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DON CESAR DE BAZA

Francois Penel Dumanoir
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The story of “"Don Cesar de Bazan™ Is
founded upon an incldent in Victor Hm:n'ﬁ
play of “Ruy Blas"—but It i= quite a dil-
ferent story.

In writing * Dumanoir was

Don Cesar,”’

assisted by another playwright of his
day, D'Ennery. But it iz to .l'lumhnnn'
that the play owes its “wit, wisdom and
allegory."”

When the play made its first appear-
apnce in Paris it was recelved with <o

much favor that in Engiand G, A, a'Bec-

ket and Mark Lemon at once prepared
a translation of it for the English-speak-
ing stage, and tHat version has heen
played at Intervals ever since, both In
this country and in England,

Don Cesar 18 a moest witty and well-
rgeaning ruffian, whose contempt for
human life and whose sense of honor
as he understands are well hrought
out. A spendthrift, a ruffler, a brawler,
he Is yet as attractive a man as ever
cheated Nhis creditors or killed his
enemies.

LI, Madrid knew Maritana, the

gy psy dancer, who, with her songs,
her tambourine and her gay dances
the streets of the Spanish

A

went about
capital.

She had even attracted the attentlon of
the Queen, who had ordered her, upon
saveral occasions, to dance and sing be-
fore her and who had promizsed always Lo
be her friend and patlroness,

Now, when Maritana had danced
for the Queen at the Royal palace, the
¥ing, Charles II, had looked upon her
and found her passing fair. But a gypsy
gtreet dancer! A King could not stoop
to dishonor one so lowly.

Nevertheless, in disgulse, he would often
follow her about the streets to see and
hear her. In short, his majesty was thor-
oughly infatuated with the dancer.

bhe-

One day, as the King was diverting
himself thus, he was ols=erved by Don
Jose, one of hiz ministers of state. The
King had just thrown a piece of gold

4nto the tambourine of Maritana and was
hurrylng off, when the gharp eyes of Don
Jowe perceived him.

“1 am not mistaken,” &id Don Jose to
fimself, it is the King. Three times
have I found him watching jhe gypsy girl,
and, seemingly, spellbound by her grace
and beauty.”

On Dangerous Ground

Then, approaching Maritana,
minister handed her a doubloon, saving
that he had much enjoyed her dancing and
her singing.

Maritana hesltated to accept
plece, saying that neither her
dance was worth so. mueh money.

“Why, what do you fear, pretty one?"
£aid Don Jose.

“Phe Influence of the glittering tempter,”
replied Maritana; “when I was a child
my step was lighk, my songs the tuneful
echo of my own/heart, But now, when
the hopes and fears of womanhood have
made both heart and step less buoyant
than of old my vl s greater—should

the wily

the gold

Song nor

ey

1 not feur?”

“1 don't understand youw,' replied Don
Joge.

“You mean that you will not,” retorted

Maritann, “Think you that | am a woman
and do not know that I am fair? Men
tell me so by words and looks 100 times
a day.

“The songstress of the streets treads a
dangerous ground, She well knows the
warth men et upon her,

“She covets gold to free her from this
be_dage, and grows ambitious of a higher
 spliere. Bach word of praise Is a breath
to fan the slecping flame; each gift 1= fuel
to the fire.”

Ready for His Post
Juse thought to himself that this
Was the very instrument he needed In his
plots agalnst Ising and Queen. She
wis ambitious King was Infatu-
ated with her

There wag but her lowly
condition—for he did moment
dream that the virtue of the street singer

Don

the
and the
one obsiacle

not for a

would prove Impreguable when a King
Bued.

Wall, he would, somehow, raise this
Niarvitana to a station where the King

might choose her for his mistress,

SAnd," thought he, “the mistress of the
King must. necessarily, look with favor
Apon the man who raised her to the posi-
nd to increase my

power.”
P iAnd behind all Don Jose was working
upon & darker plot. He had fallen in

love with the Queen, hiad dared to ralse
Jils eyes to the King's wife.

HMe knew that the Queen was a
‘Elonate and jealous woman, and sald to
“himself that when she learned the wrong

pas-

. she suffered she would resent it, and

}t’e, Don Jose, would urge his Infamous

b___\"lj.l_l,l. in the moment of her anger,

Tor he himself would betray the King
1o her. These were the dark thoughts
w«m filled hig mind as he stoud before

To Make Dreams Realities
#Let me be the prophet of your future
Hortune," sald he, I have power to make
“your dreams realities, Your wish shall

(| be the law for nobles.”

