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The Three Musketeers
Al exandr e Dumas

AUTHOR' S PREFACE

In which it is proved that, notwi thstanding their nanes' ending
in OS and IS, the heroes of the story which we are about to have
the honor to relate to our readers have nothing nythol ogi ca
about them

A short tinme ago, while nmeking researches in the Royal Library
for ny History of Louis XIV, | stunbled by chance upon the
Menmoirs of M D Artagnan, printed--as were nost of the works of
that period, in which authors could not tell the truth without
the risk of a residence, nmore or less long, in the Bastille--at
Ansterdam by Pierre Rouge. The title attracted nme; | took them
honme with ne, with the perm ssion of the guardi an, and devoured
t hem

It is not ny intention here to enter into an analysis of this
curious work; and | shall satisfy nyself with referring such of
nmy readers as appreciate the pictures of the period to its pages.
They will therein find portraits penciled by the hand of a

mast er; and al though these squi bs nay be, for the npbst part,
traced upon the doors of barracks and the walls of cabarets, they
will not find the |likenesses of Louis Xl I, Anne of Austria,

Ri chel i eu, Mazarin, and the courtiers of the period, |ess
faithful than in the history of M Anquetil

But, it is well known, what strikes the capricious m nd of the
poet is not always what affects the nass of readers. Now, while
admring, as others doubtless will admire, the details we have to
relate, our mmin preoccupation concerned a matter to which no one
bef ore oursel ves had given a thought.

D Artagnan relates that on his first visit to M de Treville,
captain of the king's Miusketeers, he nmet in the antechanber three
young nen, serving in the illustrious corps into which he was
soliciting the honor of being received, bearing the nanmes of

At hos, Porthos, and Aram s.

We nust confess these three strange nanes struck us; and it

i medi ately occurred to us that they were but pseudonymnms, under
whi ch D Artagnan had di sgui sed nanmes perhaps illustrious, or else
that the bearers of these borrowed nanes had thensel ves chosen
them on the day in which, fromcaprice, discontent, or want of
fortune, they had donned the sinple Misketeer's uniform

>From t he nonent we had no rest till we could find sonme trace in
contenporary works of these extraordi nary nanmes whi ch had so
strongly awakened our curiosity.

The cat al ogue al one of the books we read with this object would
fill a whole chapter, which, although it might be very
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instructive, would certainly afford our readers but little
amusement. It will suffice, then, to tell themthat at the
nonent at which, discouraged by so many fruitless investigations,
we were about to abandon our search, we at |length found, guided
by the counsels of our illustrious friend Paulin Paris, a
manuscript in folio, endorsed 4772 or 4773, we do not recoll ect
whi ch, having for title, "Menmoirs of the Conte de | a Fere,
Touchi ng Sonme Events Which Passed in France Toward the End of the
Rei gn of King Louis Xlll and the Commencenent of the Reign of
King Louis XIV."

It may be easily imagi ned how great was our joy when, in turning
over this manuscript, our |ast hope, we found at the twentieth
page the nane of Athos, at the twenty-seventh the name of
Porthos, and at the thirty-first the nane of Aram s.

The di scovery of a conpletely unknown manuscript at a period in
whi ch historical science is carried to such a high degree
appeared al nost mracul ous. W hastened, therefore, to obtain
permission to print it, with the view of presenting ourselves
sonmeday with the pack of others at the doors of the Academ e des
Inscriptions et Belles Lettres, if we should not succeed--a very
probabl e thing, by the by--in gaining adm ssion to the Acadeni e
Francai se with our own proper pack. This perm ssion, we fee
bound to say, was graciously granted; which conpels us here to
give a public contradiction to the slanderers who pretend that we
live under a governnent but noderately indulgent to nmen of
letters.

Now, this is the first part of this precious manuscript which we
offer to our readers, restoring it to the title which belongs to
it, and entering into an engagenment that if (of which we have no
doubt) this first part should obtain the success it merits, we
wi Il publish the second i mediately.

In the nmeanwhil e, as the godfather is a second father, we beg the
reader to lay to our account, and not to that of the Conte de la
Fere, the pleasure or the ENNU he may experience.

Thi s bei ng understood, |et us proceed with our history.

1 THE THREE PRESENTS OF D' ARTAGNAN THE ELDER

On the first Monday of the nmonth of April, 1625, the market town
of Meung, in which the author of ROMANCE OF THE ROSE was born,
appeared to be in as perfect a state of revolution as if the
Huguenots had just nmade a second La Rochelle of it. Mny
citizens, seeing the wonen flying toward the High Street, |eaving
their children crying at the open doors, hastened to don the

cui rass, and supporting their somewhat uncertain courage with a
nmusket or a partisan, directed their steps toward the hostelry of
the Jolly MIler, before which was gat hered, increasing every

m nute, a compact group, vociferous and full of curiosity.

In those tinmes panics were conmon, and few days passed wi t hout
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some city or other registering in its archives an event of this
kind. There were nobles, who nmade war agai nst each other; there
was the king, who made war against the cardinal; there was Spain
whi ch made war agai nst the king. Then, in addition to these
conceal ed or public, secret or open wars, there were robbers,
nmendi cants, Huguenots, wolves, and scoundrels, who made war upon
everybody. The citizens always took up arns readily against

t hi eves, wolves or scoundrels, often against nobles or Huguenots,
sonmeti nmes agai nst the king, but never against cardinal or Spain.
It resulted, then, fromthis habit that on the said first Mnday
of April, 1625, the citizens, on hearing the clanmor, and seeing
neither the red-and-yellow standard nor the livery of the Duc de
Ri chelieu, rushed toward the hostel of the Jolly MIler. Wen
arrived there, the cause of the hubbub was apparent to all

A young man--we can sketch his portrait at a dash. Inmagine to
yourself a Don Qui xote of eighteen; a Don Quixote without his
corselet, without his coat of mail, without his cuisses; a Don

Qui xote clothed in a wooden doubl et, the blue color of which had
faded into a namel ess shade between | ees of wine and a heavenly
azure; face long and brown; high cheek bones, a sign of sagacity;
the maxillary nmuscl es enornously devel oped, an infallible sign by
which a Gascon may al ways be detected, even without his cap--and
our young man wore a cap set off with a sort of feather; the eye
open and intelligent; the nose hooked, but finely chiseled. Too
big for a youth, too small for a grown man, an experienced eye

m ght have taken himfor a farner's son upon a journey had it not
been for the |l ong sword which, dangling froma | eather baldric,
hit against the calves of its owner as he wal ked, and agai nst the
rough side of his steed when he was on horseback

For our young nman had a steed which was the observed of al
observers. It was a Bearn pony, fromtwelve to fourteen years
old, yellowin his hide, without a hair in his tail, but not

wi t hout windgalls on his |egs, which, though going with his head
| ower than his knees, rendering a martingale quite unnecessary,
contrived nevertheless to performhis eight |eagues a day.
Unfortunately, the qualities of this horse were so well conceal ed
under his strange-col ored hide and his unaccountable gait, that
at a time when everybody was a connoi sseur in horseflesh, the
appearance of the aforesaid pony at Meung--which place he had
entered about a quarter of an hour before, by the gate of
Beaugency- - produced an unfavorable feeling, which extended to his
rider.

And this feeling had been nore painfully perceived by young

D Artagnan--for so was the Don Qui xote of this second Rosinante
named--from his not being able to conceal from hinself the

ridi cul ous appearance that such a steed gave him good horsenan
as he was. He had sighed deeply, therefore, when accepting the
gift of the pony fromM D Artagnan the elder. He was not

i gnorant that such a beast was worth at |east twenty livres; and
t he words which had acconpani ed the present were above all price.

"My son," said the old Gascon gentleman, in that pure Bearn
PATO S of which Henry IV could never rid hinself, "this horse was
born in the house of your father about thirteen years ago, and
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has remained in it ever since, which ought to make you love it.
Never sell it; allowit to die tranquilly and honorably of old
age, and if you make a canpaign with it, take as nuch care of it
as you would of an old servant. At court, provided you have ever
the honor to go there," continued M D Artagnan the elder, "--an
honor to which, renenber, your ancient nobility gives you the
right--sustain worthily your name of gentleman, which has been
worthily borne by your ancestors for five hundred years, both for
your own sake and the sake of those who belong to you. By the
latter | mean your relatives and friends. Endure nothing from
anyone except Monsieur the Cardinal and the king. It is by his
courage, please observe, by his courage al one, that a gentleman
can make his way nowadays. Whoever hesitates for a second
perhaps allows the bait to escape which during that exact second
fortune held out to him You are young. You ought to be brave
for two reasons: the first is that you are a Gascon, and the
second is that you are nmy son. Never fear quarrels, but seek
adventures. | have taught you how to handle a sword; you have
thews of iron, a wist of steel. Fight on all occasions. Fight
the nore for duels being forbidden, since consequently there is
twice as nuch courage in fighting. | have nothing to give you,
my son, but fifteen crowns, ny horse, and the counsels you have
just heard. Your nother will add to thema recipe for a certain
bal sam which she had from a Bohem an and which has the

m racul ous virtue of curing all wounds that do not reach the
heart. Take advantage of all, and live happily and long. | have
but one word to add, and that is to propose an exanple to you--
not mne, for | nyself have never appeared at court, and have
only taken part in religious wars as a volunteer; | speak of
Monsi eur de Treville, who was formerly ny nei ghbor, and who had
the honor to be, as a child, the play-fellow of our king, Louis
X1, whom God preserve! Sonmetines their play degenerated into
battles, and in these battles the king was not always the
stronger. The blows which he received increased greatly his
esteem and friendship for Mnsieur de Treville. Afterward,

Monsi eur de Treville fought with others: in his first journey to
Paris, five times; fromthe death of the late king till the young
one canme of age, w thout reckoning wars and sieges, seven tines;
and fromthat date up to the present day, a hundred tines,
perhaps! So that in spite of edicts, ordinances, and decrees,
there he is, captain of the Miusketeers; that is to say, chief of
a |l egion of Caesars, whomthe king holds in great esteem and whom
the cardi nal dreads--he who dreads nothing, as it is said. Stil
further, Monsieur de Treville gains ten thousand crowns a year

he is therefore a great noble. He began as you begin. Go to him
with this letter, and make hi m your nodel in order that you may
do as he has done."

Upon which M D Artagnan the elder girded his own sword round his
son, kissed himtenderly on both cheeks, and gave himhis
benedi cti on.

On | eaving the paternal chanber, the young man found his nother
who was waiting for himwi th the fanpus reci pe of which the
counsel s we have just repeated woul d necessitate frequent

enpl oynment. The adi eux were on this side |onger and nore tender
than they had been on the other--not that M D Artagnan did not
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| ove his son, who was his only offspring, but M D Artagnan was a
man, and he woul d have considered it unworthy of a man to give
way to his feelings; whereas Mre. D Artagnan was a woman, and
still nore, a nother. She wept abundantly; and--let us speak it
to the praise of M D Artagnan the younger--notw thstanding the
efforts he nmade to remain firm as a future Musketeer ought,
nature prevailed, and he shed many tears, of which he succeeded
with great difficulty in concealing the half.

The sane day the young man set forward on his journey, furnished
with the three paternal gifts, which consisted, as we have said,

of fifteen crowns, the horse, and the letter for M de Treville--
the counsels being thrown into the bargain.

Wth such a VADE MECUM D Artagnan was noral ly and physically an
exact copy of the hero of Cervantes, to whom we so happily
conpared hi mwhen our duty of an historian placed us under the
necessity of sketching his portrait. Don Quixote took windmlls
for giants, and sheep for armes; D Artagnan took every smle for
an insult, and every | ook as a provocation--whence it resulted
that from Tarbes to Meung his fist was constantly doubled, or his
hand on the hilt of his sword; and yet the fist did not descend
upon any jaw, nor did the sword issue fromits scabbard. It was
not that the sight of the wetched pony did not excite nunerous
sm |l es on the countenances of passers-by; but as against the side
of this pony rattled a sword of respectable |Iength, and as over
this sword gl eanmed an eye rather ferocious than haughty, these
passers-by repressed their hilarity, or if hilarity prevailed

over prudence, they endeavored to | augh only on one side, |ike
the masks of the ancients. D Artagnan, then, remained majestic
and intact in his susceptibility, till he came to this unlucky

city of Meung.

But there, as he was alighting fromhis horse at the gate of the
Jolly MIller, without anyone--host, waiter, or hostler--comng to
hold his stirrup or take his horse, D Artagnan spied, though an
open wi ndow on the ground floor, a gentleman, well-nade and of
good carriage, although of rather a stern countenance, talKking
with two persons who appeared to listen to himw th respect.

D Artagnan fancied quite naturally, according to his custom that
he must be the object of their conversation, and listened. This
time D Artagnan was only in part mstaken; he hinself was not in
qguestion, but his horse was. The gentl eman appeared to be
enunerating all his qualities to his auditors; and, as | have
said, the auditors seening to have great deference for the
narrator, they every nonent burst into fits of laughter. Now, as
a half-smle was sufficient to awaken the irascibility of the
young man, the effect produced upon himby this vociferous mrth
may be easily inmagined.

Neverthel ess, D Artagnan was desirous of exam ning the appearance
of this inpertinent personage who ridiculed him He fixed his
haughty eye upon the stranger, and perceived a man of fromforty
to forty-five years of age, with black and piercing eyes, pale
conpl exi on, a strongly marked nose, and a bl ack and wel | - shaped
nmust ache. He was dressed in a doublet and hose of a violet

color, with aiguillettes of the same color, w thout any other
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ornaments than the customary sl ashes, through which the shirt
appeared. This doublet and hose, though new, were creased, |ike
traveling clothes for a long tinme packed in a portmanteau

D Artagnan nmade all these remarks with the rapidity of a nost

m nut e observer, and doubtless froman instinctive feeling that
this stranger was destined to have a great influence over his
future life.

Now, as at the nonent in which D Artagnan fixed his eyes upon the
gentleman in the violet doublet, the gentleman made one of his
nmost knowi ng and profound remarks respecti ng the Bearnese pony,
his two auditors | aughed even | ouder than before, and he hinself,
t hough contrary to his custom allowed a pale snmle (if |I may

al l owed to use such an expression) to stray over his countenance.
This time there could be no doubt; D Artagnan was really
insulted. Full, then, of this conviction, he pulled his cap down
over his eyes, and endeavoring to copy sone of the court airs he
had pi cked up in Gascony anpbng young traveling nobles, he
advanced with one hand on the hilt of his sword and the other
resting on his hip. Unfortunately, as he advanced, his anger

i ncreased at every step; and instead of the proper and lofty
speech he had prepared as a prelude to his challenge, he found
nothing at the tip of his tongue but a gross personality, which
he acconpanied with a furious gesture.

"I say, sir, you sir, who are hiding yourself behind that
shutter--yes, you, sir, tell ne what you are |aughing at, and we
will laugh together!"

The gentleman raised his eyes slowy fromthe nag to his
cavalier, as if he required sonme tine to ascertain whether it
could be to himthat such strange reproaches were addressed;

t hen, when he could not possibly entertain any doubt of the
matter, his eyebrows slightly bent, and with an accent of irony
and i nsol ence inpossible to be described, he replied to

D Artagnan, "I was not speaking to you, sir."

"But | am speaking to you!" replied the young man, additionally
exasperated with this m xture of insolence and good manners, of
politeness and scorn.

The stranger |ooked at himagain with a slight smle, and
retiring fromthe wi ndow, cane out of the hostelry with a slow
step, and placed hinmself before the horse, within two paces of

D Artagnan. His quiet manner and the ironical expression of his
count enance redoubled the mrth of the persons with whom he had
been tal king, and who still remained at the w ndow.

D Artagnan, seeing him approach, drew his sword a foot out of the
scabbard.

"This horse is decidedly, or rather has been in his youth, a
buttercup,"” resuned the stranger, continuing the remarks he had
begun, and addressing hinmself to his auditors at the w ndow,

wi t hout paying the least attention to the exasperation of

D Artagnan, who, however placed hinself between himand them
"It is a color very well known in botany, but till the present
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time very rare anong horses."

"There are people who | augh at the horse that would not dare to
| augh at the master,"” cried the young enmul ator of the furious
Treville.

"I do not often laugh, sir," replied the stranger, "as you may
percei ve by the expression of ny countenance; but neverthel ess |
retain the privilege of |aughing when | please.”

"And 1," cried D Artagnan, "will allow no man to | augh when it
di spl eases ne!"
"I ndeed, sir," continued the stranger, nore cal mthan ever;
"well, that is perfectly right!" and turning on his heel, was
about to re-enter the hostelry by the front gate, beneath which
D Artagnan on arriving had observed a saddl ed horse.

But, D Artagnan was not of a character to allow a man to escape
hi m t hus who had the insolence to ridicule him He drew his
sword entirely fromthe scabbard, and foll owed him crying,
"Turn, turn, Master Joker, lest | strike you behind!"

"Strike ne!" said the other, turning on his heels, and surveying

the young man with as nmuch astoni shnent as contenpt. "Wy, ny
good fellow, you must be nmad!" Then, in a suppressed tone, as if
speaking to hinself, "This is annoying," continued he. "What a

godsend this would be for his Majesty, who is seeking everywhere
for brave fellows to recruit for his Misketeers!"

He had scarcely finished, when D Artagnan nmade such a furious
lunge at himthat if he had not sprung ninbly backward, it is
probabl e he woul d have jested for the last tinme. The stranger
then perceiving that the matter went beyond raillery, drew his
sword, saluted his adversary, and seriously placed hinself on
guard. But at the sanme nonent, his two auditors, acconpani ed by
the host, fell upon D Artagnan with sticks, shovels and tongs.
This caused so rapid and conplete a diversion fromthe attack
that D Artagnan's adversary, while the latter turned round to
face this shower of blows, sheathed his sword with the sane
precision, and instead of an actor, which he had nearly been
became a spectator of the fight--a part in which he acquitted
himsel f with his usual inmpassiveness, nuttering, nevertheless, "A
pl ague upon these Gascons! Replace himon his orange horse, and
| et hi m begone!"

