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About The Modern Library

The Modern Library has played a significant role in American cultural life for the better part of a century. The series was founded in 1917 by the publishers Boni and Liveright and eight years later acquired by Bennett Cerf and Donald Klopfer. It provided the foundation for their next publishing venture, Random House. The Modern Library has been a staple of the American book trade, providing readers with affordable hardbound editions of important works of literature and thought. For the Modern Library’s seventy-fifth anniversary, Random House redesigned the series, restoring as its emblem the running torch-bearer created by Lucian Bernhard in 1925 and refurbishing jackets, bindings, and type, as well as inaugurating a new program of selecting titles. The Modern Library continues to provide the world’s best books, at the best prices. 
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About the Book

“We read The Three Musketeers to experience a sense of romance and for the sheer excitement of the story,” reflected Clifton Fadiman. “In these violent pages all is action, intrigue, suspense, surprise—an almost endless chain of duels, murders, love affairs, unmaskings, ambushes, hairbreadth escapes, wild rides. It is all impossible and it is all magnificent.”

First published in 1844, Alexandre Dumas’s swashbuckling epic chronicles the adventures of D’Artagnan, a gallant young nobleman who journeys to Paris in 1625 hoping to join the ranks of musketeers guarding Louis XIII. He soon finds himself fighting alongside three heroic comrades—Athos, Porthos, and Aramis—who seek to uphold the honor of the king by foiling the wicked plots of Cardinal Richelieu and the beautiful spy “Milady.”

“Dumas will be read a hundred, nay, three hundred years on,” wrote John Galsworthy. “His greatest creation is undoubtedly D’Artagnan, type at once of the fighting adventurer and of the trusty servant, whose wily blade is ever at the back of those whose hearts have neither his magnanimity nor his courage. Few, if any, characters in fiction inspire one with such belief in their individual existences. . . . To one who made D’Artagnan all shall be forgiven.” Clifton Fadiman agreed: “Dumas enjoyed writing his stories. . . . The pleasure he must have felt in creating D’Artagnan’s troubles and triumphs flashes out of these pages. . . . Dumas rampaged through the history of France, inventing, changing, distorting—doing whatever was needed to produce a tale to hold the reader breathless.”

 

ALEXANDRE DUMAS

Alexandre Dumas, who lived a life as dramatic as any depicted in his more than three hundred volumes of plays, novels, travel books, and memoirs, was born on July 24, 1802, in the town of Villers-Cotterêts, some fifty miles from Paris. He was the third child of Thomas-Alexandre Davy de la Pailleterie (who took the name of Dumas), a nobleman who distinguished himself as one of Napoleon’s most brilliant generals, and Marie-Louise-Elisabeth Labouret. Following General Dumas’s death in 1806 the family faced precarious financial circumstances, yet Mme. Dumas scrimped to pay for her son’s private schooling. Unfortunately he proved an indifferent student who excelled in but one subject: penmanship. In 1816, at the age of fourteen, Dumas found employment as a clerk with a local notary to help support the family. A growing interest in theater brought him to Paris in 1822, where he met François-Joseph Talma, the great French tragedian, and resolved to become a playwright. Meanwhile the passionate Dumas fell in love with Catherine Labay, a seamstress by whom he had a son. (Though he had numerous mistresses in his lifetime Dumas married only once, but the union did not last.) While working as a scribe for the duc d’Orléans (later King Louis-Philippe) Dumas collaborated on a one-act vaudeville, La Chasse et l’amour (The Chase and Love, 1825). But it was not until 1827, after attending a British performance of Hamlet, that Dumas discovered a direction for his dramas. “For the first time in the theater I was seeing true passions motivating men and women of flesh and blood,” he recalled. “From this time on, but only then, did I have an idea of what the theater could be.”

Dumas achieved instant fame on February 11, 1829, with the triumphant opening of Henri III et sa cour (Henry III and His Court). An innovative and influential play generally regarded as the first French drama of the Romantic movement, it broke with the staid precepts of Neoclassicism that had been imposed on the Paris stage for more than a century. Briefly involved as a republican partisan in the July Revolution of 1830, Dumas soon resumed playwriting and over the next decade turned out a number of historical melodramas that electrified audiences. Two of these works—Antony (1831) and La Tour de Nesle (The Tower of Nesle, 1832)—stand out as milestones in the history of nineteenth-century French theater. In disfavor with the new monarch, Louis-Philippe, because of his republican sympathies, Dumas left France for a time. In 1832 he set out on a tour of Switzerland, chronicling his adventures in Impressions de voyage: En Suisse (Travels in Switzerland, 1834-1837); over the years he produced many travelogues about subsequent journeys through France, Italy, Russia, and other countries.

Around 1840 Dumas embarked upon a series of historical romances inspired by both his love of French history and the novels of Sir Walter Scott. In collaboration with Auguste Maquet, he serialized Le Chevalier d’Harmental in the newspaper Le Siècle in 1842. Part history, intrigue, adventure, and romance, it is widely regarded as the first of Dumas’s great novels. The two subsequently worked together on a steady stream of books, most of which were published serially in Parisian tabloids and eagerly read by the public. He is best known for the celebrated d’Artagnan trilogy—Les trois mousquetaires (The Three Musketeers, 1844), Vingt ans après (Twenty Years After, 1845) and Dix ans plus tarde ou le Vicomte de Bragelonne (Ten Years Later; or The Viscount of Bragelonne, 1848-1850)—and the so-called Valois romances—La Reine Margot (Queen Margot, 1845), La Dame de Monsoreau (The Lady of Monsoreau, 1846), and Les Quarante-cinc (The Forty-Five Guardsmen, 1848). Yet perhaps his greatest success was Le Comte de Monte Cristo (The Count of Monte Cristo), which appeared in installments in Le Journal des débats from 1844 to 1845. A final tetralogy marked the end of their partnership: Mémoires d’un médecin: Joseph Balsamo (Memoirs of a Physician, 1846-1848), Le Collier de la reine (The Queen’s Necklace, 1849-1850), Ange Pitou (Taking the Bastille, 1853), and La Comtesse de Charny (The Countess de Charny, 1852-1855).

In 1847, at the height of his fame, Dumas assumed the role of impresario. Hoping to reap huge profits, he inaugurated the new Théâtre Historique as a vehicle for staging dramatizations of his historical novels. The same year he completed construction of a lavish residence in the quiet hamlet of Marly-le-Roi. Called Le Château de Monte Cristo, it was home to a menagerie of exotic pets and a parade of freeloaders until 1850, when Dumas’s theater failed and he faced bankruptcy. Fleeing temporarily to Belgium in order to avoid creditors, Dumas returned to Paris in 1853, shortly after the appearance of the initial volumes of Mes Mémoires (My Memoirs, 1852). Over the next years he founded the newspaper Le Mousquetaire, for which he wrote much of the copy, as well as the literary weekly Le Monte Cristo, but his finances never recovered. In 1858 he traveled to Russia, eventually publishing two new episodes of Impressions de voyage: Le Caucase (Adventures in the Caucasus, 1859) and En Russie (Travels in Russia, 1865).

The final decade of Dumas’s life began with customary high adventure. In 1860 he met Garibaldi and was swept up into the cause of Italian independence. After four years in Naples publishing the bilingual paper L’Indépendant/L’Indipendente, Dumas returned to Paris in 1864. In 1867 he began a flamboyant liaison with Ada Menken, a young American actress who dubbed him “the king of romance.” The same year marked the appearance of a last novel, La Terreur Prussiene (The Prussian Terror). Dumas’s final play, Les Blancs et les Bleus (The Whites and the Blues), opened in Paris in 1869.

Alexandre Dumas died penniless but cheerful on December 5, 1870, saying of death: “I shall tell her a story, and she will be kind to me.” One hundred years later his biographer André Maurois paid him this tribute: “Dumas was a hero out of Dumas. As strong as Porthos, as adroit as d’Artagnan, as generous as Edmond Dantès, this superb giant strode across the nineteenth century breaking down doors with his shoulder, sweeping women away in his arms, and earning fortunes only to squander them promptly in dissipation. For forty years he filled the newspapers with his prose, the stage with his dramas, the world with his clamor. Never did he know a moment of doubt or an instant of despair. He turned his own existence into the finest of his novels.”
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Introduction









The long, picturesque and eventful life of Alexandre Dumas does not warrant discussion here. Fortunately two excellent biographies, one in French by J. Lucas-Dubreton, the other in English by Herbert Gorman, both published in the nineteen-twenties, are readily accessible. There are also his own less reliable but as fascinating Memoirs. Any consideration of Dumas as author or of Dumas as the particular author of The Three Musketeers must lean heavily on biographical material. Nor should we forget that Negro blood ran through his veins. It contributed richly to his personality, it explains much of his talent, and through him it lent a new note to European letters.

Uncouth and untutored, Dumas began as a “literary” dramatist. He was no mean rival to Victor Hugo; indeed he anticipated the master. Several of his plays are safely ensconced in the annals of dramatic art and one, Antony, appears to many critics to be perhaps the most representative drama of the French Romantic school. But Dumas had his ear close to the ground, he understood himself thoroughly, he wooed and won large rather than selective audiences. His literary drama be-came mere melodrama and in the course of time he once actually wrote a play, Caligula, for a horse. He was not interested in Rome of the decadence but he did find out that the Emperor Caligula in his cups had appointed a horse Consul of Rome. There happened in the Paris of Dumas to be a very accomplished circus-trained horse. What more natural than that Dumas should dramatize the animal with the help of history?

But of course it was in the field of the novel that Dumas was to win unprecedented and unparalleled popularity. In his life his infinite gusto allowed him to be all things to all men and even to a great many women; in his writings, with the turn of a wrist, he could serve up vast civilizations wholesale; but in the last analysis, it is as an incomparable storyteller that he triumphs and the best story he ever told was The Three Musketeers.

Everything was grist for his mill. French history from the Middle Ages to the nineteenth century provided him with the raciest material for his swift-paced tales; yet he levied tribute from Greece and Provence, from the British Isles, from Italy and Spain, from Germany, from Russia, from Africa and from America. Even his minor works, tossed off at random, reminiscences or travelogues, mark the born raconteur. Titans of polygraphy such as Sir Walter Scott and Balzac seem torpid beside Dumas; he brought history to the common people on a vaster, more colorful, more sustained and above all more human scale than any author before him or since. He had the public with him, a world public. He still has; else why this new edition?

Dumas once told Napoleon III that he had written 1200 volumes. His complete works as published by Michel Lévy (1860-1884) number 277 volumes. For one gazette alone in a single year Dumas produced 100,000 lines at Fcs.1.50 per line, earning roughly $30,000 in the process. Newspapers fought over him; he kept them supplied with serial copy and enriched them. One of his least-known works brought one periodical 5,000 new subscriptions in less than a month.

Is it a wonder, then, that editors would buy his manuscripts sight unseen? . . . that he had many collaborators and twelve paid secretaries? . . . that a stylist like Théophile Gautier was dismissed as a great writer whose writings were not worth ten new subscriptions? . . . that Balzac, wildly jealous of Dumas, could not penetrate into editorial offices where Dumas enjoyed the right of entry on his own terms?

But beyond the commercial consideration, there is a wonder, and it is a very understandable one. According to academic canons, Dumas wrote like a driveler. But he loved writing, he loved his characters, he put his own exuberant nature into their delineation and he presented so agreeable a product that while the millions rushed to buy it, Guizot, the statesman, read it avidly; Mérimée found it superior to Scott; Thackeray and R. L. Stevenson sang its praises, and Michelet called its author “not a man . . . no, an element . . . something like an inextinguishable volcano or a great American river . . . one of the forces of Nature. . . .”

—

Had Dumas written for money alone, his works would belong merely to the annals of finance. He wrote for pleasure as well, his own pleasure chiefly. That is why he brought pleasure to others and why we read him today.

Talleyrand once said that the man who had not known France before 1789 had not experienced the real joy of living; by the same token, the child to whom Dumas is not read aloud before he, learning to read, does so for himself, has missed a very great deal. He has not known what excitement it is suddenly to discover the fascination of history nor has he felt the imaginative joys of identifying himself, according to his own personality, with one or the other of the immortal people who throng the pages of The Three Musketeers.

But there are compensations; even an adult can thrill to Dumas as historian, as animator and as narrator.

Historically, Dumas is no stickler for accuracy. “What is the use of raping History if you do not produce a child?” he once said. All his raping proved fruitful but pre-eminently in the case of a volume called The Memoirs of Monsieur d’Artagnan by Courtilz de Sandras, published in Cologne in 1701 and itself a literary imposture.

Virtually all the characters—Tréville, the Musketeers, Monsieur de Vardes, Milady and her maid, the Cardinalist Guards and the rest—figure in Sandras. But it was from another book of this author’s that Dumas plucked the incident of the woman with the branded shoulder, and while Madame Bonacieux, in Dumas, is not the most credible character, she is infinitely above the slut in the original. Almost all the incidents in Dumas stem from Sandras, even such minor ones as concern the quarrel at Meung, Porthos and his baldric, the duel with Monsieur de Vardes.

But Dumas dramatized everything (especially Milady) and he humanized the entire work so that what is in the original a mere picaresque chronicle emerges as a document not devoid of idealism and cheer. Where originally many of the characters were merely vain or merely venturesome or merely ambitious or merely immoral, Dumas has given us four main heroes who, for all their weaknesses, remain admirable. In his gallery there are many minor characters worthy of respect. Even his villains, save for Bonacieux, turn out to be sympathetic in the end.

It is through his arrangement of history, then, that Dumas is a great animator. What a lesson of generosity and of courage his heroes give us! Everything is stacked against them, their enemies are formidable, their allies few, yet they remain thoroughly loyal to their principles, fallible though these may be. In The Three Musketeers Dumas has given a lesson in moral courage, in naturalness, in sincerity. As a tract alone, the work is worth its weight in gold.

Further, Dumas is the sole animator of this book. He may have had collaborators aplenty but they served only his lesser purposes; he himself, always in person, ran the show. Maquet, his chief collaborator, was very useful, certainly. But no work written singly by Maquet awakes any sign of interest; and the manuscripts bearing corrections by Dumas of Maquet’s first drafts are illuminating.

Finally, as a narrator, the gifts of Dumas are indisputable. What does it matter if the same note reproduced three times in the text is dated differently each time? (He wrote for serial publication.) What does it matter if he forgets about one character for a few moments or days and then suddenly comes back to him or her? (He wrote for serial publication and his avid readers never forgot any person they had ever read about at the foot of some installment on an ill-printed page.) What does it matter that any one of a thousand details jar and upset and annoy and amuse and offend the reader who may be better versed historically or better informed technically than Dumas? The tale goes on, it gathers momentum, its dynamics defy all laws.

Isn’t that what a good story should do?

—JACQUES LE CLERCQ



 

AUTHOR’S PREFACE

Wherein It Is Proved
 That Despite Their Names Ending in -os and -is,
 the Heroes of the History We Are About to
 Have the Honor to Relate Have Nothing Mythological About Them




About a year ago, while I was engaged in research in the Royal Library for my History of Louis XIV, I chanced upon a volume called The Memoirs of Monsieur d’Artagnan. Like most works in a period in which authors could not tell the truth without risking a more or less lengthy sojourn in the Bastille, it was printed at Amsterdam. The publisher was one Pierre Rouge. The title fascinated me; I took the book home (with the permission of the Librarian of course) and I devoured its pages.

I do not intend to give a minute account of this curious work here; I merely indicate it to those of my readers who enjoy pictures of a given period. In it they will find a gallery of portraits penciled by a master; and, though most of these sketches may be traced on barracks doors or on the walls of taverns, yet they present the figures of Louis XIII, of Ann of Austria, of Richelieu, of Mazarin and of most of the courtiers of the period quite as vividly and faithfully as Monsieur Anquetil does in his History of France.

Now as everybody knows, what strikes the capricious mind of the poet does not always impress the mass of readers. So while I admired, as others doubtless will admire, the details I have just cited, my main preoccupation concerned a matter to which no one had paid the slightest attention previously.

In his Memoirs, Monsieur d’Artagnan relates that, on his first visit to Monsieur de Tréville, Captain of His Majesty’s Musketeers, he met in the antechamber three young men belonging to the illustrious corps in which he was soliciting the honor of enrolling. Their names were Athos, Porthos and Aramis.

I must confess these three foreign names struck me. I immediately decided that they were pseudonyms under which D’Artagnan disguised names that were perhaps illustrious. Or else, perhaps, the bearers of these names had themselves chosen them on the day when, thanks to a whim, or discontent, or exiguity of fortune, they donned the uniform of a ranker in the Musketeers.

From then on I knew no rest until I could find some trace in contemporaneous works of these three names which had aroused my passionate curiosity.

The mere catalogue of the books I read with this object in view would fill a whole chapter, which might prove highly instructive to my readers but would certainly not amuse them. Suffice to say that, just as, discouraged at so much fruitless investigation, I was about to abandon my quest, I at last found what I was after. Guided by the counsels of my illustrious and erudite friend Paulin Paris, I consulted a manuscript in folio—Number 4772 or 4773, I forget which, in the catalogue of the Royal Library—entitled Memoirs of Monsieur le Comte de la Fère, Concerning Some Events in France towards the End of the Reign of Louis XIII and the Beginning of the Reign of Louis XIV.

The reader may imagine my immense joy when in this 
manuscript, my last hope, I came upon the name of Athos in Chapter II, of Porthos in Chapter III, and of Aramis in Chapter III.

The discovery of a completely unknown manuscript, at a period in which the science of history has progressed to such an extraordinary degree, seemed to me to be almost miraculous. I therefore hastened to ask for permission to print it in order to present my candidacy to the Académie des Inscriptions et Belles Lettres on the strength of another’s work in case I could not enter the Académie Française on the strength of my own—which is exceedingly probable! I must add that this permission was graciously granted. I do so in order publicly to refute the slanderers who maintain that we live under a government scarcely favorable to men of letters.

It is the first part of this precious manuscript which I now offer to my readers, restoring the fitting title that belongs to it.

Should this first part meet with the success it deserves (of which I have no doubt) I hereby undertake to publish the second part immediately.

In the meantime, since godfathers are second fathers, as it were, I beg the reader to hold myself and not the Comte de la Fère responsible for such pleasure or boredom as he may experience.

This being understood, let us proceed with our story.






THE THREE

MUSKETEERS



 


I

THE THREE GIFTS OF MONSIEUR D’ARTAGNAN THE ELDER


Meung, a pretty market town on the Loire and the birthplace of Jean de Meung, author of the Romance of the Rose, was more or less used to disturbances of one sort or another because of the troublous times. But on the first Monday in April, 1625, it appeared as though all the armed hosts of the Huguenots had descended upon the place in order to make of it a second La Rochelle. The citizens, seeing the women fleeing over by the main street and hearing the abandoned children crying from the doorsteps, hurriedly donned their breastplates. Then, bolstering up their somewhat uncertain courage by seizing musket, axe or pike, they sped toward the hostelry At the Sign of the Jolly Miller. There they found a compact, ever-swelling group, all agog, milling about, full of curiosity and clamor.

Panics were frequent in France at that period; few days passed without some city or another recording an event of this sort in its archives. There were the nobles fighting among themselves, the King making war upon the Cardinal, and Spain battling against the King. Besides these conflicts, concealed or public, secret or patent, other riots were occasioned by brigands, beggars, Huguenots, wolves and knaves who attacked all comers. The citizenry always took up arms against brigands and wolves and knaves, often against the nobles and Huguenots, sometimes against the King, but never against the Cardinal or Spain.

Accordingly, custom being what it was, on the first Monday in April 1625, the burghers of Meung, hearing the tumult and seeing neither the red-and-yellow standard of Spain nor the livery of the Cardinal Duc de Richelieu, rushed toward The Sign of the Jolly Miller. One glance was enough to make clear to everybody what was causing all this hullabaloo.

A young man—but let us sketch his portrait with one bold stroke of the pen! Imagine, then, a Don Quixote aged eighteen . . . a Don Quixote lacking breastplate, coat-of-mail or thighguards . . . a Don Quixote clad in a woolen doublet, its blue faded into an indefinable color that combined a multitude of tints as dissimilar as the red of deepest Burgundy and the most celestial azure. . . . His face was long, thin and tanned, the cheekbones high (a sign of astuteness) and the jaw wide (the infallible mark of a Gascon, whether he wears a beret or no). As a matter of fact, the youth wore a beret, adorned with a feather of sorts. His glance was frank and intelligent, his nose hooked but finely chiseled. Too tall for an adolescent, too short for an adult, he looked like nothing so much as a farmer’s son on a journey, were it not for the sword dangling from a belt of shagreen, which kept hitting against the calves of its owner when he walked, and against the bristling flank of his steed when he rode.