© Just then the sound of a tumult was
lieard in a neighboring wineshop—some
ol the gypsy followers of Maritana were
Atacking a shabbily dressed man who

w a sword, it is true, but whose gen-
lly dilapidated condition dld not seem

o
. 10 warrant the importance he assumed.

Marltana rushed to the rescue of the
ghabby cavalier, and, her people obey-
jng her, the stranger was released from
hig danger and came strutting down the
fireet to where Don Jose was still stand-

MThe ¢urs,” said the shabby gentleman,
Sput that it would have disgraced my
‘sword 1 would have spitted them like
That black scoundrel’'s stiletto
ould have found a sheath In the noble
Bazan but for that danc-

Old Friends
If 1 am not mistaken,” said Don .Jose,
“tils i my old school friend at Sala-
manea, Don Cesar de Bazan."
They dad, Indeed, once been at school

£k her, but Don Jose de Santarem had

gone up in the world since that time and

g';; Cesar had gone down,

Don Cesgar had inherited a noble name
and a princely fortune, But he had been
extravagant and careless from youth up

ﬂ ha d.}as!putad his fortune. In spite of

relatives paying debts over and over
n, he had contracted new ones as rast
could,
; ;{“’ha’n the two fortuer schoolmates had
i for a while, telling each olher of

n Jose remarked: *'You huve paid
t dearly for a life of pleasure,

i
) -

“possibly,

was  the mrls'.

Though 1 have freed myself from =all
anxieties, I have no money—so ,am
troubled with no poor relations,

“I have no lands—so am not troubled
with grumbling peasantry. Thave nothing
to support but my sword, and that keeps
a sharp lookout for itself."

Under Pain of Death

He confessed that he had no plans for
the future and was entlrely without funds.
Here was a tool ready made to the hand
Don Jogsg—or at least so Don José con-
sidered.

When Don Cesar spoke hoastingly of
He might do with his sword, Don
Jose replied:

“Nay, Iuck i= als® against
Carnival week begins today and the King
has [ssued a debree forbidding all fight-
ing for a week under paln of death. But
you will have the rest of the year to
amusge yvourself in,” he sneered.

But Don Cesar was not destined to
wait a yvear before his sword leaped from
its scabbard.

A mere boy, one Lazarillo, a soldler and
assistant to the armorer, who had charge
of the arguebuses of the Royal Guard,
had, for some slight neglect, heen ordeted
by the captain to recelve 60 lashes,

He was a high spirited youth who
thought of the dlsgrace of the flogging
more than of the pain which would ba in-
flicted, It so worked upon him that he
determined to commit sulelde.

Still Tweo

A water carrier saw the boy about. to
make the atempt at self destruction and
prevented the rash act. Then he almost
forced him along the streets away from
tha water and argued with him upon the
rashuess of his conduct.

Thus arguing, they came by where Don
Cesar and Don Jose were standing. Don
Cesar Inguired what was the matter, and
the bhoy soldier told him,

“Oh,” said he, "myself and my friend
here, two noble lords, will Intercede for
you with the captaln."

“Speak for yourself, Don Cesar,’ said
Don Joze, 1 have an especlal reason for

not desiring to Interfere In ‘any matter
of this sort.”

“Oh, well, T still say we," retorted Don
Cesar; “We—Don Cesar de Bazan and
his sword."

“You forget the royal edict,” replied Don

Jose. ‘

what

there

vionu.

The Prisoner Found

Don Cesar was about to make a re-
mark rather profane than complimentary
concerning the roval edict, but checked
himself and, removing his hat for a sec-
ond, merely eaid, “But this is Carnival
Week."

At that moment came along a hody of
soldiers under the command of a captain.
They were looking for the fugitive Lazar-
illo.

“There
commanded

Is your prisoner—secure
the captain.

"“One moment,” sald Don Cesar,” “allow
me to Intercede for thls young man.”

The caoptain paid no attention to Don

him,"*

Cesar, but sald sternly to his soldiers,
'Why do you pause? Execute my or-
ders."”