"Not before |I have killed you, poltroon!” cried D Artagnan
maki ng the best face possible, and never retreating one step
before his three assailants, who conti nued to shower bl ows upon
hi m

"Anot her gasconade!" murnured the gentleman. "By nmy honor, these
Gascons are incorrigible! Keep up the dance, then, since he wll
have it so. Wen he is tired, he will perhaps tell us that he

has had enough of it."
But the stranger knew not the headstrong personage he had to do
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with; D Artagnan was not the nan ever to cry for quarter. The
fight was therefore prolonged for some seconds; but at |ength

D Artagnan dropped his sword, which was broken in two pieces by
the bl ow of a stick. Another blow full upon his forehead at the
same nmoment brought himto the ground, covered with bl ood and

al nost fainting.

It was at this nonent that people canme flocking to the scene of
action fromall sides. The host, fearful of consequences, with
the help of his servants carried the wounded man into the

kitchen, where sone trifling attenti ons were bestowed upon him

As to the gentleman, he resuned his place at the w ndow, and
surveyed the crowd with a certain inpatience, evidently annoyed
by their remaining undi spersed.

"Well, howis it with this madnman?" exclai med he, turning round
as the noise of the door announced the entrance of the host, who
came in to inquire if he was unhurt.

"Your excellency is safe and sound?" asked the host.

"Oh, yes! Perfectly safe and sound, ny good host; and I wish to
know what has becone of our young nan."

"He is better," said the host, "he fainted quite away."

"I ndeed!" said the gentleman.

"But before he fainted, he collected all his strength to
chal  enge you, and to defy you while challenging you."

"Why, this fellow nust be the devil in person!" cried the

st ranger.

"Ch, no, your Excellency, he is not the devil," replied the host,
with a grin of contenpt; "for during his fainting we rumuaged his
val i se and found nothing but a clean shirt and el even crowns--

whi ch however, did not prevent his saying, as he was fainting,
that if such a thing had happened in Paris, you should have cause
to repent of it at a later period."

"Then," said the stranger coolly, "he must be sonme prince in
di sgui se. "

"I have told you this, good sir,"
that you may be on your guard."”

resuned the host, "in order

"Did he nane no one in his passion?”

"Yes; he struck his pocket and said, 'W shall see what Monsieur
de Treville will think of this insult offered to his protege."'"

"Monsi eur de Treville?" said the stranger, becom ng attentive,
"he put his hand upon his pocket while pronouncing the nane of
Monsi eur de Treville? Now, ny dear host, while your young man
was insensible, you did not fail, | amquite sure, to ascertain
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what that pocket contained. Wat was there in it?"

"Aletter addressed to Monsieur de Treville, captain of the
Musket eers. "

"I ndeed! "
"Exactly as | have the honor to tell your Excellency."

The host, who was not endowed with great perspicacity, did not
observe the expression which his words had given to the

physi ognony of the stranger. The latter rose fromthe front of
the wi ndow, upon the sill of which he had | eaned with his el bow,
and knitted his brow |like a nman di squi et ed.

“The devil!" murmured he, between his teeth. "Can Treville have
set this Gascon upon me? He is very young; but a sword thrust is
a sword thrust, whatever be the age of himwho gives it, and a
youth is less to be suspected than an ol der man," and the
stranger fell into a reverie which | asted some mnutes. "A weak
obstacle is sonmetimes sufficient to overthrow a great design

"Host," said he, "could you not contrive to get rid of this
frantic boy for ne? |In conscience, | cannot kill him and yet,"
added he, with a coldly nenacing expression, "he annoys ne.
VWere is he?"

“I'n my wife's chanber, on the first flight, where they are
dressing his wounds."

"H's things and his bag are with hin? Has he taken off his
doubl et ?"

"On the contrary, everything is in the kitchen. But if he annoys
you, this young fool--"

"To be sure he does. He causes a disturbance in your hostelry,
whi ch respect abl e peopl e cannot put up with. Go; nmke out ny
bill and notify my servant."”

"What, nonsieur, will you | eave us so soon?"

"You know that very well, as | gave my order to saddle my horse.
Have they not obeyed nme?"

"It is done; as your Excellency nay have observed, your horse is
in the great gateway, ready saddl ed for your departure.”

"That is well; do as | have directed you, then."

“"What the devil!" said the host to hinmself. "Can he be afraid of
this boy?" But an inperious glance fromthe stranger stopped him
short; he bowed hunbly and retired.

"It is not necessary for Mlady* to be seen by this fellow "

continued the stranger. "She will soon pass; she is already
late. | had better get on horseback, and go and neet her. |
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shoul d Ii ke, however, to know what this letter addressed to

Treville contains."

*We are well aware that this term nilady, is only properly used when

followed by a family name. But

we find it thus in the manuscript, and we do

not choose to take upon ourselves to alter it.

And the stranger, muttering to hinself, directed his steps toward

the kitchen."

In the neantinme, the host, who entertained no doubt that it was
the presence of the young man that drove the stranger from his

hostelry, re-ascended to his w f

e's chanber, and found D Artagnan

just recovering his senses. Gving himto understand that the

police would deal with himprett
quarrel with a great lord--for t
stranger could be nothing less t

y severely for having sought a
he opi nion of the host the
han a great |ord--he insisted

that notwi t hstandi ng his weakness D Artagnan should get up and

depart as quickly as possible.
wi t hout his doublet, and with h

D Artagnan, half stupefied,
s head bound up in a linen cloth,

arose then, and urged by the host, began to descend the stairs;

but on arriving at the kitchen,

the first thing he saw was his

antagonist talking calmy at the step of a heavy carriage, drawn

by two | arge Nornman horses.

His interlocutor, whose head appeared through the carri age
wi ndow, was a woman of fromtwenty to two-and-twenty years. W

have al ready observed wi th what

rapidity D Artagnan seized the

expression of a countenance. He perceived then, at a gl ance,
that this woman was young and beautiful; and her style of beauty

struck himnore forcibly fromit
that of the southern countries
resided. She was pale and fair

s being totally different from
n which D Artagnan had hitherto
with long curls falling in

prof usi on over her shoul ders, had | arge, blue, |anguishing eyes,
rosy lips, and hands of al abaster. She was talking with great

animation with the stranger.
"H s Em nence, then, orders ne--

"To return instantly to Engl and,
duke | eaves London."

said the | ady.

and to informhimas soon as the

"And as to nmy other instructions?" asked the fair traveler.

"They are contained in this box,

which you will not open until

you are on the other side of the Channel."

"Very well; and you--what will you do?"

"I--1 return to Paris."”
"What, without chastising this

The stranger was about to reply;

nsol ent boy?" asked the | ady.

but at the nonent he opened his

nmout h, D Artagnan, who had heard all, precipitated hinself over

the threshold of the door
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"This insolent boy chastises others,"” cried he; "and | hope that
this time he whom he ought to chastise will not escape him as
before.”

"W Il not escape hin?" replied the stranger, knitting his brow
"No; before a woman you woul d dare not fly, | presune?"

"Renenber," said M| ady, seeing the stranger lay his hand on his
sword, "the |east delay may ruin everything."

"You are right," cried the gentleman; "begone then, on your part,
and | will depart as quickly on mne." And bowing to the | ady,
sprang into his saddle, while her coachnan applied his whip
vigorously to his horses. The two interlocutors thus separated,
taki ng opposite directions, at full gallop

"Pay him booby!" cried the stranger to his servant, w thout
checking the speed of his horse; and the man, after throw ng two
or three silver pieces at the foot of mne host, galloped after
hi s master.

"Base coward! false gentleman!" cried D Artagnan, springing
forward, in his turn, after the servant. But his wound had
rendered himtoo weak to support such an exertion. Scarcely had
he gone ten steps when his ears began to tingle, a faintness
seized him a cloud of blood passed over his eyes, and he fell in
the m ddle of the street, crying still, "Coward! coward! coward!"

"He is a coward, indeed,” grunbled the host, draw ng near to
D Artagnan, and endeavoring by this little flattery to nake up
matters with the young man, as the heron of the fable did with
the snail he had despi sed the eveni ng before.

"Yes, a base coward," nurnmured D Artagnan; "but she--she was very
beautiful ."

"What she?" denmanded the host.

"Mlady," faltered D Artagnan, and fainted a second tine.

“Ah, it's all one," said the host; "I have |ost two custoners,
but this one renmins, of whom| am pretty certain for sone days
to come. There will be eleven crowns gained."

It is to be remenbered that el even crowns was just the sumthat
remai ned in D Artagnan's purse.

The host had reckoned upon el even days of confinenment at a crown
a day, but he had reckoned wi thout his guest. On the follow ng
norning at five o' clock D Artagnan arose, and descending to the
kitchen wi thout help, asked, anpng other ingredients the |ist of
whi ch has not cone down to us, for sone oil, sone w ne, and sone
rosemary, and with his nother's recipe in his hand conposed a

bal sam with which he anointed his numerous wounds, replacing his
bandages hinsel f, and positively refusing the assistance of any
doctor, D Artagnan wal ked about that same evening, and was al npst
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cured by the norrow

But when the tinme canme to pay for his rosemary, this oil, and the
wi ne, the only expense the naster had incurred, as he had
preserved a strict abstinence--while on the contrary, the yell ow
horse, by the account of the hostler at |east, had eaten three
times as much as a horse of his size could reasonably supposed to
have done--D Artagnan found nothing in his pocket but his little
old velvet purse with the eleven crowns it contained; for as to
the letter addressed to M de Treville, it had di sappeared.

The young man conmenced his search for the letter with the
greatest patience, turning out his pockets of all kinds over and
over again, rummagi ng and rerunmaging in his valise, and opening
and reopening his purse; but when he found that he had conme to
the conviction that the letter was not to be found, he flew, for
the third tine, into such a rage as was near costing hima fresh
consunption of wine, oil, and rosemary--for upon seeing this hot-
headed youth becone exasperated and threaten to destroy
everything in the establishnment if his letter were not found, the
host seized a spit, his wife a broom handl e, and the servants the
sane sticks they had used the day before.

"My letter of recomendation!" cried D Artagnan, "ny letter of
recommendation! or, the holy blood, | will spit you all Ilike
ortol ans!"

Unfortunately, there was one circunstance which created a
powerful obstacle to the acconplishment of this threat; which
was, as we have related, that his sword had been in his first
conflict broken in two, and which he had entirely forgotten.
Hence, it resulted when D Artagnan proceeded to draw his sword in
earnest, he found hinself purely and sinply armed with a stunp of
a sword about eight or ten inches in length, which the host had
carefully placed in the scabbard. As to the rest of the bl ade,
the master had slyly put that on one side to nake hinself a

I ardi ng pin.

But this deception would probably not have stopped our fiery
young man if the host had not reflected that the reclamation
whi ch his guest made was perfectly just.

"But, after all,"
is this letter?"

said he, lowering the point of his spit, "where

"Yes, where is this letter?" cried D Artagnan. "In the first
pl ace, | warn you that that letter is for Mnsieur de Treville,
and it nust be found, he will not know how to find it."

His threat conpleted the intimdation of the host. After the
king and the cardinal, M de Treville was the nan whose name was
perhaps nmost frequently repeated by the nmlitary, and even by
citizens. There was, to be sure, Father Joseph, but his name was
never pronounced but with a subdued voice, such was the terror
inspired by his Gay Eminence, as the cardinal's familiar was
cal | ed.
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Throwi ng down his spit, and ordering his wife to do the same with
her broom handl e, and the servants with their sticks, he set the
first exanple of commenci ng an earnest search for the | ost

letter.

"Does the letter contain anything val uabl e?" demanded the host,
after a few m nutes of useless investigation.

"Zounds! | think it does indeed!" cried the Gascon, who reckoned
upon this letter for making his way at court. "It contained ny
fortune! "

"Bills upon Spain?" asked the disturbed host.

"Bills upon his Majesty's private treasury," answered D Artagnan
who, reckoning upon entering into the king's service in
consequence of this reconmendation, believed he could make this
somewhat hazardous reply without telling of a fal sehood.

"The devil!" cried the host, at his wit's end.

"But it's of no inportance,” continued D Artagnan, with natura

assurance; "it's of no inportance. The noney is nothing; that
letter was everything. | would rather have |ost a thousand
pi stol es than have lost it." He would not have risked nore if he

had said twenty thousand; but a certain juvenile nodesty
restrai ned him

A ray of light all at once broke upon the mind of the host as he
was giving hinself to the devil upon finding nothing.

"That letter is not lost!" cried he.
"What!" cried D Artagnan

“No, it has been stolen fromyou."
"Stol en? By whon?"

"By the gentleman who was here yesterday. He canme down into the
kitchen, where your doublet was. He renmined there sonme tine
alone. | would lay a wager he has stolen it."

"Do you think so?" answered D Artagnan, but little convinced, as
he knew better than anyone el se how entirely personal the val ue
of this letter was, and was nothing in it likely to tenpt
cupidity. The fact was that none of his servants, none of the
travel ers present, could have gai ned anything by bei ng possessed
of this paper.

"Do you say," resuned D Artagnan, "that you suspect that
i mperti nent gentleman?”

"I tell you |l amsure of it," continued the host. "Wen
i nformed himthat your lordship was the protege of Mnsieur de
Treville, and that you even had a letter for that illustrious

gent| eman, he appeared to be very nuch di sturbed, and asked ne
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where that letter was, and i mediately canme down into the
ki tchen, where he knew your doubl et was."

"Then that's my thief," replied D Artagnan. "I will conplain to
Monsi eur de Treville, and Monsieur de Treville will conplain to
the king." He then drew two crowns nmjestically fromhis purse

and gave themto the host, who acconpanied him cap in hand, to
the gate, and renpunted his yell ow horse, which bore himwthout
any further accident to the gate of St. Antoine at Paris, where
his owner sold himfor three crowns, which was a very good price,
considering that D Artagnan had ridden himhard during the | ast
stage. Thus the dealer to whom D Artagnan sold himfor the nine
livres did not conceal fromthe young man that he only gave that
enornmous sum for himon the account of the originality of his

col or.

Thus D Artagnan entered Paris on foot, carrying his little packet
under his arm and wal ked about till he found an apartment to be
et on terns suited to the scantiness of his means. This chanber
was a sort of garret, situated in the Rue des Fossoyeurs, near

t he Luxenbourg.

As soon as the earnest nobney was paid, D Artagnhan took possession
of his | odging, and passed the remai nder of the day in sew ng
onto his doubl et and hose sone ornanmental braiding which his

not her had taken of f an al npst-new doubl et of the elder M

D Artagnan, and which she had given her son secretly. Next he
went to the Quai de Feraille to have a new bl ade put to his
sword, and then returned toward the Louvre, inquiring of the
first Musketeer he nmet for the situation of the hotel of M de
Treville, which proved to be in the Rue du Vi eux- Col onbi er; that
is to say, in the inmediate vicinity of the chanber hired by

D Artagnan--a circunstance which appeared to furnish a happy
augury for the success of his journey.

After this, satisfied with the way in which he had conducted

hi nsel f at Meung, wi thout renorse for the past, confident in the
present, and full of hope for the future, he retired to bed and
sl ept the sleep of the brave.

This sleep, provincial as it was, brought himto nine o' clock in
the norning; at which hour he rose, in order to repair to the
residence of M de Treville, the third personage in the kingdom
pat ernal estimation.

2 THE ANTECHAMBER OF M DE TREVILLE

M de Troisville, as his famly was still called in Gascony, or
M de Treville, as he has ended by styling hinmself in Paris, had
really comenced |ife as D Artagnan now did; that is to say,

Wi thout a sou in his pocket, but with a fund of audacity,
shrewdness, and intelligence which nakes the poorest Gascon
gentl eman often derive nore in his hope fromthe paterna

i nheritance than the richest Perigordian or Berrichan gentleman
derives in reality fromhis. Hs insolent bravery, his stil
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nore insolent success at a tinme when bl ows poured down |ike hail
had borne himto the top of that difficult |adder called Court
Favor, which he had clinbed four steps at a tine.

He was the friend of the king, who honored highly, as everyone
knows, the nenory of his father, Henry IV. The father of M de
Treville had served himso faithfully in his wars against the

| eague that in default of noney--a thing to which the Bearnais
was accustonmed all his |ife, and who constantly paid his debts
with that of which he never stood in need of borrowing, that is
to say, with ready wit--in default of noney, we repeat, he

aut horized him after the reduction of Paris, to assune for his
arnms a golden |ion passant upon gules, with the notto Fidelis et
fortis. This was a great matter in the way of honor, but very
little in the way of wealth; so that when the illustrious
conpani on of the great Henry died, the only inheritance he was
able to |l eave his son was his sword and his motto. Thanks to
this double gift and the spotless nane that acconpanied it, M de
Treville was admitted into the household of the young prince
where he made such good use of his sword, and was so faithful to
his motto, that Louis XlIl, one of the good bl ades of his

ki ngdom was accustonmed to say that if he had a friend who was
about to fight, he would advise himto choose as a second,

hi msel f first, and Treville next--or even, perhaps, before

hi nsel f.
Thus Louis XIll had a real liking for Treville--a royal liking, a
self-interested liking, it is true, but still a liking. At that

unhappy period it was an inportant consideration to be surrounded
by such nen as Treville. Many mght take for their device the
epi thet STRONG, which formed the second part of his notto, but
very few gentlenen could lay claimto the FAI THFUL, which
constituted the first. Treville was one of these latter. His
was one of those rare organi zati ons, endowed with an obedi ent
intelligence |ike that of the dog; with a blind valor, a quick
eye, and a pronpt hand; to whom sight appeared only to be given
to see if the king were dissatisfied with anyone, and the hand to
strike this displeasing personage, whether a Besne, a Murevers,
a Poltiot de Mere, or a Vitry. |In short, up to this period
not hi ng had been wanting to Treville but opportunity; but he was
ever on the watch for it, and he faithfully prom sed hinself that
he woul d not fail to seize it by its three hairs whenever it cane
within reach of his hand. At last Louis XIIl made Treville the
captain of his Miusketeers, who were to Louis Xl Il in devotedness,
or rather in fanaticism what his Odinaries had been to Henry
11, and his Scotch Guard to Louis Xl

On his part, the cardinal was not behind the king in this
respect. When he saw the form dabl e and chosen body with which

Louis XI'lIl had surrounded hinmself, this second, or rather this
first king of France, became desirous that he, too, should have
his guard. He had his Musketeers therefore, as Louis XIII had

his, and these two powerful rivals vied with each other in

procuring, not only fromall the provinces of France, but even
fromall foreign states, the npst cel ebrated swordsnmen. It was
not unconmon for Richelieu and Louis XlIll to dispute over their
eveni ng gane of chess upon the nmerits of their servants. Each
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boasted the bearing and the courage of his own people. While
exclai mng |loudly agai nst duels and brawls, they excited them
secretly to quarrel, deriving an i moderate satisfaction or
genui ne regret fromthe success or defeat of their own
conbatants. We learn this fromthe nenoirs of a man who was
concerned in some few of these defeats and in nmany of these
victories.

