentally prepared.”

“Often have I heard your majesty complain about Tamburlaine, that fierce, rebellious Scythian thief who robs your merchants from the capital city of Persepolis as they tread by land to the Western Isles,” Meander said. “And within your territory Tamburlaine with his lawless band of soldiers daily commits barbarous, uncivilized outrages, hoping (misled by dreaming prophecies) to reign in Asia, and with barbarous arms to make himself the monarch of the East.

“But before Tamburlaine can march in Asia or display his nomadic banners and army in the Persian fields, your grace ordered Theridamas, placed in command of a thousand horse-mounted soldiers, to apprehend and bring him captive to your highness’ throne.”

King Mycetes said, “Completely true to your nature you speak, and like yourself, my lord, whom I may term a Damon because of your love.”

By calling Meander a Damon, King Mycetes was calling him a friend. Damon and Pythias were close friends. Pythias was sentenced to death by Dionysius, tyrant of Syracuse, but he asked to return to his home for a while in order to settle his affairs. Dionysius agreed on the condition that someone else stay as hostage to be executed in his place if Damon did not return. Pythias volunteered to be the hostage, impressing Dionysius, and Damon in fact returned after settling his affairs, further impressing Dionysius, who pardoned him.

King Mycetes continued, “Therefore it is best, if so it pleases you all, to send my thousand horse-mounted soldiers immediately to apprehend that paltry Scythian.

“How do you like this, my honorable lords? Is it not a kingly resolution?”

Cosroe said, “It cannot be otherwise than kingly because it comes from you.”

“Then hear your orders, valiant Theridamas,” King Mycetes said. “You are the chiefest captain of King Mycetes’ army, the hope of Persia, and the very legs whereon our state leans, as on a staff that holds us up and foils our neighbor foes.

“You shall be the leader of these thousand cavalry, whose foaming spite, with rage and high disdain, have sworn the death of wicked Tamburlaine.

“Go frowning forth, but come smiling home, as did Sir Paris with the Grecian dame.”

Paris, a Trojan Prince, visited King Menelaus of Sparta and ran away with his wife, Helen, and took her to Troy. She became known as Helen of Troy; the Trojan War was fought over her. 

King Mycetes continued, “Return with speed; time passes swiftly away. Our life is frail, and we may die today.”

Theridamas replied, “Don’t doubt, my lord and gracious sovereign, that before the Moon renews her borrowed light and one month passes, Tamburlaine and his Tartarian gang shall either perish at our warlike hands or plead for mercy at your highness’ feet.”

“Go, valiant Theridamas,” King Mycetes said. “Your words are swords, and with your looks you conquer all your foes. I long to see you return from there, so that I may view these milk-white steeds of mine all laden with the heads of killed men, and from their knees even to their hooves below smeared with blood — that makes a dainty show.”

“Then now, my lord, I humbly take my leave,” Theridamas said.

“Theridamas, farewell ten thousand times,” King Mycetes said.

Theridamas exited.

“Ah, Menaphon,” King Mycetes said, “why do you stay thus behind when other men press forward for fame and renown? Go, Menaphon, go into Scythia, and foot by foot follow Theridamas.”

“No, please let him stay,” Cosroe said. “A greater task is suitable for Menaphon than warring with a thief. Make him Viceroy of Assyria, so that he may win the Babylonians’ hearts, which will revolt from Persian government unless they have a wiser King than you.”

King Mycetes said, “‘Unless they have a wiser King than you’? These are his words, Meander; set them down.”

He wanted the insulting words to be written down so that they would not be forgotten. At some time in the future, King Mycetes might want to severely punish Cosroe for his misdeeds and insulting words.

“And add these words to them,” Cosroe said. “All in the Persian Empire lament to see the folly of their King.”

King Mycetes said, “Well, here I swear by this my royal seat, my throne —”

“You may do well to kiss it then,” Cosroe interrupted.

Cosroe insultingly wanted King Mycetes to kiss the part of the throne that he sat on.

King Mycetes continued, “— richly decorated with silk as best beseems my rank, to be revenged for these contemptuous words. Oh, where are duty and allegiance now? Fled to the Caspian Sea or the ocean? Shall I call thee brother? No, I shall call you a foe, a monstrous birth of nature, shame to thy ancestors, who dares to presume to mock thy sovereign.”

In this culture, a man of higher rank would use words such as “thee” and “thy” to refer to a servant.