Our youth boasted a steed so noteworthy that no man could fail to take note of it. A Béarn nag, it was, twelve or fourteen years old, with a yellow coat and hairless tail, but not without swellings on its legs. As this nag walked with its head well below its knees, no martingale was necessary. Nevertheless, it managed to cover eight leagues a day regularly. Unfortunately the virtues of this horse were so well concealed under its weird coat and incongruous gait that, at a period when everybody was a connoisseur in horseflesh, its apparition at Meung (it had entered a quarter of an hour before by the Gate of Beaugency) created a sensation. And the discredit inspired by the beast naturally extended to its master.

This fact proved all the more painful to young D’Artagnan—to name the Don Quixote of this second Rosinante—because he was himself forced to acknowledge how ridiculous such a steed made him, excellent horseman though he was. Indeed, he had heaved a deep sigh as he accepted this gift from his father. He was aware, of course, that such a beast was worth at least twenty livres. But the words accompanying the gift were beyond all price.

“My son,” said the old Gascon gentleman in that pure Béarn patois which Henry IV had never succeeded in shedding, “my son, this horse was born in your father’s house some thirteen years ago, and here it has remained ever since. This ought to make you love the beast! Never sell it; let it die quietly and honorably of old age. If you should go to the wars with it, then care for it as faithfully as you would care for an old servant. At Court, should you ever have the honor to go there,” Monsieur d’Artagnan the elder continued, adding parenthetically that it was an honor to which his son’s ancient nobility entitled him, “be sure worthily to uphold the name of ‘gentleman’ which has been dutifully borne by your ancestors for more than five hundred years. Do this both for your own sake and for the sake of your own people—I mean your relatives and friends. Endure nothing from anyone save the Cardinal and the King. Nowadays a gentleman makes his way by his courage—do you understand?—by his 
courage alone! Whoever trembles for but a second has perhaps lost the bait which fortune held out to him in precisely that second. You are young. You ought to be brave for two reasons: first because you are a Gascon and second because you are my son! Never avoid a quarrel: seek out the hazards of high adventure. I have taught you how to wield a sword; you have muscles of iron and a wrist of steel. Fight at every opportunity, the more blithely because duels are forbidden and therefore it will be doubly brave of you to fight.”

After a pause, D’Artagnan’s father went on:

“I have nothing to give you, my son, except fifteen crowns, my horse and the advice you have just heard. To these, your mother will add a recipe for a certain balsam which she acquired from a gipsy woman. It possesses the miraculous virtue of curing all wounds which do not reach the heart. Take advantage of everything that comes your way; live happily and long!”

Then:

“One word more,” the old man added. “I would wish to propose an example for you. Not mine, to be sure, for I have never appeared at Court; besides, I took part in the Religious Wars as a volunteer. No, I mean Monsieur de Tréville. He was formerly my neighbor; as a child, he had the honor of being a playmate of our King, Louis XIII, whom God preserve! Their games sometimes degenerated into battles in which the King did not always have the upper hand. The thumps and thwacks he received from Monsieur de Tréville inspired His Majesty with much esteem and friendship for his former playmate. Later, Monsieur de Tréville fought against others: on his first journey to Paris, five times . . . from the death of the late King to the majority of the young King, seven times, excluding all the wars and the sieges he has been through . . . from that date until now, I do not know how many times, possibly one hundred . . . thus despite all edicts, ordinances Musketeers—in other words, leader of a legion of Caesars highly esteemed by His Majesty and dreaded by the Cardinal, who is known to dread nothing! Better still, Monsieur de Tréville earns ten thousand crowns per annum, which makes him a very great noble indeed. And he started from scratch, just like you!

“Go to him with this letter. And model your behavior upon his, in order to accomplish what he has accomplished.”

Whereupon the old man buckled his own sword to his son’s belt, kissed him tenderly on both cheeks, and gave him his blessing.

Leaving his father, the young man went to his mother’s apartment where she awaited him with that sovereign remedy which, thanks to the advice we have reported, was subsequently to be employed so often. In this interview, the adieux were longer and more tender than in the other. It was not because Monsieur d’Artagnan failed to cherish his only son, but he was a man and he would have deemed it unworthy for a man to give way to his feelings; whereas Madame d’Artagnan was a woman, and more, a mother. So she wept copiously and, to the honor of Monsieur d’Artagnan the younger, notwithstanding the efforts he made to remain as firm as a future musketeer should be, nature prevailed, and he too shed many tears, half of which he managed at great pains to conceal.

That same day the youth set out on his journey equipped with his father’s three gifts, namely, the fifteen crowns, the horse and the letter to Monsieur de Tréville. As may well be imagined, the advice had been thrown into the bargain.

With such a vade mecum, D’Artagnan was, morally and physically, an exact replica of Cervantes’ hero, to whom we so aptly compared him when our duties as historian placed us under the necessity of sketching his portrait. The Spanish don took windmills for giants and sheep for armies; his Gascon counterpart took every smile for an insult and every glance for a challenge. Accordingly from Tardes in the Pyrénées all the way to Meung on the Loire, he kept his fist clenched or pressed his hand against the hilt of his sword ten times a day. Yet his fist did not crash down on any jaw nor did his sword issue from its scabbard. To be sure, the sight of the wretched nag excited many a smile as D’Artagnan rode by, but against the nag’s flank rattled a sword of respectable length and over the sword gleamed an eye more ferocious than proud. Passersby therefore repressed their hilarity or, if hilarity prevailed over prudence, they attempted to laugh on one side of their faces only, as do the masks of the ancients. Thus D’Artagnan remained majestic and virgin in his susceptibility until he reached the inauspicious town of Meung.

There, as he was alighting from his horse at the gate of The Jolly Miller, without anyone—host, waiter or ostler—coming to hold his stirrup, D’Artagnan spied, through an open window on the ground floor, a gentleman of fine figure and proud, though somewhat sullen mien. This person was talking to two others who appeared to be listening to him with great deference. D’Artagnan, fancying quite naturally, according to habit, that he was the object of their conversation, listened attentively. This time D’Artagnan was only in part mistaken; he himself was not being discussed, his nag was. Apparently the gentleman was treating his audience to an enumeration of all the nag’s qualities; and the audience being highly respectful of the narrator, there were bursts of raucous laughter at every moment. If the suggestion of a smile sufficed to stir the ire of our Gascon we may readily imagine how this vociferous jollity affected him.

However, D’Artagnan first wished to examine the insolent fellow who dared make mock of him. His haughty glance fell upon the stranger, a man of forty or forty-five years of age, pale of complexion, with piercing black eyes, a nose boldly fashioned and a black, impeccably trimmed mustache. He wore a doublet and hose of violet, with trimming of like color and no other ornament save the customary slashes through which the shirt appeared. Though new, his doublet and hose looked rumpled, like traveling clothes long packed in a portmanteau. D’Artagnan took in all these details with the speed of the most meticulous observer and also, doubtless, with an instinctive presentiment that this stranger was to exercise a powerful influence upon his future life.

As D’Artagnan stared at the gentleman in violet, the latter was uttering the most sagacious and profound commentary on the nag of Béarn. His two auditors roared with laughter, at which the narrator actually smiled. This time, there could be no doubt whatsoever; D’Artagnan had been truly insulted. Convinced of it, he pulled his beret down over his eyes, and, attempting to copy certain courtly gestures he had picked up from noblemen traveling through Gascony, he stepped forward, his right hand on the hilt of his sword, his left against his hip. Unfortunately fast as he moved, waxing angrier at every step, he seemed to become more confused. Instead of the polite, lofty speech he had prepared as a challenge, his tongue could produce nothing better than a vulgar exclamation which he topped off with a furious gesture.

“Look here, Monsieur,” he cried. “Look here, you, there, skulking behind that shutter . . . yes, I mean you . . . Look here! tell me what you are laughing at, will you, and we can laugh together!”

The gentleman’s gaze moved slowly away from the nag and slowly toward its master, as though a certain lapse of time were requisite before he could understand how such extraordinary reproaches could be leveled at him. Then, when he could entertain no doubt on the matter, he frowned slightly. A moment later, in a tone of irony indescribable in its insolence, he replied:

“I am not aware that I was addressing you, Monsieur.”

“Never mind,” countered D’Artagnan, exasperated by this medley of insolence and good manners, of convention and disdain, “I was addressing you!”

The stranger eyed him again, smiled fleetingly as before, and, withdrawing from the window, walked slowly out of the inn. He took his stand two paces from D’Artagnan and stood there, rooted to the spot, staring at the horse. His tranquil manner and bantering air increased the hilarity of his auditors, who were still gathered around the window, watching the scene.

Seeing him approach, D’Artagnan drew his sword a full foot out of its scabbard.

“Upon my word, this horse is certainly a buttercup!” observed the stranger, pursuing his investigations. His remarks were addressed to his audience at the window; apparently, he was quite unconscious of D’Artagnan’s exasperation although the youth stood between him and his audience. “This color is quite common in botany but until now it has been very rare among horses.”

“Laugh all you will at my horse,” said D’Artagnan angrily. He recalled how his hero, Monsieur de Tréville, had ridden a bob-tailed nag from the Midi to Fortune. “I dare you to smile at his master.”

“As you may judge from my cast of features, Monsieur, I do not laugh frequently,” the stranger replied. “But I intend to preserve the privilege of laughing whenever I please.”

“As for me,” cried D’Artagnan, “I will brook no man’s laughter when it irks me.”

“Well, well, Monsieur I dare say you are right,” said the stranger edging away. But D’Artagnan was not the type of youth to suffer anyone to escape him, least of all a man who had ridiculed him so impudently. Drawing his sword at long last and for cause, he ran after the stranger, crying:

“Turn about, turn about, Master Jester!” he challenged. “Must I strike you in the back?”

“You strike me?” The stranger surveyed the young man with astonishment and scorn. “Come, lad, you must be crazy!”

Then, in subdued tones, as though talking to himself:

“What a bore!” he sighed. “What a find this buck would be for His Majesty. The Royal Musketeers are combing the country to recruit just such hotheads.”

He had barely finished speaking when D’Artagnan lunged at him so impetuously that this jest might have been his last. The stranger drew his sword, saluted D’Artagnan and took up his guard. But suddenly at a sign his two onlookers, backed up by the innkeeper, fell upon D’Artagnan with sticks, shovels and tongs. While this sudden onslaught held D’Artagnan, the stranger sheathed his sword as readily as he had drawn it.

“A plague upon these Gascons!” he muttered. “Put him back on his orange nag and away with him!”

“Not before I kill you!”

“Another Gascon boast! Really, these Gascons are 
incorrigible! Keep up the dance since that is what he wants! When he is tired, we will cry quits.”

But the stranger did not suspect of what stubborn stuff his late adversary was made; D’Artagnan was never one to knuckle under. So the fight went on for a few seconds more, until D’Artagnan, exhausted, dropped his broken sword. Simultaneously, a cudgel struck him squarely on the forehead, bringing him to the ground, bloody and almost unconscious.

It was at this moment that the citizenry of Meung came flocking from all sides to the scene of action. The host, fearing a scandal, carried the wounded man into the kitchen where some trifling attentions were administered.

As for the stranger, he had resumed his stand at the window whence he stared somewhat impatiently upon the mob. Obviously put out by all this pother, he seemed to resent the fact that the crowd would not disperse.

“Well, how is this madman doing?” he inquired as the host poked his head through the door.

“Your Excellency is safe and sound, I trust?”

“Safe as a house and sound as a bell, my good host! But I am asking you what has happened to our young firebrand?”

“He is better now. He fainted quite away and before he fainted, he gathered all his strength to challenge and defy you!”

“Why, this fellow must be the devil in person!”

“Oh no, Your Excellency, he is no devil.” The host shrugged his shoulders disparagingly. “We searched him and rummaged through his kit. All we found was one clean shirt and twelve crowns in his purse, which didn’t stop him from cursing you roundly. He said that if this had happened in Paris instead of in Meung, you would have paid dearly for it.”

“A prince of the blood, no less, incognito and full of threats.”

“I have told Your Excellency all this so that you might be on your guard.”

“Did he name any names!”

“He slapped his pocket and said—”

“What?”

“He said: ‘We shall see what Monsieur de Tréville thinks of this insult.’”

“Monsieur de Tréville?” The stranger started. “He struck his pocket and mentioned Monsieur de Tréville? Come, come, my dear host, while your young man was unconscious, I’m sure you did not fail to look into this pocket. What did you find?”

“A letter addressed to Monsieur de Tréville, Captain of the Musketeers.”

“Indeed!”

“Exactly as I have the honor to tell Your Excellency.”

The innkeeper, who was not gifted with great perspicacity, failed to observe the other’s expression as he received this news. The stranger moved away from the window, and frowning:

“The devil!” he muttered. “Can Tréville have set this Gascon on my trail? He is very young. Still, a sword thrust is a sword thrust, whatever the fencer’s age. Besides, a youth arouses less suspicion than an older man.”

Then he fell into a deep silence. After several minutes:

“Come, come, my good host, do please rid me of this crazy lad. I can’t kill him and yet—” his expression was cold and threatening, “yet he is a great nuisance! Where is the fellow?”

“Upstairs in my wife’s room. They are dressing his wounds.”

“Did you take his rags and kit up? Did he remove his doublet?”

“All his stuff is downstairs in the kitchen. But if this young fool annoys you—”

“He annoys me very much. He has caused an uproar in your hostelry, a thing which respectable people cannot abide. Go upstairs, man, make out my bill, and summon my lackey.”

“What! Is Monsieur leaving us already?”

“Of course. I told you to have my horse saddled. Have you done so?”

“Yes, indeed, Your Excellency. Your horse is ready—saddled for you to ride off.”

“Good! Now do as I told you.”

“Lord save us!” the host said. Examining the stranger: “Can he be afraid of this stripling?” he wondered.

An imperious look from the stranger sent him about his business and, bowing humbly, he withdrew.

“Milady must on no account be seen,” the stranger mused. “She will be passing through here soon, in fact she’s late already. I daresay I had better ride out to meet her. If only I knew what was in this letter to Tréville.” Mumbling to himself, he made off for the kitchen.

Meanwhile the host, certain that the youth’s presence had driven the stranger from his hostelry, ran upstairs to his wife’s room. There he found D’Artagnan who had at last come to. Suggesting that the police would handle the youth pretty roughly for having picked a quarrel with a great lord—for he had no doubt that the stranger could be nothing less—the host persuaded D’Artagnan, weak though he was, to get up and to be off.

D’Artagnan rose. He was still only half-conscious, he had lost his doublet, and his head was swathed in a linen cloth. Propelled by the innkeeper, he worked his way downstairs. But as he reached the kitchen, the first thing he saw was the stranger, standing at the step of a heavy carriage with two large Norman horses in harness.

He was chatting urbanely with a lady who leaned out of the window of the coach to listen. She must have been about twenty years of age. D’Artagnan was no fool; at a glance, he perceived that this woman was young and beautiful, her beauty the more striking because it differed so radically from that of the Midi, where he had always lived. She was pale and fair, with long curls falling in profusion over her shoulders; she had large blue, languishing eyes, rosy lips and hands of alabaster. She was talking vivaciously to the stranger.

“So His Eminence orders me—?”

“To return to England at once. Should the Duke leave London you are to report directly to His Eminence.”

“Any other instructions?” the fair traveler asked.

“They are in this box here. You are not to open it until you have crossed the Channel.”

“Very well! And you? What will you do?”

“I go back to Paris.”

“Without chastising this insolent youth?” the lady objected.

The stranger was about to reply. But before he could open his mouth, D’Artagnan, who had heard all, bounded across the doorsill.

“This insolent youth does his own chastising,” he cried, “and this time, I trust, chastisement will not escape him!”

“Will not escape him?” the stranger echoed, frowning.

“With a woman present, I dare hope you will not run away again.”

The stranger grasped the hilt of his sword. Milady, seeing this, cautioned:

“Remember that the least delay may ruin everything.”

“You are right, Milady. Let us go our several ways!”

Bowing to the lady, he sprang into his saddle. The coachman whipped up his horses and galloped off in one direction; the stranger was ready to gallop off in the other when suddenly the host appeared. Seeing his great lord about to disappear without settling his score, mine host’s affection yielded to the most profound contempt.

“What about my bill?” he shouted.

“Pay him, dolt!” said the stranger to his lackey, tossing a purse to him as they cantered off. The lackey checked his mount, flung three or four silver coins at the host’s feet, and sped after his master.

“Oh, you coward! you wretch! you bogus gentleman!” cried D’Artagnan, springing forward in turn after the lackey. But his wounds had left him too weak to bear the strain of such exertion. He had not taken ten steps before he felt his ears ringing. A giddiness swept over him, a cloud of blood rolled over his eyes, and he fell in the middle of the street, crying:

“Coward! Coward! Coward!”

“A coward he is!” mine host agreed as he went to D’Artagnan’s aid, flattering him as the hero of the fable flattered the snail he had scorned the evening before.

“Ay, he’s a coward, a base coward!” D’Artagnan murmured. “But the lady! How beautiful she was!”

“Who?”

“Milady!” D’Artagnan faltered, as he fainted once again.

“Well!” thought the host. “I’ve lost two clients but I still have this one. I’m certain to keep him for a few days. That means eleven crowns to the good!”

(Eleven crowns represented the exact sum that remained in D’Artagnan’s purse.) 

The innkeeper had reckoned D’Artagnan’s convalescence at one crown per day for eleven days, but mine host had reckoned without his guest. D’Artagnan rose next day at five o’clock, went down to the kitchen unaided and requested several things. First, he asked for certain ingredients, the nature of which have not been transmitted to us. Then he asked for wine, oil and rosemary, and, his mother’s recipe in hand, he concocted a balsam with which he anointed his numerous wounds. He himself laid compress after compress upon them, steadfastly refusing the assistance of any physician. Doubtless, thanks to the efficacy of the gipsy salve—and perhaps to the absence of any medico—D’Artagnan felt much restored that evening and practically cured on the morrow.

D’Artagnan prepared to settle his score. His only extras were for the rosemary, oil and wine. The master had fasted while the yellow nag according to the innkeeper had eaten three times as much as a nag of such proportions could possibly assimilate. In his pocket D’Artagnan found only his worn velvet purse and the eleven livres which it contained. As for the letter to Monsieur de Tréville, it had vanished.

He began to search for it with utmost patience . . . to turn his pockets and gussets inside out over and over . . . to rummage time after time in his bag . . . to ransack his purse, opening it, closing it, and opening it again and again. . . . Then, convinced at last that the letter was not to be found, he flew for the third time into such a fit of fury that he might easily have required a fresh supply of wine and aromatic oils. Mine host saw this young firebrand on the rampage and heard him vow to tear down the establishment if his letter were not forthcoming. Immediately he seized a spit, his wife a broom, and his servants the very cudgels they had used two days before.

“Give me my letter!” D’Artagnan kept shouting. “Give me my letter or by the Holy Blood, I’ll spit you through like ortolans!”

Unfortunately there was one circumstance which prevented him from carrying out his threat. His sword had been broken in two during his first conflict, a fact which we have chronicled but which he had completely forgotten. Accordingly when D’Artagnan sought to draw his blade, he found himself armed with no more than a stump eight or ten inches long, which the innkeeper carefully replaced in his scabbard. As for the rest of the blade, the host had pawkily set it aside in order to make of it a larding-pin.

Great as his disappointment was, it would probably not have deterred our young hothead if the innkeeper had not realized that the objection was perfectly justified.

“Yes, that’s true!” said mine host, lowering his spit. “Where is that letter?”

“Ay, where is that letter?” D’Artagnan repeated. “Let me tell you that letter was addressed to Monsieur de Tréville. It must be found and if it isn’t, Monsieur de Tréville will know the reason why!”

This threat completed the intimidation of the innkeeper. After the King and the Cardinal, Monsieur de Tréville was probably the most important figure in the realm, a constant subject of discussion among soldiers and even citizens. To be sure there was also the famous Father Joseph, but his name was never breathed above a whisper, so great was the terror inspired by the Gray Eminence, to give the Cardinal’s familiar his popular nickname.

Throwing down his spit and ordering his wife and servants to cast away their respective weapons, the innkeeper himself inaugurated the search for the missing document.

“Was there anything valuable in your letter?” he asked after a few moments of futile endeavor.

“God’s blood I should say so!” cried the Gascon. Had he not been counting on this letter to speed his advancement at court? “It contained my whole fortune!”

“Drafts on the Spanish Treasury?” mine host asked with a worried air.

