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The History of Bazmant, or The Confident.

This Sovereign, too much addicted to the pleasures of the table, was giving himself up
one day, to the immoderate enjoyment of a sumptuous feast, when his Vizier came to inform
him, that the enemy were coming to besiege his capital.

“Have not I,” replied he, “excellent generals, and good troops? Let them take care of
every thing, and beware of disturbing my pleasures.”

“ I will obey, Sire,” replied the Vizier; “but remember, that the Almighty disposes of
thrones, and that if you invoke not his aid, your riches and power will not support you on
yours.”

Disregarding this wise counsel, Bazmant fell asleep in the arms of sensuality, and when
he awoke, was obliged to take to flight, notwithstanding the bravery of his soldiers. The
enemy, by their activity, and attention, had become masters of the city.

The fugitive King withdrew to one of his allies, his father-in-law, and friend, who
granted him a powerful army, with which he hoped, in a short time, to re-enter his dominions,
and take vengeance on his enemy. Full of confidence in this assistance, he marched at the
head of his troops, and advanced towards the capital which he had lost. But victory again
declared in favour of the usurper. His army was routed, and he himself owed his safety to the
swiftness and vigour of his horse, which, pursued by the enemy, crossed an arm of the sea,
which lay in his way, and soon landed him on the opposite shore.

Not far from the shore, was situated a fortified city, called Kerassin, at that time under
the dominion of King Abadid. Bazmant went to it, and demanded an asylum in the hospital,
destined for the reception of poor strangers. He learned, that King Abadid resided in Medinet-
Ilahid, the capital of the kingdom; he took the road to it, arrived there, and demanded an
audience of the Sovereign, which was immediately granted. His external appearance
prejudiced the Monarch in his favour; and he asked him concerning his rank, his country, and
the motives which had brought him to Medinet-Ilahid.

“I was,” replied he, a distinguished officer, in the court of king Bazmant, to whom I was
greatly attached. There is great probability, that this unfortunate Prince fell, in the last
engagement, which he had with the usurper of his kingdom, whom I was prevented from
joining, both by my duty and my gratitude; and as it became necessary for me to choose a
master, I am come to make a voluntary offer of my person and services to your Majesty,

Abadid, full of prudence and penetration, conceived a favourable opinion of the
stranger, who had surrendered himself to him with so much openness. He loaded him with
presents, and assigned him a distinguished rank among his officers. Bazmant might have been
proud of his new situation, could he have banished from his memory, the fortune he had once
enjoyed, and had he not been still wholly occupied with the loss of his kingdom.
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A neighbouring power, at that time, threatened Abadid with an invasion of his
dominions. This Sovereign put himself in a posture of defence, and took every necessary
precaution to repel his enemy. He himself took arms, and left his capital, at the head of a
formidable army. Bazmant had the command of the van. The battle was soon begun, during
which, Abadid and Bazmant conduced themselves like experienced chiefs, and were
distinguished by remarkable feats of courage and intrepidity. The enemy was entirely
defeated and repulsed. Bazmant extolled to the skies, the mighty deeds and wise plans of
Abadid. “Sire,” said he to him, “with an army so well disciplined, and so much good conduct,
you might easily humble the most formidable nations.” “You are mistaken,” replied the wise
Monarch; “without the assistance of God, I could not refill the most feeble atoms in the
creation. It is by trusting in him alone, that we have the power of displaying our troops with
advantage, of directing our plans with wisdom, and of preserving that presence of mind, which
is the guide of all our operations. If I had not had recourse to him, the greatest force would
have vanished in my hands.”

“I am convinced of it,” replied Bazmant, “and the misfortunes which I have
experienced are a proof of it. A false prudence hath induced me to conceal my name, and my
misfortunes. But your virtues forcibly draw the secret from me. You see before you, the
unhappy Bazmant, whom, too much confidence in his own troops, could not preserve upon
the throne.”

Upon this confession, Abadid, seized with astonishment, willed to make an apology to
Bazmant, for the reception he had given him. “How could you know me,” replied the
dethroned Prince, “since shame and confusion obliged me to be silent? Could you read upon
my forehead, a character which the justice of heaven had effaced? Great King,” added he,
embracing him, “I owe to your generosity, a full account of my faults; lend me your attention.”
At these words, Bazmant related his history.

“My dear brother,” said Abadid to him, after having heard it, “cease to humble
yourself before a man, brought up in your very principles, and corrected, at last, by a series
of misfortunes similar to yours. I have not been wiser than you. It appears that we must be
instructed by misery! Formerly I put my confidence in my troops, and my own abilities; and
at the head of a numerous army, I was conquered by an enemy, who had nothing to oppose
to me, but a handful of men. Forced to take to flight, I retired to the mountains, with fifty
men, who would not abandon me. Providence made me fall in with a Dervish in his hermitage,
where he was wholly devoted to the exercise and duties of religion. He showed me the cause
of my misfortunes, and told me, that the enemy had put his trust in God alone, and was thus
enabled to strike me with, unerring blows: While I, depending upon the effort of my spear, and
the thickness of my battalions, and full of audacious pride, neglected my duty, and gave no
order, which did not lead to an error. “Put,” said he to me, “your confidence in him, who
directs every thing here below; and if his arm is engaged in your behalf, fifty men will be
sufficient to regain your kingdom.” These discourses of the sage, made a strong impression
upon me; I raised my eyes on high, and, full of a salutary confidence, I returned to my capital.
Prosperity had blinded my enemy. He had forgotten, in the lap of pleasure, the wise maxims
to which he was indebted for his victory. Every thing seemed quiet in his dominions. He
believed himself secure in the possession of them, and neglected the maintenance of his
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troops. I arrived unawares at the beginning of the night. I ran to the palace with my small
party, which curiosity had however increased. This crowd became a formidable army within
the palace; dismay and terror marched in its train. The usurper had just time to make his
escape, and avoid the danger which surrounded him. And the next day beheld me re-
established on my throne, and in the undisturbed possession of my kingdom.” The recital of
Abadid’s adventures completely changed the heart of Bazmant. “You have,” said this Prince
to him, “inspired me with a confidence, equal to that which animated you, and henceforward
I will place it nowhere else. God alone, and his Great Prophet, are able to restore me my
crown; and in order to regain it, I will follow the same method which you did.” At these words,
he took leave of Abadid, and hastened into a desert, through which he was obliged to pass, in
order to reach his dominions. Guided by the confidence which he had placed in the Sovereign
Ruler of the fates, and imploring his support by prayer, he gained the summit of a mountain.
He was oppressed with fatigue, and having fallen asleep, he saw a vision in a dream.