King Mycetes continued, “Meander, come with me. I am abused, Meander.”

Everyone exited except Cosroe and Menaphon.

“How are you now, my lord?” Menaphon asked. “Daunted and amazed to hear the King thus threaten like himself? The King is acting like a King.”

“Ah, Menaphon, I don’t care about his threats,” Cosroe said. “Persian noblemen and captains of the garrisons of Media have laid a plot to crown me Emperor of Asia.

“But it is this that torments the very essence of my vexed and troubled soul: To see our neighbors who were accustomed to quake and tremble at the name of the Persian monarch now sit and laugh our rule to scorn.

“And this is that which might make me burst into tears: Men from the farthest equinoctial line — the equator — have swarmed in troops into eastern India, lading their ships with gold and precious stones, and they have gotten their spoils from all our provinces. They have looted us with impunity.”

“This should persuade your highness to rejoice,” Menaphon said, “since fortune gives you opportunity to gain the title of a conqueror by curing this maimed empire. Because Africa and Europe border on your land and touch your dominions, how easily may you with a mighty army pass into Greek-inhabited western Asia Minor, as did Cyrus once, and cause the Byzantines to withdraw their forces home to defend Constantinople, lest you subdue that city, which is the pride of Christendom.”

A trumpet sounded.

“But, Menaphon, what is the meaning of this trumpet’s sound?” Cosroe asked.

“Behold, my lord, Ortygius and the rest bringing the crown to make you Emperor!” Menaphon said.

Ortygius and Ceneus entered, bearing a crown. Others were also present.

“Magnificent and mighty Prince Cosroe,” Ortygius said, we, in the name of other Persian noblemen and commoners of this mighty monarchy, present you with the imperial diadem.”

Ceneus said, “The warlike soldiers and the gentlemen who heretofore have filled Persia’s capital, Persepolis, with African commanders captured on the battlefield, whose ransom made Persia’s soldiers so rich that they marched in coats of gold, with costly jewels hanging at their ears and shining precious stones upon their lofty crests, now are living idle in the walled towns, lacking both pay and martial discipline. They are beginning, in troops, to threaten civil war and openly exclaim against King Mycetes.

“Therefore, to prevent all sudden mutinies, we will crown your highness Emperor, at which the soldiers will experience more joy than the Macedonians did at the spoil of great King Darius III and his wealthy host.”

In 333 B.C.E., Alexander the Great and his Macedonian soldiers captured Darius III’s baggage train and his family at the Battle of Issus.

“Well, since I see the imperial rule of Persia droop and languish in my brother’s government,” Cosroe said, “I willingly receive the imperial crown and vow to wear it for my country’s good, in defiance of all who shall bear malice toward my position.”

Ortygius said, “And in assurance of desired success, we here crown you Monarch of the East, Emperor of Asia and Persia, Great Lord of Media and Armenia, Duke of Africa and Albania, Mesopotamia and Parthia, East India and the recently discovered isles, Chief Lord of all the wide, vast Black Sea, and of the ever-raging Caspian lake. Long live Cosroe, mighty Emperor!”

The Persian Empire was large, but these titles exaggerated the extent of that empire.

“And may Jove never let me longer live than I may seek to repay your love, and cause the soldiers who thus honor me to triumph over many provinces,” Cosroe said. “By the use of the soldiers’ desires of discipline in arms, I doubt not shortly but to reign as sole King, and with the army of Theridamas, to where we, my lords, immediately will hasten, to stand secure against my brother’s force.”

Cosroe had been crowned Emperor, but his brother was still alive, and so there was another claimant to the throne of Persia.

Ortygius replied, “We knew, my lord, before we brought the crown, intending your investiture so near the residence of your despised brother, that the lords would not be so exasperated as to injure or suppress your worthy title. But in case they would actually rebel, ten thousand cavalry are in readiness to carry you away from here in spite of all suspected enemies.”

“I know it well, my lord,” Cosroe said, “and I thank you all.”

“Sound up the trumpets, then,” Ortygius said. “God save the King!”

— 1.2 —

In Scythia, north of the Black Sea, Tamburlaine talked with Zenocrate (the daughter of the Sultan of Egypt), Techelles and Usumcasane (Tamburlaine’s followers), Agydas and Magnetes (lords of Media and attendants to Zenocrate), and other lords. Soldiers and treasure chests were present.