“No,” D’Artagnan answered. “Drafts on the Privy Treasury of His Majesty of France.” Having expected to enter the King’s service on the strength of this recommendation, he believed himself justified in hazarding this somewhat misleading reply without incurring the stigma of lying.

“God help us all!” wailed the host.

“It is of no moment!” D’Artagnan said with true Gascon phlegm. “It is of no moment! Money means nothing to me!” He paused. “But that letter meant everything! I would rather have lost one thousand pistoles than that letter!”

He might as readily have risked twenty thousand but a certain youthful modesty restrained him.

Just as the innkeeper, finding no trace of the letter, was about to commit himself to the Devil, a ray of light pierced his skull.

“That letter is not lost!” he said.

“What!”

“That letter is not lost! It was stolen from you!”

“Stolen? Who stole it?”

“The gentleman who was here yesterday. He came down here to the kitchen where you left your doublet. He was alone here for quite a while. I’ll wager he stole your letter.”

“You think so?” D’Artagnan asked. He was somewhat skeptical for he knew the letter better than anybody else. It was purely personal; how then could it have become valuable enough to steal? No servant, no traveler could have gained anything by possessing it.

“You say you suspect that impertinent gentleman?”

“Sure as I stand here! I told him you, Monsieur, were the protégé of Monsieur de Tréville; I said you even had a letter for this illustrious gentleman. Well, the stranger looked very much disturbed. He asked me where the letter was and went straightway down to the kitchen. He knew your doublet was there.”

“He’s the thief, then!” D’Artagnan scowled. “I shall complain to Monsieur de Tréville, and Monsieur de Tréville will complain to the King.”

Majestically, he drew two crowns from his purse, handed them to the innkeeper, and made for the gate, mine host close on his heels, hat in hand. The yellow nag awaited him; he leaped into the saddle and rode off. His steed bore him without further misadventure to the Porte Saint-Antoine, the northern gate of Paris, where its owner sold it for three crowns—an excellent price, considering that D’Artagnan had pressed it hard during the last stage of his journey. The dealer to whom D’Artagnan sold it for the aforesaid nine livres did not fail to make it clear that he was disbursing this exorbitant sum solely because of the originality of the beast’s color.

So D’Artagnan entered Paris on foot, carrying his kit under his arm, roaming the city until he found a room suited to his scanty means. It was a sort of garret situated in the Rue des Fossoyeurs—Gravediggers’ Row—near the Luxembourg Palace.

Having paid a deposit, D’Artagnan took possession of his lodging and spent the rest of the day sewing. His specific task was to stitch on to his doublet and hose some ornamental braiding which his mother had ripped off an almost new doublet of her husband’s and given to her son secretly. Next he repaired to the Quai de la Ferraille to have a new blade put to his sword. Then he walked back toward the Louvre, to ask the first musketeer he met where Monsieur de Tréville’s mansion was. It proved to be in the Rue du Vieux Colombier, quite close to where D’Artagnan had taken a room. The circumstance appeared to him to augur well for the success of his journey.

After this, gratified with the way in which he had behaved at Meung, clear of all remorse for the past, confident in the present and full of hope for the future, he retired to bed and slept the sleep of the valiant.

This sleep, the sleep of one who was still a provincial, occupied him till morning. At nine o’clock he rose, dressed and set out for the mansion of the illustrious Monsieur de Tréville, the third personage in the kingdom, according to Monsieur d’Artagnan the elder.

 


II

THE ANTECHAMBER OF MONSIEUR DE TRÉVILLE


Monsieur de Troisville, as his family was still called in Gascony, or Monsieur de Tréville, as he had ended by styling himself in Paris, had begun life exactly as D’Artagnan. He had marched on the capital without a sou to his name; but he possessed that wealth of audacity, shrewdness and intelligence whereby the poorest and humblest Gascon gentleman often derives brighter hopes from his paternal heritage than the richest and loftiest nobleman from Périgord or Berry realizes materially from his. His insolent bravery, his still more insolent success at a time when blows were thick as hops, sped him to the top of that difficult ladder called Court favor. He had scaled it four steps at a time.

Monsieur de Tréville was a friend of the reigning King, Louis XIII, who, as is well known, venerated the memory of his father, Henry IV. Now Monsieur de Tréville’s father had served Henry IV with unfailing loyalty during the Wars of Religion. The monarch could not reward him in coin of the realm, for he was short of that commodity all his life long and he used to pay his debts with the only staple he never had cause to borrow—a ready wit! So Henry of Navarre, having captured Paris and become King of France, being short of money, as we have said, authorized the late Monsieur de Tréville to assume for arms a lion or passant upon gules—in non-heraldic terms a golden lion walking and looking towards the right, with right forepaw raised, with the motto of Fidelis et fortis, loyal and brave.

This was of course a very great honor but it scarcely made for creature comfort, so that when the illustrious comrade of Henry IV died, he left his son his sword and his motto for only inheritance. Thanks to this double gift and the spotless name that accompanied it, Monsieur de Tréville was admitted into the household of the young prince. There he made such good use of his sword and proved so faithful to his motto that King Louis XIII, one of the good swordsmen of his kingdom, was wont to exclaim:

“Had I a friend about to fight, I would advise him to choose me in the first place to support him, then Tréville—or no, perhaps Tréville in the first place, then myself!”

Thus Louis XIII had a genuine liking for Tréville—a royal and selfish liking, true, but a liking nevertheless. At that unhappy period, it was important for the great to be surrounded by men made of such stuff as Tréville. Many might take for a motto the epithet of brave, which formed the second part of Tréville’s motto, but few gentlemen could boast that of loyal, which constituted the first. Tréville was of this small group, and high among them for the rare combination of virtues that were his. He was intelligent, obedient and tenacious as a bulldog and blindly passionate in his valor. Quick of eye and prompt of hand, he seemed to have been endowed with sight only to discern who displeased the King and with an arm only to strike down the culprit, whether a Besme, a Maurevers, a Poltrot, a Méré or a Vitry. In short, until now, Tréville had lacked nothing save the golden opportunity; but he had lain in wait for it and vowed to seize it by its three hairs if ever it came within reach. It did, and the sovereign appointed Tréville Captain of his Musketeers, who in devotion or rather in fanaticism were to Louis XIII what his Ordinaries had been to Henry III and his Scots Guards to Louis XI.

Monseigneur Cardinal, Duc de Richelieu, did not lag behind the King in this respect. Seeing the impressive élite Louis XIII had recruited, this second—or shall we say this first?—the Cardinal, as actual ruler of France, determined to have his own private guard too. Thus there were two corps of guards, the King’s and the Cardinal’s, and these two powerful rivals vied with each other in attracting the most celebrated swordsmen, not only from all the provinces in France but from all the foreign states. Over their evening game of chess, Cardinal and King argued the merits of their respective soldiery, each vaunting the elegance and valor of his own. Officially, they condemned all duels and brawling but pri
vately they incited their henchmen to quarrel, deriving immoderate pleasure in victory or acute chagrin in defeat. For this statement, we have the authority of a gentleman whose Memoirs attest that he was involved in some few of these defeats but in many more of these victories.

Tréville knew how to appeal to and profit by his master’s foibles. His skill in appraising these explains how he enjoyed the long and steadfast favor of a monarch whom history does not record as particularly faithful in his friendships. He paraded his musketeers before Armand Duplessis, Cardinal and Duke, with a defiant air that made His Eminence’s gray mustaches bristle with impotent anger. Tréville had an admirable grasp of the war methods of his period; he realized that when soldiers could not live at the enemy’s expense they must live off their fellow-countrymen. His men formed a legion of devil-may-care fellows, quite undisciplined except in regard to their Commanding Officer.

Loose in their ways, great drinkers, battle-scarred, His Majesty’s Musketeers—or rather Monsieur de Tréville’s—roamed the city. They were to be seen lounging in the taverns, strolling in the public walks and attending all civic sports and entertainments, shouting, twirling their mustachios and rattling their swords. They took immense pleasure in jostling the Guards of Monseigneur Cardinal when they met; then they would draw their swords in the open street, amid a thousand jests, as though it were all the greatest sport in the world. Sometimes they were killed, but they died certain of being mourned and avenged; often they did the killing, but they were certain of not languishing in jail, for Monsieur de Tréville was there to claim them. Obviously then they praised their Commanding Officer to the skies, they adored him, and, ruffians though they were, they trembled before him like schoolboys before the magister. Submissive to his least word, they were prepared to suffer death in order to wash out the slightest affront.

Monsieur de Tréville employed this powerful weapon on behalf of the King and the King’s friends in the first place, then, in the second place on behalf of himself and his own friends. For the rest, no line in the memoirs of a period so fertile in memoirs, even those left by his enemies, accuses this worthy gentleman of acquiring personal profit from the cooperation of his minions—and heaven knows! he had enemies aplenty among both writers and soldiers! Gifted with a genius for intrigue which made him a match for the ablest intriguers, he remained a model of probity and honor. More, despite grueling training and murderous duels, Monsieur de Tréville had become one of the most gallant frequenters of boudoirs, the most subtle squire of dames and the most exquisite turner of pretty compliments of his day. Monsieur de Tréville’s triumphs in the lists of Venus were as widely bruited as those of Bassompierre twenty years before—and that was saying a good deal! The Captain of the Musketeers was therefore admired, feared and loved, a state which constitutes the zenith of human fortune.

Louis XIV absorbed all the smaller stars of his Court in his own vast radiance, but his father, pluribus impar, more accommodating, suffered each of his favorites to retain his personal splendor, and each of his courtiers his individual value. Besides the levees of the King and the Cardinal, Paris at that time boasted more than two hundred others, minor ones but much frequented. Among these, Monsieur de Tréville’s levee was one of the most avidly sought after.

In summer from six o’clock in the morning, in winter from eight, the courtyard of his mansion in the Rue du Vieux Colombier resembled an armed camp. Groups of fifty or sixty musketeers appeared to replace one another in relays so as always to present an imposing number; they paraded ceaselessly, armed to the teeth and prepared for any eventuality. In quest of favors, the office-seekers of Paris sped up and down one of those colossal staircases within whose space our modern civilisation could build an entire house. There were gentlemen from the provinces eager to enroll in the Musketeers and flunkeys in brilliant, multicolored liveries bringing and bearing back messages between their masters and Monsieur de Tréville. In the antechamber on long circular benches sat the elect, that is to say those fortunate enough to have been summoned. A perpetual buzzing reigned in this room from morning till night while Monsieur de Tréville, in an adjoining office, received visits, listened to complaints and gave his orders. To review both his men and his arms, he had but to step to his window, much as at the Louvre the King had but to step out on his balcony.

The day D’Artagnan appeared at the Hôtel de Tréville the assemblage was most imposing, particularly for a provincial newly arrived from his distant province. True, this provincial was a Gascon and at that period Gascons were reputed to be difficult to impress. Entering through the massive door with its long, square studs, he walked into the midst of a troop of swordsmen crossing one another as they passed, calling out, quarreling and playing tricks on one another. Only an officer, a great lord 
or a pretty woman could have moved through these turbulent, clashing waves of humanity.

Young D’Artagnan advanced with beating heart through this tumult and confusion, holding his long rapier tight against his lanky leg and keeping one hand on the brim of his felt hat with the half-smile of your provincial who wishes to cut a figure. Having got past one group, he breathed more easily but he realized that people were turning round to stare at him, and, for the first time in his life, D’Artagnan, who had hitherto entertained a very good opinion of himself, felt ridiculous.

Things were still worse when he reached the staircase to be confronted with the following scene. Four musketeers were amusing themselves fencing. Three were on the bottom steps, a fourth some steps above them; he, naked sword in hand, prevented or attempted to prevent the three from ascending, as they plied their agile swords against him. Ten or twelve comrades waited on the landing to take their turn at this sport. At first D’Artagnan mistook these weapons for foils and believed them to be buttoned, but he soon recognized by the scratches inflicted that every weapon was pointed as a needle and razor-sharp. Incidentally, at each scratch one of the fencers dealt an adversary, both spectators and the actors themselves roared with laughter.

The soldier temporarily defending the upper step kept his adversaries marvelously in check. The circle about the fencers grew denser as fresh candidates swelled the audience. The rules of the game were that when a man was hit, he must yield his turn to another candidate, and the man who hit him received an extra turn. In five minutes, the defender of the stairway pinked three men very slightly, one on the wrist, another on the chin, and the third on the ear, while he himself remained intact. This feat, according to the rules, won him three extra turns.

However difficult it might be—or rather, however difficult D’Artagnan pretended it might be—for them to impress him, this pastime left him gaping. In his home province, a land where every man is a hothead, he had seen somewhat more elaborate preliminaries before dueling; the gasconnade—that is, the impetuosity, courage, calm and swagger of these four fencers—eclipsed anything he had ever witnessed even in Gascony. It was as though he had been transported into that famous realm of giants which Gulliver was later to visit and where he was to be so frightened. But D’Artagnan had not yet reached his goal; he had still to cross the landing and the antechamber.

At the head of the stairs, the musketeers were not fighting, they were exchanging stories about women; in the antechamber they were exchanging stories about the Court. On the landing, D’Artagnan blushed; in the antechamber he shuddered. In Gascony his lively and vagrant imagination had rendered him formidable to young chambermaids and even sometimes to their young mistresses; but even in his most delirious moments, he had never dreamed of half the amorous wonders or a quarter of the feats of dalliance which he heard exposed here, with no detail omitted or attenuated, in connection with the loftiest names of the realm. But if his love of decency was shocked on the landing, his respect for the Cardinal was scandalized in the antechamber. There, to D’Artagnan’s amazement, they were loudly and boldly criticizing the policy which made all Europe tremble; worse, they blamed the private life of the Cardinal, blithely indifferent to the fact that so many powerful nobles had been punished mercilessly for merely attempting to learn something about it. What! Was it possible that the great man whom Monsieur d’Artagnan the elder revered so deeply served as an object of ridicule to Monsieur de Tréville’s musketeers? D’Artagnan could scarcely believe his ears as he heard these soldiers cracking jokes about His Eminence’s bandy legs and His Eminence’s crooked back. Some sang scurrilous lampoons about Madame d’Aiguillon, his mistress, and Madame de Combalet, his niece; others formed parties and laid plans to annoy the pages and guards of Monseigneur Duke and Cardinal.

However when by chance the King’s name was thoughtlessly uttered amid all these cardinalist jests, it was as though a gag had suddenly been clamped down over all these jeering mouths. The speakers glanced hesitantly about them, apparently doubting the thickness of the partition separating them from Monsieur de Tréville’s office. But a fresh allusion soon brought the conversation back to His Eminence and then laughter waxed boisterous as ever and a bright, cruel light was shed upon the least of his actions.

“Upon my word, these fellows will all be imprisoned and hanged!” D’Artagnan thought. He was terrified. “And that will be my fate, too. I have been listening to them and I have heard them; I shall undoubtedly be held as an accomplice. What would my good father say—father who so earnestly counseled respect for My Lord Cardinal—what would my good father say if he knew I was in the society of such heathens?”

Needless to say, then, D’Artagnan dared not join in the conversation. But he was all eyes and all ears, jealous lest he miss the merest detail. Despite his faith in the paternal injunction, his tastes and instincts led him to praise rather than to blame the unheard-of things he was witnessing.

Although a stranger in the throng of Monsieur de Tréville’s courtiers and making his first appearance in this antechamber, D’Artagnan was finally noticed. A flunkey went up to him and asked what he wanted. D’Artagnan gave his name very modestly, emphasized the fact that he was a fellow-countryman of Monsieur de Tréville and requested a moment’s audience. The servant with a somewhat patronizing air promised to transmit his request in due season.

D’Artagnan, recovering from his first surprise, now had leisure to examine the persons and costumes of those about him.

The center of the most lively group was a very tall, haughty-looking musketeer dressed in so peculiar a costume as to attract general attention. He was not wearing the uniform cloak (it was not compulsory in those days of less liberty and more independence) but, instead, a sky-blue doublet, somewhat faded and worn, and over it, a long cloak of crimson velvet that fell in graceful folds from his shoulders. Across his chest, from over his right shoulder to his left hip, blazed a magnificent baldric, worked in gold and twinkling like rippling waters in the sun. From it hung a gigantic rapier.

This musketeer had just come off guard, coughed affectedly from time to time and complained of having caught a cold. That was why he was wearing his cloak, he explained to those around him, speaking with a lofty air and twirling his mustaches disdainfully. Everyone admired his gold-braided baldric, D’Artagnan more than anyone.

“After all, baldrics are coming in to fashion,” said the musketeer. “It was wildly extravagant of me, but still they’re the fashion! Besides, a man must spend his inheritance somehow.”

“Come, Porthos, don’t try to tell us your baldric comes from the paternal coffers!” another musketeer piped up. “I know better.”

“What?”

“It came from the heavily-veiled lady I met you with two Sundays ago over by the Porte Saint-Honoré.”

“No, by my honor, I bought it myself!” the man designated as Porthos protested. “On my faith as a gentleman, I paid for it out of my own purse.”

“Yes,” said a bystander. “Just as I bought this new purse with the money my mistress put in my old one!”

“It’s true, though,” Porthos insisted. “The proof of it is that I paid twelve pistoles for it.” The general wonderment grew but the general doubt subsisted. “Didn’t I, Aramis?” he concluded, turning to still another musketeer.

The companion whose corroboration he invited offered a perfect contrast to Porthos. Aramis was a young man twenty-three years old at most with a delicate and ingenuous countenance . . . black gentle eyes . . . cheeks rosy and downy as an autumn peach . . . and tenuous mustaches that marked a perfectly straight line over his upper lip. . . . He seemed mortally afraid to lower his hands lest their veins swell up; he would pinch his earlobes from time to time to preserve their smooth, roseate transparency. Usually he spoke little and always slowly; he bowed frequently and laughed noiselessly, baring beautiful white teeth which he seemed to care for as attentively as he cared for the rest of his person. At his friend’s appeal, he nodded affirmatively.

Another musketeer changed the subject, addressing no one in particular.

“What do you think of the Chalais incident?” he inquired. “His esquire is telling the strangest tale!”

“And what does the esquire say?” Porthos asked pompously.

“He says he was in Brussels and there he met Rochefort, the âme damnée of the Cardinal. And guess in what circumstances?”

“Well?”

“Rochefort was disguised as a Capuchin friar, damn his soul! Thanks to his costume he was able to trick Monsieur de Laigues, fool that he is!”

“De Laigues is a fool, certainly,” Porthos conceded. “But is this news reliable?”

“I had it from Aramis.”

“You did?”

“Why yes, Porthos, I told you all about it yesterday. Let’s drop the subject!”

“Drop the subject?” Porthos thundered. “That’s your opinion!” He drew a deep breath. “Drop the subject, indeed! A plague on you, you draw your conclusions too quickly! What! The Cardinal sets a spy upon a gentleman? The Cardinal has this gentleman’s letters stolen from him by a traitor, a brigand, a gallows bird? With the help of this scoundrel and thanks to this correspondence, the Cardinal has the head of Monsieur de Chalais severed skilfully from his shoulders? And you say ‘Drop the subject!’

“And under what pretext does the Cardinal execute Chalais? Under the stupid pretext that Chalais plotted to kill the King and marry off Monsieur, the King’s brother, to our Queen. No one knew a word about this intrigue. Yesterday you unraveled it to our general satisfaction. And now, while we are still gaping at the news, you say: ‘Let’s drop the subject!’”

“Very well, then,” Aramis agreed. “Since you wish it, let us discuss the matter.”

“Were I the esquire of poor Monsieur de Chalais,” Porthos blustered, “I would give that criminal Rochefort a pretty hard time of it for a minute or two.”

“Yes, I know!” Aramis countered suavely. “And you would get a pretty hard time of it yourself from the Red Duke!”

“The Red Duke! Bravo, bravo! The Red Duke!” Porthos cried, clapping his hands and nodding approval. “The Red Duke! What a capital coiner of mots you are, my dear Aramis. I shall make it my business to put that epithet in circulation all over the city, you may be sure! What a wit this lad Aramis is! What a pity you did not follow your early vocation! What a delightful abbé you would have made!”

“A temporary postponement!” Aramis answered, picking imaginary dust off his sleeve. “Some day I shall be a priest! Why do you suppose I am going on with my theological studies?”

“Ay, a priest he’ll be, sooner or later!”

“Sooner!”

Another musketeer intervened:

“Aramis is waiting for one thing before he dons the cassock hanging behind his uniform.”

“What is that?”

“For the Queen to produce an heir to the throne of France!”

“That is no subject for jesting!” Porthos objected. “Thank God the Queen is still of an age to bear a child!”