Treville had grasped the weak side of his master; and it was to
this address that he owed the I ong and constant favor of a king
who has not left the reputation behind himof being very faithfu
in his friendships. He paraded his Misketeers before the

Cardi nal Armand Duplessis with an insolent air which nade the
gray noustache of his Eminence curl with ire. Treville
understood admrably the war nmethod of that period, in which he
who could not live at the expense of the eneny nust live at the
expense of his conmpatriots. His soldiers forned a | egi on of
devil -may-care fellows, perfectly undisciplined toward all but
hi nsel f.

Loose, hal f-drunk, inposing, the king's Misketeers, or rather M
de Treville's, spread thensel ves about in the cabarets, in the
public wal ks, and the public sports, shouting, twi sting their
nust aches, clanking their swords, and taking great pleasure in
annoyi ng the Guards of the cardinal whenever they could fall in
with them then drawing in the open streets, as if it were the
best of all possible sports; sonetines killed, but sure in that
case to be both wept and avenged; often killing others, but then
certain of not rotting in prison, M de Treville being there to
claimthem Thus M de Treville was praised to the highest note
by these nmen, who adored him and who, ruffians as they were,
trembl ed before himlike scholars before their master, obedient
to his |l east word, and ready to sacrifice thensel ves to wash out
the smallest insult.

M de Treville enployed this powerful weapon for the king, in the
first place, and the friends of the king--and then for hinself
and his own friends. For the rest, in the nemoirs of this
period, which has left so many memoirs, one does not find this
wort hy gentl eman bl amed even by his enenmies; and he had many such
anong nen of the pen as well as anobng men of the sword. 1In no

i nstance, let us say, was this worthy gentl eman accused of
deriving personal advantage fromthe cooperation of his m nions.
Endowed with a rare genius for intrigue which rendered himthe
equal of the ablest intriguers, he remained an honest man. Stil
further, in spite of sword thrusts which weaken, and painfu
exerci ses which fatigue, he had becone one of the npbst gallant
frequenters of revels, one of the npost insinuating |ady's nen,
one of the softest whisperers of interesting nothings of his
day; the BONNES FORTUNES of De Treville were tal ked of as those
of M de Bassonpierre had been tal ked of twenty years before, and
that was not saying a little. The captain of the Misketeers was
therefore adnmred, feared, and |loved; and this constitutes the
zenith of human fortune.

Louis XIV absorbed all the smaller stars of his court in his own
vast radiance; but his father, a sun PLURI BUS | MPAR, | eft his
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personal splendor to each of his favorites, his individual value

to each of his courtiers. In addition to the |eeves of the king
and the cardinal, there m ght be reckoned in Paris at that tinme
nmore than two hundred smaller but still noteworthy | eeves. Anobng

t hese two hundred | eeves, that of Treville was one of the npst
sought .

The court of his hotel, situated in the Rue du Vi eux- Col onbi er
resenbled a canp fromby six o' clock in the norning in sunmer and
eight o' clock in winter. Fromfifty to sixty Miusketeers, who
appeared to replace one another in order always to present an

i mposi ng nunber, paraded constantly, arned to the teeth and ready
for anything. On one of those i nmense staircases, upon whose
space nodern civilization would build a whol e house. Ascended and
descended the office seekers of Paris, who ran after any sort of
favor--gentlenmen fromthe provinces anxious to be enrolled, and
servants in all sorts of liveries, bringing and carryi ng nessages
between their masters and M de Treville. |In the antechanber,
upon |long circular benches, reposed the elect; that is to say,
those who were called. In this apartnent a continued buzzing
prevailed fromnorning till night, while M de Treville, in his
of fice contiguous to this antechanber, received visits, |istened
to conplaints, gave his orders, and like the king in his bal cony
at the Louvre, had only to place hinself at the windowto review
both his nmen and arnmns.

The day on which D Artagnan presented hinself the assenbl age was
i mposing, particularly for a provincial just arriving fromhis
province. It is true that this provincial was a Gascon; and
that, particularly at this period, the conmpatriots of D Artagnan
had the reputation of not being easily intimdated. When he had
once passed the nmassive door covered with | ong square-headed

nails, he fell into the mdst of a troop of swordsnmen, who
crossed one another in their passage, calling out, quarreling,
and playing tricks one with another. 1In order to nmake one's way

am d these turbul ent and conflicting waves, it was necessary to
be an officer, a great noble, or a pretty woman

It was, then, into the mdst of this tunult and di sorder that our
young man advanced with a beating heat, ranging his |ong rapier
up his lanky | eg, and keeping one hand on the edge of his cap
with that half-smle of the enbarrassed a provincial who w shes
to put on a good face. Wen he had passed one group he began to
breathe nmore freely; but he could not hel p observing that they
turned round to look at him and for the first time in his life
D Artagnan, who had till that day entertained a very good opinion
of hinself, felt ridiculous.

Arrived at the staircase, it was still worse. There were four
Musket eers on the bottom steps, amusing thenselves with the
foll owi ng exercise, while ten or twelve of their conrades waited
upon the |l anding place to take their turn in the sport.

One of them stationed upon the top stair, naked sword in hand,

prevented, or at |east endeavored to prevent, the three others
from ascendi ng.
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These three others fenced against himwith their agile swords.

D Artagnan at first took these weapons for foils, and believed
themto be buttoned; but he soon perceived by certain scratches
that every weapon was pointed and sharpened, and that at each of
these scratches not only the spectators, but even the actors

t hensel ves, | aughed |Iike so many nadnen.

He who at the nonment occupi ed the upper step kept his adversaries
marvel ously in check. A circle was formed around them The

conditions required that at every hit the man touched should quit
the gane, yielding his turn for the benefit of the adversary who

had hit him In five mnutes three were slightly wounded, one on
the hand, another on the ear, by the defender of the stair, who
hi rsel f remmi ned intact--a piece of skill which was worth to him

according to the rul es agreed upon, three turns of favor,

However difficult it might be, or rather as he pretended it was,
to astonish our young traveler, this pastinme really astonished
him He had seen in his province--that |Iand in which heads
beconme so easily heated--a few of the prelimnaries of duels; but
the daring of these four fencers appeared to himthe strongest he
had ever heard of even in Gascony. He believed hinself
transported into that famous country of giants into which

Gul liver afterward went and was so frightened; and yet he had not
gai ned the goal, for there were still the |anding place and the
ant echanber.

On the landing they were no | onger fighting, but anused

t hemsel ves with stories about wonen, and in the antechanber, with
stories about the court. On the |landing D Artagnan blushed; in
the antechanber he trenbled. H's warmand fickle imgination
which in Gascony had rendered form dable to young chanber nai ds,
and even sonetines their mstresses, had never dreaned, even in
monments of delirium of half the anpbrous wonders or a quarter of
the feats of gallantry which were here set forth in connection
wi th nanmes the best known and with details the | east conceal ed.
But if his norals were shocked on the | anding, his respect for

t he cardi nal was scandalized in the antechanber. There, to his
great astoni shnent, D Artagnan heard the policy which made al
Europe trenble criticized al oud and openly, as well as the
private life of the cardinal, which so many great nobles had been
puni shed for trying to pry into. That great man who was so
revered by D Artagnan the el der served as an object of ridicule
to the Musketeers of Treville, who cracked their jokes upon his
bandy | egs and his crooked back. Sone sang bal | ads about Mre.
d' Aguillon, his mstress, and Mre. Canbalet, his niece; while
others fornmed parties and plans to annoy the pages and guards of
t he cardi nal duke--all things which appeared to D Artagnan
nonstrous inpossibilities.

Neverthel ess, when the nane of the king was now and then uttered
unthinkingly amd all these cardinal jests, a sort of gag seened
to close for a nonent on all these jeering nouths. They | ooked
hesitatingly around them and appeared to doubt the thickness of
the partition between themand the office of M de Treville; but
a fresh allusion soon brought back the conversation to his
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Em nence, and then the laughter recovered its | oudness and the
[ight was not withheld fromany of his actions.

"Certes, these fellows will all either be inprisoned or hanged,"
thought the terrified D Artagnan, "and |, no doubt, with them
for fromthe nmoment | have either listened to or heard them |
shall be held as an acconplice. Wat would nmy good father say,
who so strongly pointed out to ne the respect due to the
cardinal, if he knew |l was in the society of such pagans?"

We have no need, therefore, to say that D Artagnan dared not join
in the conversation, only he | ooked with all his eyes and
listened with all his ears, stretching his five senses so as to

| ose nothing; and despite his confidence on the paterna
admonitions, he felt hinself carried by his tastes and led by his
instincts to praise rather than to bl ane the unheard-of things
whi ch were taking place.

Al t hough he was a perfect stranger in the court of M de
Treville's courtiers, and this his first appearance in that

pl ace, he was at |ength noticed, and somebody cane and asked him
what he wanted. At this denmand D Artagnan gave his nane very
nodest|y, enphasized the title of conpatriot, and begged the
servant who had put the question to himto request a nonment's
audi ence of M de Treville--a request which the other, with an
air of protection, promsed to transmt in due season

D Artagnan, a little recovered fromhis first surprise, had now
| ei sure to study costunes and physi ognony.

The center of the npbst ani mated group was a Musketeer of great

hei ght and haughty countenance, dressed in a costume so peculiar
as to attract general attention. He did not wear the uniform

cl oak--whi ch was not obligatory at that epoch of less liberty but
nor e i ndependence--but a cerul ean-bl ue doublet, a little faded and
worn, and over this a magnificent baldric, worked in gold, which
shone |ike water ripples in the sun. A long cloak of crinson
velvet fell in graceful folds fromhis shoulders, disclosing in
front the splendid baldric, fromwhich was suspended a gigantic
rapi er. This Musketeer had just cone off guard, conpl ai ned of
having a cold, and coughed fromtine to tine affectedly. It was
for this reason, as he said to those around him that he had put
on his cloak; and while he spoke with a lofty air and twi sted his
nmust ache di sdainfully, all admired his enbroidered baldric, and
D Artagnan nore than anyone.

"What woul d you have?" said the Musketeer. "This fashion is
comng in. It is afolly, I admt, but still it is the fashion
Besi des, one nust lay out one's inheritance sonehow. "

"Ah, Porthos!" cried one of his conpanions, "don't try to make us
believe you obtained that baldric by paternal generosity. It was
given to you by that veiled lady | nmet you with the other Sunday,
near the gate St. Honor,."

"No, upon honor and by the faith of a gentleman, | bought it with
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the contents of ny own purse,” answered he whom t hey desi gnated
by the nane Port hos.

"Yes; about in the sane nmanner," said anot her Misketeer, "that |
bought this new purse with what ny mstress put into the old
one."

"It's true, though," said Porthos; "and the proof is that | paid
twel ve pistoles for it."

The wonder was increased, though the doubt continued to exist.

"I's it not true, Aram s?" said Porthos, turning toward anot her
Musket eer .

This other Musketeer formed a perfect contrast to his

i nterrogator, who had just designated him by the nane of Arams.
He was a stout nan, of about two- or three-and-twenty, with an
open, ingenuous countenance, a black, nmld eye, and cheeks rosy
and downy as an autumm peach. His delicate nustache nmarked a
perfectly straight |ine upon his upper lip; he appeared to dread
to lower his hands lest their veins should swell, and he pinched
the tips of his ears fromtinme to tine to preserve their delicate
pi nk transparency. Habitually he spoke little and sl owy, bowed
frequently, |aughed w thout noise, showing his teeth, which were
fine and of which, as the rest of his person, he appeared to take
great care. He answered the appeal of his friend by an
affirmati ve nod of the head.

This affirmati on appeared to dispel all doubts with regard to the
baldric. They continued to adnmire it, but said no nore about it;
and with a rapid change of thought, the conversation passed
suddenly to another subject.

"What do you think of the story Chalais's esquire rel ates?" asked
anot her Miusket eer, w thout addressing anyone in particular, but
on the contrary speaking to everybody.

"And what does he say?" asked Porthos, in a self-sufficient tone.
"He rel ates that he net at Brussels Rochefort, the AVE DAMNEE of
the cardinal disguised as a Capuchin, and that this cursed
Rochefort, thanks to his disguise, had tricked Mnsieur de

Lai gues, like a ninny as he is."

"A ninny, indeed!" said Porthos; "but is the matter certain?”

"I had it fromArams," replied the Misketeer

"I ndeed?"

"Why, you knew it, Porthos," said Arams. "I told you of it
yesterday. Let us say no nore about it."

"Say no nore about it? That's YOUR opinion!" replied Porthos.
"Say no nore about it! PESTE! You cone to your concl usions
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qui ckly. What! The cardinal sets a spy upon a gentleman, has
his letters stolen fromhimby means of a traitor, a brigand, a
rascal -has, with the help of this spy and thanks to this
correspondence, Chalais's throat cut, under the stupid pretext

that he wanted to kill the king and nmarry Monsieur to the queen
Nobody knew a word of this enigma. You unraveled it yesterday to
the great satisfaction of all; and while we are still gaping with

wonder at the news, you cone and tell us today, "Let us say no
nore about it."'"

"Well, then, let us talk about it, since you desire it," replied
Aram's, patiently.

"This Rochefort," cried Porthos, "if | were the esquire of poor
Chal ai s, should pass a minute or two very unconfortably with nme."

"And you--you woul d pass rather a sad quarter-hour with the Red
Duke," replied Aram s

"Ch, the Red Duke! Bravo! Bravo! The Red Duke!" cried Porthos,
cl appi ng his hands and noddi ng his head. "The Red Duke is
capital. 1'Il circulate that saying, be assured, ny dear fellow
Who says this Aramis is not a wit? Wiat a misfortune it is you
did not follow your first vocation; what a delicious abbe you
woul d have nade!"

"Ch, it's only a tenporary postponenent," replied Arams; "I
shal | be one someday. You very well know, Porthos, that |
continue to study theol ogy for that purpose.”

"He will be one, as he says," cried Porthos; "he will be one,

sooner or |ater."

"Sooner." said Aram s.

"He only waits for one thing to determine himto resune his
cassock, which hangs behind his uniform™" said another Misketeer

"What is he waiting for?" asked anot her
"Only till the queen has given an heir to the crown of France."

“"No jesting upon that subject, gentlenen," said Porthos; "thank
God the queen is still of an age to give one!"

"They say that Monsieur de Buckinghamis in France," replied
Aramis, with a significant snmile which gave to this sentence,
apparently so sinple, a tol erably scandal ous neani ng.

"Aram s, ny good friend, this tine you are wong," interrupted
Porthos. "Your wit is always |eading you beyond bounds; if
Monsi eur de Treville heard you, you would repent of speaking

t hus. "

"Are you going to give me a | esson, Porthos?" cried Aranmis, from
whose usually nmild eye a flash passed |ike Iightning.
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"My dear fellow, be a Miusketeer or an abbe. Be one or the other
but not both,"” replied Porthos. "You know what Athos told you
the other day; you eat at everybody's mess. Ah, don't be angry,

| beg of you, that would be usel ess; you know what is agreed upon
bet ween you, Athos and ne. You go to Madane d' Aguillon's, and
you pay your court to her; you go to Madanme de Bois-Tracy's, the
cousi n of Madane de Chevreuse, and you pass for being far
advanced in the good graces of that lady. ©Oh, good Lord! Don't
troubl e yourself to reveal your good |uck; no one asks for your
secret-all the world knows your discretion. But since you possess
that virtue, why the devil don't you nake use of it with respect
to her Majesty? Let whoever |likes talk of the king and the

cardi nal, and how he likes; but the queen is sacred, and if
anyone speaks of her, let it be respectfully.”

"Porthos, you are as vain as Narcissus; | plainly tell you so,"
replied Aramis. "You know | hate noralizing, except when it is
done by Athos. As to you, good sir, you wear too magnificent a
baldric to be strong on that head. | will be an abbe if it suits
me. In the meanwhile | am a Musketeer; in that quality | say

what | please, and at this nonent it pleases me to say that you
weary ne."

"Aram s!"
"Porthos!"
"Gentl enen! Centlenen!" cried the surroundi ng group

"Monsieur de Treville awaits Monsieur d Artagnan,” cried a
servant, throw ng open the door of the cabinet.

At this announcenment, during which the door renmined open
everyone becanme nute, and am d the general silence the young man
crossed part of the length of the antechanber, and entered the
apartnent of the captain of the Musketeers, congratul ating
himself with all his heart at having so narrowmy escaped the end
of this strange quarrel

3 THE AUDI ENCE

M de Treville was at the nonent in rather ill-hunor,
neverthel ess he saluted the young man politely, who bowed to the
very ground; and he smiled on receiving D Artagnan's response,

t he Bearnese accent of which recalled to himat the sanme tine

his youth and his country--a double remenbrance whi ch nakes a man
smle at all ages; but stepping toward the antechanber and nmeki ng
a sign to D Artagnan with his hand, as if to ask his perm ssion
to finish with others before he began with him he called three
times, with a | ouder voice at each tine, so that he ran through
the intervening tones between the inperative accent and the angry
accent.

"At hos! Porthos! Arams!"
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The two Musketeers with whom we have al ready nade acquai ntance
and who answered to the |ast of these three nanmes, imedi ately
quitted the group of which they had formed a part, and advanced
toward the cabinet, the door of which closed after them as soon
as they had entered. Their appearance, although it was not quite
at ease, excited by its carel essness, at once full of dignity and
subm ssion, the adnmiration of D Artagnan, who beheld in these two
men demi gods, and in their | eader an Oynpian Jupiter, arned with
all his thunders.

VWen the two Miusketeers had entered; when the door was cl osed
behi nd them when the buzzing murmur of the antechanber, to which
the summns whi ch had been made had doubtl ess furni shed fresh
food, had recomrenced; when M de Treville had three or four
times paced in silence, and with a frowning brow, the whole

I ength of his cabinet, passing each tine before Porthos and
Aram s, who were as upright and silent as if on parade--he
stopped all at once full in front of them and covering them from
head to foot with an angry | ook, "Do you know what the king said
to me,"” cried he, "and that no | onger ago then yesterday

eveni ng--do you know, gentlenen?”