Tamburlaine, a bandit with 500 armed followers, had taken Zenocrate, Agydas, and Magnetes prisoner.

Dressed as a shepherd, Tamburlaine said to Zenocrate, “Come, lady, don’t let this dismay your thoughts. The jewels and the treasure we have taken shall be safeguarded and preserved, and you will be better treated and enjoy greater splendor than if you had arrived in Syria and were even in the circle of the arms of your father, the mighty Sultan of Egypt.”

In her reply, Zenocrate referred to Tamburlaine as “thou” because he seemed to be a man of lower social status than her own.

“Ah, shepherd,” Zenocrate said, “pity my distressed plight — if, as thou seem to be, thou are so lowly a man as a shepherd — and seek not to enrich thy followers by lawless theft from a defenseless maiden, who, travelling with these Median lords to Memphis, capital of Egypt, from my uncle’s country of Media, where all my youth I have been brought up, have passed the army of the mighty Turk, carrying a safe-passage document sealed with the official seal and bearing the signature of the mighty Turk himself — the head of the Turkish Empire. This document gives us safe and unimpeded passage as we travel through the Turkish Empire as we travel to Memphis in Africa.”

The Median lord Magnetes said, “And since we have arrived in Scythia, besides rich presents from the mighty Cham, the Emperor of Tartary, we have his highness’ letters to command aid and assistance if we stand in need.”

“Cham” is a now obsolete form of “Khan,” as in Genghis Khan (c. 1162 – August 18, 1227), the first Khan of the Mongol Empire, which after his death became the largest contiguous empire in history. (The British Empire was larger, but non-contiguous.) In the late 1200s, the Mongol Empire broke up into smaller territories that engaged in power struggles, but in 1304, all of the leaders of the various territories approved a peace treaty and accepted the supremacy — at least nominally — of Yuan Emperor Temür. Tamberlaine’s dates are 9 April 1336 – 18 February 1405.

This group of travellers was well prepared. It had safe-passage documents from both the mighty Turk who headed the Turkish Empire (the Ottoman Empire) and from a mighty Cham, aka Khan — the Emperor of Tartary. 

“But now you see these letters and commands are countermanded by a greater man,” Tamburlaine said, “and through my provinces you must expect to have letters of conduct from me and my mightiness, if you intend to keep your treasure safe. 

“But since I love to live at liberty, as easily may you get the Sultan’s crown as any prizes out of the territory in my sphere of control. For the prizes are friends that help to nurture my power, until men and Kingdoms help to strengthen it, and the prizes must maintain my life exempt from servitude.”

Tamburlaine needed loot to pay his soldiers and repel anyone who sought to capture or kill him.

He then asked Zenocrate, “But tell me, madam, is your grace betrothed?”

“I am, my lord,” Zenocrate replied. “I use ‘my lord’ because you imply that you are a lord.”

“I am a lord, for so my deeds shall prove, and yet I am a shepherd by my parentage,” Tamburlaine said. “But, lady, this fair face and heavenly hue of yours must grace the bed of him who conquers Asia and means to be a terror to the world, measuring the limits of his empire by east and west, as Phoebus Apollo does his course as he drives the Sun-chariot across the sky.”

Tamburlaine, who intended to conquer the world, removed his shepherd’s cloak and revealed the armor he was wearing underneath. He dropped the shepherd’s cloak on the ground, and said, “Lie here, you clothes that I disdain to wear! This complete set of armor and this curved sword are equipment more suitable to Tamburlaine. And madam, whatsoever you think of this outcome — your capture — and this very expensive loss you have incurred, both may make you Empress of the East.

“And these men of mine — Techelles and Usumcasane — who seem to be only simple countrymen, may have the leading of so great an army as with their weight shall make the mountains quake, even as when windy exhalations, fighting for passage, joust within the earth.”

People in this society believed that the pressure of gasses within the earth causes earthquakes.

Techelles said, “As princely lions when they rouse themselves, stretching their paws and threatening herds of beasts, so Tamburlaine looks in his armor. I think I see Kings kneeling at his feet, and he with frowning brows and fiery looks kicking their crowns from off their captive heads —”

Usumcasane said, “— and making you and me, Techelles, Kings — we who even to death will follow Tamburlaine.”