Lazarillo cried out,
captaln,"

“Back to your duty, slrrali, neither
Your pleadings nor the mouthings of this
scttish mummer shall move me," replied
the captain,

“0Q, mercy, mercy,

A Challenge 4

All this time Don Jose stood looking on,
wittchful and silent—econtriving how he
might reap advantage from the Ineldent,
which promised, before It was over, to he
i tragle one.
One word,
who

captain,” =ald Don Cesar,
was becoming In a eerlous mood.
“You are a gentleman and a soldler—so
am 1. I have implored you for mercy
upon this young man. You have refused.

“What 1 have lefors implored I will
now command with my sword. Draw and
defend yourself. I am Don Cesar (e
Bazan, Count de Garofa, who have the
right to remain covered in the presence
of the King."

“How?"' sald. the eaptaln, *“a‘' chal-
lenge?"

“The same."

“I will give you satisfaction—follow
me,

But the captain, Instead of taking Don
Cesar to some quiet place, where they
could settle thelr differences with their
swords, ftook him to the barracks and
turned him over to the keeper of the mili-
tary prison.

Two Hours to Live

A military court was at once assem-
bled, and for breaking the proclamation
against fighting during carnival week Don
Cesar had, in the course of an hour, been
arrested, tried and sentenced. He had
now but two hours to live.

When told that he had only two hours
more upon this earth Don Cesar replied:
“Two hours, the devil! how am I te em-
ploy my time? T shall die of enndi.*

Turning to Lagarillo, who was In the
prison with him, he asked, “If vou had
only two hours to live how would you
employ your time?"

"By recalling the errors of my past
life,"" replied the boy.

“What! In two hours?" exclaimed Deon
Cesar, “you must be very ignorant of
my biography. I'wo hours?—no, there is
no time for that.”

“0, 1T have heen the cause of bringing
you to this condition,” sobbed the boy;
“are there no friends of vours who will
intercede with the King on your behalf?
No one has yet interceded for you?"

One Friend

0, yes, there was an old man,"” replied
Don' Cesar; he threw himself before the
royval carviage and rigsked being trampled
on by the royal mules. He lifted up his
aged hands and erled out, ‘Pardon, mercy
for Dan Cesar.” "

I can guess who that was,” sald the
boy., "It was the oid Count—your father, *

“Not a bit,” laughed Don Cesar. “See
liow wrong vou are—it was one of my
creditors.”

But Don Cesar was not enlirely deo-
serted in his dungeon by his noble friencs
—Den Joge came to see him.

“You wronged me when you thought
that | had deserted vou in your need,™
said Don Jose. "The proof of the fact
that 1 am true to you is that now, when
you #re abandoned by all others, 1 come
to see you. You have but two hours
more to lve."”

Don Cesar glanced at the clock and ve-
rlied: I beg your pardon; | have only
an hour and three-quarters, It s a mat-
ter of 1itle importance, perhaps—but let
s be aceurate; life is very short.’

Any Request but One
“Your life may be long enough for us
to understgnd each other,) was the re-

i)
Wil

What do 1 see? 1 have been deceived.

-

ply. "It has come into my power to
grant any demand that yould he your dy-
ing request.”

"My Jdying request Is to live,
sure,” retorted Don Cesar.

‘That: 1 cannot grant,” replied Don
Jose, ‘but whatever else you ask shall be
granted you.”

“It is odd,"" answered Don Cesar, “that
life is now about the only thing 1 ears to
&2k for and the only one that is denled
me,

‘But, however, since ft must be so, let
me dle by the guns of a dozen brave sol-
diers—rather than by the rope like a com-
mon criminal. Tet the arquebuses of the
guard execute me.

““And also before the soldlers execute
this pleasant task I should like to drink
with them. TI've drank In worse com-
pany than this."” -y

Don Jose promised not only that Don
Cesar should be shot Instead of hanged,
but that he should drink and eat with the
men who were to shoot him. A banquet
and plenty of wine he ordered at once.

to he

One Condition

“But,” .#aid Don Jose, “there is one
condition. 1 will give vou a banguat
such as you never had before, even In
vour most rollicking days. You shall
he shot llke a gentleman. But before
that you must be married."”

Don Cesar could not at first imagine
the cause of this remarkabls condition,
He let hiz ehin sink upon his chest and
Inoked susplciously at Don Jose, Fin-
ally he eaid:

“T see it all, my name still has
value. Some woman desires to be called
a countess,. Well, she shall have her
wish, The bargaln is struck and I will
marry with my eyves shut."

Don Jose then said that the woman
to whom Don Cesar was to be married
would appear heavily velled and Don
Cesar was not to even try to see her
face. Also he said that he would pro-
vide Don Cesar with clothing sultable
for his rank—and for a wedding.