“My Lord Buckingham is said to be in France . . .”

The fleeting, sharp smile that accompanied this apparently simple statement left it open to a somewhat scandalous interpretation.

“Aramis, my friend, this time you are wrong. Your wit is forever leading you astray. If Monsieur de Tréville heard you, you would rue it.”

“Are you presuming to lecture me, Porthos?”

“No, I—”

A flash of lightning blazed in the eyes of Aramis, eyes habitually so placid and kindly.

“Well?”

“My dear Aramis, make up your mind. Are you to be an abbé or a musketeer? Be one or the other, not both.” Porthos paused. “You know what Athos told you the other day. He said you were all things to all men.”

Aramis raised his arm violently.

“Come, let us not get angry,” Porthos continued. “You know what Athos, you and I have agreed upon. Well, you visit Madame d’Aiguillon to pay court to her, you visit Madame de Bois-Tracy and you pay court to her, too. May I remind you that she is a cousin of Madame de Chevreuse? Rumor has it that you are quite far advanced in the good graces of Madame de Bois-Tracy.”

Again, Aramis made an impatient gesture.

“Good Lord, don’t bother to tell us about your luck with the ladies. No one wants to discover your secret; everybody knows you for a model of discretion. But since you possess that virtue, why the devil not apply it when you speak of Her Majesty the Queen? I don’t care who plays fast and loose with King or Cardinal. But the Queen is sacred. If a man speaks of her, let it be with respect.”

Aramis looked at his friend. He sighed.

“Porthos,” he declared, “You are vain as Narcissus. I have told you this before, I tell you again. You know how I loathe moralizing, unless Athos does it. As for yourself, my fine friend, your baldric is far too magnificent to chime with your philosophy. If I care to become an abbé, I shall do so. Meanwhile I am a musketeer and as such I shall say what I please. At this moment, I am pleased to say that I find you very boring.”

“Aramis!”

“Porthos!”

Their comrades hastily interfered:

“Come, come, gentlemen . . . Stop, Porthos . . . Look, Aramis . . . After all, he didn’t mean it . . . Now, now. . . .”

The door of Monsieur de Tréville’s study flew open. A lackey stood on the doorsill.

“Monsieur de Tréville will receive Monsieur d’Artagnan,” he announced.

The door being open, those in the antechamber suddenly stopped talking. Amid the general silence, D’Artagnan walked across the room and entered the office, congratulating himself with all his heart at having so narrowly escaped the end of the extraordinary altercation.

 


III

THE AUDIENCE


Though Monsieur de Tréville was in a very bad humor at the moment, he greeted his young caller politely. D’Artagnan bowed to the ground and in his sonorous Béarn accent paid his profound respects. His southern intonation and diction reminded Monsieur de Tréville of both his youth and his country, a twofold remembrance which brings a smile to the lips of any man, old or young. But before bidding D’Artagnan to be seated, Monsieur de Tréville stepped toward the antechamber, waving his hand toward D’Artagnan as though to ask his permission to finish with other business before he began with him.

Standing by the open door, Monsieur de Tréville called three names. At each name, his voice gained in volume so that he ran the gamut between command and anger.

“Athos! Porthos! Aramis!”

At his summons, only two soldiers appeared, the musketeer of the golden baldric and the musketeer who would be an abbé. No sooner had they entered than the door closed behind them. Though they were not quite at ease, D’Artagnan admired their bearing; they were at once carefree, dignified and submissive. In his eyes they were as demigods and their leader an Olympian Jove, armed with all his thunderbolts.

D’Artagnan took stock of the situation. The two musketeers were here now, the door closed behind them, and the hum of conversation in the antechamber rose again, doubtless revived by speculation about why Porthos and Aramis were on the carpet. Monsieur de Tréville was pacing up and down in silence, his brows knit; he covered the entire length of his office, back and forth, three or four times, passing directly in front of the musketeers, who stood smartly at attention, as if on parade. Suddenly he stopped squarely in front of them, wheeled round to face them, and, surveying them angrily from top to toe:

“Do you gentlemen know what the King said to me no later than yesterday evening?” he demanded. “Do you know, gentlemen?”

There was a moment’s silence. Then one of them replied:

“No . . . No, Monsieur, we do not.”

“I hope that Monsieur will do us the honor to tell us,” Aramis suggested in his most honeyed tone as he made a deep bow.

“He told me that from now on he would recruit his musketeers from among the Cardinal’s Guards.”

“The Cardinal’s Guards!” Aramis asked indignantly. “But why, Monsieur?”

“Because His Majesty realizes that his inferior wine needs improving by blending it with a better vintage.”

The two musketeers blushed to the roots of their hair. D’Artagnan, completely in the dark about what was happening and considerably embarrassed, wished himself a hundred feet underground.

“Ay,” Monsieur de Tréville went on, growing angrier apace, “His Majesty was perfectly right, for upon my word, the musketeers certainly cut a sorry figure at Court. Do you know what happened yesterday evening when His Eminence was playing chess with the King? Well, I’ll tell you. . . .

“His Eminence looked at me with a commiserating air which frankly vexed me. Then he told me that my daredevil musketeers—those daredevils, he repeated with an irony that vexed me even more—had required disciplining. Then, his tiger-cat eye cocked at me, he informed me that my swashbucklers had made a night of it in a tavern in the Rue Férou and that a patrol of his Guards (I thought he was going to laugh in my face!) had been forced to arrest the rioters.”

Monsieur de Tréville paused for breath.

“Morbleu! God’s death, you must know something about it,” he resumed. “My musketeers—arrested! And you were among them, don’t deny it; you were identified and the Cardinal named you! But it’s all my own fault, ay, it’s my own fault because it is I who choose my men. Come, Aramis, tell me why the devil you asked me for a musketeer’s uniform when a cassock would have suited you so much better? And you, Porthos? Of what use is that fine golden baldric of yours if all it holds up is a sword of straw? And Athos? . . . By the way, where is Athos?”

“Monsieur,” Aramis explained mournfully, “Athos is ill, very ill.”

“Ill, you say? What’s the matter with him?”

“We’re afraid it’s chicken-pox, Monsieur,” Porthos improvised, determined at all costs to take part in the conversation. “But we hope not, because it would certainly disfigure him.”

“The pox. There’s a cock-and-bull story, Porthos! Chicken-pox at his age! No, I know better. He was probably wounded or killed, I dare say. Oh, if only I knew what has happened to him!”

Monsieur de Tréville began pacing his office again, then turned fiercely on the culprits:

“Sangdieu, gentlemen! God’s blood, I will not have my men haunting disreputable places, I will not have them brawling in the streets, and I will not have them fighting at every street corner. Above all, I will not have them make themselves the laughingstocks of Monseigneur Cardinal’s Guards. These Guards are decent fellows, they are law-abiding and tactful, they do not put themselves in a position to be arrested. And if they did—I swear it!—they wouldn’t allow themselves to be arrested. They would prefer dying in their tracks to yielding an inch. Whereas self-preservation, flight and surrender,” he sneered, “seem to be the watchwords of His Majesty’s Musketeers.”

During his long censure, Porthos and Aramis were shaking with rage; they would cheerfully have strangled Monsieur de Tréville had they not felt that it was the great love he bore them made him speak thus. Occasionally, one or the other would stamp on the carpet or bite his lips to the quick or grasp the hilt of his sword so firmly that his hand paled. Their ordeal was the worse because they knew that Monsieur de Tréville’s voice carried over into the antechamber. There, of course, the assembled musketeers had heard Monsieur de Tréville call for Athos, Porthos and Aramis, and they judged from his tone of voice that he was exceeding wroth. Dozens of eavesdroppers glued their ears to the tapestry covering the partition, shuddering at what they heard. Several glued their ears as near the keyhole as they could, and, by a relay system, repeated their leader’s insults word for word for the benefit of the entire audience. In a trice, from the door of the Captain’s office to the gate on the street, the whole mansion was seething.

“So His Majesty’s Musketeers are arrested by the Cardinal’s Guards, eh?” At heart Monsieur de Tréville was as furious as any of his soldiers. Yet he clipped his words, whetting and sharpening them until they were so many stilettos plunged into the breasts of the culprits.

“Yes, six of the Cardinal’s Guards arrest six Royal Musketeers! God’s death, I know what to do now. I shall go straight to the Louvre, submit my resignation as Captain of the Royal Musketeers and apply for a Lieutenant’s commission in the Cardinal’s Guards. And morbleu! if he refuses, I will turn abbé!”

At these last words, the murmur outside, which had been steadily rising, crescendo, burst into a veritable explosion. Jeers, oaths, curses and blasphemy rent the air; it was morbleu here, sangdieu there, morts de tous les diables, upstairs and down, all over the mansion, with God and Satan serving with their bodily parts as pegs upon which to hang the most violent imprecations. D’Artagnan looked vainly about him for some curtain behind which to hide; failing to find any, he was seized with a wild desire to crawl under the table.

“I beg your pardon, Captain,” said Porthos, flaring up, “but the truth is that we were evenly matched, six to six. They set upon us treacherously and unawares; before we could even draw our swords, two of our men were dead and Athos was grievously wounded. You know Athos, Monsieur! Well, Athos tried to get up on his feet twice and twice he fell down again. Meanwhile, we did not surrender, we were dragged forcibly away. Anyhow, before they got us in jail, we escaped.”

“And Athos?”

“Well, Monsieur, they thought Athos dead and left him lying comfortably on the field of battle. What point was there in carrying off a corpse? There’s the whole story for you. Devil take it, Captain, nobody ever won all the battles he fought in. Pompey the Great lost the Battle of Pharsala, I think, and King Francis the first, who so far as I have heard, was as good as the next man, suffered ignominious defeat at the Battle of Pavia.”

“I have the honor to assure you, Monsieur, that I killed one guardsman with his own sword,” Aramis put in. “Mine was broken at the first parry. I killed him or stabbed him, Monsieur; it is for you to choose which terminology you prefer.”

Monsieur de Tréville appeared to be somewhat mollified:

“I did not know all this,” he admitted. “From what I now hear, I suppose His Eminence was exaggerating.”

Profiting by the fact that his Commanding Officer seemed to have calmed down, Aramis hazarded:

“I beg you Monsieur not to say that Athos is wounded. He would be desperately unhappy if the King should hear of it. The wound is a very serious one; the blade passed through his shoulder and penetrated into his chest. So it is to be feared that—”

Suddenly the door opened, the tapestry curtain was raised and a man stood on the threshold. He stood at attention, his noble head erect, his shoulders squared. His features were drawn, his face white.

“Athos!”

“Athos!” Monsieur de Tréville echoed in amazement.

“My comrades told me you had sent for me, Captain,” the newcomer said in a feeble yet perfectly even voice, “so I came here to report to you. What is your pleasure, Monsieur?”

He was in regulation uniform, buttons ashine, boots glittering, belted as usual for duty, every inch a soldier. With a tolerably firm step, he advanced into the room. Monsieur de Tréville, deeply moved by this proof of courage, sprang to meet him.

“I was telling these gentlemen that I forbid my musketeers to expose their lives needlessly,” he explained. “Brave men are very dear to the King and His Majesty knows that his musketeers are the bravest men on earth. Your hand, Athos!”

And without waiting for the other’s reaction, Monsieur de Tréville seized his right hand and pressed it with all his might. In his enthusiasm he failed to notice that Athos, mastering himself as he did, could not check a twitch of pain. Athos turned even whiter than before.

The arrival of Athos had created a sensation in the Hôtel de Tréville. Despite the precautions his comrades had taken to keep his wounds a secret, news of his condition was common gossip. The door to Monsieur de Tréville’s had remained open; his last words met with a burst of satisfaction in the antechamber. Jubilant, two or three musketeers poked their heads through the openings of the tapestry. Monsieur de Tréville was about to reprimand this breach of discipline when he felt the hand of Athos stiffen and, looking up, realized that Athos was about to faint. At that moment, Athos rallied all his energy to struggle against pain, but he was at length overcome and fell to the floor like a dead man.

“A surgeon!” Monsieur de Tréville ordered. “My surgeon or the King’s. Anyhow, the best surgeon you can find. God’s blood, unless you fetch a surgeon, my brave Athos will die.”

At this, many of the musketeers outside rushed into Monsieur de Tréville’s office (for he was too occupied with Athos to close the door upon them) and crowded around the wounded man. All this attention might have proved useless had not the physician so urgently summoned chanced to be in the mansion. Elbowing his way through the throng, he approached Athos. The musketeer was still unconscious, and, as all this noise and commotion was inconvenient, the first and most urgent thing the doctor asked was that Athos be removed to an adjoining room. Monsieur de Tréville immediately opened the door and pointed the way to Porthos and Aramis who carried off their comrade in their arms. Behind them walked the surgeon, and behind the surgeon, the door closed. Then, momentarily, Monsieur de Tréville’s office, usually a place held sacred, became an annex to the antechamber as everybody commented, harangued, vociferated, swore, cursed and consigned the Cardinal and his guardsmen to all the devils.

An instant after, Porthos and Aramis reappeared, leaving only the surgeon and Monsieur de Tréville at their friend’s side. Presently Monsieur de Tréville himself returned. Athos, he said, had regained consciousness and, according to the surgeon, his condition need not worry his friends; his weakness was due wholly to loss of blood.

Then the Captain of Musketeers dismissed the company with a wave of the hand and all withdrew save D’Artagnan, who did not forget that he had an audience and who, with Gascon tenacity, sat tight.

“Pardon me, my dear compatriot,” Monsieur de Tréville said with a smile, “pardon me but I had completely forgotten you. You can understand that. A captain is nothing but a father charged with an even greater responsibility than the father of an ordinary family. Soldiers are just big children. But as I insist on the orders of the King, and more particularly the orders of the Cardinal, being carried out—”

D’Artagnan could not help smiling. Observing this Monsieur de Tréville judged that he was not dealing with a fool, and, changing the conversation, came straight to the point:

“I loved your father dearly,” he said. “What can I do for his son? Tell me quickly, for as you see my time is not my own.”

“Monsieur,” D’Artagnan explained, “on leaving Tarbes and coming here, I intended to request you, in remembrance of the friendship you have cited, to enroll me in the musketeers. But after what I have seen here during the last two hours, I understand what a tremendous favor this would be. I am afraid I do not deserve it.”

“It is indeed a favor, young man, but perhaps not so far beyond your hopes as you believe or affect to believe. At all events, His Majesty’s Regulations are explicit on that point. I am sorry to have to tell you that no one is admitted to the musketeers unless he has fought in several campaigns or performed certain brilliant feats or served at least two years in some other regiment less favored than ours.”

D’Artagnan bowed without replying. Disappointed as he was, the difficulties to be surmounted before becoming a musketeer made him all the more eager to achieve this. Monsieur de Tréville fixed a sharp, piercing glance upon his compatriot as though to read his inmost thoughts and continued:

“However, on account of my old comrade, your father, I want to do something for you, as I said. Our youths from Béarn are usually none too well off nor have I any reason to suspect that things have changed much since I myself left the province. I dare say you haven’t brought any too much money up with you?”

D’Artagnan drew himself up proudly; his expression indicated clearly that he accepted alms of no man.

“Very well, young man, I understand,” Monsieur de Tréville observed. “I know those airs; I myself descended upon Paris with four crowns in my purse and I would have fought with anybody who suggested that I could not buy up the Louvre!”

D’Artagnan drew himself up even more proudly as he realized that thanks to the sale of his nag, he was beginning his career with four crowns more than Monsieur de Tréville had possessed in similar circumstances.

“You ought, I say, to husband your resources however great they may be, but you ought also to perfect yourself in exercises befitting a gentleman. I shall write a letter today to the Director of the Royal Military Academy and he will admit you tomorrow at no expense to yourself. Do not refuse this small favor; our best-born and wealthiest gentlemen sometimes solicit it in vain. You will learn horsemanship, swordsmanship of all sorts, and dancing. You will make desirable acquaintances there and you can call on me from time to time to tell me how you are getting along and whether I can be of further service to you.”

D’Artagnan, though a stranger to the manners of the Court, could not help feeling a certain coldness in this reception.

“Alas, Monsieur!” he mourned. “My father gave me a letter of introduction to present to you. Now I realize how much it would help me.”

“I am indeed surprised that you should undertake so long a journey without that viaticum, that indispensable passport, which is the sole resource we poor Béarnais possess.”

“I had one, Monsieur, and by God! the finest I could wish for. But it was treacherously stolen from me.”

And he proceeded to relate the adventure of Meung, describing the unknown gentleman with the minutest detail and with a warmth and truthfulness that delighted Monsieur de Tréville.

“This is all very curious,” Monsieur de Tréville declared after a moment’s reflection. “You mentioned my name aloud then?”

“Yes, Monsieur, I confess I committed that imprudence. But why not? A name like yours must needs serve me as a shield on my journey. You will judge whether I often availed myself of its protection.”

Flattery was very current in those days and Monsieur de Tréville loved incense as well as any king or cardinal. He could not restrain a smile of obvious satisfaction, but this smile soon disappeared. Returning to the adventure of Meung:

“Tell me,” he asked, “did this gentleman have a slight scar on his cheek?”

“Yes, the kind of scar he might have if a bullet had grazed him. . . .”

“Wasn’t he a fine-looking man?”

“Yes, splendid.”

“Tall?”

“Ay.”

“Fair complexion? Brown hair?”

“Yes, Monsieur, that’s right, that’s the man! How do you know him so well? If ever I find him again—and I will find him, I swear, even in hell—”

“He was waiting for a lady?”

“Yes, and he left after talking to her for a few moments.”

“Do you happen to know what they talked about?”

“He gave her a box, told her it contained her instructions, and admonished her not to open it until she reached London.”

“Was this woman English?”

“He called her Milady.”

“It is he, it is he!” Tréville murmured. “I thought he was still at Brussels.”

“Oh, Monsieur, if you know who this man is, pray tell me who he is and where he comes from. This would be the greatest favor you could possibly do me. If you will, then I shall release you from all your promises, even that of helping me eventually to join the musketeers. The only thing I ask of life is to avenge myself!”

“Beware of trying any such thing, young man,” Tréville cautioned. “On the contrary, if you ever see him on one side of the street, make sure to cross to the other. Do not throw yourself against such a rock; it would smash you like glass.”

“That will not prevent me, if ever I meet him, from—”

Suddenly Tréville eyed D’Artagnan suspiciously. Treachery might well lurk behind the fierce hatred the young traveler professed for the man who had stolen his father’s letter—or so he said! Besides, this theft seemed an improbable thing at best. Might not His Eminence have sent this youth to set a trap for Tréville? Wasn’t this pretended D’Artagnan an emissary whom the Cardinal sought to introduce into Tréville’s household so that he might be close to him, win his confidence and then ruin him? The Cardinal had played this trick in a thousand other instances. Looking at D’Artagnan even more searchingly than before, Monsieur de Tréville was but moderately reassured by his expression, alive with astute intelligence and affected humility.

“I know he’s a Gascon,” he mused. “But he may be as much of a Gascon for Monseigneur Cardinal as he is for me. I shall test him.”

His eyes fixed upon D’Artagnan’s, he spoke slowly: “My boy, your father was my old friend and comrade. I believe this story of the lost letter to be perfectly true and I should like to dispel the impression of coldness you may have remarked in my welcome. Perhaps the best way to do so would be to discover to you, a novice as I once was myself, the secrets of our policy today.”

He then went on to explain to D’Artagnan how the King and the Cardinal were the best of friends; their apparent bickering was only a stratagem intended to deceive fools. Monsieur de Tréville was unwilling that a compatriot, a dashing cavalier and a youth of high mettle, should be duped by such artifices and fall into the snare, as so many others had done before him to their ruin. He assured D’Artagnan of his devotion to both these all-powerful masters; he insisted that his most earnest endeavor was to serve both the King and the Cardinal. His Eminence, he added, was one of the most illustrious geniuses France had ever produced.

“Now, young man, rule your conduct accordingly. If for family reasons or through your friends or through your own instincts, even, you entertain such enmity for the Cardinal as we are constantly discovering, then let us bid each other adieu. I will help you as much as I can but without attaching you to my person.”

There was a long pause.

“I hope my frankness will at least make you my friend,” Monsieur de Tréville said at last, “because you are the only young man to whom I have ever spoken like this.”

(Tréville was thinking: “The Cardinal knows how bitterly I loathe him. If he has set this young fox upon me, then he cannot have failed to indicate the best means of winning my favor. This spy, therefore, has been primed to rail at Richelieu for my benefit. If my suspicions are well-founded, my hypocritical protestations of loyalty to Richelieu should move this crafty youth to loose a torrent of abuse against His Eminence.” But Monsieur de Tréville’s calculations proved to be wrong.)