He thought he heard a voice say to him. “Bazmant, God has heard thy prayers: He
accepts thy penitence, and thou mayst march, without fear, whither thou intendest.” This
Prince believed he had heard his guardian angel, and hastened his journey towards the capital
of his kingdom. Scarcely had he reached the frontiers, when he met a party of those who had
been most faithful to him. They lived under a tent, ready to seek another asylum, on the least
instance of tyranny in the usurper. Without making himself known, he entered into
conversation, and told them, that he was travelling to the capital. They endeavoured to divert
him from his design. They described the avenues to the city as extremely dangerous. They
told him, that suspicion and fear were upon the throne; that strangers who approached it were
believed to be emissaries of Bazmant, and were, without distinction, beheaded by order of the
tyrant. “He makes the old King be regretted then?” enquired the Prince, certain that they
could not know him. “Alas!” replied they, “would to God our worthy Monarch were here! He
would find a safe asylum in the hearts of all his subjects, and an hundred thousand arms to
avenge him. The monster who has dethroned him, confiding in his forces, sacrifices every
thing to his unbridled desires and frees himself, by the sword, of his slightest alarms. “He is
in the wrong,” replied Bazmant, “to trust wholly in his army; the true support of Kings is the
favour of heaven. As for me, who have come here with no other intention than to acquire
knowledge by travelling, knowing that no one can injure me, while I have the divine
protection, I will, without fear, approach the place, which the vain precautions of your master
have made to be looked upon as so dangerous.”

“We conjure you not to do this,” replied these worthy people, “in a feeling tone; do not
give us another misfortune to bewail. Since you are a good Mussulman, wait patiently, till the
divine justice shall have struck this tyrant; the time is not far distant, for the measure of his
iniquity is full. And should the arm of man delay to strike, the pillars of his palace will fall
upon him.” At these words, Bazmant felt his hopes revive. He laid aside all disguise, and
declared that he was the Monarch whom they wished to return. At that instant, his faithful
subjects, exiled on his account, fell at his feet. They kissed his hands, and moistened them
with their tears. A part of the knights who were there, devoted themselves as his life-guard.
The rest spread all around, to announce this happy return, and appoint a place of rendezvous.
A formidable army was soon in a condition to advance to the capital, the tyrant was
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overthrown, and Bazmant resumed the reigns of government, amidst the acclamations of all
his people.

* * *

At the end of this history, Aladin still ventured to add some reflections of his own. “You
see,” said he to Bohetzad, “how Bazmant re-ascended his throne, without any other
assistance, than that of heaven. My true throne, Sire, is my innocence; and, as if inspired from
above, I have a fixed belief, that I will yet be re-established on it, and triumph over mine
enemies.”

As the young minister mingled sage truths with the recital of his stories, the Sovereign,
who had listened to him, felt his anger relent. He again ordered the punishment to be
deferred, and the criminal was carried back to prison.

It belonged to the seventh Vizier, next day to diffuse in the mind of the King, the
poison of those perfidious insinuations which had hitherto been so unsuccessful. He
accordingly arrived well prepared. He brought with him seditious libels, and a list of disorders,
which, he said, the violation of a law, that was refused to be put in execution, had occasioned,
in leaving unpunished a crime which every thing seemed to prove, and which appeared in so
obvious a manner.

These reports, which seemed to be dictated by disinterestedness and fidelity, again
inflamed Bohetzad. He resumed his first resolutions, and sent for the criminal to his presence.
“I have hesitated too long,” said he; “thy death, is essential to the safety of my kingdom, and
thou canst no more hope, either for delay or mercy.”

“Sire,” said Aladin, “every fault deserves pardon. I have committed one, in indulging
myself in a drink which I did not know, and which deprived me, for a moment, of reason. But
I have a right to obtain your Majesty’s pardon. I am incapable of the crime of which I am
accused. Sovereigns, Sire, have a noble right, which they derive from heaven; it is that of
exercising mercy, when it is proper. Let us suppose, that after a little delay, and deliberate
examination, you had snatched an innocent person from punishment, would not your Majesty
have done an action something like that of raising him from the dead? An action may often
appear agreeable to strict justice, while in reality it is only the effect of lawless tyranny. And
what glory is there not, even in pardoning an offence? He who is capable of doing this, will,
like Baharkan, sooner or latter receive his reward.” Aladin perceiving Bohetzad inclined to
listen to him, proceeded thus in the explanation of what he had advanced.
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