"No," replied the two Musketeers, after a nonent's silence, "no,
sir, we do not."

"But | hope that you will do us the honor to tell us," added
Arami s, in his politest tone and with his nost graceful bow.

"He told ne that he should henceforth recruit his Misketeers from
anong the Guards of Mnsieur the Cardinal."”

"The Guards of the cardinal! And why so?" asked Porthos, warmy.

"Because he plainly perceives that his piquette* stands in need
of being enlivened by a m xture of good w ne."

*A watered liquor, made fromthe second pressing of the grape.

The two Musketeers reddened to the whites of their eyes.

D Artagnan did not know where he was, and w shed hinself a
hundred feet underground.

"Yes, yes," continued M de Treville, growi ng warner as he spoke,
"and his mpjesty was right; for, upon nmy honor, it is true that
the Musketeers make but a miserable figure at court. The
cardinal related yesterday while playing with the king, with an
air of condol ence very displeasing to me, that the day before
yesterday those DAMNED MUSKETEERS, those DAREDEVILS--he dwelt
upon those words with an ironical tone still nore displeasing to
ne- -t hose BRAGGARTS, added he, glancing at ne with his tiger-
cat's eye, had made a riot in the Rue Ferou in a cabaret, and
that a party of his Guards (I thought he was going to laugh in ny
face) had been forced to arrest the rioters! MORBLEU  You nust
know sonet hi ng about it. Arrest Miusketeers! You were anpbng
them -you were! Don't deny it; you were recognized, and the
cardinal nanmed you. But it's all my fault; yes, it's all ny
fault, because it is nyself who selects ny nen. You, Aram s, why
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the devil did you ask ne for a uniform when you woul d have been
so much better in a cassock? And you, Porthos, do you only wear
such a fine golden baldric to suspend a sword of straw fromit?
And Athos--1 don't see Athos. Where is he?"

"I'll--very ill, say you? And of what nal ady?"

"It is feared that it may be the smallpox, sir," replied Porthos,
desirous of taking his turn in the conversation; "and what is
serious is that it will certainly spoil his face."

"The smal | pox! That's a great story to tell ne, Porthos! Sick
of the small pox at his age! No, no; but wounded wi thout doubt,
killed, perhaps. Ah, if | knew S blood! Messieurs Misketeers,

I will not have this haunting of bad places, this quarreling in
the streets, this swordplay at the crossways; and above all, |
wi || not have occasion given for the cardinal's Guards, who are

brave, quiet, skillful men who never put thenselves in a
position to be arrested, and who, besides, never allow thensel ves
to be arrested, to laugh at you! | amsure of it--they would
prefer dying on the spot to being arrested or taking back a step
To save yourselves, to scanper away, to flee--that is good for
the king's Miusketeers!"

Porthos and Aranis trenbled with rage. They could willingly have
strangled M de Treville, if, at the bottomof all this, they had
not felt it was the great |ove he bore them whi ch made hi m speak
thus. They stanped upon the carpet with their feet; they bit
their lips till the blood came, and grasped the hilts of their
swords with all their might. Al wthout had heard, as we have
said, Athos, Porthos, and Aranmi s called, and had guessed, from M
de Treville's tone of voice, that he was very angry about
sonmething. Ten curious heads were glued to the tapestry and
becanme pale with fury; for their ears, closely applied to the
door, did not |lose a syllable of what he said, while their nouths
repeated as he went on, the insulting expressions of the captain
to all the people in the antechanber. In an instant, fromthe
door of the cabinet to the street gate, the whole hotel was
boi I'i ng.

"Ah! The king's Miusketeers are arrested by the Guards of the
cardinal, are they?" continued M de Treville, as furious at
heart as his soldiers, but enphasizing his words and pl ungi ng
them one by one, so to say, |like so nmany blows of a stiletto,
into the bosons of his auditors. "Wat! Six of his Eminence's
Guards arrest six of his Majesty's Misketeers! MORBLEU My part
is taken! | will go straight to the louvre; | will give in ny
resignation as captain of the king's Misketeers to take a
lieutenancy in the cardinal's Guards, and if he refuses ne,
MORBLEU! | will turn abbe."

At these words, the murnur without became an expl osion; nothing
was to be heard but oaths and bl asphenmies. The MORBLUES, the
SANG DI EUS, the MORTS TOUTS LES DI ABLES, crossed one another in
the air. D Artagnan |ooked for sonme tapestry behind which he
m ght hide hinself, and felt an i ”Mmense inclination to craw
under the table.
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"Well, ny Captain,” said Porthos, quite beside hinself, "the
truth is that we were six against six. But we were not captured
by fair nmeans; and before we had tinme to draw our swords, two of
our party were dead, and Athos, grievously wounded, was very
little better. For you know Athos. Well, Captain, he endeavored
twice to get up, and fell again twice. And we did not
surrender--no! They dragged us away by force. On the way we
escaped. As

for Athos, they believed himto be dead, and | eft himvery quiet
on the field of battle, not thinking it worth the trouble to
carry himaway. That's the whole story. What the devil,
Captain, one cannot win all one's battles! The great Ponpey | ost
that of Pharsalia; and Francis the First, who was, as | have
heard say, as good as other fol ks, nevertheless |ost the Battle
of Pavia."

“"And | have the honor of assuring you that | killed one of them
with his own sword," said Aranmis; "for mine was broken at the
first parry. Killed him or poniarded him sir, as is nost
agreeable to you."

"I did not know that,"” replied M de Treville, in a somewhat
softened tone. "The cardinal exaggerated, as | perceive."
"But pray, sir," continued Aranmi s, who, seeing his captain becone
appeased, ventured to risk a prayer, "do not say that Athos is

wounded. He would be in despair if that should cone to the ears

of the king; and as the wound is very serious, seeing that after

crossing the shoulder it penetrates into the chest, it is to be feared--"

At this instant the tapestry was raised and a nobl e and handsone
head, but frightfully pale, appeared under the fringe.

"Athos!" cried the two Miusketeers.
"Athos!" repeated M de Treville hinself.

"You have sent for ne, sir," said Athos to M de Treville, in a
feeble yet perfectly cal mvoice, "you have sent for nme, as ny
conrades informne, and | have hastened to receive your orders.
| am here; what do you want with nme?"

And at these words, the Miusketeer, in irreproachabl e costune,
belted as usual, with a tolerably firmstep, entered the cabinet.
M de Treville, noved to the bottom of his heart by this proof of
courage, sprang toward him

"l was about to say to these gentlenen," added he, "that | forbid
ny Musketeers to expose their |ives needlessly; for brave nen are
very dear to the king, and the king knows that his Misketeers are
the bravest on the earth. Your hand, Athos!"

And without waiting for the answer of the newcomer to this proof
of affection, M de Treville seized his right hand and pressed it
with all his mght, wthout perceiving that Athos, whatever m ght
be his self-comuand, allowed a slight nurnmur of pain to escape
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him and if possible, grew paler than he was before.

The door had renmi ned open, so strong was the excitenment produced
by the arrival of Athos, whose wound, though kept as a secret,
was known to all. A burst of satisfaction hailed the |ast words
of the captain; and two or three heads, carried away by the

ent husi asm of the nonent, appeared through the openings of the
tapestry. M de Treville was about to reprehend this breach of
the rules of etiquette, when he felt the hand of Athos, who had
rallied all his energies to contend against pain, at |length
overcone by it, fell upon the floor as if he were dead.

"A surgeon!” cried M de Treville, "m ne! The king' s! The best! A
surgeon! O, s'blood, ny brave Athos will die!"

At the cries of M de Treville, the whole assenbl age rushed into
the cabi net, he not thinking to shut the door agai nst anyone, and
all crowded round the wounded nan. But all this eager attention
m ght have been useless if the doctor was so loudly called for
had chanced to be in the hotel. He pushed through the crowd,
approached Athos, still insensible, and as all this noise and
commoti on i nconveni enced himgreatly, he required, as the first
and nost urgent thing, that the Musketeer should be carried into
an adj oi ning chanber. |Inmmediately M de Treville opened and

poi nted the way to Porthos and Aram s, who bore their conrade in
their arns. Behind this group wal ked the surgeon; and behind the
surgeon the door cl osed.

The cabinet of M de Treville, generally held so sacred, becane
in an instant the annex of the antechanber. Everyone spoke,
harangued, and vociferated, swearing, cursing, and consigning the
cardinal and his Guards to all the devils.

An instant after, Porthos and Aram s re-entered, the surgeon and
M de Treville alone remaining with the wounded.

At length, M de Treville hinself returned. The injured man had
recovered his senses. The surgeon declared that the situation of
t he Musketeer had nothing in it to render his friends uneasy, his
weakness havi ng been purely and sinply caused by | oss of bl ood.

Then M de Treville nmade a sign with his hand, and all retired
except D Artagnan, who did not forget that he had an audi ence,
and with the tenacity of a Gascon remained in his place.

When all had gone out and the door was closed, M de Treville, on
turning round, found hinmself alone with the young man. The event
whi ch had occurred had in sonme degree broken the thread of his

i deas. He inquired what was the will of his persevering visitor
D Artagnan then repeated his nanme, and in an instant recovering
all his remenbrances of the present and the past, M de Treville
grasped the situation.

"Pardon ne," said he, smiling, "pardon me my dear conpatriot, but
I had wholly forgotten you. But what help is there for it! A
captain is nothing but a father of a famly, charged with even a
greater responsibility than the father of an ordinary famly.
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Soldiers are big children; but as | nmamintain that the orders of
the king, and nore particularly the orders of the cardinal
shoul d be executed--"

D Artagnan could not restrain a smle. By this smle M de
Treville judged that he had not to deal with a fool, and changing
the conversation, cane straight to the point.

"I respected your father very nuch," said he. "Wat can | do for
the son? Tell me quickly; ny tine is not ny own."

"Monsieur," said D Artagnan, "on quitting Tarbes and coni ng
hither, it was my intention to request of you, in renenbrance of
the friendship which you have not forgotten, the uniformof a
Musket eer; but after all that | have seen during the last two
hours, | conprehend that such a favor is enormous, and trenble
lest | should not nerit it."

"It is indeed a favor, young man," replied M de Treville, "but
it may not be so far beyond your hopes as you believe, or rather
as you appear to believe. But his majesty's decision is always

necessary; and | informyou with regret that no one becones a
Musket eer without the prelimnary ordeal of several canpaigns,
certain brilliant actions, or a service of two years in sone

ot her reginment |ess favored than ours."

D Artagnan bowed without replying, feeling his desire to don the
Musketeer's uni formvastly increased by the great difficulties
whi ch preceded the attainment of it.

"But," continued M de Treville, fixing upon his conpatriot a

| ook so piercing that it mght be said he wished to read the

t houghts of his heart, "on account of ny old conpanion, your
father, as | have said, | will do sonething for you, young nman.
Qur recruits fromBearn are not generally very rich, and | have
no reason to think nmatters have nmuch changed in this respect
since | left the province. | dare say you have not brought too
| arge a stock of nobney with you?”

D Artagnan drew hinself up with a proud air which plainly said,
"I ask alnms of no man."

"Ch, that's very well, young man," continued M de Treville,
“"that's all very well. | know these airs; | nyself came to Paris
with four crowns in my purse, and woul d have fought with anyone
who dared to tell me | was not in a condition to purchase the
Louvre."

D Artagnan's bearing becane still nore inposing. Thanks to the
sal e of his horse, he comenced his career with four nore crowns
than M de Treville possessed at the comencenent of his.

“You ought, | say, then, to husband the means you have, however
| arge the sum may be; but you ought also to endeavor to perfect
yourself in the exercises becomng a gentleman. | will wite a

letter today to the Director of the Royal Acadeny, and tonorrow
he will admt you wi thout any expense to yourself. Do not refuse
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this little service. OQur best-born and richest gentl enen
sonmetinmes solicit it without being able to obtain it. You will

| earn horsemanshi p, swordsmanship in all its branches, and
dancing. You will make sone desirabl e acquai ntances; and from
time to tinme you can call upon ne to tell you how you are getting
on and to say whether | can be of further service to you."

D Artagnan, stranger as he was to all the nanners of a court,
could not but perceive a little coldness in this reception.

"Alas, sir," said he, "I cannot but perceive how sadly | niss the
letter of introduction which my father gave nme to present to
you. "

"I certainly amsurprised," replied M de Treville, "that you
shoul d undertake so long a journey wthout that necessary
passport, the sole resource of us poor Bearnese."

"I had one, sir, and, thank God, such as | could wish," cried
D Artagnan; "but it was perfidiously stolen fromne."

He then rel ated the adventure of Meung, described the unknown

gentleman with the greatest nm nuteness, and all with a warnth and
truthful ness that delighted M de Treville.

"This is all very strange," said M de Treville, after neditating
a mnute; "you nmentioned nmy nane, then, aloud?"

"Yes, sir, | certainly cormitted that inprudence; but why should
I have done otherwi se? A nanme |ike yours nust be as a buckler to
me on my way. Judge if | should not put nyself under its
protection.”

Flattery was at that period very current, and M de Treville

| oved incense as well as a king, or even a cardinal. He could
not refrain froma smle of visible satisfaction; but this snile
soon di sappeared, and returning to the adventure of Meung, "Tel
me, " continued he, "had not this gentlenen a slight scar on his
cheek?"

"Yes, such a one as would be nade by the grazing of a ball."
"Was he not a fine-looking man?"

"Yes."

"Of lofty stature.”

"Yes."

"Of conpl exi on and brown hair?"

"Yes, yes, that is he; howis it, sir, that you are acquainted
with this man? |If | ever find himagain--and I will find him |
swear, were it in hell!"

"He was waiting for a woman," continued Treville.
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"He departed i medi ately after having conversed for a mnute with
her whom he awaited."

"You know not the subject of their conversation?"

"He gave her a box, told her not to open it except in London."
"Was this worman English?"

"He called her MIady."

"It is he; it nust be he!™ nurnured Treville. "1 believed him
still at Brussels."

"COh, sir, if you know who this man is," cried D Artagnan, "tel

me who he is, and whence he is. | will then release you fromall
your pronises--even that of procuring my admi ssion into the
Musket eers; for before everything, | wish to avenge nysel f."
"Beware, young man!" cried Treville. "If you see himconing on

one side of the street, pass by on the other. Do not cast
your sel f agai nst such a rock; he would break you like glass."
"That will not prevent ne,"
him"

replied D Artagnan, "if ever | find

"I'n the neantine," said Treville, "seek himnot--if | have a
right to advise you."

All at once the captain stopped, as if struck by a sudden
suspicion. This great hatred which the young travel er manifested
so loudly for this man, who--a rather inprobable thing--had
stolen his father's letter fromhi m-was there not sonme perfidy
conceal ed under this hatred? M ght not this young man be sent by
hi s Em nence? M ght he not have conme for the purpose of |aying a
snare for hin? This pretended D Artagnan--was he not an em ssary
of the cardinal, whomthe cardinal sought to introduce into
Treville's house, to place near him to win his confidence, and
afterward to ruin himas had been done in a thousand ot her

i nstances? He fixed his eyes upon D Artagnan even nore earnestly
than before. He was noderately reassured however, by the aspect
of that countenance, full of astute intelligence and affected
hum lity. "I know he is a Gascon," reflected he, "but he may be
one for the cardinal was well as for nme. Let us try him"

"My friend," said he, slowmy, "I wi sh, as the son of an ancient
friend--for | consider this story of the lost letter perfectly
true--1 wish, | say, in order to repair the col dness you may have

remarked in my reception of you, to discover to you the secrets
of our policy. The king and the cardinal are the best of
friends; their apparent bickerings are only feints to deceive

fools. | amnot willing that a conpatriot, a handsone cavali er
a brave youth, quite fit to nake his way, should becone the dupe
of all these artifices and fall into the snare after the exanple

of so many others who have been ruined by it. Be assured that |
am devoted to both these all-powerful masters, and that ny
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earnest endeavors have no other aimthan the service of the king,
and al so the cardinal--one of the nost illustrious geniuses that
France has ever produced.

"Now, young man, regulate your conduct accordingly; and if you
entertain, whether fromyour famly, your relations, or even from
your instincts, any of these ennmties which we see constantly
breaki ng out against the cardinal, bid nme adieu and | et us
separate. | will aid you in many ways, but w thout attaching you
to my person. | hope that ny frankness at |east will make you ny
friend; for you are the only young man to whom | have hitherto
spoken as | have done to you."

Treville said to himself: "If the cardinal has set this young
fox upon nme, he will certainly not have fail ed--he, who knows how
bitterly | execrate him-to tell his spy that the best neans of
making his court to nme is to rail at him Therefore, in spite of
all nmy protestations, if it be as | suspect, ny cunning gossip
will assure me that he holds his Em nence in horror."

It, however, proved otherwi se. D Artagnan answered, with the
greatest sinplicity: "I canme to Paris with exactly such
intentions. M father advised nme to stoop to nobody but the
ki ng, the cardinal, and yoursel f--whom he considered the first
three personages in France."

D Artagnan added M de Treville to the others, as nay be

percei ved; but he thought this addition would do no harm

"I have the greatest veneration for the cardinal," continued he,
"and the nost profound respect for his actions. So much the
better for nme, sir, if you speak to ne, as you say, with

frankness--for then you will do me the honor to esteemthe
resenbl ance of our opinions; but if you have entertai ned any
doubt, as naturally you may, | feel that | amruining nyself by
speaking the truth. But | still trust you will not esteem ne the

less for it, and that is my object beyond all others.”

M de Treville was surprised to the greatest degree. So much
penetration, so nuch frankness, created admiration, but did not
entirely renove his suspicions. The nore this young nan was
superior to others, the nore he was to be dreaded of he neant to
deceive him "You are an honest youth; but at the present nonent

I can only do for you that which I just now offered. M hotel
will be always open to you. Hereafter, being able to ask for ne
at all hours, and consequently to take advantage of al
opportunities, you will probably obtain that which you desire.”
"That is to say," replied D Artagnan, "that you will wait until |
have proved nyself worthy of it. WeIlIl, be assured," added he,
with the famliarity of a Gascon, "you shall not wait long." And

he bowed in order to retire, and as if he considered the future
in his own hands.