“I came to Paris with just the intentions you advise me to harbor, Monsieur,” he replied candidly. “My father warned me to follow nobody but His Majesty, Monseigneur Cardinal, and yourself—whom he considered the three leading personages in the realm of France.”

(Monsieur d’Artagnan the elder had indicated only Louis XIII and Richelieu, but his son thought the addition of Monsieur de Tréville would do no harm.)

“I have the greatest reverence for the Cardinal and the most profound respect for his actions,” he continued. “So much the better for me, Monsieur, if as you say, you are speaking to me frankly, because, by so doing, you pay me the honor of sharing my opinion. So much the worse for me if you mistrust me, as well you may, because then I am damning myself in your eyes for speaking the truth. Still, I trust you will not esteem me any the less for my frankness since your esteem is the thing I hold dearest in life.”

Monsieur de Tréville was overwhelmed with surprise. Such penetration and sincerity won his admiration but did not wholly dissipate his suspicions; the more this youth excelled others, the more dangerous he was if Tréville misjudged him. Nevertheless, he pressed D’Artagnan’s hand, saying:

“You are an honest lad. But at present I can do for you no more than what I just offered. The Hôtel de Tréville will always be open to you. In time, you will have a chance to ask for me at all hours. Consequently you will be able to take advantage of all available opportunities and you will probably achieve what you desire.”

“You mean, Monsieur, when I have proved myself worthy?” said D’Artagnan. And, with all the familiarity of Gascon to Gascon: “Well, you may rest assured, you will not have to wait long!”

Whereupon he bowed, to take his leave, as if he considered the future so much putty in his hands to shape as he willed.

“Wait, wait!” Monsieur de Tréville laid a hand on his arm. “I promised you a letter to the Director of the Royal Academy. Are you too proud to accept it, my lad?”

“No, Monsieur, and I guarantee this letter will not fare like my father’s; I will guard it so carefully that I swear it will be delivered. If anyone attempts to take it from me, may God have mercy on his soul!”

Smiling at this extravagance, Monsieur de Tréville left D’Artagnan in the embrasure of the window, where they had been chatting, and moved to his desk to write the promised letter. While he was doing this, D’Artagnan, with nothing to occupy him, drummed a tattoo on the window pane, and amused himself by watching the musketeers as they left the building, one by one, until turning the corner, they vanished.

The letter finished, Monsieur de Tréville sealed it, rose and advanced toward D’Artagnan, who stretched out his hand to receive it. Suddenly, to Monsieur de Tréville’s amazement, his protégé turned crimson with fury.

“God’s blood. . . .”

“What’s the matter?”

D’Artagnan leaped across the room, crying:

“God’s blood, he’ll not slip through my fingers this time!”

“Who?”

“My thief!” D’Artagnan shouted as he rushed from the room. “Ah, coward! traitor! at last!”

“Devil take that madman!” Monsieur de Tréville grumbled. “Unless, failing in his mission, he is making a highly strategic escape.”

 


IV

OF ATHOS AND HIS SHOULDER, OF PORTHOS AND HIS BALDRIC, AND OF ARAMIS AND HIS HANDKERCHIEF


Mad with anger, D’Artagnan crossed the office in the three leaps and was darting toward the stairs, expecting to clear them four at a time, when, in his furious rush, he collided head foremost with a musketeer who was coming out of one of Monsieur de Tréville’s private rooms. As D’Artagnan butted the man’s shoulder violently, the other uttered a cry or rather a howl.

“Excuse me,” said D’Artagnan, trying to start off again. “Excuse me but I am in a hurry.”

He had scarcely gone down the first step when a hand of iron seized him by the belt.

“Oh! you’re in a hurry, eh?” said the musketeer, blanching. “You’re in a hurry so you run right into me and you say ‘Excuse me’ and you expect me to take it? Not at all, my lad. You heard Monsieur de Tréville speak somewhat cavalierly to us today and you think we can take that sort of thing from anybody. Let me set you right, comrade, you are not Monsieur de Tréville.”

D’Artagnan recognized Athos who, having had his wounds dressed by the doctor, was on his way home.

“I assure you I did not do it on purpose,” D’Artagnan apologized. “As it was an accident, I said ‘Excuse me’. I should think that was sufficient apology. Once more, I say I am in a very great hurry—on my honor!—and I’ll not say it again. Let me go, please, let me go about my business.”

“Monsieur, you are far from courteous,” Athos replied, loosing his hold of him. “It is obvious that you are newly come from some remote province.”

D’Artagnan had already gone down several steps but at this remark he stopped short:

“Morbleu, Monsieur,” he growled, “I may come from a distance but I warn you, you are not the man to give me lessons in deportment.” 

“Perhaps.”

“If I were not in such a hurry and if I were not chasing somebody—”

“Monsieur-the-gentleman-in-a-great-hurry, you can find me again without running after me, if you see what I mean.”

“And where, if you please?”

“Near the Carmes-Deschaux, you know, the Carmelite convent.”

“At what time?”

“About noon.”

“About noon. Very well. I shall be there.”

“Try to be punctual because if you make me wait till a quarter past, I shall cut your ears off as you run.”

“Good, I shall be there at ten to twelve.”

And D’Artagnan set off as though borne by the Devil, confident that he would overtake the man of Meung whom he had seen sauntering down the street. But at the main gate, he saw Porthos talking to the soldier on guard. Between the two of them, there was just room for a man to pass; D’Artagnan, thinking he could whisk through, shot forward like an arrow between them. Unfortunately he had not reckoned with the wind. As he was about to pass, a gust blew out the portly musketeer’s long cloak and D’Artagnan landed right in the middle of it. Porthos doubtless had his own reasons for not wishing to abandon this essential part of his costume, for instead of releasing the flap he held in his hand, he pulled it toward him. D’Artagnan was thus rolled up inside the velvet by a rotatory movement attributable to the persistency of Porthos.

Hearing the musketeer swear, he tried to emerge from under the cloak which was blinding him and sought to find his way from under its folds. Above all he must avoid marring the virgin freshness of the baldric Porthos set such store by. Opening his eyes timidly, he found his nose glued between the musketeer’s shoulders flat against the baldric.

Alas, like most things in this world which have but appearance in their favor, the baldric was aglitter with gold in front, but behind it was of ordinary buff. Vainglorious as he was, if Porthos could not afford a baldric wholly of gold, he would have at least one-half of it. This explained the necessity of the cold he had complained of and the urgency of the cloak he sported.

“Vertubleu, you must be crazy to crash into people this way,” Porthos grumbled as D’Artagnan kept wriggling behind him.

“Excuse me,” said D’Artagnan, reappearing from under the giant’s shoulder, “but I am in a great hurry. I was running after somebody and—”

“And you always go blind when you run, I suppose.”

“No,” D’Artagnan answered, somewhat nettled. “In fact, thanks to my eyes I can see a good many things other people don’t.”

He did not care whether Porthos understood the allusion or not. At all events, the musketeer gave free rein to his anger:

“Monsieur, I warn you, you stand an excellent chance of being disemboweled if you try pushing a musketeer about.”

“Disemboweled? That’s strong language, Monsieur.”

“It befits a man accustomed to looking his enemies in the face!”

“Ha, that’s no lie!” D’Artagnan laughed. “Certainly you wouldn’t show them your back.”

And enchanted with his wit, he went off, still chuckling over the semi-golden baldric. Porthos, foaming with rage, was about to fall upon him.

“Later, later!” D’Artagnan admonished. “When you haven’t your cloak on.”

“At one o’clock, then, behind the Luxembourg.”

“Very well, then, at one o’clock.”

D’Artagnan turned the corner of the street, looking carefully ahead and up and down the cross street. Slowly though the stranger had walked, he must still have outdistanced D’Artagnan while the Gascon was being detained by Athos and Porthos or he must have entered some house nearby. D’Artagnan inquired of passers-by if they had seen a person answering his enemy’s description. He walked down as far as the ferry, came up again along the Rue de Seine and across the Croix-Rouse, but he found nothing, absolutely nothing. Yet this wild-goose chase helped him in a sense, for, fast as the beads of sweat ran down his forehead, his heart began to cool.

He retraced all the events that had occurred; they were numerous and ill-omened. It was scarcely eleven o’clock in the morning and yet in two short hours he had made three capital blunders. In the first place, he had disgraced himself in the eyes of Monsieur de Tréville, who could not but consider his withdrawal somewhat cavalier; in the second and third, he had invited dangerous duels with two men, each capable of slaying three D’Artagnans—with two musketeers, in short, with two of those heroes he admired so passionately that they throned it in his mind and heart over all others.

A sad plight! Certain of being killed by Athos, he was naturally unperturbed about Porthos. But as hope is the last thing a man will relinquish, D’Artagnan hoped against hope that he might survive both these duels, even though grievously wounded. Should this happen, he would profit by the following homily delivered by himself to himself.

“What a lunatic I was and what a clod I am! Poor brave Athos was wounded in the shoulder and I was fated to butt against it! Why he did not kill me then and there, God knows! He had ample cause to, I must have caused him fearful pain. As for Porthos—dear old Porthos!—my run-in with him was the drollest thing that ever happened to me!”

At the thought, the youth could not help roaring with laughter, but he looked very carefully about him to make sure lest his solitary laughter, unaccountable to any passer-by, be considered offensive.

“Funny it was, surely, but that doesn’t make me any less of a driveling idiot. People simply don’t go charging into others without warning and they don’t dive under their cloaks to search for what isn’t there. Porthos would certainly have excused me if I hadn’t alluded to his cursed baldric. To be sure I didn’t refer to it specifically; I employed subtle insinuation and hilarious innuendo. Ah, cursed Gascon that I am, I would crack a joke as I fried on the griddles of hell!”

His mirth spent, he continued to talk to himself with all the amenity he believed to be his due:

“Look here, D’Artagnan my friend, if you escape (which seems to me highly improbable) you must learn to be perfectly polite in the future. You must henceforth be admired and cited as a model of urbanity. To be mannerly and obliging does not make a man a coward. Look at Aramis, he is amiability and grace personified. Well, has anyone ever dreamed of calling him a coward? Certainly not, and I vow that from now on I shall take him as a model in everything. Ah, here he is!”

Walking forward and soliloquizing, D’Artagnan had arrived a few steps from the Hôtel d’Aiguillon and found Aramis by the main gate chatting gaily with three gentlemen of the Royal Guards. Aramis, for his part, perceived D’Artagnan too. But remembering that the youth had witnessed the angry scene with Monsieur de Tréville that morning, he felt loath to welcome one who had observed the Captain rebuking his musketeers. So he pretended not to see him. D’Artagnan, on the contrary, was still full of his plans of conciliation and courtesy, so with a deep bow and a most gracious smile, he approached the quartet. Aramis bowed his head slightly but did not smile. The four soldiers immediately broke off their conversation.

D’Artagnan at once perceived that he was intruding upon them, but he was not familiar enough with the manners of the fashionable world to know how to extricate himself gallantly from a false position. Here he was, mingling with people he scarcely knew and interrupting a conversation that did not concern him. He was racking his brains to find the least awkward means of retreat when he noticed that Aramis had dropped his handkerchief and, doubtless by mistake, had placed his foot over it. Here, thought D’Artagnan, was a favorable opportunity to make up for his tactlessness. With the most polished air he could summon, he stooped and drew the handkerchief from under the musketeer’s foot, despite the efforts Aramis made to keep it hidden. Holding it out to Aramis, he said:

“Here, Monsieur, is a handkerchief I believe you should be sorry to lose.”

Indeed, the handkerchief was richly embroidered and one of the corners bore a coronet and crest. Aramis, blushing excessively, snatched it from the Gascon’s hand.

“Ah, ah, my most discreet friend,” one of the guards said to Aramis, “will you persist in saying that you are not on good terms with Madame de Bois-Tracy when that charming lady is kind enough to lend you one of her handkerchiefs?”

The glance Aramis shot at D’Artagnan was a declaration of mortal enmity. Then, resuming his usual suave air:

“You are in error, gentlemen,” he answered. “This handkerchief does not belong to me. I cannot imagine what maggot inspired Monsieur to hand it to me rather than to one of you. As proof of what I say, here is mine in my pocket.”

Whereupon he produced his own handkerchief which was very elegant too and of fine cambric though that material was expensive at the period. But it lacked both embroidery and a crest. As he held it up, they could all see it was ornamented with a single cipher, its owner’s.

This time D’Artagnan was not so hasty. He perceived his mistake. But the others refused to be convinced by the musketeer’s denial. One of them addressed the musketeer with affected seriousness:

“If matters were as you pretend, my dear Aramis, I should be forced to ask you to hand over that handkerchief. Bois-Tracy is an intimate friend of mine and I will not allow his wife’s property to be sported as a trophy.”

“Your demand is ill-couched,” Aramis retorted. “While I recognize the justice of your claim, I refuse it on account of the form.”

“The fact is,” D’Artagnan hazarded timidly, “I did not see the handkerchief fall from the pocket of Monsieur Aramis. He had his foot on it, that is all. Seeing his foot on it, I thought it was his.”

“And you were completely mistaken, Monsieur,” Aramis replied coldly, indifferent to D’Artagnan’s efforts at reparation. Then, turning to the gentleman who had declared himself the friend of Bois-Tracy:

“As for you, Monsieur-the-Friend-of-Bois-Tracy, it occurs to me that I am on quite as intimate terms with him as you are. Thus this handkerchief might have fallen just as easily out of your pocket as out of mine.”

“No, no! On my honor as a gentleman—”

“You are about to swear on your honor and I on my word, which will make it evident that one of us is lying. Look here, Montaran, we can do better than that. Let us each take one half.”

“One half of the handkerchief?”

“Certainly!”

The other two guardsmen were enchanted:

“Quite right . . . perfectly fair . . . the judgment of Solomon . . . Aramis, you are certainly exceeding wise! . . .”

As they all burst out laughing, the affair, as may be supposed, had no untoward sequel. After a moment or two, the conversation ceased, the three guardsmen and the musketeer shook hands cordially and went off in opposite directions. D’Artagnan, meanwhile, stood sheepishly to one side.

“Now is my chance to make my peace with this gallant gentleman,” D’Artagnan thought, and, agog with good intent, he hurried after Aramis, who had moved off without paying any attention to him.

“Monsieur, you will excuse me, I hope.”

“Monsieur, allow me to observe that your behavior in this circumstance was not that of a gentleman.”

“What, Monsieur! Do you suppose—?”

“I suppose you are not a fool, Monsieur. I also suppose that, though you come from Gascony, you must know that people do not step upon handkerchiefs without a reason. What the devil! The streets of Paris are not paved with cambric.”

“Monsieur, you are wrong in trying to humiliate me,” D’Artagnan replied, his natural aggressive spirit gaining the upper hand over his pacific resolutions. “I am from Gascony it is true; since you know this, I need not tell you that Gascons are anything but patient. When a Gascon has begged to be excused once, even for a foolish act, he is convinced that he has already done once again as much as he should have.”

“Monsieur, what I said was not said in order to pick a quarrel with you. I am no bravo, thank God! I am but a temporary musketeer; as much, I fight only when I am forced to and always with the greatest repugnance. But this time the affair is serious because you have compromised a lady.”

“Because we have compromised a lady, you mean.”

“Why were you so tactless as to give me back the handkerchief?”

“Why were you so clumsy as to drop it?”

“I said and I repeat, Monsieur, that the handkerchief was never in my pocket.”

“Well, Monsieur, you have lied twice, for I saw it fall.”

“Ha! so that’s the tone you assume, Monsieur the Gascon. Well, I shall have to teach you how to behave yourself.”

“And I shall send you back to Mass, Monsieur l’Abbé, to a Mass said over your corpse. Draw, if you please, and instantly—”

“No, no, if you please, my fair friend, at least not here. Can’t you see that we are opposite the Hôtel d’Aiguillon which is filled with a rabble of Monseigneur Cardinal’s servants? How do I know that His Eminence has not deputed you to procure him my head? To tell you the truth, I am ridiculously attached to this head of mine; it seems to fit so symmetrically upon my shoulders. Of course I intend to kill you, don’t worry on that score. But in a cosy, remote place where we will not be interrupted lest you be inclined to boast about your death in public.”

“I agree, Monsieur, but do not be too confident. And bring along your handkerchief; whether it belongs to you or to somebody else, you will probably need it.”

“Monsieur is a Gascon?”

“Yes, this monsieur is a Gascon and he never postpones a duel through prudence.”

“Prudence, Monsieur, is a somewhat useless virtue for musketeers, I know. But it is indispensable to churchmen. Therefore as I am only a musketeer pro. tem., I intend to remain prudent. At two o’clock I shall have the honor of waiting for you at the Hôtel de Tréville. There, I shall apprise you of the best place and time we can meet.”

The two young men bowed and parted. Aramis went up the street which led to the Luxembourg. D’Artagnan, having suddenly noticed the time, set out toward the Carmes-Deschaux.

“Decidedly, I shall not return,” he mused. “But at least if I am killed, I shall be killed by a musketeer.”

 


V

HIS MAJESTY’S MUSKETEERS AND THE CARDINAL’S GUARDS


D’Artagnan did not know a soul in Paris. He therefore went to his appointment with Athos without a second to support him, let alone two, content with those whom his adversary would have chosen for him
0self. Besides, he fully intended to offer the brave musketeer all suitable apologies—without weakness or servility of course—for he feared the usual outcome of an affair of this sort, when a young, vigorous man fights against one who is weak from his wounds. If conquered, he doubles the value of his adversary’s triumph; if victorious, he is accused of having taken an unfair advantage of a handicap.

Now unless we have painted the character of our seeker after adventures unsatisfactorily our readers must already have noted that D’Artagnan was no ordinary man. Therefore while he kept repeating to himself that his death was inevitable, he was not going tamely and submissively to death as a man less courageous might have done in his place. Thinking over the different characters of the men he was about to fight against, he gained a clearer view of the situation. By offering sincere apology, he hoped to make a friend of Athos, whose lordly air and austere bearing he admired immensely. Unless he were killed outright, he flattered himself that he could frighten Porthos with the adventure of the baldric, an anecdote which, cleverly presented, could be told to everybody with the certainty of covering its master with ridicule. As for the astute Aramis, D’Artagnan was not seriously afraid of him:

“If I manage to last until I get to him, I shall dispatch him blithely,” he murmured. “At any rate, I shall aim at his face, which was Caesar’s advice to his soldiers before they joined battle with Pompey’s. At worst, I shall at least have damaged that handsome mien he is so proud of.”

Further, D’Artagnan was armed with that invincible stock of determination his father had communicated to him. He remembered the old hero’s exact words: “Endure nothing from anyone save Monseigneur Cardinal and the King.” Sped by this counsel, he flew rather than walked toward the monastery of the Carmes Déchaussés or Barefoot Carmelite Friars, which, in those days, was known as the Carmes Deschaux. It was a building innocent of windows and surrounded by barren fields, less frequented than the Pré-aux-Clercs as a dueling ground and usually chosen by men who had no time to lose.

When D’Artagnan arrived in sight of the bare space extending along the foot of the monastery wall, Athos had been waiting only five minutes. Twelve o’clock was striking. D’Artagnan was therefore as punctual as the Woman of Samaria and as the most rigorously casuistic of duelists might wish.

Though Monsieur de Tréville’s physician had dressed the musketeer’s wounds afresh, he was still suffering. D’Artagnan found him seated on a stone, waiting with that placidity and dignity which never forsook him. Seeing D’Artagnan draw near, Athos rose and came courteously to meet him; D’Artagnan, for his part, took off his hat and bowed so deeply that its feathers swept the ground.

“Monsieur, I have engaged two of my friends as seconds, but they have not arrived yet. I am surprised at the delay; it is not at all their custom.”

“Monsieur,” D’Artagnan answered, “I have no seconds. I arrived in Paris just yesterday. The only person I know in the city is Monsieur de Tréville. I was recommended to him by my father who has the honor of being a tolerably close friend of his.”

After a moment’s reflection, Athos asked:

“Monsieur de Tréville is the only person you know?”

“Yes, Monsieur.”

“Look here, look here!” Athos grumbled. He was addressing D’Artagnan yet half of what he said was for his own benefit. “If I kill you, I shall be taken for a child-slaying ogre. Everybody will swear that I robbed the cradle!”

“No one will say our fight was too one-sided,” D’Artagnan protested with a bow not devoid of dignity. “After all, you are doing me the honor of crossing swords with me although your wounds must be giving you considerable trouble.”