“Deck me as gayly as you will,'" sald
Dion Cesar, “crown me with roses ere
vou lead me to the altar—I shall then
be more fitted for the sacrifice.’”

s

Delaying a Pardon

As a matter of fact Don Jose had in
his intrigues worked upon the ambition
of Maritang, and had made use of the
quesns' influence upon her. She had con-
sented at the queen’s command to the
marriage—and to the conditions of it,

There was another iiftle joke which
Don Jose had prepared With regard to
Don Cesar—one upon which he prided
himself not a little,

While he was waiting for the nanquet
and the wedding to be aranged he took
from his poclket some papers and laughed
with a sinister grin. ¥

“Hem," said he, “a pardon for Don Ce-
sar. 1t Is well that Charles should oncn
in awhlle do a good act—especlally if his
minister gets thae credit. for it. A sub-
ject is condemned (o death—the king's
heart is touched—of course, upon the
ad\'icg of his minister.

“By—by one of those inexplicable acci-
dents which occur—nobody except the
minister knows how—the pardon arrives
an hour too late., It is a sad aftair,

“Don Cesar is to he executed at
this pardon will arrive at & But the
king and his minister will be blessed
for the exercise of clemency.”

The Last Gay Banquet

“It was a gay banquet the soldiers
and Don Cesar had, He called upon
them all to drink to the Countess de
Bazan and her happy widowhood: he
sang, he called the' wine his old and
early friend: no one would have sup-
posed, to see him leading the revelry,
that marriage and death were walting
for him outside the reoom. !

A judge came in  with a document
graclously, in which it was set down
that his majesty graciously accorded
to Don Cesar de Bazan the privilege
o being shot, instead of hanged.

The soldiers, who had neot been im-
formed of the reason of their being in-
vited to feast with Don Cesar, or of
what was expected of them after din-
ner, were siruck with econsternation

But Don Cesar only celled for an-
other verse of the song they had been
singing, >

“The Rest of His Existence”
The eclock now marked 10 minutes

de Rotondo,” gald Don Jose to an at-
tendant, and those two people, whose
fortunes had been made by Don Jose,
and who were, consequently, from
sheer gratitude, always at his service,
wersa ushered into the room as wit-
nesses to the ceremony,

A Long-Lost Niece

The marrlage was a hasty one and
at Its close Don Cesar was led off to
executlon, while Maritana was handed
over to the Marquis by Don Jose, who
said:

“1 wish you joy, Marquls. You had
hetter now return to your palace AT
San Fernando with the Countess de
Bazan, %our nlece,”

“My mniece!" exclaimed the aston-
ished Marquls.

“Yes, your niece,” replicd Don “Jose
emphatically, “who you have not seen
for five years."

“Yes, T think 1t is rather longer than
that myself,” retorted the Marquis,

But the man was In no position to
dispute with Don Jose. He held his
peace and prepared to obey orders.

It was to the Marquis and his wife
that Don Jose intended to commit
Maritana until such time as he could
bring the King again within the power
of her charms—no longer the charms of
a common street dancer, but the
charms ‘of a lady bearing one of the
most ancient titles In Spain,

e
Not a Little Pnzzled

Now Maritana had been a little puz-
#zled by the whole proceeding of her
marriage. But she helleved that all
would come out right in the end—that
Don Jose and the Queen had some
reasons, good and sufficlent, for not
telling her the whole story.

That she was to be parted from her
hushand after the marriage cersmony
she knew—Dbut thought the arrange-
ment would be only temporary. He was,
she thought, to be brought to her later
and she would reveal herself and stand-
ing before him unveiled would throw
hergelf upon his love and merey.

That he waa to ba led from the altar
to execution she had no idea of,

As the Marquls was about to lead
Maritana from the room there was
heard the sound of a fusillade. Some
presentiment seemed suddenly to come
over Maritana, who started and shud-
dered and asked, “What's.that?"'

“Hum, nothing,"” answered Don Jose

aloud, But under his breath he said,
“Farewell, Don Cesar."
Expecting a Guest
The scene of our story must now

shift to the summer palace of the Mar-
quis de Rotondo. Maritana had taken
easily to her new life, and, though
awalting anxlously for the tlme when
she should see her hushand, enjoyved
the luxury and pomp for which she had
always yearned,

Don Jose was there, of course, and
the Marquis was glvin an entertain-
ment,
= A servant whispered to Don Jose
that the persom whom he was expect-
ing had arrived. Golng up to the Mar-
quis Don Jose whispered to him to
“Get rid of these people at once

The Marnuls oheyed hy summoning
his guests Into the refreshment room.
As Maritana was about to follow Don
Jose gtopped her.