"But wait a mnute," said M de Treville, stopping him "I
prom sed you a letter for the director of the Acadeny. Are you
too proud to accept it, young gentl eman?"
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"No, sir," said D Artagnan; "and | will guard it so carefully
that 1 will be sworn it shall arrive at its address, and woe be
to himwho shall attenpt to take it fromne!"

M de Treville smled at this flourish; and | eaving his young man
conpatriot in the enbrasure of the wi ndow, where they had tal ked
together, he seated hinself at a table in order to wite the
prom sed | etter of recommendation. Wile he was doing this,

D Artagnan, having no better enploynment, anused himself with
beating a march upon the w ndow and with | ooking at the

Musket eers, who went away, one after another, following themwth
his eyes until they disappeared.

M de Treville, after having witten the letter, sealed it, and
ri sing, approached the young man in order to give it to him But
at the very nmonment when D Artagnan stretched out his hand to
receive it, M de Treville was highly astonished to see his

prot ege make a sudden spring, becone crinson with passion, and
rush fromthe cabinet crying, "S blood, he shall not escape ne
this time!"

"And who?" asked M de Treville.

"He, ny thief!" replied D Artagnan. "Ah, the traitor!" and he
di sappear ed.

"The devil take the madman!" nmurnmured M de Treville, "unless,"
added he, "this is a cunning node of escaping, seeing that he had
failed in his purpose!™

4 THE SHOULDER OF ATHOS, THE BALDRI C OF PORTHOS AND THE
HANDKERCHI EF OF ARAM S

D Artagnan, in a state of fury, crossed the antechanber at three
bounds, and was darting toward the stairs, which he reckoned upon
descending four at a time, when, in his heedl ess course, he ran
head forenpst agai nst a Miusketeer who was com ng out of one of M
de Treville's private roons, and striking his shoul der violently,
made himutter a cry, or rather a how .

"Excuse ne," said D Artagnan, endeavoring to resune his course,
"excuse nme, but | amin a hurry."

Scarcely had he descended the first stair, when a hand of iron
sei zed himby the belt and stopped him

"You are in a hurry?" said the Misketeer, as pale as a sheet.
"Under that pretense you run against nme! You say. 'Excuse ne,’
and you believe that is sufficient? Not at all my young nan. Do
you fancy because you have heard Monsieur de Treville speak to us
alittle cavalierly today that other people are to treat us as he
speaks to us? Undeceive yourself, conrade, you are not Mbnsieur
de Treville.”
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"My faith!" replied D Artagnan, recognizing Athos, who, after the
dressing performed by the doctor, was returning to his own

apartment. "l did not do it intentionally, and not doing it
intentionally, | said 'Excuse ne." It appears to nme that this is
qui te enough. | repeat to you, however, and this time on ny word
of honor--1 think perhaps too often--that | amin haste, great
haste. Leave your hold, then, | beg of you, and |l et ne go where

nmy business calls ne."

"Monsi eur," said Athos, letting himgo, "you are not polite; it
is easy to perceive that you come from a distance."

D Artagnan had al ready strode down three or four stairs, but at
Athos's last remark he stopped short.

"MORBLEU, nonsieur!" said he, "however far | may cone, it is not
you who can give ne a |lesson in good manners, | warn you."

"Per haps," said Athos.

"Ah! If I were not in such haste, and if | were not running
after soneone,” said D Artagnan

"Monsi eur Man-in-a-hurry, you can find me w thout running--ME,
you under st and?"

"And where, | pray you?"

"Near the Carmes-Deschaux."

"At what hour?"

" About noon."

"“About noon? That will do; | will be there."

"Endeavor not to nmake ne wait; for at quarter past twelve | wll
cut off your ears as you run."

"Good!" cried D Artagnan, "I will be there ten m nutes before
twelve.” And he set off running as if the devil possessed him
hopi ng that he might yet find the stranger, whose slow pace could
not have carried himfar

But at the street gate, Porthos was talking with the soldier on
guard. Between the two tal kers there was just enough roomfor a
man to pass. D Artagnan thought it would suffice for him and he
sprang forward |ike a dart between them But D Artagnan had
reckoned wi thout the wind. As he was about to pass, the w nd

bl ew out Porthos's |ong cloak, and D Artagnan rushed strai ght
into the middle of it. Wthout doubt, Porthos had reasons for
not abandoning this part of his vestnents, for instead of
quitting his hold on the flap in his hand, he pulled it toward
him so that D Artagnan rolled hinmself up in the velvet by a
nmovenent of rotation explained by the persistency of Porthos.

D Artagnan, hearing the Musketeer swear, wi shed to escape from
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t he cl oak, which blinded him and sought to find his way from
under the folds of it. He was particularly anxious to avoid
marring the freshness of the magnificent baldric we are

acquai nted with; but on timdly opening his eyes, he found
hinself with his nose fixed between the two shoul ders of
Porthos--that is to say, exactly upon the baldric.

Alas, like nmost things in this world which have nothing in their
favor but appearances, the baldric was glittering with gold in
the front, but was nothing but sinple buff behind. Vainglorious
as he was, Porthos could not afford to have a baldric wholly of
gold, but had at |east half. One could conprehend the necessity
of the cold and the urgency of the cloak.

"Bless ne!" cried Porthos, nmeking strong efforts to disenbarrass
hi rsel f of D Artagnan, who was wriggling about his back; "you
nmust be mad to run against people in this manner."

"Excuse ne," said D Artagnan, reappearing under the shoul der of
the giant, "but I amin such haste--1 was running after soneone
and--"

"And do you always forget your eyes when you run?" asked Porthos.

"No," replied D Artagnan, piqued, "and thanks to ny eyes, | can
see what other people cannot see.”

Vet her Porthos understood himor did not understand him giving
way to his anger, "Mnsieur," said he, "you stand a chance of
getting chastised if you rub Musketeers in this fashion.”

"Chastised, Monsieur!" said D Artagnan, "the expression is
strong."

"It is one that becomes a man accustoned to | ook his enemes in
the face."

"Ah, PARDIEU | know full well that you don't turn your back to
yours."

And the young man, delighted with his joke, went away | aughing
| oudl y.

Porthos foaned with rage, and nade a novenent to rush after
D Artagnan.

"Presently, presently,” cried the latter, "when you haven't your
cl oak on.™

"At one o'clock, then, behind the Luxenbourg."

"Very well, at one o'clock, then," replied D Artagnan, turning
the angle of the street.

But neither in the street he had passed through, nor in the one
whi ch his eager gl ance pervaded, could he see anyone; however
slowy the stranger had wal ked, he was gone on his way, or
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per haps had entered some house. D Artagnan inquired of everyone
he met with, went down to the ferry, came up again by the Rue de
Seine, and the Red Cross; but nothing, absolutely nothing! This
chase was, however, advantageous to himin one sense, for in
proportion as the perspiration broke fromhis forehead, his heart
began to cool

He began to reflect upon the events that had passed; they were
nunmer ous and i nauspicious. It was scarcely eleven o' clock in the
norni ng, and yet this norning had already brought himinto

di sgrace with M de Treville, who could not fail to think the
manner in which D Artagnan had left hima little cavalier

Besi des this, he had drawn upon hinself two good duels with two
men, each capable of killing three D Artagnans-with two
Musketeers, in short, with two of those beings whom he esteened
so greatly that he placed themin his mnd and heart above al

ot her men.

The outl ook was sad. Sure of being killed by Athos, it may
easily be understood that the young man was not very uneasy about
Porthos. As hope, however, is the last thing extinguished in the
heart of man, he finished by hoping that he m ght survive, even
though with terrible wounds, in both these duels; and in case of
surviving, he nade the foll owi ng reprehensi ons upon his own
conduct :

"What a madcap | was, and what a stupid fellow | am That brave
and unfortunate Athos was wounded on that very shoul der agai nst
which | nust run head forenost, like a ram The only thing that
astoni shes ne is that he did not strike nme dead at once. He had
good cause to do so; the pain | gave himnust have been
atrocious. As to Porthos--oh, as to Porthos, faith, that's a
droll affair!"

And in spite of hinself, the young man began to | augh al oud,
| ooki ng round carefully, however, to see that his solitary | augh
Wi t hout a cause in the eyes of passers-by, offended no one.

"As to Porthos, that is certainly droll; but I amnot the less a
giddy fool. Are people to be run against w thout warning? No!
And have | any right to go and peep under their cloaks to see
what is not there? He would have pardoned nme, he would certainly
have pardoned nme, if | had not said anything to hi mabout that
cursed baldric--in anbiguous words, it is true, but rather drolly
anbi guous. Ah, cursed Gascon that | am | get from one hobbl e
into another. Friend D Artagnan,"” continued he, speaking to
hinself with all the anenity that he thought due hinmself, "if you
escape, of which there is not nmuch chance, | would advise you to
practice perfect politeness for the future. You nust henceforth
be admred and quoted as a nodel of it. To be obliging and
polite does not necessarily make a man a coward. Look at Aram s,
now, Aramis is nmldness and grace personified. Well, did anybody
ever dream of calling Aramis a coward? No, certainly not, and
fromthis moment | will endeavor to nodel nyself after him  Ah!
That's strange! Here he is!"
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D Artagnan, wal king and soliloquizing, had arrived within a few
steps of the hotel d" Arguillon and in front of that hote
perceived Aranmi s, chatting gaily with three gentlemen; but as he
had not forgotten that it was in presence of this young man that
M de Treville had been so angry in the norning, and as a w tness
of the rebuke the Musketeers had received was not likely to be at
all agreeable, he pretended not to see him D Artagnan, on the
contrary, quite full of his plans of conciliation and courtesy,
approached the young nmen with a profound bow, acconpanied by a
nost gracious smle. Al four, besides, inmediately broke off

t heir conversati on.

D Artagnan was not so dull as not to perceive that he was one too
many; but he was not sufficiently broken into the fashions of the
gay world to know how to extricate himself gallantly froma fal se
position, like that of a man who begins to mingle with people he
is scarcely acquainted with and in a conversation that does not
concern him He was seeking in his nmnd, then, for the |east
awkwar d means of retreat, when he remarked that Arami s had | et
hi s handkerchief fall, and by m stake, no doubt, had placed his
foot upon it. This appeared to be a favorable opportunity to
repair his intrusion. He stooped, and with the npbst gracious air
he coul d assune, drew the handkerchi ef from under the foot of the
Musketeer in spite of the efforts the latter nmade to detain it,
and holding it out to him said, "I believe, nonsieur, that this
is a handkerchi ef you would be sorry to | ose?"

The handkerchi ef was indeed richly enbroi dered, and had a coronet
and arns at one of its corners. Aranis blushed excessively, and
snat ched rather than took the handkerchief fromthe hand of the
Gascon.

"Ah, ah!" cried one of the Guards, "will you persist in saying,
nost di screet Aranis, that you are not on good ternms with Madane
de Boi s-Tracy, when that gracious |ady has the kindness to | end
you one of her handkerchiefs?"

Arami s darted at D Artagnan one of those | ooks which informa man
that he has acquired a nortal eneny. Then, resuming his mld
air, "You are deceived, gentlenen," said he, "this handkerchi ef
is not mne, and | cannot fancy why Mnsieur has taken it into
his head to offer it to me rather than to one of you; and as a
proof of what | say, here is mine in ny pocket."

So saying, he pulled out his own handkerchief, |ikewi se a very
el egant handkerchi ef, and of fine canbric--though canbric was
dear at the period--but a handkerchi ef w thout enbroidery and
wi t hout arms, only ornanented with a single cipher, that of its
proprietor.

This time D Artagnan was not hasty. He perceived his m stake;
but the friends of Aramis were not at all convinced by his

deni al, and one of them addressed the young Misketeer with
affected seriousness. "If it were as you pretend it is," said
he, "I should be forced, my dear Aranmis, to reclaimit nyself;
for, as you very well know, Bois-Tracy is an intimte friend of
m ne, and | cannot allow the property of his wife to be sported
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as a trophy."

"You make the demand badly,"” replied Aram s; "and while
acknow edgi ng the justice of your reclamation, | refuse it on
account of the form™

"The fact is," hazarded D Artagnan, timdly, "I did not see the
handkerchief fall fromthe pocket of Monsieur Aramis. He had his
foot upon it, that is all; and |I thought from having his foot

upon it the handkerchief was his."

"And you were deceived, ny dear sir," replied Aram s, coldly,
very little sensible to the reparation. Then turning toward that
one of the guards who had declared hinself the friend of Bois-
Tracy, "Besides," continued he, "I have reflected, my dear
intimate of Bois-Tracy, that | amnot |ess tenderly his friend
than you can possibly be; so that decidedly this handkerchief is
as likely to have fallen fromyour pocket as mne."

“No, upon ny honor!" cried his Mayjesty's Guardsman.

"You are about to swear upon your honor and | upon ny word, and

then it will be pretty evident that one of us will have |ied.
Now, here, Montaran, we will do better than that--let each take a
hal f."

"OfF the handkerchief ?"

"Yes. "
"Perfectly just," cried the other two Guardsnen, "the judgnment of
King Sol onobn! Aram s, you certainly are full of w sdom"”

The young nen burst into a | augh, and as nay be supposed, the
affair had no other sequel. |In a nonment or two the conversation
ceased, and the three Guardsnen and the Musketeer, after having
cordi ally shaken hands, separated, the Guardsnen goi ng one way
and Aram s anot her.

"Now is ny tinme to nmake peace with this gallant man," said

D Artagnan to hinself, having stood on one side during the whole
of the latter part of the conversation; and with this good
feeling drawing near to Aram s, who was departing w thout paying
any attention to him "Monsieur," said he, "you will excuse ne, |
hope. "

"Ah, nonsieur,” interrupted Aram s, "permt me to observe to you
that you have not acted in this affair as a gallant man ought."

"What, nonsieur!" cried D Artagnan, "and do you suppose--"

"I suppose, nonsieur that you are not a fool, and that you knew
very well, although coming from Gascony, that people do not tread
upon handkerchi efs without a reason. What the devil! Paris is
not paved with canbric!"

"Monsi eur, you act wongly in endeavoring to nortify nme," said
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D Artagnan, in whomthe natural quarrel some spirit began to speak
nmore loudly than his pacific resolutions. "I amfrom Gascony, it
is true; and since you know it, there is no occasion to tell you

that Gascons are not very patient, so that when they have begged

to be excused once, were it even for a folly, they are convinced

that they have done already at |east as nmuch again as they ought

to have done."

“"Monsi eur, what | say to you about the matter,"” said Arams, "is
not for the sake of seeking a quarrel. Thank God, | amnot a
bravo! And being a Musketeer but for a tine, | only fight when
amforced to do so, and always with great repugnance; but this
time the affair is serious, for here is a | ady conproni sed by

you. "

"By US, you nean!" cried D Artagnan

"Why did you so naladroitly restore me the handkerchi ef ?"
"Whay did you so awkwardly let it fall?"

"l have said, nonsieur, and | repeat, that the handkerchief did
not fall fromny pocket."

"And t hereby you have lied twice, nonsieur, for | sawit fall."

"Ah, you take it with that tone, do you, Master Gascon? Well, |
will teach you how to behave yourself."

"And I will send you back to your Mass book, Master Abbe. Draw,
if you please, and instantly--"

"Not so, if you please, ny good friend--not here, at least. Do
you not perceive that we are opposite the Hotel d' Arguillon,
which is full of the cardinal's creatures? How do | know that
this is not his Em nence who has honored you with the conm ssion
to procure ny head? Now, | entertain a ridiculous partiality for
my head, it seens to suit my shoulders so correctly. | wish to
kill you, be at rest as to that, but to kill you quietly in a
snug, renote place, where you will not be able to boast of your
death to anybody."

"I agree, nonsieur; but do not be too confident. Take your
handker chi ef ; whether it belongs to you or another, you may
perhaps stand in need of it."

"Monsieur is a Gascon?" asked Aram s.
"Yes. Monsieur does not postpone an interview through prudence?"

"Prudence, nonsieur, is a virtue sufficiently useless to

Musket eers, | know, but indispensable to churchnmen; and as | am
only a Musketeer provisionally, | hold it good to be prudent. At
two o'clock I shall have the honor of expecting you at the hote
of Monsieur de Treville. There | will indicate to you the best
pl ace and tine."
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The two young nen bowed and separated, Aram s ascending the
street which led to the Luxenmbourg, while D Artagnan, perceiving
t he appoi nted hour was approaching, took the road to the

Car mes- Deschaux, saying to hinself, "Decidedly I can't draw back
but at least, if | amkilled, |I shall be killed by a Misketeer."

5 THE KING S MUSKETEERS AND THE CARDI NAL'S GUARDS

D Artagnan was acquai nted with nobody in Paris. He went
therefore to his appointnment with Athos wi thout a second,

determ ned to be satisfied with those his adversary shoul d
choose. Besides, his intention was forned to nake the brave
Musket eer all suitable apol ogi es, but w thout nmeanness or
weakness, fearing that mght result fromthis duel which
generally results froman affair of this kind, when a young and
vigorous man fights with an adversary who i s wounded and
weakened--if conquered, he doubles the triunmph of his antagonist;
if a conqueror, he is accused of foul play and want of courage.

Now, we nust have badly painted the character of our adventure
seeker, or our readers nust have already perceived that

D' Artagnan was not an ordinary nman; therefore, while repeating to
hi rsel f that his death was inevitable, he did not make up his
mnd to die quietly, as one | ess courageous and | ess restrained
m ght have done in his place. He reflected upon the different
characters of men he had to fight with, and began to view his
situation nore clearly. He hoped, by nmeans of |oyal excuses, to
make a friend of Athos, whose lordly air and austere bearing

pl eased hi mmuch. He flattered hinself he should be able to
frighten Porthos with the adventure of the baldric, which he
mght, if not killed upon the spot, relate to everybody a recita
whi ch, well managed, woul d cover Porthos with ridicule. As to
the astute Aramis, he did not entertain nuch dread of hin and
supposi ng he should be able to get so far, he deternmined to

di spatch himin good style or at least, by hitting himin the
face, as Caesar recommended his soldiers do to those of Ponpey,
to damage forever the beauty of which he was so proud

In addition to this, D Artagnan possessed that invincible stock
of resolution which the counsels of his father had inplanted in
his heart: "Endure nothing from anyone but the king, the
cardinal, and Monsieur de Treville." He flew, then, rather than
wal ked, toward the convent of the Carnes Dechausses, or rather
Deschaux, as it was called at that period, a sort of building

wi t hout a wi ndow, surrounded by barren fields--an accessory to
the Preaux-Clercs, and which was generally enpl oyed as the place
for the duels of nmen who had no tinme to | ose.