“That is nobly resolved and decided, sweet friends and followers!” Tamburlaine said. “These lords — Zenocrate’s attendants, the lords from Media — perhaps scorn our value and worthiness, and think we prattle with deranged states of mind, but since they believe us — we who in our imaginations bear empires on our spears, with dreams that are as lofty as the clouds — to be of so little worth, they shall be kept our forced followers, until with their eyes they see us as Emperors.”

“The gods, defenders of the innocent, will never cause to prosper your intended plans, that thus oppress poor friendless travelers,” Zenocrate said. “Therefore at least allow us liberty, even as you hope to be made forever famous by becoming and living in the future as Asia’s mighty Emperor.”

The Median lord Agydas said, “I hope our lady’s treasure and our own may serve for ransom for our freedom. Return to us our mules and camels, without their loads of valuables, so that we may travel to Syria, where her betrothed lord, Alcidamus, the King of Arabia, awaits the arrival of her highness’ person.”

This was possibly an arranged marriage because Zenocrate had spent her earlier life in Media. Chances are, Zenocrate and Alcidamus have never met.

The Median lord Magnetes added, “And wherever we repose, we will report only good things about Tamburlaine.”

“Disdains Zenocrate to live with me?” Tamburlaine said. “And disdain you, my lords, to be my followers? Do you think I value this treasure more than you do and more than I value you? Not all the gold in India’s wealthy arms shall buy the meanest soldier in my train.

“Zenocrate, who is lovelier than Juno (the love of Jove), who is brighter than the Rhodope Mountains famed for their silver mines, and who is fairer than whitest snow on Scythian hills, your person is worth more to Tamburlaine than the possession of the Persian crown, which gracious stars have promised at my birth.”

At Tamburlaine’s birth, omens forecast a notable future for him. 

Tamburlaine continued, “A hundred Tartars shall attend on you, who will be mounted on steeds swifter than Pegasus, the winged horse. Your garments shall be made of Median silk, adorned with precious jewels of my own, more rich and valuable than Zenocrate’s.

“With milk-white deer you shall be drawn upon an ivory sleigh amid the frozen pools, and scale the icy mountains’ lofty tops, which with your beauty will be soon melted.

“My martial prizes, with five hundred men won on the fifty-headed Volga’s waves, all of these we shall offer to Zenocrate, and then I will offer myself to fair Zenocrate.”

The Volga River has many heads, or major tributaries; it is continental Europe’s longest river.

Techelles asked, “What now? Are you in love?”

“Techelles, women must be flattered,” Tamburlaine said, “but this is she with whom I am in love.”

One of Tamburlaine’s soldiers arrived, shouting, “News! News!”

“What is it now?” Tamburlaine asked. “What’s the matter?”

“A thousand Persian horsemen are at hand, sent from the King of Persia to overcome us all,” the soldier answered.

“What now, my lords of Egypt and Zenocrate?” Tamburlaine asked. “Must your jewels now be restored again, and I who triumphed so be overcome? What do you say, lordlings? Is not this your hope?”

“We hope that you yourself will willingly restore them,” Agydas said diplomatically.

“Such hope, such fortune, have the thousand horsemen,” Tamburlaine said.

In other words, the thousand cavalry of the King of Persia have the same hope, and the same chance of a successful outcome, as you have — none at all. Tamburlaine was confident of victory against the cavalry although his men were outnumbered and on foot.

Tamburlaine continued, “Be quiet, my lords, and sweet Zenocrate. The only way you will leave me is for me to be forced to let you go.

“They are one thousand horsemen! We are five hundred foot soldiers!” 

He added sarcastically, “Odds too great for us to stand against.”

He then asked the soldier-messenger, “But are they rich? And is their armor good?”

Tamburlaine was thinking about booty.

The soldier replied, “Their plumed helmets are made out of beaten gold, their swords are enameled, and about their necks hang massive chains of gold down to the waist. In every part they are exceedingly splendidly and richly dressed.”

Tamburlaine asked, “Then shall we fight courageously with them, or would you rather I should play the orator?”

He was mockingly asking if he should attempt to make a peace treaty with them. Or perhaps he was asking if he should defeat them with words.

Techelles took “play the orator” differently, as if Tamburlaine were asking whether he should make a big dramatic speech to persuade his troops to fight valiantly. In Tamburlaine’s case, his men did not need such motivation.

“No,” Techelles said. “Cowards and fainthearted runaways look for orations when the foe is near. Our swords shall play the orators for us. They will do the talking for us.”