“The lovely Countess de Bazan had
better remain here,” said he: “you
have sometimes complained that the
absence of your husband created a
void In your heart which can not he
filled. This fete shall be completed,
even to the filling of that vold. Your
husband will be here tonight—at once,
almost." i

The Memory of a Voice

Now it should be stated that Mari-
tana, although she knew that she had
been married to the Count de Brazan,
did not know that he was the same
shabby cavalier whom she had res-
cued frem the Gypsies In the Madrid
wine shop.

Nor did she know—what alterward
she knew—that Don Cesar de Bazan
had once, many years before, when
she was a young girl in a city of
gouthern spaln, avenged an Insult of-
fered to her by a gallant who thought
It no crime to try to kiss a Gypsy
on the public streets,

On the day of her marriage she Lud
been so velled and muflfled up that not
enly had Don Cesar been unable to see

of T; the soldiers arose from the table the face of his bride, but the bride
and marched out: Don Jose entered had Leen upable to see the face of her

the room, leading Maritana, closely
velled,

“Don Cesar,” sald Don Jose, "your

bride awaits yvour hand.”

Cesar as he took the proffered hand,

“and I have some curlosity to See the

“It is & tolerably soft one,” said Don

husband.

5till, she had heard his volee and
there seemed something about it which
had awalened an echo in her heart.

Reason for Wonder
At any rate, she wanted this equiv-

face that goes with 1t—I never saw u ocal and mysterious situation ended us

woman so muffled up in my life.
“But what matter? Only

s .

more, Madam, to you 1 devote the rest

0 minutes th it her hus

soon as possible, and when informed
Wak Jo be Lthere that
' Intently upon the

ently to recelve the “person whom he
expected,” as the servant had put it

“Marquis,” sald she, turning:to the
man to whose care she had been con-
fided, “what does It all mean? Why
this mystery, . thls marriages which 1
was told was by the order of my gra-
clous patroness, the Queen? If I ask
to see the Queen I am told to walt
Marquis, has Don Joge been deceiving
me?"

“I hope not,” replied the Marquls,
“for then he might be capable of de-
ceiving me and—and—" here he dropped
his volee g0 low that Marltana could
not hear hiz words, and murmured of
certain offices which Don Jose had
promlsed him,

Remembered, but Not With Pleasure

Don Jose returned to the room and
told the Marquls to retire—hich that
nobleman, filled with ecurlesity, did
with a bad grace.

“You wish us to be alone,” said Marl-
tana; “now tell me something of my
hushand."

“He 18 at hand.” replled Don Jose.
“He s obliged to Yeep himself con-
ecealed, heing in hourly danger from
the law. For wvour sake and yours
alone, he ventures here®

"0, we will find him a place of
refuge.” eried Maritana; “where 1s he™

At that moment there entered from
behind a screen—not Don Cesar de
Bazan, but the King!

“Lady,” sald he, “Maritana, do wvou
not reeollect me?™

"“This Is not Don (Cesar de Bazan,"
crled Marftana. “he to whom 1 gave
my hand was——"

“Don Cesar de Bazan, of course,”
sald Don Jose, “behold him."

“Do you mot remember, in the pub-
lle streets,~sald the King, “‘one whose
followed

eves ¥ou wherever yon
meved?”
“I  remember you, senor,” replied

Maritana quietly.

And as she sald It she remembered
how she had always shuddered when
that strange, sinister looking man had
thrown money into her tambourine.

Her Husband Awaiting !

“It was because I loyed you” con-
tinued the King, “that followed wvou,
1t was becauss my happiness was cen-
tered In you. But being then jpro-
geribed I could offer you nothing but
my name,

“But now we meet under happler cir-
cumstances. I will live for yvou; ves for
vou alone. Lovely Maritana, my rve-
turn must be unknown, but my danger
need not separate me from you.

“We can be happy separated from the
world, A few miles from Madrid there
is a retreat where love may revel in
security; thither let us fly."

“The guests are returning: make
haste,” whispered Don Jose to the
King.

As for Maritana, qg knew not what
to do; she was In teara.