“Ay, it is all very troublesome, I must confess. And you hurt me devilishly when you charged into me. But I shall fence with my left hand; I usually do so in such circumstances. Please do not think I am doing you a favor, I am either-handed. In fact, you will be at a disadvantage; left-handers can be pretty irksome for those who are not used to them.”

“Monsieur,” said D’Artagnan bowing again, “I assure you I am immensely grateful to you for your perfect courtesy.”

“You are too kind,” Athos replied, ever the gentleman. “Let us speak of something else, if you please.” Then, as a twinge of pain seized him: “Sangbleu!” he cried. “You certainly hurt me. My shoulder is on fire!”

“If you would permit me—” D’Artagnan ventured timidly.

“What, Monsieur?” 

“I have a miraculous balm for wounds. My mother gave it to me. I have had occasion to try it on myself.”

“Well?”

“Well, I am certain that in less than three days this balm would cure you, Monsieur. After three days, when you are cured, I would still deem it a great honor to cross swords with you.”

D’Artagnan spoke with a simplicity that did honor to his courtesy without casting the least doubt upon his courage.

“God’s truth, Monsieur, there’s a proposition I cannot but admire. Not that I accept it, but none save a gentleman born could have made it. That is how the paladins spoke in the days of Charlemagne, and were they not the very paradigm of chivalry? Unfortunately we do not live in the days of the great Emperor; we live under the rule of a Cardinal. However carefully we might try to guard our secret, people would learn we were about to fight and we would be prevented from doing so.” He frowned as he looked at the horizon. “Confound it, will these fellows never come?”

“If you are in a hurry, Monsieur,” D’Artagnan suggested in the same polite tone he had used before, “we might set to without your seconds. Do not stand upon ceremony; you may dispatch me as soon as you care to.”

“I like you for those words,” said Athos, nodding graciously. “They came from an intelligent mind and a generous heart. Monsieur, I prize men of your mettle. I see plainly that if we do not kill each other, I shall hereafter have much pleasure conversing with you. But let us wait for my friends, if you please; I have plenty of time and it would be more seemly.” He had barely finished speaking when, looking up: “Here comes one of them!” he cried, as, to his surprise, D’Artagnan discerned the gigantic bulk of Porthos at the far end of the Rue de Vaugirard.

“What! Is Monsieur Porthos one of your seconds?”

“Certainly. Does that disturb you?”

“No, by no means.”

“And here comes the second one!”

As D’Artagnan turned to follow the direction in which Athos was pointing, he perceived Aramis.

“What?” he cried, even more astonished than before, “Monsieur Aramis is your other second?”

“Of course. Don’t you know that none of us is ever seen without the others? Musketeers and Guards, the Court and the city know us as the Three Inseparables. Of course, as you come from Dax or Pau—”

“From Tarbes—”

“From Tarbes, then, you are probably unaware of this fact.”

“By my troth, you are well-named, gentlemen, and my adventure, should it make a stir, will certainly prove that your union is not founded upon contrasts.”

Meanwhile Porthos came up, waved his hand to Athos, then, noticing D’Artagnan, stopped short, gaping with surprise. Incidentally he had changed his baldric and left off his cloak.

“Well, bless me! what does this mean?” he asked.

“This is the gentleman I am to fight with,” Athos explained, pointing to D’Artagnan, then opening his palm in a gesture of salutation.

“But I am going to fight with him too!”

“Not before one o’clock, Monsieur,” D’Artagnan reminded him.

“And I too am to fight with this gentleman,” Aramis announced, joining the group.

“Not until two o’clock,” D’Artagnan replied as casually as before.

Aramis turned to Athos:

“By the way, Athos, what are you fighting about?”

“By my faith, I’m none too sure. As a matter of fact, he hurt my shoulder. What about you, Porthos?”

“I’m fighting—” Porthos blushed a deep crimson. “I’m fighting because I’m fighting!”

Athos, whose keen eye lost no detail of the scene, observed a faint sly smile steal over the young Gascon’s lips as he specified:

“We had a slight disagreement about dress.”

“And you, Aramis?”

“Oh, ours is a theological quarrel.” Aramis made a sign to D’Artagnan begging him to keep the cause of their difference a secret. Athos saw a second smile flit across D’Artagnan’s lips.

“Indeed?”

“Yes,” D’Artagnan agreed. “A passage in Saint Augustine upon which we could not concur.”

“A clever fellow, this Gascon, no doubt about it,” Athos murmured under his breath.

“And now that we are all here, gentlemen,” D’Artagnan announced. “Allow me to offer you my apologies.”

At the word “apologies,” a cloud passed over the brow of Athos, a haughty smile curled the lips of Porthos, and a nod of refusal from Aramis proved more expressive than any words he might have said.

“One moment, gentlemen, you do not understand me.” D’Artagnan objected. As he tossed back his head, the sunlight fell upon it, emphasizing its bold, sharp lines. “I am apologizing only in case I cannot settle my score with all three of you. Monsieur Athos has the first right to kill me, a fact which lessens the value of your claim, Monsieur Porthos, and makes yours, Monsieur Aramis, practically worthless. So I repeat, gentlemen, pray excuse me—but on that score alone! Come, on guard!”

With these words, accompanied by the most gallant gesture, D’Artagnan drew his sword. The blood had rushed to his head; at that moment he would have tackled all the musketeers in the kingdom as cheerfully as he was about to try conclusions with Athos, Porthos and Aramis. It was high noon; the sun in its zenith beat mercilessly down upon the dueling ground.

“It is very hot,” Athos remarked, drawing his sword in his turn, “but I cannot take off my doublet. My wound has begun to bleed again and I would not wish to embarrass Monsieur by the sight of blood which he has not drawn from me himself.”

“True, Monsieur, and, whether drawn by myself or anyone else, I vow I will always view with regret the blood of so gallant a gentleman. I will therefore fight in my doublet, like yourself.”

“Come, come, enough of such compliments,” Porthos growled. “Remember we are awaiting our turn.”

“Speak for yourself, Porthos, when you utter such absurdities,” Aramis broke in. “I, for one, hold that everything they said was well spoken and worthy of gallant gentlemen.”

“When you please, Monsieur,” said Athos, putting himself on guard.

“I was awaiting your orders, Monsieur,” D’Artagnan replied, crossing swords. But the sound of the two blades clashing had barely died down when a company of the Cardinal’s guards, commanded by Monsieur de Jussac, turned the corner of the convent.

“The Cardinal’s Guards!” Porthos and Aramis cried. “Sheathe your swords, gentlemen . . . sheathe your swords. . . .”

But it was too late; the combatants had been seen in a position which left no doubt of their intentions.

“Ho, there!” Jussac called, advancing toward them and making a sign to his men to follow him. “Hallo, there, Musketeers! So you’re fighting here, are you? And the edicts against dueling, what about them?”

“You are very generous, gentlemen of the guards,” said Athos, full of rancor, for Jussac was one of those who had attacked him the day before. “If we saw you fighting, I can promise you we would not try to interfere. Leave us alone, then, and you can enjoy a little fun without any trouble to yourselves.”

“Gentlemen,” said Jussac, “I much regret to have to tell you that this is impossible. We have our duty to accomplish. Sheathe, then, if you please, and follow us.”

“Monsieur,” said Aramis, parodying Jussac, “we would be delighted to obey your kindly invitation if it depended only upon ourselves. But unfortunately this is impossible. Monsieur de Tréville has forbidden it. Be off on your way, then; it is the best thing to do.”

The raillery exasperated Jussac:

“If you disobey,” he warned, “we shall charge you.”

“There are five of them,” Athos said in a low voice, “and only three of us. We shall be beaten again and we shall die here and now, for I swear I will never again face our Captain a beaten man.”

Athos, Porthos and Aramis huddled together as Jussac marshaled his men. This short interval was enough to convince D’Artagnan. Here was one of those events that decide a man’s entire existence; D’Artagnan must choose between King and Cardinal and forever abide by his choice. To fight meant to disobey the law, to risk his head, to attract in one instant the enmity of a minister more powerful than the King himself. He perceived all this quite clearly, and, to his credit, did not hesitate a second. Turning to the musketeers:

“Gentlemen,” he said, “allow me to correct you, if you please. You said you were but three; it seems to me that there are four of us.”

“But you are not one of us,” Porthos demurred.

“True, I wear no musketeer’s uniform but I have the spirit of a musketeer. My heart is a musketeer’s; I feel it, Monsieur, and so I shall fight!”

“You may withdraw, young man,” Jussac shouted, guessing D’Artagnan’s intentions. “We will allow you to retire. Save your skin, lad; begone quickly.”

D’Artagnan did not budge.

“Upon my word, you’re a plucky fellow,” said Athos, pressing the young man’s hand.

“Come, come, make up your minds,” Jussac urged.

“Look here,” Porthos said to Aramis, “we must do something.”

“This is very magnanimous of you, Monsieur,” Athos told D’Artagnan, but the three musketeers, realizing how young he was, dreaded his inexperience. Athos summed up the situation: “We should still be but three, one of whom is wounded, plus a mere boy, yet everybody will say that there were four men fighting the guards.”

“Yes, but shall we surrender?” Porthos asked indignantly.

“That is difficult!” Aramis agreed.

D’Artagnan, understanding their irresolution, pressed his point:

“Try me, gentlemen, and I swear on my honor that I will not leave this field if we are vanquished.”

“What is your name, my brave fellow?” Athos inquired.

“D’Artagnan, Monsieur.”

“Well then,” cried Athos, “Athos, Porthos, Aramis and D’Artagnan, forward!”

“Come, along now, gentlemen, have you made up your minds to make up your minds?” Jussac asked for the third time.

“We have,” Athos replied.

“And what is your choice?”

“We are about to have the honor of charging you,” Aramis answered, raising his hat with one hand and drawing his sword with the other.

“So you’re offering resistance, are you?”

“God’s blood, are you surprised?”

At once the nine combatants rushed up to join battle furiously but not without method. Athos singled out a certain Cahusac, a favorite of the Cardinal’s, Porthos paired off with Bicarat, and Aramis was faced with two adversaries. As for D’Artagnan, he was pitted against Jussac himself.

The young Gascon’s heart beat as though it would burst, not with fear, thank God! for he welcomed danger, but with emulation. He fought like a furious tiger, turning dozens of times around his opponent and continuously changing his ground and his guard. Jussac, to quote a phrase then in fashion, was an epicure of the blade and he had had much practice, yet it required all his skill to defend himself; for D’Artagnan was energetic and nimble, departing every instant from the accepted rules of technique, attacking him on all sides at once yet parrying like a man with the greatest respect for his own epidermis.

At length these tactics exhausted Jussac’s patience. Enraged at being held in check by an adversary he had dismissed as a mere boy, he lost his temper and began to make mistakes. D’Artagnan, though lacking in experience, was schooled in the soundest theory; the more wildly Jussac lunged, the more agile the Gascon became. Jussac, determined to have done with him, sprang forward and lunged to the full extent of his reach, aiming a terrible thrust at D’Artagnan; the latter whipped his blade under Jussac’s, parrying in prime, and while Jussac was trying to get on guard again, D’Artagnan’s blade darted like a serpent below Jussac’s and passed through his body. Jussac fell like a log.

D’Artagnan then cast a swift, anxious glance over the field of battle. Aramis had killed one of his opponents but the other was pressing him warmly; nevertheless, Aramis was in good posture and able to look after himself. Bicarat and Porthos had just made counter-hits, Porthos receiving a thrust through his arm, Bicarat one through his thigh; but neither of these wounds was serious and they fought on ever more doggedly. Athos, wounded anew by Cahusac, grew increasingly pale but had not yielded an inch of ground; he had only changed his sword from one hand to the other and was now fighting with his left.

According to the dueling laws then in force, D’Artagnan was at liberty to assist whom he pleased. While endeavoring to ascertain which of his comrades stood in greatest need, he caught a glance from Athos. Its expression was of sublime eloquence. Athos would have rather died than appealed for help, but he could look and, in that look, ask for assistance. D’Artagnan, divining what Athos meant, sprang to Cahusac’s side with a terrible bound, crying:

“My turn, Monsieur le Garde; I am going to slay you!”

Cathusac wheeled about. D’Artagnan had intervened in the nick of time, for Athos, who had been fighting on sheer nerve, sank on one knee.

“God’s blood,” he cried to D’Artagnan, “don’t kill him, lad! I have an old bone to pick with him when I am fit again. Just disarm him, make sure of his sword. That’s it! Oh, well done, well done!”

Athos gave vent to the last exclamation as he saw Cahusac’s sword fly through the air and land twenty paces away. Both Cahusac and D’Artagnan leapt forward at the same time, the former to recover his weapon, the latter to capture it, but D’Artagnan, being more active, reached it first and placed his foot upon it.

Cahusac ran over to the guardsman whom Aramis had killed, seized his rapier and returned toward D’Artagnan. But on the way he met Athos, who had recovered his breath during the short respite D’Artagnan had afforded him and who wished to resume the fight lest D’Artagnan kill Cahusac. D’Artagnan realized that he would be disobliging Athos not to leave him alone, and, a few minutes later, Cahusac fell, pinked in the throat.

At the same instant Aramis placed his sword-point on the breast of his fallen adversary and forced him to beg for mercy. This left only Porthos and Bicarat to be accounted for. Porthos was indulging in all manner of braggadocio and swagger, asking Bicarat what time of day it might be and congratulating him on the fact that his brother had just obtained a company in the Regiment of Navarre. But, jest as he might, he was making no headway for Bicarat was one of those men of iron who never cry quits until they fall dead.

Meanwhile it was imperative to finish the fighting soon. There was danger of the watch coming by and picking up all the duelists, wounded or not, royalists or cardinalists. Athos, Aramis and D’Artagnan, surrounding Bicarat, called on him to surrender. Though one against four and wounded in the thigh, Bicarat was determined to hold out. Jussac, rising on his elbow, cried out to him to yield. But Bicarat, like D’Artagnan, was a Gascon; he turned a deaf ear and laughed as though it was all a huge joke. Between two parries he even found time to point with his sword at a patch of earth and, parodying a verse from the Bible, declare mock-heroically:

“Here shall Bicarat perish, alone of them which are beside him!”

“But they are four to one,” Jussac remonstrated. “Leave off, I command you.”

“Oh, if you command me, that’s another thing,” Bicarat agreed. “You are my superior officer, it is my duty to obey you.”

And, springing backward, he broke his sword across his knee to avoid having to surrender it, threw the two pieces over the convent wall, and crossed his arms, whistling a cardinalist air.

Bravery is always honored even in an enemy. The musketeers and D’Artagnan saluted Bicarat with their swords and returned them to their sheaths. Next, D’Artagnan, with the help of Bicarat, the only adversary still on his feet, carried Jussac, Cahusac and the guardsman Aramis had wounded, under the porch of the convent, leaving the dead man where he lay. Finally they rang the convent bell and, taking along four cardinalist swords as trophies of victory, they set out, wild with joy, for Monsieur de Tréville’s mansion.

Arm in arm, they strode, occupying the whole width of the street and, as every musketeer they met swelled their ranks, in the end their progress was a triumphal march. D’Artagnan was delirious with happiness as he marched between Athos and Porthos, squeezing their arms affectionately.

“If I’m not a musketeer yet,” he told his new-found friends as they swung through the gateway of the Hôtel de Tréville, “at least I’ve begun my apprenticeship, don’t you think?”

 


VI

HIS MAJESTY KING LOUIS THE THIRTEENTH


The affair caused a sensation. In public Monsieur de Tréville scolded them roundly but he congratulated them in private. Then, as no time must be lost in reaching the King and winning him over, he hastened to the Louvre. It was too late; His Majesty was already closeted with My Lord Cardinal and too busy, he was told, to receive him. That evening he went to the King’s gaming-table. His Majesty was winning, and, being very miserly, was in an excellent humor. Seeing Monsieur de Tréville at a distance, the King cried:

“Come, Monsieur le Capitaine, come here so I may chide you. Do you know that His Eminence has been complaining again about your musketeers, ay, Captain, and with such passion that he is out of sorts this evening? These musketeers of yours are devils incarnate and gallowsbirds all!”

Seeing at first glance how things would turn, Monsieur de Tréville hastened to deny the accusation. On the contrary, he insisted, his soldiers were kindly creatures and meek as lambs. He would personally warrant that they had but one desire, namely to draw their swords only in His Majesty’s service. But what were they to do? The Cardinal’s Guards were forever picking quarrels with them and they were obliged to defend themselves, if only for the honor of the corps.

“Hark at Monsieur de Tréville,” the King commented. “Hark at the man! Anybody would imagine he was speaking about the members of a religious order. In fact, my dear Captain, I’ve a good mind to take away your commission and give it to Mademoiselle de Chemerault, to whom I promised an abbey. But I do not think I will take you at your word. I am called Louis le Juste and justice shall prevail, Monsieur. By and by we shall see. . . .”

“It is because of my faith in that justice, Sire, that I shall calmly and patiently await the good pleasure of Your Majesty.” 

“Wait then, Monsieur, wait; I shall not keep you long.”

Luck was turning against the King. As his winnings began to shrink, he was not sorry to find an excuse whereby to faire Charlemagne, to use a gambling term whose origin I do not know but which means to leave the table when one is in pocket. His Majesty rose and pocketing his winnings, turned to a courtier:

“La Vieuville,” he said, “take my place, for I must speak to Monsieur de Tréville about an urgent matter. Ah, I had eighty louis before me! Put down the same sum so that those who have lost money will have no cause for complaint. Justice comes first!”

Then, turning to Monsieur de Tréville, he walked toward the window.

“Well, Monsieur, you say that His Most Illustrious Eminence’s Guards sought a quarrel with Royal Musketeers?”

“Yes, Sire, just as they always do.”

“How did it happen? Tell me all about it. A judge must hear both sides of any question.”

“Well, Sire, it was like this. Three of my best soldiers, Athos, Porthos and Aramis, decided to go on a jaunt with a young fellow from Gascony to whom I had introduced them that morning. The party was to take place at Saint-Germain, I believe, so they decided to meet at the Carmelite convent. Here they were molested by De Jussac, Cahusac, Bicarat and two other guardsmen who certainly did not repair to such a place in such numbers without intending to flout the laws against dueling.

“I do not accuse them, Sire. But I leave Your Majesty to judge what five armed men could possibly want in so deserted a place as the convent pasture.

“Seeing my musketeers, the cardinalists changed their minds; their private grievances gave way to party hatred.”

“Ay, Tréville, how sad to see two parties in France, two heads to one kingdom. But this can’t go on forever!”

“Your Majesty’s servants devoutly hope so.”

“So the Cardinal’s Guards picked a quarrel with the King’s Musketeers?”

“That probably happened but I cannot swear to it, Sire. Your Majesty knows how difficult it is to arrive at the truth, unless a man be gifted with that admirable instinct which has caused Louis XIII to be named Louis the Just. . . .”

“Right again, Tréville. But your three musketeers were not alone. They had a youth with them.”

“True, Sire, but one of the three was wounded. Thus the Royal Musketeers were represented by three soldiers, one of whom was wounded, plus a mere stripling. They stood up to five of the Cardinal’s stoutest guardsmen and laid four of them low.”

“What a victory for us!” The King beamed. “A complete victory!”

“As complete a victory, Sire, as Caesar won over Vercingetorix at the Bridge of Cé.”

“Four men, you say . . . one of them wounded . . . and a mere lad. . . .”

“A lad ridiculously young, Sire. But he behaved so proudly on this occasion that I take the liberty of recommending him to Your Majesty.”

“His name?”

“D’Artagnan, Sire . . . the son of one of my oldest friends . . . the son of a man who served throughout the Civil War under His Majesty, your father, of glorious memory.”

“He acquitted himself well, eh?” The King placed one hand on his hip and twirled his mustache with the other. “Tell me more, Tréville. You know how much I enjoy tales of fighting and warfare.”

“As I told you, Sire, D’Artagnan is little more than a boy. As he has not the honor of being a musketeer, he was in civilian dress. The Cardinal’s guardsmen, realizing at once that he was very young indeed and that he did not belong to the corps of musketeers, invited him to withdraw before they attacked.”

“Aha! you see, Tréville, it was they who attacked, eh? That is quite clear, eh?”

“It is, Sire. Well, when they called on him to withdraw, he told them that he was a musketeer at heart, that he was wholly devoted to the King, and that he chose to remain with His Majesty’s servants.”

“A brave lad!”

“He was as good as his word, Sire. Your Majesty can be proud of him. He pinked De Jussac, to the Cardinal’s vast annoyance.”

“He wounded De Jussac? He, a mere boy? De Jussac, one of the top swordsmen in the kingdom.”

“Well, Sire, this youth felled De Jussac.”