“Come, let us meet them at the foot of the mountain,” Usumcasane said, “and with a sudden and hot alarm drive all their horses headlong down the hill.”

The foot of the mountain is its lower part. The Scythians could drive all their enemies’ horses down the rest of the mountain.

“Come, let us march,” Techelles said.

“Wait, Techelles,” Tamburlaine said. “Ask for a parley first.”

Tamburlaine’s soldiers entered.

Tamburlaine ordered, “Open the travellers’ trunks, yet be sure to guard the treasure securely. Lay out our golden wedges — our golden ingots — to view so that their reflections may amaze and dazzle the Persians.”

His men opened the trunks and spread out the wealth so that the Persians could see and be impressed by it.

Tamburlaine continued, “We will look friendly on the Persians when they come, but if they offer quarrelsome words or violence, we’ll fight, even at odds of five hundred men-at-arms to one, before we part with our possession of this treasure.

“And against the Persians’ general we will lift our swords, and either slit his greedy thirsting throat, or take him prisoner, and his golden chain shall serve as his manacles until he be ransomed home.”

“I hear them come,” Techelles said. “Shall we encounter them in battle?”

“Keep all your positions, and don’t stir a foot,” Tamburlaine ordered. “I myself will bide the danger of the brunt of any attack.”

He would stand in front of his soldiers.

Theridamas and other Persians arrived.

“Where is this Scythian called Tamburlaine?” Theridamas asked.

“Whom do you seek, Persian? I am Tamburlaine.”

Why ask “Whom do you seek?” when Theridamas had already said he sought Tamburlaine? Tamburlaine knew that Theridamas thought that he was seeking somebody who was only a Scythian shepherd and not at all impressive.

Surprised and impressed by Tamburlaine’s looks, Theridamas thought, Tamburlaine! A Scythian shepherd so embellished with nature’s pride and richest equipment of body and mind! His looks menace Heaven and dare the gods. His fiery eyes are fixed upon the earth as if he now devised some stratagem, or meant to pierce Avernus’ darksome vaults in order to pull the triple-headed dog from Hell.

In one of his famous labors, Hercules had taken Cerberus, the three-headed guard dog, out of Hades and into the Land of the Living. Avernus was a lake located at one of the entrances into Hades. The “darksome vaults” are dark, gloomy cave passages through which souls pass on the way to the Land of the Dead.

“Noble and mild this Persian seems to be, if outward appearance allows us to judge the inward man,” Tamburlaine said softly to Techelles. “He is gently noble.”

Techelles replied softly, “His deeply felt emotions make him compassionate. His nature is inclined to pity.”

Tamburlaine said loudly so that Theridamas could hear him, “With what a majesty he rears his looks!”

He then said directly to Theridamas, “In you, you valiant man of Persia, I see the folly of your Emperor. Are you only the captain of a thousand horsemen? I see by the character engraved in your brows, and by your martial face and splendid appearance, that you deserve to have the leading of an army.”

Tamburlaine was playing the orator here and flattering Theridamas in an attempt to win a victory without killing anyone.

He added, “Forsake your King and join with me, and we will triumph over all the world. I hold the Fates bound fast in iron chains, and with my hand I turn Fortune’s wheel about, and sooner shall the Sun fall from his sphere than Tamburlaine be slain or overcome.”

The mythological three Fates determined the length of human life. Clotho spun the thread of life, Lachesis measured the thread of life, and Atropos cut the thread of life.

Lady Fortune had a wheel that she spun and that determined one’s success or lack of success in life.

The Ptolemaic theory of the universe put Earth at the center. The Sun, stars, and planets were encased in concentric spheres that revolved around the Earth. 

Tamburlaine continued, “Draw forth your sword, you mighty man-at-arms, intending only to scratch my charmed skin, and Jove himself will stretch his hand from Heaven to ward off the blow and shield me safe from harm.”

He pointed to the golden ingots and said, “See how he rains down heaps of gold in showers, as if he meant to give my soldiers pay; and as sure and grounded evidence that I shall be the Monarch of the East, he sends this Sultan’s daughter, rich and splendid, to be my Queen and majestic Empress.

“If you will stay with me, renowned man, and lead your thousand horsemen under my military management, then besides your share of this Egyptian prize, those thousand horsemen shall sweat with the martial spoil from the Kingdoms we conquer and from the cities we sack.
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