The sound of the guesta retlurning
from the banquet hall was now heard,
and the King, hastily taking his cloak
from the hands of Don Jose, who had
been holding It, wrapped himself in it
and whispered to Maritana: “A carriage
awaits you at the garden gate. Your
lover—your husband—awalits you."

An Unexpected Guest

Poor Maritana! She loked at the
jewels with which she was adorned
and at her gplendld robes.

“How I hate these gauds' sald she,
“Purchased as they are, as they must
bé, by years of misery."” ‘-

As for -‘mm Jose, he was _delichl.zq by
the success of hls plotting. Nothing
now secemed to stand between him and
his desires and his ambitions.

Maritana had left the room with the
Marchioness to prepare for her jour-
ney; the guests were scatlered about
the garden and Don Jose was alone In
the room when there entered to him a
man dressed as a monk who sald:
“Alms, son, for our monastery."

Then the monk's robe and cowl were
thrown off and Don Jese started back

a4t  geelng before him Don Cesar de
Bazan! £ _
Lazirillo’s Stratagem

“You? Don Cesar—not dead!" crled
Don Jose. HE 23 y "
“Not yet," cooly replied Don Cesar.
“But I Saw you led to executiom, I

heard the shots” sald Don Jose.

“So did 1" answered Don Cesar, “and
here are™he bullets extracted from the
pieces just tn time by the faithful Laz-
irillo, while we were at my farewell
dinner, 2

“You see, there were slx. men ap-
pointed to ghoot me and here are the
#1X bullets, 1 ecarry thein about in this
little bag us souvenirs’™ 3BT

“But you fell?" asked Don Jose.

“Or course 1 I should ha

Jured the pride
when six .q(m
ut I

‘then that she Is my wife?

.- '
e st

a dice box In my hand I really knew
that T was alive. There seems to be u

fete here."
“Phere Is. You are in danger—why

did you come here?”

Ready for Execution Again

“I'Il1 tell vou; I happened to see a
garriage with my own arms upon It and
upon inqguiry I found that it belonged
te the Countess de Bazan. So here 1
am., Where is my wifel”

“Tell me, Don Cesar,” sald Don Jose
after a pause, "what are vour plang?'

“To gee my wife,” replled Don Cesar,
“You gave her to me, I have a curlosity
to see my countess, In fact, I demand
to see her"

Here was a situdtion for Don Jose,
But he arose to the occasion,

“Walt hers a moment,” he said. "I
will bring your wife, walt for her."

Don Jose ran off Lo return in a few
minutes—not with the young and beau-
tiful Maritana—but’ with the aged and
ugly Marchloness of Rotondo.

“Don Cesar,” sald he, "behold your
wife."

The marchioness, though she knew
no more than the moon what all this
was about, simpered as an aged bella
should while Don Cesar sald: "Ah, yves,
very glad to sees you,” and then aslde
to Don Jose, “you may make out an-
other warrant for my execution.”

Pension if He Would Disappear

“Madam,” sald he, addressing the
marchloness, “I would not ask you to
share the life of so desperate a llber-
tine as myself. I will not take you from
those to whom you have been endearad
by years."

Don Jose took Don Cesar aside and
said: "Let us end this matter. You
know that at your marriage you had
only 10 minutes to live. You know that
the aobject of that marriage was your
title and mot yourself.

“Your wife Is rlch—you have noth-
ing, She does not love you, You shall
have a pension of 6000 plasters If you
quit Madrid forever.

“You most renounce all right to your
wife. Wil you sign a paper to that
effect?”

“Will 1?7 Most gladly,” erled Don Ce-
sar, “Distate the terms—the more bind-
ing the better.'”

The Game Ended ’

Hastily did Don Jose write the paper,
and Don Cesar was about to sign it when
a servant entered and cried out: ““Lbe
cargiage of the Countess de Bazun!" and
then, “Way for the Countess de Bazan."

Maritana was passing out on her way
to the carrlage which was to take her to
the retreat provided by the King. Don
Cesar cavnght a sight of her,

“What do I see,’” cried he, *'l have been
deceived,””

He wag about to follow Maritana when
Don Jose sald sternly, “Your signature."”

“Iespe the trick,” returned Don Cecar,
and, taking up the paper, tore it into a
shower of pleces,

“Be warned,” said Don Juse, who now
saw that further deception wus at an
end, ‘pursue your wife, but a single step
and it will lead to your destruction.”