When D Artagnan arrived in sight of the bare spot of ground which
extended al ong the foot of the nonastery, Athos had been waiting
about five mnutes, and twelve o0'clock was striking. He was,
then, as punctual as the Samaritan wonman, and the nost rigorous
casui st with regard to duels could have nothing to say.

At hos, who still suffered grievously fromhis wound, though it
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had been dressed anew by M de Treville's surgeon, was seated on
a post and waiting for his adversary with hat in hand, his
feat her even touching the ground.

"Monsi eur," said Athos, "I have engaged two of ny friends as
seconds; but these two friends are not yet come, at which I am
astoni shed, as it is not at all their custom"

"I have no seconds on ny part, nonsieur," said D Artagnan; "for
having only arrived yesterday in Paris, | as yet know no one but
Monsi eur de Treville, to whom | was recomended by ny father, who
has the honor to be, in sone degree, one of his friends."

Athos reflected for an instant. "You know no one but Monsieur de
Trevill e?" he asked.

"Yes, nonsieur, | know only him"
"Well, but then," continued Athos, speaking half to hinself, "if
I kill you, | shall have the air of a boy-slayer."

"Not too nmuch so," replied D Artagnan, with a bow that was not
deficient in dignity, "since you do ne the honor to draw a sword
with me while suffering froma wound which is very inconvenient."

“Very inconveni ent, upon my word; and you hurt ne devilishly, |

can tell you. But | will take the left hand--it is my customin
such circunstances. Do not fancy that | do you a favor; | use
either hand easily. And it will be even a disadvantage to you; a
| eft-handed man is very troubl esome to people who are not
prepared for it. | regret | did not informyou sooner of this

ci rcumst ance. "

"You have truly, nonsieur," said D Artagnan, bowi ng again, "a
courtesy, for which, | assure you, | amvery grateful."

"You confuse ne," replied Athos, with his gentlemanly air; "let
us talk of sonething else, if you please. Ah, s'blood, how you
have hurt me! M shoul der quite burns.”

"If you would permt me--" said D Artagnhan, with timdity.
“What, nonsieur?"

"I have a mracul ous bal sam for wounds--a bal sam gi ven to nme by
ny not her and of which I have nmade a trial upon nyself."

Il\Ml | ?Il

"Well, | amsure that in |less than three days this bal sam woul d
cure you; and at the end of three days, when you would be cured--
well, sir, it would still do ne a great honor to be your man."

D Artagnan spoke these words with a sinplicity that did honor to
his courtesy, without throwi ng the |east doubt upon his courage.

"PARDI EU, nonsieur!" said Athos, "that's a proposition that
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pl eases me; not that | can accept it, but a | eague off it savors
of the gentleman. Thus spoke and acted the gallant knights of
the time of Charl emagne, in whom every cavalier ought to seek his
nodel . Unfortunately, we do not live in the tinmes of the great
enperor, we live in the tinmes of the cardinal; and three days
hence, however well the secret m ght be guarded, it would be
known, | say, that we were to fight, and our conbat would be
prevented. | think these fellows will never cone."

"I'f you are in haste, nonsieur," said D Artagnan, with the sane
simplicity with which a nonment before he had proposed to himto
put off the duel for three days, "and if it be your will to

di spatch me at once, do not inconveni ence yourself, | pray you."

"There is another word which pleases ne," cried Athos, with a
gracious nod to D Artagnan. "That did not cone froma man

wi thout a heart. Monsieur, | |love nen of your kidney; and
foresee plainly that if we don't kill each other, | shal
hereafter have nuch pleasure in your conversation. W will wait
for these gentlenen, so please you; | have plenty of time, and it
will be nore correct. Ah, here is one of them | believe."

In fact, at the end of the Rue Vaugirard the gigantic Porthos
appear ed.

"What!" cried D Artagnan, "is your first w tness Monsieur
Port hos?"

"Yes, that disturbs you?"
"By no neans."
"And here is the second."”

D Artagnan turned in the direction pointed to by Athos, and
percei ved Aram s

"What!" cried he, in an accent of greater astonishment than
before, "your second witness is Mnsieur Aram s?"

"Doubtless! Are you not aware that we are never seen one without
the others, and that we are called anong the Musketeers and the

Guards, at court and in the city, Athos, Porthos, and Aranis, or
the Three Inseparables? And yet, as you cone from Dax or Pau--"

"From Tarbes," said D Artagnan

"It is probable you are ignorant of this little fact,"” said

At hos.

"My faith!" replied D Artagnan, "you are well naned, gentlenen;
and ny adventure, if it should make any noise, will prove at

| east that your union is not founded upon contrasts."

In the nmeantinme, Porthos had cone up, waved his hand to Athos,
and then turning toward D Artagnan, stood quite astonished.
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Let us say in passing that he had changed his baldric and
relinqui shed his cloak

"Ah, ah!" said he, "what does this nean?"

"This is the gentleman | amgoing to fight with," said Athos,
pointing to D Artagnan with his hand and saluting himw th the
same gesture.

"Why, it is with himl am also going to fight," said Porthos.

"But not before one o'clock,"” replied D Artagnan

"And | also amto fight with this gentleman," said Aram's, com ng
in his turn onto the place.

"But not until two o'clock," said D Artaghan, with the sane
cal mess.

"But what are you going to fight about, Athos?" asked Aram s.

"Faith! | don't very well know. He hurt ny shoulder. And you,
Port hos?"
"Faith! | amgoing to fight--because | amgoing to fight,"

answer ed Porthos, reddening.

At hos, whose keen eye | ost nothing, perceived a faintly sly smle
pass over the lips of the young Gascon as he replied, "W had a
short di scussion upon dress.™

"And you, Aram s?" asked Athos.

"Ch, ours is a theological quarrel," replied Aram s, nmaking a
sign to D Artagnan to keep secret the cause of their duel

At hos indeed saw a second snile on the |lips of D Artagnan
"I ndeed?" said Athos.

"Yes; a passage of St. Augustine, upon which we could not agree,”
sai d the Gascon.

"Decidedly, this is a clever fellow, " nurmured Athos.

"And now you are assenbl ed, gentlenen," said D Artagnan, "permt
me to of fer you ny apol ogi es.

At this word APOLOG ES, a cl oud passed over the brow of Athos, a
haughty smle curled the Iip of Porthos, and a negative sign was
the reply of Aram s.

"You do not understand ne, gentlenen," said D Artagnan, throw ng
up his head, the sharp and bold |ines of which were at the nonent

gilded by a bright ray of the sun. "I asked to be excused in
case | should not be able to discharge nmy debt to all three; for
Monsi eur Athos has the right to kill me first, which | nust abate
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your valor in your own estimation, Monsieur Porthos, and render
yours al nost null, Monsieur Aramis. And now, gentlenen, |
repeat, excuse ne, but on that account only, and--on guard!”

At these words, with the nost gallant air possible, D Artagnan
drew his sword.

The bl ood had nounted to the head of D Artagnan, and at that
nmonment he woul d have drawn his sword against all the Misketeers
in the kingdomas willingly as he now did agai nst Athos, Porthos,
and Aram s.

It was a quarter past mdday. The sun was in its zenith, and the
spot chosen for the scene of the duel was exposed to its ful
ardor.

"It is very hot," said Athos, drawing his sword in its turn, "and
yet | cannot take off my doublet; for | just now felt ny wound
begin to bleed again, and | should not like to annoy Mbnsieur
with the sight of blood which he has not drawn from ne hinmself."

"That is true, Monsieur," replied D Artagnan, "and whether drawn

by nyself or another, | assure you | shall always view with
regret the blood of so brave a gentleman. | will therefore fight
in my doublet, |ike yourself."

ed Porthos.

"Cone, cone, enough of such conplinents!" cr
"Renenber, we are waiting for our turns."

"Speak for yourself when you are inclined to utter such
incongruities,” interrupted Aranmis. "For my part, | think what
they say is very well said, and quite worthy of two gentlenen."

"When you pl ease, nonsieur," said Athos, putting hinself on
guard.

"I waited your orders," said D Artagnan, crossing swords.

But scarcely had the two rapiers clashed, when a conpany of the
CGuards of his Em nence, commnded by M de Jussac, turned the
corner of the convent.

"The cardinal's Guards!" cried Aranis and Porthos at the sane
time. "Sheathe your swords, gentlenen, sheathe your swords!"

But it was too late. The two conbatants had been seen in a
position which |eft no doubt of their intentions.

"Hal l oo!" cried Jussac, advancing toward them and maki ng a sign
to his men to do so |ikew se, "hall oo, Misketeers? Fighting
here, are you? And the edicts? Wat is beconme of then?"

"You are very generous, gentlenen of the Guards," said Athos,

full of rancor, for Jussac was one of the aggressors of the
preceding day. "If we were to see you fighting, | can assure you
that we woul d nake no effort to prevent you. Leave us al one,
then, and you will enjoy a little anusenent w thout cost to
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yoursel ves. "

"Gentlenen," said Jussac, "it is with great regret that
pronounce the thing inpossible. Duty before everything.
Sheat he, then, if you please, and follow us."

"Monsi eur," said Aram s, parodying Jussac, "it would afford us
great pleasure to obey your polite invitation if it depended upon
oursel ves; but unfortunately the thing is inpossible--Mnsieur de
Treville has forbidden it. Pass on your way, then; it is the
best thing to do."

This raillery exasperated Jussac. "W will charge upon you,
then," said he, "if you di sobey."

"There are five of them" said Athos, half al oud, "and we are but
three; we shall be beaten again, and nust die on the spot, for

on ny part, | declare | will never appear again before the
captain as a conquered man."

At hos, Porthos, and Aranis instantly drew near one another, while
Jussac drew up his soldiers.

This short interval was sufficient to deternmine D Artagnan on the
part he was to take. It was one of those events which decide the
life of a man; it was a choice between the king and the
cardi nal --the choice made, it nust be persisted in. To fight,
that was to disobey the law, that was to risk his head, that was
to make at one bl ow an eneny of a mnister nore powerful than the
king himself. Al this young nman perceived, and yet, to his
prai se we speak it, he did not hesitate a second. Turning
towards Athos and his friends, "Gentlenen," said he, "allow ne to
correct your words, if you please. You said you were but three,
but it appears to nme we are four."

"But you are not one of us," said Porthos.

"That's true,"” replied D Artagnan; "I have not the uniform but I
have the spirit. M heart is that of a Musketeer; | feel it,
nmonsi eur, and that inpels nme on."

"Wt hdraw, young man," cried Jussac, who doubtless, by his
gestures and the expression of his countenance, had guessed

D Artagnan's design. "You may retire; we consent to that. Save
your skin; begone quickly."

D Artagnan did not budge.

"Decidedly, you are a brave fellow, " said Athos, pressing the
young man's hand.

"Cone, cone, choose your part," replied Jussac.
"Well," said Porthos to Aramis, "we nust do something."

"Monsieur is full of generosity," said Athos.

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com




The Three Musketeers 47

But all three reflected upon the youth of D Artagnan, and dreaded
hi s inexperience.

"We should only be three, one of whomis wounded, with the
addition of a boy," resuned Athos; "and yet it will not be the
| ess said we were four nen."

"Yes, but to yield!'" said Porthos.

"That IS difficult," replied Athos.

D Artagnan conprehended their irresolution

"Try nme, gentlenmen,"” said he, "and | swear to you by ny honor
that | will not go hence if we are conquered."

"What is your nane, ny brave fell ow?" said Athos.
"D Artagnan, nonsieur."

"Well, then, Athos, Porthos, Aranis, and D Artagnan, forward!"
cried Athos.

"Cone, gentlenen, have you deci ded?" cried Jussac for the third
tinme.

"It is done, gentlenen," said Athos.
"And what is your choice?" asked Jussac.

"We are about to have the honor of charging you," replied Aram s,
lifting his hat with one hand and drawing his sword with the
ot her.

"Ah! You resist, do you?" cried Jussac.
"S' bl ood; does that astonish you?"

And the nine conbatants rushed upon each other with a fury which
however did not exclude a certain degree of method.

Athos fixed upon a certain Cahusac, a favorite of the cardinal's.
Porthos had Bicarat, and Aram s found hinsel f opposed to two
adversaries. As to D Artagnan, he sprang toward Jussac hinself.

The heart of the young Gascon beat as if it would burst through
his side--not fromfear, CGod he thanked, he had not the shade of
it, but with enulation; he fought |ike a furious tiger, turning
ten tinmes round his adversary, and changing his ground and his
guard twenty tinmes. Jussac was, as was then said, a fine bl ade,
and had had rmuch practice; nevertheless it required all his skil
to defend hinsel f against an adversary who, active and energetic,
departed every instant fromreceived rules, attacking himon al
sides at once, and yet parrying like a man who had the greatest
respect for his own epiderms.

This contest at |ength exhausted Jussac's patience. Furious at
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bei ng held in check by one whom he had considered a boy, he
became warm and began to nmeke mi stakes. D Artagnan, who though
wanting in practice had a sound theory, redoubled his agility.
Jussac, anxious to put an end to this, springing forward, ained a
terrible thrust at his adversary, but the latter parried it; and
whil e Jussac was recovering hinself, glided |ike a serpent
beneath his bl ade, and passed his sword through his body. Jussac
fell like a dead mass.

D Artagnan then cast an anxi ous and rapid glance over the field
of battle.

Arami s had killed one of his adversaries, but the other pressed
himwarmy. Nevertheless, Aramis was in a good situation, and
able to defend hinself.

Bi carat and Porthos had just made counterhits. Porthos had
received a thrust through his arm and Bicarat one through his
thigh. But neither of these two wounds was serious, and they
only fought nore earnestly.

At hos, wounded anew by Cahusac, becane evidently paler, but did
not give way a foot. He only changed his sword hand, and fought
with his |eft hand.

According to the |l aws of dueling at that period, D Artagnan was
at liberty to assist whom he pleased. While he was endeavoring
to find out which of his conpani ons stood in greatest need, he
caught a glance from Athos. The glance was of sublinme el oquence.
At hos woul d have died rather than appeal for help; but he could

| ook, and with that | ook ask assistance. D Artagnan interpreted
it; with a terrible bound he sprang to the side of Cahusac,
crying, "To me, Monsieur Guardsman; | will slay you!"

Cahusac turned. It was tine; for Athos, whose great courage
al one supported him sank upon his knee.

"S' blood!" cried he to D Artagnan, "do not kill him young man, |
beg of you. | have an old affair to settle with himwhen | am
cured and sound again. Disarmhimonly--mke sure of his sword.
That's it! Very well done!"

The excl amation was drawn from At hos by seeing the sword of
Cahusac fly twenty paces fromhim D Artagnan and Cahusac sprang
forward at the sane instant, the one to recover, the other to
obtain, the sword; but D Artagnan, being the nore active, reached
it first and placed his foot upon it.

Cahusac i medi ately ran to the Guardsman whom Aranmi s had kil l ed,
seized his rapier, and returned toward D Artagnan; but on his way
he met Athos, who during his relief which D Artagnan had procured
hi m had recovered his breath, and who, for fear that D Artagnan
woul d kill his enemy, wished to resune the fight.

D Artagnan perceived that it would be disobliging Athos not to
| eave him alone; and in a few mnutes Cahusac fell, with a sword
thrust through his throat.
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At the sanme instant Aranis placed his sword point on the breast
of his fallen eneny, and forced himto ask for nercy.

There only then renmai ned Porthos and Bicarat. Porthos nmade a

t housand flourishes, asking Bicarat what o' clock it could be, and
of fering himhis conplinents upon his brother's having just

obtai ned a conpany in the regi nent of Navarre; but, jest as he

m ght, he gained nothing. Bicarat was one of those iron nen who
never fell dead.

Nevertheless, it was necessary to finish. The watch m ght come
up and take all the conbatants, wounded or not, royalists or
cardinalists. Athos, Aram s, and D Artagnan surrounded Bicarat,
and required himto surrender. Though alone against all and with
a wound in his thigh, Bicarat wished to hold out; but Jussac, who
had risen upon his elbow, cried out to himto yield. Bicarat was
a Gascon, as D Artagnhan was; he turned a deaf ear, and contented
hinsel f with [aughing, and between two parries finding tine to
point to a spot of earth with his sword, "Here," cried he,
parodying a verse of the Bible, "here will Bicarat die; for |
only amleft, and they seek ny life."

"But there are four against you; |eave off, | comand you."

"Ah, if you command ne, that's another thing," said Bicarat. "As
you are ny comrmander, it is nmy duty to obey." And springing
backward, he broke his sword across his knee to avoid the
necessity of surrendering it, threw the pieces over the convent
wal |, and crossed himarns, whistling a cardinalist air

Bravery is always respected, even in an eneny. The Misketeers
saluted Bicarat with their swords, and returned themto their
sheaths. D Artagnan did the sane. Then, assisted by Bicarat,
the only one |left standing, he bore Jussac, Cahusac, and one of
Aram s's adversaries who was only wounded, under the porch of the
convent. The fourth, as we have said, was dead. They then rang
the bell, and carrying away four swords out of five, they took
their road, intoxicated with joy, toward the hotel of M de
Treville.

They wal ked armin arm occupying the whole width of the street
and taking in every Misketeer they nmet, so that in the end it
became a triunphal march. The heart of D Artagnan swamin
delirium he marched between Athos and Porthos, pressing them
tenderly.

"I'f I amnot yet a Musketeer," said he to his new friends, as he
passed through the gateway of M de Treville's hotel, "at |east |
have entered upon ny apprenticeship, haven't [?"

6 H'S MAJESTY KING LOUI'S XI|

This affair made a great noise. M de Treville scolded his
Musketeers in public, and congratulated themin private; but as
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no tine was to be lost in gaining the king, M de Treville
hastened to report hinself at the Louvre. It was already too
late. The king was closeted with the cardinal, and M de
Treville was infornmed that the king was busy and coul d not
receive himat that monment. |In the evening M de Treville
attended the king's gaming table. The king was w nning; and as
he was very avaricious, he was in an excellent hunor. Perceiving
M de Treville at a distance--

"Cone here, Monsieur Captain," said he, "cone here, that | may
grow at you. Do you know that his Em nence has been maki ng
fresh conpl ai nts agai nst your Miusketeers, and that with so nuch
enpotion, that this evening his Em nence is indisposed? Ah, these
Musket eers of yours are very devils--fellows to be hanged."”