“I want to see him, Tréville, I want to see him. If anything can be done, we shall make it our business. . . .”

“When will Your Majesty deign to receive him?”

“Tomorrow at noon, Tréville.”

“Shall I bring him alone?”

“No, bring all four of them, I wish to thank them at once. Loyal servants are rare; they deserve to be rewarded.”

“We shall report at noon tomorrow, Sire!”

“Good!” the King said. Then fidgeting nervously: “Er—the back staircase, Tréville, come up the back staircase. There’s no point in letting His Eminence know—”

“Of course, Sire.”

“You understand, Tréville, an edict is an edict and, after all, dueling has been banned.”

“But this was no duel, Sire, it was a brawl. The proof is that five of the Cardinal’s Guards set upon my three musketeers and Monsieur d’Artagnan.”

“Quite so,” the King agreed. “All the same, Tréville, make sure to take the back staircase.”

Tréville smiled at the monarch’s weakness but there was satisfaction in his smile, too, for he felt he had accomplished something by prevailing upon this child to rebel against his master.

That evening the four stalwarts were informed of the honor bestowed upon them. Having been long acquainted with the King, the musketeers were not particularly impressed, but D’Artagnan, his Gascon imagination aflame, saw in this summons the making of his future fortune. All night long, he dreamed golden dreams.

By eight o’clock next morning he was calling for Athos; he found him fully dressed and ready to go out. As their audience with the King was not till noon, Athos had arranged to play tennis with Porthos and Aramis at a court near the Luxembourg stables. He invited D’Artagnan to join them. The Gascon, ignorant of a game he had never played, nevertheless accepted. What else was he to do during the next four hours?

Porthos and Aramis were already on the court, playing together; Athos, who was an excellent athlete, passed over to the other side and, with D’Artagnan as a partner, challenged them. But though Athos played with his left hand, his first shot convinced him that his wound was still too recent to permit of such exertion. D’Artagnan therefore remained alone and, as he declared his complete ignorance of the game, they simply tried rallying, without scoring their points. A smashing ball from Porthos just missed hitting D’Artagnan in the face; had it done so, D’Artagnan would have been compelled to forego his audience with the King. As in his Gascon imagination his whole future life depended upon this meeting, he bowed politely to Porthos and Aramis, declaring that he would not resume the game until he knew enough about it to play with them on equal terms. Then he returned to a seat in the gallery close to the court.

Unfortunately for D’Artagnan, one of His Eminence’s Guards was among the spectators. Still chafing at the defeat his comrades had suffered just the day before, he had promised himself to seize the earliest opportunity to obtain revenge. He now saw his chance, and, turning to his neighbor:

“I am not surprised this youth is afraid of a tennis ball,” he drawled. “He must surely be a ’prentice musketeer.”

D’Artagnan started as though a serpent had stung him. Then he turned and stared at the guardsman.

“La!” the cardinalist continued, twirling his mustache insolently, “you may stare at me as long as you like, my little gentleman, I have said what I have said.”

“Your words are too clear to require a commentary,” D’Artagnan replied. “I beg you to follow me out of here.”

“And when, pray?” the guardsman asked banteringly.

“At once, if you please.”

“By the way, do you know who I am?”

“I haven’t the faintest idea and I don’t care.”

“You’re wrong, there. If you knew my name, perhaps you would be more careful.”

“What is your name?”

“Bernajoux, at your service.”

“Well, Monsieur Bernajoux, I shall wait for you at the door.”

“Proceed, Monsieur, I shall join you in a minute.”

“Do not hurry, Monsieur. We must not be seen going out together. Any witnesses at our interview might cramp our style.”

“True, true,” the guardsman agreed.

He was surprised that his name had made no impression on the Gascon, for he was known to everybody, everywhere, with perhaps the solitary exception of D’Artagnan. His Eminence the Cardinal might heap up edicts against dueling to his heart’s content, Bernajoux continued to figure as instigator or liquidator of daily brawls.

Porthos and Aramis were so intent on their game and Athos so busy observing them that they did not notice D’Artagnan’s exit. True to his word, D’Artagnan stood by the door, waiting; a moment later, Bernajoux joined him. With no time to lose because of his audience with the King, D’Artagnan looked up and down the street, found it empty, and decided to fight then and there.

“Upon my word, though you may be called Bernajoux,” he said, “it is lucky you have only a ’prentice musketeer to deal with. But never mind, I shall do my best. On guard, please!”

“This is no place to fight,” the other objected. “We would be better off behind the Abbey of Saint-Germain or in the Pré-aux-Clercs.”

“What you say makes excellent sense,” D’Artagnan agreed. “Unfortunately, I have very little time to spare; I have an appointment at twelve sharp. On guard, then, Monsieur, I beg you.”

Bernajoux was not the man to entertain two requests to draw; an instant later, his sword glittered in the sunlight and he swooped down on D’Artagnan, thinking to intimidate him. But D’Artagnan had served his apprenticeship the day before. Fresh from a spectacular victory and fired by hopes of favors soon forthcoming, he was determined not to budge an inch. So the two swords were hilt to hilt and, as D’Artagnan stood his ground, it was Bernajoux who had to retreat. In doing so, Bernajoux’s sword deviated from the line of guard; D’Artagnan at once freed his blade by passing it under his adversary’s, and lunged, pinking Bernajoux on the shoulder. Then D’Artagnan stepped back and, according to the rites of dueling, raised his sword to salute his defeated foe.

But Bernajoux would have none of it. Assuring D’Artagnan that he was unscathed, he rushed blindly at him, actually spitting himself upon the Gascon’s sword. As he did not fall, he refused to declare himself conquered. Instead, he kept retreating towards the mansion of the Duc de La Trémouille, in whose service he had a relative. D’Artagnan, unaware of how serious Bernajoux’s wounds were, kept pressing him and would no doubt have struck him a third deadly blow. But the noise from the street had reached the tennis court. Two fellow-cardinalists, who had seen Bernajoux leave after an exchange of words with D’Artagnan, rushed out, sword in hand, and swept down upon him. Close on their heels came Athos, Porthos and Aramis and, just as the cardinalists attacked D’Artagnan, the three musketeers intervened to drive them back. Bernajoux suddenly fell, exhausted. Since there were now four royalists against two cardinalists, the latter cried for help.

“A nous, l’Hôtel de La Trémouille! To the rescue! To the rescue!”

Immediately, all those in Monsieur de la Trémouille’s mansion, coming to the aid of the cardinalists, fell upon the victors. Our four friends set up an antiphonal cry: “A nous, mousquetaires!” summoning their comrades to the fight.

This appeal was widely and briskly heeded, for the musketeers, notorious foes of His Eminence, were correspondingly popular. Usually men from the Royal Companies of Guards cast their lot in with the musketeers against the henchmen of the man Aramis had dubbed the Red Duke. Three guardsmen from the company of Monsieur des Essarts happened to be passing; two of them immediately joined in the fray while the third ran off to the Hôtel de Tréville to seek reenforcements. As usual there were plenty of musketeers on the premises; they ran to their comrades’ help and the mêlée became general. Very soon, the musketeers and their allies prevailed; the Cardinal’s guardsmen and Monsieur de La Trémouille’s servants beat a hasty retreat into the Hôtel de La Trémouille, slamming the gates just in time to prevent their pursuers from entering after them. As for Bernajoux, he had been picked up and conveyed to safety early in the battle; his condition was critical.

Excitement was at its height among the musketeers and their supporters. Somebody suggested that they set fire to the Trémouille mansion to punish Monsieur de La Trémouille’s servants for their insolence in daring to make a sally against the Royal Musketeers. The motion, duly seconded, was received enthusiastically; ways and means were being blithely debated, when, as luck would have it, the clock struck eleven. D’Artagnan and his friends recalled their audience with the King and because they could not fight it out then and there, they prevailed on their friends to retire. The royalists decided to hurl some paving stones against the gates but the gates were too solid and they soon tired of the sport. Besides, the leaders of the enterprise had left the group and were on their way to the Hôtel de Tréville. Arriving there, they found the Captain of Musketeers awaiting them; he was already informed of their latest escapade.

“Quick, to the Louvre,” he said, “we must get there before the King has been influenced by His Eminence. We will describe this business as a consequence of yesterday’s trouble and pass the two off together.”

Accordingly the four young men and their Commanding Officer set off for the Royal Palace. To Monsieur de Tréville’s amazement, he was told that the King had gone stag-hunting in the forest of Saint-Germain. Monsieur de Tréville asked to have this information repeated to him no less than twice; each time, his companions noticed that his face darkened.

“Did His Majesty plan yesterday to go hunting?”

“No, Your Excellency, it was all quite sudden,” the valet replied. “The Master of Hounds called this morning to say that he had marked down a stag last night for His Majesty’s benefit. At first the King said he would not go, but he could not resist a day’s hunting, so he left shortly after dinner.”

“Did His Majesty see the Cardinal?”

“Most probably, Your Excellency,” the valet answered. “I saw His Eminence’s horses being harnessed. I asked where he was going and they told me to Saint-Germain.”

“The Cardinal has stolen a march on us,” Monsieur de Tréville told his protégés. “I shall see His Majesty this evening, gentlemen, but I advise you not to venture to do so.”

This advice from a man who knew the King only too well was unassailable. They agreed to return home to await further developments.

For his part, Monsieur de Tréville determined that he had best register an immediate complaint. He therefore dispatched a servant with a letter to Monsieur de La Trémouille, begging him to expel the Cardinal’s guards from his house and to rebuke his servants for their audacity in making a sortie against the Royal Musketeers. But Monsieur de La Trémouille, already prejudiced by his esquire, Bernajoux’s kinsman, replied that neither Monsieur de Tréville nor his soldiers had reason for complaint. On the contrary, he, De La Trémouille was the offended party because the musketeers had assailed his servitors and planned to burn his mansion. The debate between these two nobles might have been endlessly protracted as each, quite naturally, persisted in his opinion. Happily Monsieur de Tréville imagined an expedient likely to end it quickly. He would go personally to call upon Monsieur de La Trémouille.

The two nobles exchanged polite greetings, for, though they were not friends, they respected each other. Both were men of courage and honor and as Monsieur de La Trémouille was a Protestant, saw the King seldom, and belonged to no party, he generally allowed no bias to affect his social relations. On this occasion, however, his manner though courteous was cooler than usual.

“Monsieur,” said the Captain of Musketeers, “each of us believes that he has cause for complaint against the other. I have come here to attempt to clear up our misunderstanding.”

“I am perfectly willing, Monsieur, but I warn you that I have made inquiries and that the fault lies wholly with your musketeers.”

“You are too fair-minded and reasonable a man, Monsieur, not to entertain a proposition I should like to make.”

“Make it, Monsieur, I am at your service.”

“How is Monsieur Bernajoux, your esquire’s kinsman?”

“Very ill indeed. His wound in the arm is not dangerous but he was run through the lungs too, and the doctor is much alarmed.”

“Is he still conscious?”

“Certainly.”

“Can he talk?”

“Yes, but with difficulty.”

“Well, Monsieur, let us go to his bedside and call upon him to tell us the truth in the name of that God Whom he may have to face all too soon. I am perfectly willing to let him judge his own cause and to abide by whatever he says.”

Monsieur de La Trémouille thought the matter over for a moment, found the suggestion eminently reasonable, and agreed. Together he and Tréville repaired to the sickroom. As they entered, the patient tried desperately to rise in his bed, but his strength failed him; exhausted, he fell back on the pillows. Monsieur de La Trémouille picked up a vial of salts and pressed it against Bernajoux’s nostrils; in a few moments the guardsman came to. Unwilling to appear to be exerting pressure, the Captain of Musketeers suggested that Monsieur de La Trémouille himself question Bernajoux.

The upshot of it all was exactly as Tréville had foreseen. Hovering between life and death, Bernajoux made a clean breast of everything that had occurred. This was all that Monsieur de Tréville desired. Wishing Bernajoux a speedy convalescence, he took leave of Monsieur de La Trémouille, returned to his mansion, and immediately sent word to the four friends, inviting them to dinner.

The Captain of Musketeers entertained the most distinguished company in Paris, short of cardinalists. Quite naturally, therefore, the conversation throughout dinner dealt with the two setbacks His Eminence’s Guards had suffered. D’Artagnan, as the hero of both fights, was showered with congratulations, to the delight of Athos, Porthos and Aramis. It was not out of good fellowship alone that they envied him no whit of his success; they had themselves so often had their turn in similar circumstances that they could well afford to leave him his turn.

Toward six o’clock, Monsieur de Tréville announced that it was time to go to the Louvre. The hour of the audience granted by His Majesty was long since past, so instead of claiming entrance up the back staircase, he led the four young men into the antechamber. The King had not returned from hunting. The courtiers and others waited for about a half-hour. Suddenly all the doors were thrown open and an usher announced His Majesty the King. D’Artagnan trembled with anticipation; he was thrilled to the core for he felt that the next few minutes would probably decide the rest of his life. Anxiously, he stared at the doorway through which the monarch was to enter.

Louis XIII appeared, his henchmen in his wake. He was clad in dusty hunting dress; his high boots reached over his knees and he held a riding-crop in his right hand. At first glance D’Artagnan realized that His Majesty was very much out of sorts.

The royal displeasure, obvious though it was, did not prevent the courtiers from lining up, right and left, to form a human avenue down which His Majesty might proceed. At court, it is better to be noticed even with an angry eye than not to be seen at all. The three musketeers, therefore, did not hesitate to step forward. As for D’Artagnan, he stood behind them. Though the King knew Athos, Porthos and Aramis, he swept by without a word or glance of recognition; but as he passed Monsieur de Tréville and looked at him a moment, Tréville outstared his master. Grumbling, His Majesty entered his apartment.

“Things are going badly,” Athos commented, smiling. “We shall not be appointed Chevaliers of the Royal Order this time.”

“Wait here for about ten minutes,” Monsieur de Tréville told his protégés. “If I do not return by then, it will be useless to stay on; go back to the Hôtel de Tréville.”

Obediently they waited ten minutes, fifteen, twenty; finally, apprehensive of what might be happening, they withdrew.

Monsieur de Tréville marched boldly into the King’s rooms to find a very glum Majesty, ensconced in an armchair, beating his boots with the handle of his riding-crop. This did not prevent the Captain of Musketeers from inquiring phlegmatically after the royal health.

“Bad, Monsieur, bad as can be,” the King answered. “I am bored, I am bored stiff!”

Indeed, Louis XIII suffered chronically from ennui. Often he would lead a courtier to the window, invite him to gaze out upon the scene below, and say: “Monsieur, let us suffer boredom together!”

“What? Bored? I thought Your Majesty had been enjoying the pleasures of hunting.”

“Pleasures, Monsieur? Fine pleasures indeed! I don’t know whether it’s because the game leaves no scent or because the dogs have no noses, but everything is arseyturvy! We started a stag of ten branches and chased him for six hours; we were just about to take him, Saint-Simon was raising his horn to blow the mort, when before we could catch our breath, the whole pack took to the wrong scent and dashed off after a two-year-old. I shall be forced to give up hunting just as I had to give up falconry. Ah, I am a very unhappy monarch, Monsieur, I had only one gerfalcon and he died the day before yesterday.”

“Indeed, Sire, I understand your discomfort. It was a great misfortune. But you still have a number of falcons, sparrowhawks and tiercets.”

“And not a man to train them. Falconers are disappearing; I alone know the noble art of venery. Let me die and all will be over; people will hunt with gins, snares and traps. If I only had time to train a few pupils! But no! The Cardinal will not give me a moment’s respite, what with his talk about Austria, his talk about England, his talk about Spain. Ah, speaking of His Eminence, I am much annoyed at you, Monsieur de Tréville.”

Here was the chance Monsieur de Tréville had been waiting for. Knowing the King of old, he realized that all these complaints were but a prelude and a means whereby his master roused himself to the proper pitch of anger.

“Have I been so unfortunate as to incur Your Majesty’s displeasure?” asked the Captain of Musketeers, feigning the greatest astonishment.

Without replying directly to the question:

“Is this how you perform your duties, Monsieur?” the King continued. “Did I appoint you Captain of Musketeers so that your men should assassinate a soldier, disturb a whole quarter and try to set fire to Paris, while you stand by without opening your mouth?” The King paused a moment, then added judiciously: “But perhaps I am too hasty in rebuking you. Doubtless the rioters are in prison and you have come to tell me that justice has been done.”

“Sire,” Monsieur de Tréville answered calmly. “On the contrary, I have come to ask you for justice.”

“Against whom?”

“Against slanderers.”

“Well, well, here is something new! I suppose you are going to tell me that your three damned musketeers, Athos, Porthos and Aramis, plus your lad from Béarn, did not fall upon poor Bernajoux like so many maniacs? I suppose they didn’t treat him so roughly that by this time he is probably dead? I suppose they didn’t lay siege to the mansion of the Duc de La Trémouille and even attempt to burn it? This would be no great misfortune in time of war, for the place is a nest of Huguenots. But in times of peace, what a frightful example! Come now, can you deny this?”

“Who told you this fine story, Sire?”

“Who told me this fine story? Who but one who watches while I sleep, who labors while I amuse myself, and who governs everything at home and abroad, in France and in all Europe.”

“Your Majesty is doubtless referring to God, for I know of no one save God who stands so high above Your Majesty.”

“No, Monsieur, I mean the prop of the State, my only servant, my only friend, the Cardinal!”

“His Eminence is not His Holiness, Sire.”

“What do you mean by that, Monsieur?”

“I mean that only the Pope is infallible and that his infallibility does not extend to cardinals.”

“Do you propose to tell me that the Cardinal is misleading me? You are accusing him, eh? Come, speak up; tell me frankly, are you accusing him?”

“No, Sire, but I say that the Cardinal has been misled. I say that he is ill-informed. I say that he was over-hasty in accusing His Majesty’s Musketeers, that he is unjust to them, and—I repeat—that he has not gone to the proper sources for his information.”

“The accusation comes from Monsieur de La Trémouille himself. What do you say to that?”

“I might answer, Sire, that he is personally too much involved in the matter to be a very impartial witness. But I shall do nothing of the kind, for I know Trémouille to be a loyal gentleman. I therefore refer the whole thing to him—but on one condition, Sire!”

“Which is—?”

“That Your Majesty will summon him here, that you will question him in private, and that I may see Your Majesty as soon as you have seen him.”

“What? You will subscribe to anything Monsieur de La Trémouille may say?”

“Yes, Sire.”

“You will abide by his advice?”

“Absolutely.”

“And you will agree to any conditions he sets?”

“Certainly.”

“La Chesnaye!” the King called. “La Chesnaye!” The monarch’s confidential valet, who never left the door, entered the room. “La Chesnaye,” said the King, “send somebody immediately to find Monsieur de La Trémouille. I wish to speak to him this evening.”

As the valet withdrew, the Captain of Musketeers turned to the King:

“Your Majesty promises not to see anyone else in the meantime.”

“I promise.”

“Tomorrow, then, Sire?”

“Until tomorrow, Monsieur.”

“At what time, if it please Your Majesty?”

“At any hour you will.”

“But if I came too early, I would be afraid of awakening Your Majesty.”

“Afraid of awakening me? Do I ever sleep? No, Monsieur, it is a long time since I had a good night’s rest. I sometimes doze, that is all. Come as early as you like, say at seven. But heaven help you if your musketeers are guilty.”

“If my musketeers are guilty, Sire, the culprits shall be delivered into Your Majesty’s hands for you to dispose of them at your pleasure. Does Your Majesty require anything further? You have but to speak, Sire, I am ready to obey.”

“No, Monsieur, no. I am not called Louis the Just without reason. Tomorrow, then, Monsieur, until tomorrow.”

“Till then, and God preserve Your Majesty.”

Poorly though the King might sleep, Monsieur de Tréville slept still worse. At half-past six next morning, the three musketeers and D’Artagnan were awaiting him; he took them with him but gave no encouragement and made no promises nor did he hide the fact that their luck, and even his own, depended on a throw of the dice. At the foot of the rear stairway, he asked them to wait. If the King was still angry at them, they could depart unseen; if His Majesty consented to receive them, they had only to be called.

In the King’s private antechamber, Monsieur de Tréville learned from La Chesnaye that they had not been able to reach Monsieur de La Trémouille at his mansion the night before, that he had returned too late to obey the summons, that he had only just arrived, and was even now closeted with His Majesty. The Captain of Musketeers was highly pleased at this news, for he could be certain that no foreign suggestion could insinuate itself between Monsieur de La Trémouille’s testimony and himself. In fact after some ten minutes, the door of the King’s closet opened and the Duc de La Trémouille came out.