“Al,'" replied Don Cesar, "you admit
Give me free
passage or 1 shall owe the law another
life.”"

He pushed Don Jose from his path
and disappeared, Don Jose calling upon
his guards to follow and arrest him, But
they caught not Don Cesar.

Sighing for Freedom
, Meantime Maritana had driven to the
villa to which the King had directed her
and thither Don Jose followed her,

He asked If all his orders had been
obeyed—If everything proper for her com-
fort had been prepared, and in reply the
distressed woman said, "“Yes, ves. Think
me not ungrateful to you and the Queen,
but, amid the splendor which surrounds
me, 1 sigh for the freedom and the happy
thoughts of the poor dancing girl.,”

A servant entered who announced; "He
Is here, my lord."

“Who?' asked Maritana,

“Your husbandfi madum.”

“My husband!"” and she burst into tears,

Now that servant was none other than
Lagarillo, who, grateful for what Don
Cesar had done for him in the matter of
the Nogging, had remained true to him.

After Don Cesar's supposed death he
had taken service under another name
with Don Jose apd Lad kept Cesar in-
formed of what he knew regarding the
plots of Doan Jose.

Again Don Cesar

As the King entered the room Lazarillo
and Don Jose withdrew and Maritana and
his majesty were left alone together,

At once the King began his protestations
of duty and affection, to which Maritana,
although believing that she stood before
her husband, could only reply with cold-
ness or tears,

When he attempted to embrace her she
drew back, cryving, *‘Unhand me, count.”

The King became enraged, “'Ah, 1 un-
derstand,” he cried, “you love another.
But 1T will teach you the duty you owe
to your lord and husband. Retive to
your chamber as a prisoner, madam.'”

When the King was alone he mused,
“S8he may vet be won."

“Just then a shot was heard, and,
climbing Into the room by way of the bal-
cony, came Don Cesar de Bazan,

“This is a villainous way to recelve a
guest. What have T done that I ghould
be made a target of continually? One of
the guards fired at me, but fortunately
missed in the darkness."

Exchanging Personalities

“Why did you enter by that window?”
sternly asked the King. ; -

"Wh,\rt simply becavse the dpor was
locked. | saw a very pretty lady upon
the adjoining balcony and wished to
speak to her. Are you the master of this
house?" i

“L oam,” replied the King. :

“Hum, this is the house whera I have
seen the Countess de Bagan.”

“You knuw her then?”

“Very slightly. But if she resides here
may 1 ask your name?” ;

The King, with some hesltation, replied,
“Don Cesar de Bazan,” b

Don Cesar looked keerly at the man

before him and recognized him—he saw

through the whole plot now.

~“And what is your name?' asked the

KID!» L

. Don Cesar seated himself an lied,

putting his hat upon hiy m‘?a ?thrﬂaga-
“Why, 1 am the

ty gesture,
“The King?" excluimed his majesty.

m T

you to see me here unattended—but mon=
arehs require relaxations from the affalrs
of state.

*But If you are Don Cesar de Bazan
what right have you here? Were you not
shot In the court yard of the barracks?
If I were to denounce you every loyal
Spantard would be ready to pink you.”

The King, wondering to himselt who
the intruder could be, and willing to try
him more, sald: “But your majesty for-
gets.""

“Possibly," interrupted Don Cesar. “The
keeper of the King's memory has gone
hunting with the keeper of the King's
consclence. But what do I forget?"

“That Don Cesar received a pardon at
8 o'clock on the night of his condemna-
tlon."

This was the first Don Cesar had known
of the pardon.

"'Let this fooling ceass,” cried the King.
“Who are you?"

To the Queen in Haste

Don Cesar was about to answer truly
when a messenger enterad and whispered
to the King that he had been betrayed—
that the Queen had been Informed of his
little trip to the country place where he
now was.,

He ordered that his horse be saddled
and Jeft the room after ordering Laza-
rillo to keep a close watoh upon Den
Cesar, saying, “I suspect that man.”

As goon ad the King had left the room
Lazarillo informed Maritana of the pres-
ence of the real Don Cesar de Bazan, and
soon they wers together, At once they
understood each other and that they loved
each other.

“Go at once to the Quesn and ask her
help,” sald Maritana, when they had fully
ta::::red the plota which surrounded

And depart In haste to the Queen Don
Cesar did, getting away befors the King's
horses and attendants were ready to set
out.