"No, sire," replied Treville, who saw at the first glance how
things would go, "on the contrary, they are good creatures, as
nmeek as | anmbs, and have but one desire, I'll be their warranty.
And that is that their swords may never |eave their scabbards but
in your majesty's service. But what are they to do? The Guards
of Monsieur the Cardinal are forever seeking quarrels with them
and for the honor of the corps even, the poor young nmen are
obliged to defend thensel ves."

"Listen to Monsieur de Treville," said the king; "listen to him
Woul d not one say he was speaking of a religious comunity? In
truth, my dear Captain, | have a great nind to take away your

commi ssion and give it to Madenpi selle de Chenerault, to whom
prom sed an abbey. But don't fancy that | am going to take you
on your bare word. | amcalled Louis the Just, Monsieur de
Treville, and by and by, by and by we will see."

"Ah, sire; it is because | confide in that justice that | shal
wait patiently and quietly the good pl easure of your Majesty."

"Wait, then, nonsieur, wait," said the king; "I will not detain
you | ong."

In fact, fortune changed; and as the king began to | ose what he
had won, he was not sorry to find an excuse for playing

Charl emagne--if we may use a gam ng phrase of whose origin we
confess our ignorance. The king therefore arose a ninute after
and putting the noney which |ay before himinto his pocket, the
maj or part of which arose fromhis w nnings, "La Vieuville," said
he, "take ny place; | nust speak to Monsieur de Treville on an
affair of inportance. Ah, | had eighty Iouis before nme; put down
the sane sum so that they who have | ost may have nothing to
conplain of. Justice before everything."

Then turning toward M de Treville and wal king with himtoward
the enbrasure of a wi ndow, "Well, nonsieur," continued he, "you
say it is his Em nence's Guards who have sought a quarrel with
your Muisket eers?"

"Yes, sire, as they always do."
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"And how did the thing happen? Let us see, for you know, ny dear
Captain, a judge must hear both sides."

"Good Lord! In the nost sinple and natural manner possible.
Three of my best soldiers, whomyour Mjesty knows by nane, and
whose devot edness you have nore than once appreciated, and who
have, | dare affirmto the king, his service nmuch at heart--three
of ny best soldiers, | say, Athos, Porthos, and Aranis, had nade
a party of pleasure with a young fell ow from Gascony, whom | had
i ntroduced to themthe same norning. The party was to take place
at St. Germain, | believe, and they had appointed to neet at the
Car mes- Deschaux, when they were di sturbed by De Jussac, Cahusac,
Bi carat, and two ot her Guardsnen, who certainly did not go there

in such a nunerous conpany wi thout sone ill intention against the
edicts. "
"Ah, ah! You incline ne to think so," said the king. "There is

no doubt they went thither to fight thenselves."

"I do not accuse them sire; but | |eave your Majesty to judge
what five armed men coul d possibly be going to do in such a
deserted place as the nei ghborhood of the Convent des Carnes."

"Yes, you are right, Treville, you are right!"

"Then, upon seeing my Musketeers they changed their mnds, and
forgot their private hatred for partisan hatred; for your Mjesty
cannot be ignorant that the Musketeers, who belong to the king
and nobody but the king, are the natural enem es of the
Guardsnmen, who belong to the cardinal."

"Yes, Treville, yes," said the king, in a nelancholy tone; "and
it is very sad, believe nme, to see thus two parties in France,
two heads to royalty. But all this will come to an end, Treville,
will come to an end. You say, then, that the Guardsnen sought a
quarrel with the Miusketeers?"

"I say that it is probable that things have fallen out so, but I
will not swear to it, sire. You know how difficult it is to

di scover the truth; and unless a man be endowed with that

adnm rabl e instinct which causes Louis XlIl to be naned the
Just--"

"You are right, Treville; but they were not al one, your
Musketeers. They had a youth with thenP"

"Yes, sire, and one wounded man; so that three of the king's
Musket eer s- - one of whom was wounded--and a youth not only

mai nt ai ned their ground against five of the nost terrible of the
cardi nal's Guardsnmen, but absolutely brought four of themto
earth."

"Why, this is a victory!" cried the king, all radiant, "
conplete victory!"

a

"Yes, sire; as conmplete as that of the Bridge of Ce."
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"Four men, one of them wounded, and a youth, say you?"

"One hardly a young man; but who, however, behaved hinself so
admrably on this occasion that | will take the liberty of
recommendi ng himto your Majesty."”

"How does he call hinmsel f?"

"D Artagnan, sire; he is the son of one of ny ol dest friends--the
son of a man who served under the king your father, of glorious
menory, in the civil war."

"And you say this young man behaved hinself well? Tell me how,
Treville--you know how | delight in accounts of war and
fighting."

And Louis XIIl twi sted his nustache proudly, placing his hand
upon his hip.

"Sire," resuned Treville, "as | told you, Monsieur d Artagnan is
little nore than a boy; and as he has not the honor of being a
Musket eer, he was dressed as a citizen. The Guards of the
cardinal, perceiving his youth and that he did not belong to the
corps, invited himto retire before they attacked."

"so you may plainly see, Treville," interrupted the king, "it was
t hey who attacked?"

"That is true, sire; there can be no nore doubt on that head.
They call ed upon himthen to retire; but he answered that he was
a Musketeer at heart, entirely devoted to your Majesty, and that
therefore he would remain with Messieurs the Misketeers."

"Brave young man!" murnured the king.

"Well, he did remain with them and your Mjesty has in himso
firma chanmpion that it was he who gave Jussac the terrible sword
thrust which has made the cardinal so angry.”

"He who wounded Jussac!" cried the king, "he, a boy! Treville,
that's inpossible!"

"It is as | have the honor to relate it to your Majesty."

"Jussac, one of the first swordsnen in the kingdonP"

"Well, sire, for once he found his master."
"I will see this young, Treville--1 will see him and if anything
can be done--well, we will make it our business."

"When will your Majesty deign to receive hinP"
"Tonorrow, at mdday, Treville."
"Shall 1| bring him al one?"
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"No, bring nme all four together. | wish to thank themall at
once. Devoted men are so rare, Treville, by the back staircase.
It is useless to |l et the cardi nal know "

"Yes, sire."

"You understand, Treville--an edict is still an edict, it is
forbidden to fight, after all."

"But this encounter, sire, is quite out of the ordinary
conditions of a duel. It is a brawl; and the proof is that there
were five of the cardinal's Guardsnen agai nst ny three Misketeers
and Monsieur d' Artagnan.”

"That is true," said the king; "but never mind, Treville, cone
still by the back staircase."

Treville smiled; but as it was indeed sonething to have prevailed
upon this child to rebel against his master, he saluted the king
respectfully, and with this agreement, took | eave of him

That evening the three Misketeers were informed of the honor
accorded them As they had | ong been acquainted with the king,
they were not nuch excited; but D Artagnan, with his Gascon

i mgi nation, sawin it his future fortune, and passed the night
in golden dreans. By eight o'clock in the norning he was at the
apartnent of Athos.

D Artagnan found the Musketeer dressed and ready to go out. As
the hour to wait upon the king was not till twelve, he had nade a
party with Porthos and Aramis to play a gane at tennis in a
tennis court situated near the stables of the Luxenbourg. Athos
invited D Artagnan to follow them and although ignorant of the
game, which he had never played, he accepted, not know ng what to
do with his time fromnine o' clock in the nmorning, as it then
scarcely was, till twelve

The two Musketeers were already there, and were playing together
At hos, who was very expert in all bodily exercises, passed with
D Artagnan to the opposite side and chal |l enged thenm but at the
first effort he nade, although he played with his |left hand, he
found that his wound was yet too recent to allow of such
exertion. D Artagnan renmi ned, therefore, alone; and as he

decl ared he was too ignorant of the game to play it regularly
they only continued giving balls to one another w thout counting.
But one of these balls, |aunched by Porthos' hercul ean hand,
passed so close to D Artagnan's face that he thought that if,

i nstead of passing near, it had hit him his audi ence woul d have
been probably lost, as it would have been inpossible for himto
present hinself before the king. Now, as upon this audience, in
hi s Gascon i nmmgi nati on, depended his future life, he saluted
Aram s and Porthos politely, declaring that he would not resune
the gane until he should be prepared to play with them on nore
equal terns, and went and took his place near the cord and in the
gal lery.
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Unfortunately for D Artagnan, anmong the spectators was one of his
Em nence's Guardsnen, who, still irritated by the defeat of his
conmpani ons, whi ch had happened only the day before, had prom sed
himself to seize the first opportunity of avenging it. He
believed this opportunity was now cone and addressed his

nei ghbor: "It is not astonishing that that young nan shoul d be
afraid of a ball, for he is doubtless a Miusketeer apprentice."

D Artagnan turned round as if a serpent had stung him and fixed
his eyes intensely upon the Guardsnman who had just nmade this
i nsol ent speech.

"PARDI EU, " resunmed the latter, twisting his nustache, "look at ne
as long as you like, nmy little gentleman! | have said what |
have said."

"And as since that which you have said is too clear to require
any explanation," replied D Artagnan, in a |ow voice, "I beg you
to follow me."

"And when?" asked the Guardsman, with the same jeering air

"At once, if you please."

"And you know who | am wi thout doubt?"

"“I'? | amconpletely ignorant; nor does it nuch disquiet ne.

"You're in the wong there; for if you knew my nane, perhaps you
woul d not be so pressing.”

"What is your nanme?"
"Ber naj oux, at your service."

"Well, then, Monsieur Bernajoux,
will wait for you at the door."

said D Artagnan, tranquilly, "

"Co, nonsieur, | will follow you."

"Do not hurry yourself, nonsieur, lest it be observed that we go
out together. You nmust be aware that for our undertaking,
conpany would be in the way."

"That's true," said the Guardsnan, astonished that his nane had
not produced nore effect upon the young man

I ndeed, the name of Bernajoux was known to all the world,

D Artagnan al one excepted, perhaps; for it was one of those which
figured nost frequently in the daily brawms which all the edicts
of the cardinal could not repress.

Porthos and Aranis were so engaged with their ganme, and Athos was
wat ching themwith so much attention, that they did not even
percei ve their young conpani on go out, who, as he had told the
Guardsman of his Em nence, stopped outside the door. An instant
after, the Guardsman descended in his turn. As D Artagnan had no
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time to | ose, on account of the audience of the king, which was
fixed for m dday, he cast his eyes around, and seeing that the
street was enpty, said to his adversary, "My faith! It is
fortunate for you, although your nanme is Bernajoux, to have only
to deal with an apprentice Miusketeer. Never nind; be content,
will do ny best. On guard!"

"But," said he whom D Artagnan thus provoked, "it appears to ne
that this place is badly chosen, and that we should be better
behi nd the Abbey St. Germain or in the Pre-aux-Clercs."

"What you say is full of sense,” replied D Artagnan; "but
unfortunately | have very little tinme to spare, having an
appoi ntnent at twelve precisely. On guard, then, nonsieur, on
guard!"

Ber naj oux was not a man to have such a conplinment paid to him
twice. In an instant his sword glittered in his hand, and he
sprang upon his adversary, whom thanks to his great
yout hf ul ness, he hoped to intimdate.

But D Artagnan had on the preceding day served his
apprenticeship. Fresh sharpened by his victory, full of hopes of
future favor, he was resolved not to recoil a step. So the two
swords were crossed close to the hilts, and as D Artagnan stood
firm it was his adversary who nmade the retreating step; but

D Artagnan seized the nmonment at which, in this novenent, the
sword of Bernajoux deviated fromthe line. He freed his weapon
made a | unge, and touched his adversary on the shoul der

D Artagnan i medi ately nade a step backward and raised his sword;
but Bernajoux cried out that it was nothing, and rushing blindly
upon him absolutely spitted hinmself upon D Artagnan's sword.

As, however, he did not fall, as he did not declare hinself
conquered, but only broke away toward the hotel of M de |la
Tremouill e, in whose service he had a relative, D Artagnan was

i gnorant of the seriousness of the |last wound his adversary had
recei ved, and pressing himwarmy, w thout doubt would soon have
conpleted his work with a third bl ow, when the noise which arose
fromthe street being heard in the tennis court, two of the
friends of the Guardsman, who had seen him go out after
exchangi ng some words with D Artagnan, rushed, sword in hand,
fromthe court, and fell upon the conqueror. But Athos, Porthos,
and Aranmis quickly appeared in their turn, and the nonent the two
Guardsnen attacked their young conpani on, drove them back

Ber naj oux now fell, and as the Guardsnmen were only two agai nst
four, they began to cry, "To the rescue! The Hotel de |la
Tremouillel™ At these cries, all who were in the hotel rushed

out and fell upon the four conpanions, who on their side cried
al oud, "To the rescue, Misketeers!™

This cry was generally heeded; for the Musketeers were known to
be eneni es of the cardinal, and were bel oved on account of the
hatred they bore to his Em nence. Thus the soldiers of other
conpani es than those which belonged to the Red Duke, as Arani s
had called him often took part with the king's Miusketeers in
these quarrels. O three Guardsnmen of the conpany of M
Dessessart who were passing, two came to the assistance of the
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four compani ons, while the other ran toward the hotel of M de
Treville, crying, "To the rescue, Miusketeers! To the rescue!”

As usual, this hotel was full of soldiers of this conmpany, who
hastened to the succor of their conrades. The MELEE becane
general, but strength was on the side of the Miusketeers. The
cardinal's Guards and M de |la Trenpuille's people retreated into
the hotel, the doors of which they closed just in tinme to prevent
their enemies fromentering with them As to the wounded nman, he
had been taken in at once, and, as we have said, in a very bad
state.

Excitement was at its height anong the Musketeers and their
allies, and they even began to deliberate whether they should not
set fire to the hotel to punish the insolence of M de |la
Tremouil |l e's donestics in daring to nmake a SORTIE upon the king's
Musket eers. The proposition had been nmade, and received with

ent husi asm when fortunately el even o' clock struck. D Artagnan
and his conpani ons renmenbered their audi ence, and as they woul d
very much have regretted that such an opportunity should be | ost,
they succeeded in calmng their friends, who contented thensel ves
with hurling some paving stones agai nst the gates; but the gates
were too strong. They soon tired of the sport. Besides, those
who nust be considered the | eaders of the enterprise had quit the
group and were nmaking their way toward the hotel of M de
Treville, who was waiting for them already informed of this
fresh di sturbance.

"Quick to the Louvre," said he, "to the Louvre without |osing an
instant, and |l et us endeavor to see the king before he is

prejudi ced by the cardinal. W will describe the thing to him as
a consequence of the affair of yesterday, and the two will pass
of f together."

M de Treville, acconpanied by the four young fellows, directed
his course toward the Louvre; but to the great astoni shnent of
the captain of the Misketeers, he was infornmed that the king had
gone stag hunting in the forest of St. Germain. M de Treville
required this intelligence to be repeated to himtw ce, and each
time his conpani ons saw his brow becone darker

"Had his Majesty," asked he, "any intention of holding this
hunti ng party yesterday?"

"No, your Excellency," replied the valet de chanbre, "the Master
of the Hounds cane this norning to informhimthat he had marked
down a stag. At first the king answered that he would not go;
but he could not resist his love of sport, and set out after

di nner. "

"And the king has seen the cardinal ?" asked M de Treville.
“I'n all probability he has," replied the valet, "for | saw the
horses harnessed to his Eninence's carriage this norning, and

when | asked where he was going, they told nme, "To St. Germain."'"

"He is beforehand with us,"” said M de Treville. "GCentlenen, |
will see the king this evening; but as to you, | do not advise
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you to risk doing so."

Thi s advice was too reasonabl e, and noreover came froma man who
knew the king too well, to allow the four young nmen to dispute
it. M de Treville recomended everyone to return hone and wait
for news.

On entering his hotel, M de Treville thought it best to be first
in making the conplaint. He sent one of his servants to M de |la
Tremouille with a letter in which he begged of himto eject the
cardinal's Guardsnen from his house, and to reprimnd his people
for their audacity in making SORTIE agai nst the king's
Musketeers. But M de la Trenouille--already prejudiced by his
esqui re, whose relative, as we al ready know, Bernajoux was--
replied that it was neither for M de Treville nor the Misketeers
to conplain, but, on the contrary, for him whose people the
Musket eers had assaulted and whose hotel they had endeavored to
burn. Now, as the debate between these two nobles mght |ast a
long time, each becoming, naturally, nore firmin his own

opi nion, M de Treville thought of an expedi ent which night
termnate it quietly. This was to go hinself to M de la
Tremouil | e.

He repaired, therefore, imediately to his hotel, and caused
hinsel f to be announced.

The two nobl es saluted each other politely, for if no friendship
exi sted between them there was at | east esteem Both were men
of courage and honor; and as M de la Trenouille--a Protestant,
and seeing the king seldom-was of no party, he did not, in
general, carry any bias into his social relations. This tineg,
however, his address, although polite, was cool er than usual
“Monsieur," said M de Treville, "we fancy that we have each
cause to conplain of the other, and I am conme to endeavor to
clear up this affair."

"I have no objection,” replied M de la Trenmouille, "but | warn
you that I amwell inforned, and all the fault is with your
Musket eers.”

"You are too just and reasonable a man, nonsieur!" said Treville,
"not to accept the proposal | am about to nmake to you."

“Make it, nonsieur, | listen."

"How i s Monsi eur Bernajoux, your esquire's relative?"

"Why, nonsieur, very ill indeed! 1In addition to the sword thrust
in his arm which is not dangerous, he has received another right
through his lungs, of which the doctor says bad things."

"But has the wounded man retai ned his senses?"

"Perfectly."

"Does he tal k?"
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"Wth difficulty, but he can speak.”

"Well, nonsieur, let us go to him Let us adjure him in the
name of the God before whom he nmust perhaps appear, to speak the
truth. | will take himfor judge in his own cause, nonsieur, and
will believe what he will say."

M de la Trenpuille reflected for an instant; then as it was
difficult to suggest a nore reasonabl e proposal, he agreed to it.

Both descended to the chanber in which the wounded man lay. The
|atter, on seeing these two noble |lords who cane to visit him
endeavored to raise hinself up in his bed; but he was too weak
and exhausted by the effort, he fell back again al nbst sensel ess.