“Monsieur de Tréville,” said the duke, “His Majesty has just sent for me to inquire into the circumstances of what happened yesterday morning at my mansion. I told the King the truth, namely that the fault lay with my people and that I was ready to apologize. Since I have the good fortune to meet you here, I beg you to forgive me and to consider me always your friend.”

“Monsieur le Duc,” Tréville replied, “I was so confident of your loyalty that I asked for no other defender before His Majesty. I see that I was not mistaken; I thank you. There is still one man in France who measures up to what I said of you.”

“Well spoken!” cried the King. “Since he claims to be a friend of yours, Tréville, tell him I should like to be a friend of his. But he neglects me. Why, it is nearly three years since I saw him last.”

“My thanks, Sire, my warmest thanks. Of course I do not refer to Monsieur de Tréville, but I beg Your Majesty to believe that those whom you see at all hours of the day are not your most devoted servants.”

“So, you heard what I said, Monsieur le Duc. So much the better, so much the better!” the King declared. “Well Tréville, where are your musketeers? I told you the day before yesterday to bring them along; why haven’t you done so, pray?”

“They are downstairs, Sire, and with your permission La Chesnaye will bid them come up.”

“Yes, let them come up immediately. It is almost eight o’clock and I expect another visitor at nine. Go, Monsieur le Duc, and please come back to see me occasionally. Come in, Tréville.”

The duke saluted and retired; as he opened the door, the three musketeers and D’Artagnan, escorted by La Chesnaye, appeared at the top of the staircase.

“Come in, my brave lads,” the King called. “Come in, I am going to scold you.”

The musketeers advanced bowing, D’Artagnan close behind them.

“What the devil!” the King exclaimed. “Seven of His Eminence’s Guards crushed by you four in two days! That’s too many, gentlemen, too many! If you go on at that rate, the Cardinal will have to recruit a new corps and I to apply the dueling edicts with utmost severity. One man, now and then, I don’t mind much; but seven in two days, I repeat, is too many, much too many.”

“As Your Majesty sees, my men have come, contrite and repentant, to make their apologies.”

“A fig for their contrition and repentance,” the King said. “I place no confidence in their hypocritical faces, particularly that Gascon face over there! Come here, Monsieur.”

D’Artagnan, aware that the compliment was addressed to him and assuming a most shamefaced air, came forward.

“Why, you told me he was a young man! This is a boy, Tréville, a mere boy! Do you mean to say it was he who dealt Jussac that master-stroke?”

“Yes, and he accounted for Bernajoux as well.”

“Indeed?”

“And besides this,” Athos put in, “had he not rescued me from Bicarat, I would certainly not have the honor of making my very humble obeisance to Your Majesty at this moment.”

“La, this lad from Béarn is a very devil! Ventre-Saint-Gris, as the King my father used to say! . . . I suppose this sort of work involves the slashing of many doublets and the breaking of many swords. And Gascons are always poor, are they not?”

“Sire, I can guarantee that they have not yet discovered any gold mines in their mountains. Yet God owes them this miracle as a reward for the way they championed the King, your father.”

“Which amounts to saying that the Gascons made a King of me too, for I am my father’s son, eh, Tréville? Well, that’s all true and I shall not deny it. La Chesnaye, go rummage through all my pockets and see if you can find forty pistoles; if you do, bring me the money. And now, let us see, young man: your hand upon your conscience, tell me exactly how all this came about.”

D’Artagnan related the adventure of the day before in full detail: how he had been unable to sleep for joy at his approaching audience with His Majesty . . . how he had called at his friends’ three hours before the appointment . . . how they had gone to the tennis court together . . . how, afraid of being struck in the face by a ball, he had been ridiculed by Bernajoux . . . how Bernajoux had very nearly paid for his jeers with his life . . . and finally how Monsieur de La Trémouille, who had had nothing to do with the matter, almost lost his mansion because of it. . . .

“That is what I fancied,” the King murmured. “Your account agrees in every particular with Trémouille’s. Poor Cardinal! Seven men in two days, and his very best men, too! But, that will do, gentlemen, you hear, that will do. You have taken your revenge for the affair of the Rue Férou and even exceeded it; you ought to be satisfied.”

“If Your Majesty is, then so are we,” said Monsieur de Tréville.

“Yes, I am quite satisfied.” Taking a handful of gold from La Chesnaye and putting it into D’Artagnan’s hand: “Here you are!” the King said. “Here is a proof of my satisfaction.”

The notions of pride which are universally observed today did not prevail in the seventeenth century. Gentlemen received gifts of money from the King’s hand without feeling in any way humiliated. D’Artagnan pocketed his forty pistoles without scruple; on the contrary, he thanked His Majesty heartily.

“There,” said the King looking at the clock, “there, now that it’s half-past eight, you may withdraw. (I told you I was expecting a caller at nine.) Thank you for your devotedness, gentlemen; I can continue to rely upon it, can I not?”

The four assured His Majesty that nothing was too much to do in his service, that their loyalty was boundless and that, for his sake, they would allow themselves to be cut to pieces.

“Good, good, but keep whole; that will be better and you will be more useful to me.” As they retired, he turned to Tréville, and added, in a low voice: “I know you have no room in the musketeers, and besides we decided that a trial period elsewhere is necessary before entering that corps. So I beg you to place this young man in the company of guards commanded by Monsieur des Essarts, your brother-in-law.”

The Captain of Musketeers nodded affirmatively.

“Ah, Tréville, I rejoice at the face His Eminence will make when he finds this out. He will be furious; but I don’t care, I am doing what is right.”

The King waved good-bye to Tréville who, joining the four companions, found D’Artagnan dividing his forty pistoles among them.

As His Majesty had foreseen, the Cardinal was really furious, so furious, indeed, that for a week he kept away from the King’s gaming-table. This did not prevent the King from being as affable to him as possible whenever they met or from asking him in the most kindly tone:

“Well, Monsieur le Cardinal, how fares it with that poor Bernajoux and that poor Jussac of yours?”

 


VII

HOME LIFE OF THE MUSKETEERS


When the four young men were outside the Louvre, D’Artagnan consulted his friends on what use he might best make of his share of the forty pistoles. Athos suggested he order a good meal at The Sign of the Fir Cone, an excellent tavern. Porthos urged him to engage a lackey. Aramis proposed that D’Artagnan provide himself with a suitable mistress.

The banquet took place that very day, with the lackey serving them at table, for Athos had ordered the meal and Porthos had furnished the lackey. D’Artagnan’s domestic was called Planchet; he hailed from Picardy. Porthos had picked him up by the bridge at the Quai de la Tournelle, having found him leaning over the parapet and watching the rings that formed as he spat into the water.

Porthos vowed that this occupation gave proof of reflective and contemplative disposition; he therefore engaged him without further recommendation. The musketeer’s noble bearing had won Planchet over immediately and he congratulated himself on serving so elegant a gentleman, but Porthos soon disabused him by explaining that he already had a valet called Mousqueton, that his mode of life though considerable would not support two servants, and that Planchet must enter D’Artagnan’s service. However, when Planchet waited at the dinner given by his master and saw him take out a handful of gold to pay for it, he believed his fortune made and he gave thanks to Heaven for his luck in meeting such a Croesus. He persevered in this illusion even after the feast, for with its remnants he repaired his long abstinence. But when he made his master’s bed that evening, his chimeras vanished like so much smoke. D’Artagnan’s was the only bed in the apartment, which consisted of an antechamber and a bedroom; Planchet had to sleep in the antechamber on a coverlet which D’Artagnan stripped from the bed and had thenceforth to do without.

Athos, for his part, had a valet named Grimaud (the word means ignoramus and, by extension, a scribbler) whom he had trained to serve him in a singularly original manner. He was an extraordinarily taciturn man, this Athos! He had been living in the strictest intimacy with his comrades Porthos and Aramis for five or six years; during all that time they could remember having often seen him smile but they had never once heard him laugh. His words were brief and expressive, conveying all that was meant and no more, with never any embellishments, embroideries or arabesques. His conversation dealt with hard facts, with never an episode or interlude of fantasy.

Although Athos was barely thirty years old, strikingly handsome and remarkably intelligent, he was never known to have had a mistress. He never spoke of women. To be sure he never prevented others from doing so in his presence but this sort of talk, to which he contributed only bitter comment and misanthropic observations, was obviously disagreeable to him. His reserve, his severity and his silence made almost an old man of him. In order not to depart from his habits, he had accustomed Grimaud to obey his slightest gesture or a mere movement of his lips. He spoke to him only under the most exceptional circumstances.

Though Grimaud entertained a strong attachment to his master’s person and a great veneration for his character, he feared him as he feared fire. Sometimes, believing he understood what Athos desired, he would hasten to execute the order received and do precisely the contrary. Athos would then shrug his shoulders and, without losing his temper, give Grimaud a sound thrashing. On these occasions, Athos would speak a little.

Porthos, as we have already seen, was by character quite the opposite of Athos. Porthos not only talked much but he talked loudly and, to do him justice, without caring whether anybody was listening to him or not. He talked for the pleasure of talking and for the pleasure of hearing himself talk on all subjects except the sciences, explaining this omission by the inveterate hatred he had borne scholars since childhood. Less distinguished in bearing and manner than Athos, he was conscious of his inferiority; in the early days of their intimacy, this had often caused him to be unjust toward his friend, whom he sought to outshine by the brilliance of his sartorial effects. But in his simple musketeer’s uniform, with only his way of tossing back his head or of advancing his foot, Athos at once regained the place that was his due, relegating the ostentatious Porthos to a subordinate position. Porthos consoled himself by filling Monsieur de Tréville’s antechamber and the guardroom at the Louvre with his amatory triumphs, which Athos never mentioned. At the present moment, having passed from the judiciary to the military, from the legist’s lady to the warrior’s wife, Porthos was concerned with nothing less than a foreign princess who was enormously fond of him.

The old proverb says: “Tel maître, tel valet; like master, like man.” Having considered Grimaud, valet to Athos, let us now consider Mousqueton, who served Porthos in like capacity.

He was a Norman rejoicing under the pacific name of Boniface (a term applied to artless or witless persons) until Porthos made him change it to the infinitely more sonorous name of Mousqueton. He agreed to serve Porthos on condition he be merely clothed and lodged, but on a handsome scale; in return, he worked elsewhere two hours a day at a job which provided for his other wants. Porthos accepted the bargain for it suited him perfectly. He would have doublets fashioned out of his old clothes and spare cloaks for Mousqueton; thus, thanks to a very skilful tailor who made the clothes look as good as new by turning them (his wife was suspected of wishing to lure Porthos away from his aristocratic habits) Mousqueton cut a very dashing figure when he waited upon his master.

As for Aramis, we believe we have presented his character clearly enough; besides, we shall be able to follow it and those of his companions in their development. His lackey was named Bazin and he came from the province of Berry. Because his master hoped to take Holy Orders, the servant was always clad in black, as becomes the domestic of a churchman. He was a man of about thirty-five or forty, mild, peaceable and chubby. In his spare time, he would read pious words; when required, he could whip up a dinner for the two of them that boasted few dishes but excellently prepared. In conclusion, he was dumb, blind, deaf and of unimpeachable loyalty.

Now that we are at least superficially familiar with the masters and lackeys, let us summarily observe the quarters they occupied.

Athos lived in the Rue Férou, within two steps of the Luxembourg. His apartment consisted of two small rooms, agreeably furnished, in a lodging house maintained by a woman, still young and really handsome, who cast warm, tender glances at him in vain. Here and there the walls of his humble abode shone with vestiges of past splendors. There was, for instance, a richly embossed sword which obviously belonged to the age of François I; its hilt, studded with precious stones, was alone worth two hundred pistoles. Yet in his moments of direst need, Athos had never sought to pawn or sell it. This sword had long been an object of immense envy to Porthos who would have given ten years of his life to possess it.

One day, having an appointment with a duchess, he tried to borrow it. Athos, without saying a word, emptied his pockets, gathered all his jewels, purses, aglets and gold chains, and offered the lot to Porthos. As for the sword, he told him, it was sealed to the wall and would not come down until its master moved out of these lodgings.

In addition to this sword, there was a portrait of a nobleman of the time of Henry III, dressed with the greatest elegance and wearing the blue ribbon of the Order of the Holy Ghost. Certain features common to the subject of the portrait and Athos indicated that this great lord, a Knight of the Order of the King, was his ancestor.

Besides these, a casket of magnificent goldwork, bearing the same crest as sword and portrait and forming a middle ornament to the mantelpiece, displayed a massive elegance utterly out of keeping with the rest of the furniture. Athos always carried the key to this casket on his person. But one day he chanced to open it in the presence of Porthos who was convinced that it contained nothing but letters and papers—love-letters, doubtless, and family papers. . . .

Porthos lived in an apartment of vast dimensions and very sumptuous appearance in the Rue du Vieux-Colombier. Whenever he chanced to stroll by with a friend, he would point to his windows, at one of which Mousqueton was certain to be standing, dressed in full livery, and, raising head and hand, exclaim sententiously:

“That is where I live!”

Yet as he was never to be found at home and never invited anybody in, the true riches of this palatial residence remained a mystery. . . .

As for Aramis, his modest abode consisted of a boudoir, a dining room and a bedroom, all on the ground floor, overlooking a tiny garden, green, fresh, shady and safe from the eyes of prying neighbors.

D’Artagnan, intellectually curious like most enterprising people, did his best to try to discover the key to the pseudonyms under which Athos, Porthos and Aramis cloaked their identities. He was particularly interested in Athos, whose high nobility could be detected in his merest gesture. But Monsieur de Tréville alone possessed this secret. Vainly D’Artagnan sought to pump Porthos for information about Athos and to draw out Aramis on the subject of Porthos. All he could find out about Athos was the following.

Porthos knew no more about his taciturn comrade than was self-apparent. Rumor had it that Athos had suffered desperate crosses in love and that a tragic betrayal had poisoned his existence. What this treachery was and who were the principals in this drama, nobody knew.

The life of Porthos, except for his real name, was an open book; his vanity and indiscretion made him as transparent as crystal. One factor alone—the excellent opinion Porthos entertained of himself—might conceivably have led an investigator astray.

Aramis, while appearing anything but secretive was a very repository of arcana; he replied meagrely to the questions asked him about others and he eluded those concerning himself. One day D’Artagnan, questioning Aramis at length about Porthos, learned the current rumor about the latter’s success with a princess. His curiosity whetted, he sought to find out something of his interlocutor’s amours.

“And you, my friend, you who are constantly speaking about the baronesses, countesses and princesses of others?”

“I beg your pardon, I speak of them because Porthos himself did. As you have noticed, he is not averse to parading his good fortune. Believe me, my dear D’Artagnan, if I had them from any other source or if they had been given me in confidence, I can think of no confessor more discreet than I.”

“I am sure of that, my dear Aramis. Yet it seems to me that you are quite familiar with armorial bearings. I seem to remember a certain embroidered handkerchief to which I owe the honor of your acquaintance.”

This time Aramis, far from being angry, assumed his most modest air and replied in a friendly tone:

“Don’t forget, my dear friend, that I intend to become a churchman; I therefore eschew all mundane and fashionable pleasures. The handkerchief you saw was not mine; it had been mislaid at my house by a friend. I had perforce to pick it up in order not to compromise him and the lady he loves. As for myself, I have no mistress and do not desire one. In this, I follow the judicious example of Athos, who is as celibate as I.”

“Devil take it, you are not an abbé, you are a musketeer!”

“A musketeer provisionally—ad interim, as the Cardinal says—a musketeer in spite of himself. At heart I am a churchman, believe me. Athos and Porthos dragged me into this rôle to occupy my mind, because, at the moment I was being ordained, I had a little difficulty with . . . Oh well, never mind! This must be boring you and I am wasting your valuable time.”

“Not at all, I am much interested and I have nothing to do for the moment.”

“That may be. But I have my breviary to read, then I must compose some verses which Madame d’Aiguillon begged of me, then I must go to the Rue Saint-Honoré to buy some rouge for Madame de Chevreuse. So you see, my dear friend, that if you are not in a hurry, I most certainly am.”

With which he held out his hand most cordially and took his leave of his companion.

Since despite repeated efforts, this was all D’Artagnan could learn about his new friends, he determined to believe for the present all that was said of their past and to look to the future for more extensive and authoritative revelations. Meanwhile, the life of the four young men was pleasant enough. Athos gambled and as a rule, unluckily; yet he never borrowed a sou from his companions though his own purse was ever at their service, and when he played on credit, he invariably awakened his creditor by six o’clock next morning to pay his debts.

Porthos was erratic. When he won, he was insolent and splendiferous; when he lost, he disappeared completely for several days to reappear subsequently with pallid face and drawn features but money in his purse.

As for Aramis, he never placed a wager; he was the unconventional musketeer and the most unconvivial comrade imaginable. Sometimes at dinner when, amid the flush of wine and geniality of conversation, everybody expected to stay on for two or three hours, Aramis would glance at his watch, rise, and, with a gracious smile, take leave of the company. He was off, he said, to consult some casuist with whom he had an appointment, or he must go home to write a treatise and therefore begged his friends not to disturb him. At which Athos would smile in that charming, melancholy way that illumined his noble countenance, and Porthos, draining his glass, vowed that Aramis would never be anything but a village priest.

Planchet, D’Artagnan’s lackey, endured his master’s prosperity with noble zeal, and, his daily wage of thirty sous in his pocket, returned to his lodgings blithe as a chaffinch and a model of affability. But when the winds of adversity began to sweep across the dwelling in the Rue des Fossoyeurs—in other words when the forty pistoles of Louis XIII were more or less gone—he launched into a series of complaints which Athos considered nauseous, Porthos unbecoming, and Aramis ridiculous. Athos advised him to dismiss the fellow; Porthos agreed but insisted that Planchet be roundly thrashed before being dismissed; Aramis contended that a good master should heed only the compliments paid him.

“Easy enough to say,” D’Artagnan objected. “You, Athos, live with Grimaud, you forbid him to talk, your life is a complete silence, and so you never have words with him . . . you, Porthos, live like a magnifico and therefore are a god to your valet Mousqueton . . . and you, Aramis, forever intent upon your theological studies, inspire your valet Bazin, a mild religious sort of man, with the most profound respect. . . . But what about me? I have no settled means and no resources, I am neither a musketeer nor even a guardsman. How on earth can I inspire Planchet with affection, terror or respect?”

His three friends acknowledged that the matter was serious. It was, they added, a family affair. Valets were like wives, they must be placed at outset upon the footing they were subsequently to remain. They advised D’Artagnan to think it all over with great care.

D’Artagnan did exactly that. First, he gave Planchet a cautionary but healthy drubbing; then, Planchet drubbed, he forbade him ever to leave his service, and, for good measure, he told him:

“The future cannot fail to prosper me, I am but waiting for the better times that must inevitably come. If you stay with me, your fortune is made. I am much too good a master to allow you to forfeit it by granting you the dismissal you request.”

D’Artagnan’s firmness won the approval of his three friends, and, equally important, that of Planchet, who said no more about quitting his service. And so their comradely, happy-go-lucky life went on. D’Artagnan, fresh from his province in a world that was bafflingly novel, fell in easily with their habits.

In winter they would rise at eight o’clock, in summer at six, and report immediately at Monsieur de Tréville’s to receive orders and to see how the land lay. Though not a musketeer, D’Artagnan performed this duty with touching punctuality; he mounted guard whenever one or another of his friends was on duty. People at the Hôtel de Tréville knew him and considered him a good comrade. Monsieur de Tréville, who had liked him from the first and who bore him a real affection, never ceased to commend him to the King.

The three musketeers thought the world of him. They would all meet, three or four times daily, whether for dueling, business or pleasure. Each was the other’s shadow and from the Luxembourg to the Place Saint-Sulpice or from the Rue du Vieux-Colombier to the Luxembourg they were soon known as The Inseparables.

Meanwhile Monsieur de Tréville was working on D’Artagnan’s behalf as keenly as he had promised. One fine morning the King ordered Monsieur le Chevalier des Essarts to admit D’Artagnan as a cadet in his company of guards. As he donned the guardsman’s uniform, D’Artagnan sighed, for he would have given ten years of his life to exchange it for that of a musketeer. But Monsieur de Tréville assured him he could do so only after his trial period of two years in another regiment, unless, in the meantime, he found an opportunity to render His Majesty some signal service or to distinguish himself by some brilliant action.

D’Artagnan a guardsman, what could Athos, Porthos and Aramis do but reciprocally mount guard with him when he was on duty? Thus Monsieur le Chevalier des Essart’s company, by admitting one D’Artagnan, found itself four men the stronger.
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