No Choice but Pardon

The rest of the story is soon told. Don
Cesar found the Queen sitting In a sum-
mer house in the royal garden, and with
her was Don Jose, who was angaring her
by a recital of her husband's Intrigue and
urging his awn syit.

Don Cesar drew his sword and killed
his enemy on the spot.

The King could not hut pardon "m
who had killed the villaln who would
have made the dishonor of the one a stap-
ping gtone to the dlshonor of the other.

e also appointed Don Cesar governor
of a distant province, to which he retired
with his bride. And the King neVer saw
elther of them again.

Next week’'s one page classie will he
“The Epicurean,” by Thomas Moors.
(Copyright, 1913, by Irving King.)

Lessons From the Romans
From the Denver News,

Of the many useful arts which we
owe to Rome that of roadmaking is
one of the most Important. That
Rome learned from Carthage |s pos-
sible, but the Remans must alwayse
enjoy the credit, for thelr roads to-
day still challenge to speed the pant=
ing motor, while those of Carthage lis
beneath the dust. The Roman plan
of construction was fairly  uniform,
and every road was lajd with a view
to durabllity, whether It was an Ap-
plan or TFlaminian Way, a Walking
atreet, or a route through the wilds
of Gaul or Macedonia.

The famous Applan Way, called
Regina Viarum, “the queen of romds,”
Is at once the oldest and most cele-
hrated of all the highways lald down
by the Romans. It linked the capitalk
of the Caesars with all the important
centers of southern Italy, and was
constructed, or partially /construeted,
under the Censor Appius Claudins
Caecus, In 813 B. ¢, In view of the
natural obstacles presented by the
route, the cost of the enterprise must
have been enormous, Tn a deep founs
dation, from which all loose soil had
been cleared. were laid several -strata
strongly cemented, and above these
was placed the pavement of large
hexagonal blocks of basaltic lava, fit-
ted together with such precision as to
Elve the appearance of a smooth, con-
tinugus surface.

Next In importance of the roads of
ancient Italy was the Flaminian Way,
construeted by Flaminlus in 220 B. ¢,
linking Rome with Ariminum, on the
Adriatie. The BEmperor Augustus re-
served to himself the offica or survey-
or of the Flaminian Way when in 27
B, ¢, he was appointing road survey-
ors for the other highways,

To maodern eyes used to Piceadillys
and Broudways, a Roman road would
have appeared (but a, lane, though a
well Tald lane, Theéy were rarely
broader than 16 feet, and often as nar-
row as elght feet. Usually they had
ralsed footpaths at the side, as K’I the

" ease with all modern thoroughfares,

and stone blocks at sultable intervals
to enable eguestrians to mount, At
Pompeil such stone pavements may
#till be seen Intact, but from the fall
of Rome up to the beginning of the
Twelfth century medlaeval cities were
innocent of pavements, and the art of
ropdmaking seems to have been lost,

-Abolishing the Pyrenees
From the New York Sun.

What neither Napoleon nor Louls
XIV could quite accomplish politieally
rench engineers. are now achieving
for the world of commerce. Within the
pakt few weeks {wo gheat tunnels,
which abolish the Pyrenees as obstacles
to transportntion, have at last been
cut through from France to Spain, and
through these within a few months
trains will pass, bringing Paris nearer
allke to Madrid_and Bpreelona.

Of the two tunnels that were re-
.cently plerced the more Interesting to
travelers, since it brings Africa as well
as Spain closer to central Hurope, is
the tunnel which lgaves French terri-
tory at Bourg-Madame in the Cerdagne
and emerges In 8panish territory near
ipoll. Short lines of rall yet to be
lald -will make it practically a stralght
road from Toulouse to Barcelona, Here-
ufter travelers from Paris to the Cat-
alan eapital will go south by Limo

Toulouse instead of making the
long detour by Lyon, Tarascon and
Nimes. -y ;

The sccond of the tunnels pl
Spanish politicluns, Hitherto Spain has
depended for her land communication

with Hurope upon the railways which

skirt the Pyrenees at the Bay of Bis-
eav and the Mediterranean shorve. But -
on the frontier at #ach of these points
are provinces which are frequently re-
belllous and  always disloyal  Th

Buasques of lk:‘.waqt are (;::._{r_l!sti. 'H;a
Ciatalans of the eust republicans. The
new line, while -shz;tmm the journey

fi Madria to Parls lly, Is
P ETCAREL S ol
her a e 1o bra and Ei
s er.
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