M de la Trenouille approached him and nade himinhal e sone
salts, which recalled himto life. Then M de Treville
unwilling that it should be thought that he had influenced the
wounded man, requested M de la Tremouille to interrogate him
hi msel f.

That happened which M de Treville had foreseen. Placed between
life and death, as Bernajoux was, he had no idea for a nonent of
concealing the truth; and he described to the two nobles the
affair exactly as it had passed.

This was all that M de Treville wanted. He w shed Bernajoux a
speedy conval escence, took |leave of M de la Trenouille, returned
to his hotel, and inmmediately sent word to the four friends that
he awaited their conpany at dinner

M de Treville entertai ned good conpany, wholly anticardinal st,
though. It nmay easily be understood, therefore, that the
conversation during the whole of dinner turned upon the two
checks that his Em nence's Cuardsnen had received. Now, as

D Artagnan had been the hero of these two fights, it was upon him
that all the felicitations fell, which Athos, Porthos, and Aram s
abandoned to him not only as good conrades, but as men who had
so often had their turn that could very well afford himhis

Toward six o'clock M de Treville announced that it was tine to
go to the Louvre; but as the hour of audience granted by his
Maj esty was past, instead of clainming the ENTREE by the back
stairs, he placed hinself with the four young nmen in the

ant echanber. The king had not yet returned from hunting. CQur
young nen had been waiting about half an hour, amid a crowd of
courtiers, when all the doors were thrown open, and his Myjesty
was announced.

At his announcenent D Artagnan felt hinself trenble to the very
marrow of his bones. The com ng instant would in all probability
decide the rest of his life. His eyes therefore were fixed in a
sort of agony upon the door through which the king nmust enter

Louis XIIl appeared, walking fast. He was in hunting costune
covered with dust, wearing | arge boots, and holding a whip in his
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hand. At the first glance, D Artagnan judged that the m nd of
t he king was storny.

This disposition, visible as it was in his Majesty, did not
prevent the courtiers fromrangi ng thensel ves al ong his pat hway.
In royal antechanbers it is worth nore to be viewed with an angry
eye than not to be seen at all. The three Misketeers therefore
did not hesitate to nake a step forward. D Artagnan on the
contrary remai ned conceal ed behind them but although the Kking
knew At hos, Porthos, and Aram s personally, he passed before them
wi t hout speaking or |ooking--indeed, as if he had never seen them
before. As for M de Treville, when the eyes of the king fel

upon him he sustained the ook with so nuch firmess that it was
the king who dropped his eyes; after which his Mjesty,

grunbling, entered his apartnent.

“"Matters go but badly," said Athos, smiling; "and we shall not be
made Chevaliers of the Order this tine."

"Wait here ten minutes,"” said M de Treville; "and if at the
expiration of ten m nutes you do not see ne cone out, return to
my hotel, for it will be useless for you to wait for me |onger."

The four young nen waited ten mnutes, a quarter of an hour
twenty mnutes; and seeing that M de Treville did not return,
went away very uneasy as to what was going to happen.

M de Treville entered the king's cabinet boldly, and found his
Maj esty in a very ill hunor, seated on an arncthair, beating his
boot with the handle of his whip. This, however, did not prevent
his asking, with the greatest cool ness, after his Majesty's
heal t h.

"Bad, nonsieur, bad!" replied the king; "I am bored."

This was, in fact, the worst conplaint of Louis X I, who would
sonmetinmes take one of his courtiers to a wi ndow and say,
"Monsi eur So-and-so, |let us weary ourselves together."

"How!  Your Majesty is bored? Have you not enjoyed the pleasures
of the chase today?"

"A fine pleasure, indeed, nonsieur! Upon my soul, everything
degenerates; and | don't know whether it is the game which | eaves
no scent, or the dogs that have no noses. W started a stag of
ten branches. W chased himfor six hours, and when he was near
bei ng taken--when St.-Sinmon was already putting his horn to his
nmouth to sound the HALALI--crack, all the pack takes the w ong

scent and sets off after a two-year-older. | shall be obliged to
give up hunting, as | have given up hawking. Ah, | am an
unfortunate king, Monsieur de Treville! | had but one gerfal con

and he died day before yesterday."
"I ndeed, sire, | wholly conprehend your disappointnment. The

m sfortune is great; but | think you have still a good nunber of
fal cons, sparrow hawks, and tiercets."
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"And not a man to instruct them Fal coners are declining. |
know no one but nyself who is acquainted with the noble art of
venery. After ne it will all be over, and people will hunt with
gins, snares, and traps. |If | had but the time to train pupils!
But there is the cardinal always at hand, who does not |eave ne a
noment's repose; who talks to ne about Spain, who talks to ne
about Austria, who talks to ne about England! Ah! A PROPCS of
the cardinal, Mnsieur de Treville, | amvexed with you!"

This was the chance at which M de Treville waited for the king.
He knew the king of old, and he knew that all these conplaints
were but a preface--a sort of excitation to encourage hinself--
and that he had now cone to his point at |ast.

"And in what have | been so unfortunate as to displ ease your
Maj esty?" asked M de Treville, feigning the nmost profound
ast oni shnent .

"I's it thus you performyour charge, nonsieur?" continued the
king, without directly replying to De Treville's question. "Is
it for this I name you captain of ny Musketeers, that they should
assassinate a man, disturb a whole quarter, and endeavor to set
fire to Paris, wi thout your saying a word? But yet," continued
the king, "undoubtedly my haste accuses you wongfully; wthout
doubt the rioters are in prison, and you cone to tell me justice
is done."

"Sire," replied M de Treville, calmy, "on the contrary, | cone
to demand it of you."

"And agai nst whon®?" cried the king.

"Agai nst calumiators,” said M de Treville.

"Ah!  This is sonething new," replied the king. "WII you tel
me that your three danmed Miusketeers, Athos, Porthos, and Aram s
and your youngster from Bearn, have not fallen, like so many
furies, upon poor Bernajoux, and have not maltreated himin such
a fashion that probably by this time he is dead? WII you tel
me that they did not lay siege to the hotel of the Duc de |a
Tremouill e, and that they did not endeavor to burn it?--which
woul d not, perhaps, have been a great m sfortune in tine of war,
seeing that it is nothing but a nest of Huguenots, but which is,
in time of peace, a frightful exanple. Tell nme, now, can you
deny all this?"

"And who told you this fine story, sire?" asked Treville,
quietly.

"Who has told me this fine story, nonsieur? W should it be but
he who watches while | sleep, who |abors while | amuse nyself,

who conducts everything at hone and abroad--in France as in
Eur ope?”

"Your Majesty probably refers to God," said M de Treville; "for
I know no one except God who can be so far above your Mjesty."

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com




The Three Musketeers 61

"No, nonsieur; | speak of the prop of the state, of ny only
servant, of ny only friend--of the cardinal."”

"His Emi nence is not his holiness, sire."
"What do you nean by that, nonsieur?"

"That it is only the Pope who is infallible, and that this
infallibility does not extend to cardinals."”

"You nean to say that he deceives ne; you mean to say that he
betrays nme? You accuse him then? Cone, speak; avow freely that
you accuse him"

"No, sire, but |I say that he deceives hinself. | say that he is
ill-infornmed. | say that he has hastily accused your Majesty's
Musket eers, toward whom he is unjust, and that he has not
obt ai ned his information from good sources."”

"The accusation cones from Monsieur de la Trenmouille, fromthe
duke hinself. What do you say to that?"

"I mght answer, sire, that he is too deeply interested in the
guestion to be a very inpartial witness; but so far fromthat,
sire, | know the duke to be a royal gentleman, and | refer the
matter to hi m-but upon one condition, sire."

"n W]a_t ?Il
"It is that your Majesty will make him cone here, wll
interrogate hi myourself, TETE-A-TETE, w thout w tnesses, and

that | shall see your Majesty as soon as you have seen the duke."

"What, then! You will bind yourself," cried the king, "by what
Monsi eur de |la Trenouille shall say?”

"Yes, sire."
"You will accept his judgnent?"

"“Undoubt edl y. "

"Any you will submit to the reparation he may require?"
"Certainly."

"La Chesnaye," said the king. "La Chesnaye!"”

Louis XlIll's confidential valet, who never left the door, entered

inreply to the call

"La Chesnaye," said the king, "let sonmeone go instantly and find
Monsi eur de la Tremouille; | wish to speak with himthis

eveni ng. "

"Your Majesty gives ne your word that you will not see anyone
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bet ween Monsieur de la Trenouille and nysel f?"
"Nobody, by the faith of a gentleman."”
"Tonorrow, then, sire?"

“Tonorrow, nonsieur."

"At what o'clock, please your Mjesty?"

"At any hour you will."

"But in conming too early | should be afraid of awakeni ng your
Maj esty. "

"Awaken nme! Do you think I ever sleep, then? | sleep no |onger
nonsi eur. | sonetines dream that's all. Cone, then, as early
as you like--at seven 0'clock; but beware, if you and your
Musketeers are guilty.”

"If my Musketeers are guilty, sire, the guilty shall be placed in
your Majesty's hands, who will dispose of them at your good

pl easure. Does your Mjesty require anything further? Speak, |
amready to obey."

"No, nonsieur, no; | amnot called Louis the Just w thout reason.
Tonorrow, then, nonsieur--tonorrow. "

"Till then, God preserve your Mjesty!"

However ill the king m ght sleep, M de Treville slept stil
worse. He had ordered his three Musketeers and their conpanion
to be with himat half past six in the norning. He took them
with him w thout encouragi ng them or pronising them anything,
and without concealing fromthemthat their |uck, and even his
own, depended upon the cast of the dice.

Arrived at the foot of the back stairs, he desired themto wait.
If the king was still irritated agai nst them they would depart

wi t hout being seen; if the king consented to see them they woul d
only have to be call ed.

On arriving at the king's private antechanber, M de Treville
found La Chesnaye, who informed himthat they had not been able
to find M de la Trenpuille on the preceding evening at his
hotel, that he returned too late to present hinself at the
Louvre, that he had only that nonent arrived and that he was at
that very hour with the King.

This circunstance pleased M de Treville nuch, as he thus becane
certain that no foreign suggestion could insinuate itself between
M de la Trenmouille's testinony and hinsel f.

In fact, ten mnutes had scarcely passed away when the door of
the king's closet opened, and M de Treville saw M de |l a
Tremouill e come out. The duke cane straight up to him and said:
"Monsieur de Treville, his Majesty has just sent for ne in order
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to inquire respecting the circunstances which took place
yesterday at ny hotel. | have told himthe truth; that is to
say, that the fault lay with nmy people, and that | was ready to
of fer you ny excuses. Since | have the good fortune to neet you,
| beg you to receive them and to hold ne al ways as one of your
friends."

"“Monsi eur the Duke," said M de Treville, "I was so confident of
your loyalty that | required no other defender before his Mjesty
than yourself. | find that | have not been m staken, and | thank
you that there is still one man in France of whom nay be said,

wi t hout di sappoi ntment, what | have said of you."

"That's well said," cried the king, who had heard all these
conplinments through the open door; "only tell him Treville,
since he wishes to be considered your friend, that I also wish to
be one of his, but he neglects nme; that it is nearly three years
since | have seen him and that | never do see himunless | send
for him Tell himall this for me, for these are things which a
ki ng cannot say for hinself."

"Thanks, sire, thanks," said the duke; "but your Majesty may be
assured that it is not those--1 do not speak of Monsieur de
Trevill e--whom your Majesty sees at all hours of the day that are
nost devoted to you."

"“Ah!  You have heard what | said? So nmuch the better, Duke, so
much the better," said the king, advancing toward the door. "Ah!
It is you, Treville. Where are your Musketeers? | told you the
day before yesterday to bring themw th you; why have you not
done so?"

"They are below, sire, and with your perm ssion La Chesnaye wil |l
bid them cone up."

"Yes, yes, let themcone up imediately. It is nearly eight
o' clock, and at nine | expect a visit. Go, Monsieur Duke, and
return often. Cone in, Treville."

The Duke saluted and retired. At the noment he opened the door
the three Musketeers and D Artagnan, conducted by La Chesnaye,
appeared at the top of the staircase.

"“Cone in, ny braves,"
scold you."

said the king, "cone in; | amgoing to

The Musket eers advanced, bowi ng, D Artagnan follow ng closely
behi nd them

"What the devil!" continued the king. "Seven of his Em nence's
Guards placed HORS DE COVBAT by you four in two days! That's too
many, gentlenmen, too many! |If you go on so, his Enminence will be

forced to renew his conpany in three weeks, and | to put the
edicts in force in all their rigor. One now and then | don't say
much about; but seven in two days, | repeat, it is too many, it
is far too many!"
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"Therefore, sire, your Majesty sees that they are conme, quite
contrite and repentant, to offer you their excuses."

"Quite contrite and repentant! Hem " said the king. "I place no
confidence in their hypocritical faces. |In particular, there is
one yonder of a Gascon | ook. Cone hither, nonsieur."

D Artagnan, who understood that it was to himthis conplinent was
addressed, approached, assum ng a nost deprecating air

"Why you told me he was a young man? This is a boy, Treville, a
mere boy! Do you nean to say that it was he who bestowed that
severe thrust at Jussac?"

"And those two equally fine thrusts at Bernajoux."
“Truly!"

"Wt hout reckoning," said Athos, "that if he had not rescued ne
fromthe hands of Cahusac, | should not now have the honor of
maki ng ny very hunble reverence to your Mjesty."

"Why he is a very devil, this Bearnais! VENTRE-SAINT-GRIS,

Monsi eur de Treville, as the king ny father would have said. But
at this sort of work, many doubl ets nmust be slashed and many
swords broken. Now, Gascons are always poor, are they not?"

"Sire, | can assert that they have hitherto di scovered no gold
mnes in their nountains; though the Lord owes themthis nmracle
in reconpense for the manner in which they supported the

pret ensi ons of the king your father."

"Which is to say that the Gascons nade a king of ne, nyself,
seeing that | amnmy father's son, is it not, Treville? Wl
happily, | don't say nay to it. La Chesnaye, go and see if by
rummagi ng all my pockets you can find forty pistoles; and if you
can find them bring themto nme. And now let us see, young man
wi th your hand upon your conscience, how did all this come to
pass?"

D Artagnan rel ated the adventure of the preceding day in all its
details; how, not having been able to sleep for the joy he felt
in the expectation of seeing his Majesty, he had gone to his
three friends three hours before the hour of audience; how they
had gone together to the tennis court, and how, upon the fear he
had mani fested | est he receive a ball in the face, he had been
jeered at by Bernajoux who had nearly paid for his jeer with his
life and M de la Trenouille, who had nothing to do with the
matter, with the loss of his hotel

"This is all very well," murnured the king, "yes, this is just
the account the duke gave ne of the affair. Poor cardinal

Seven nmen in tw days, and those of his very best! But that's
qui te enough, gentl enen; please to understand, that's enough

You have taken your revenge for the Rue Ferou, and even exceeded
it; you ought to be satisfied.”
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"If your Majesty is so," said Treville, "we are."

"Ch, yes; | am" added the king, taking a handful of gold from La
Chesnaye, and putting it into the hand of D Artagnan. "Here,"
said he, "is a proof of ny satisfaction."”

At this epoch, the ideas of pride which are in fashion in our
days did not prevail. A gentleman received, from hand to hand,
money fromthe king, and was not the least in the world

hum |iated. D Artagnan put his forty pistoles into his pocket
Wi t hout any scruple--on the contrary, thanking his Myjesty

greatly.

"There," said the king, l|ooking at a clock, "there, now, as it is
hal f past eight, you may retire; for as | told you, | expect
someone at nine. Thanks for your devotedness, gentlenen. | may

continue to rely upon it, may | not?"

"COh, sire!" cried the four conpanions, with one voice, "we would
all ow ourselves to be cut to pieces in your Majesty's service.”

"Well, well, but keep whole; that will be better, and you will be
nore useful to ne. Treville," added the king, in a | ow voice, as
the others were retiring, "as you have no roomin the Misketeers,
and as we have besides decided that a novitiate is necessary
before entering that corps, place this young man in the conpany
of the Guards of Monsieur Dessessart, your brother-in-law  Ah,

PARDI EU, Treville! | enjoy beforehand the face the cardinal wll
make. He will be furious; but I don't care. | am doing what is
right."

The king waved his hand to Treville, who I eft himand rejoined
the Musketeers, whom he found sharing the forty pistoles with
D Artagnan.

The cardinal, as his Majesty had said, was really furious, so
furious that during eight days he absented hinself fromthe
king's gaming table. This did not prevent the king from being as
conpl acent to him as possi ble whenever he met him or from asking
in the kindest tone, "Well, Mnsieur Cardinal, how fares it with
that poor Jussac and that poor Bernajoux of yours?"

7 THE I NTERI OR OF "THE MJUSKETEERS"

VWhen D Artagnan was out of the Louvre, and consulted his friends
upon the use he had best make of his share of the forty pistoles,
At hos advised himto order a good repast at the Pomme-de-Pin,
Porthos to engage a | ackey, and Arami s to provide hinself with a
suitable m stress.

The repast was carried into effect that very day, and the | ackey

waited at table. The repast had been ordered by Athos, and the

| ackey furnished by Porthos. He was a Picard, whomthe glorious

Musket eer had picked up on the Bridge Tournelle, making rings and
pl ashing in the water
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Porthos pretended that this occupation was proof of a reflective
and contenpl ati ve organi zati on, and he had brought himthis

gentl eman, for whom he believed hinself to be engaged, had won

Pl anchet--that was the name of the Picard. He felt a slight

di sappoi ntrent, however, when he saw that this place was already
taken by a conpeer nanmed Mousqueton, and when Porthos signified
to himthat the state of his househol d, though great, would not
support two servants, and that he nmust enter into the service of
D Artagnan. Neverthel ess, when he waited at the dinner given ny
his master, and saw himtake out a handful of gold to pay for it,
he believed his fortune made, and returned thanks to heaven for
having thrown himinto the service of such a Croesus. He
preserved this opinion even after the feast, with the remants of
whi ch he repaired his own |ong abstinence; but when in the
eveni ng he made his master's bed, the chineras of Planchet faded
away. The bed was the only one in the apartnent, which consisted
of an antechanber and a bedroom Pl anchet slept in the

ant echanber upon a coverlet taken fromthe bed of D Artagnan, and
which D Artagnan fromthat tine nmade shift to do without.

At hos, on his part, had a valet whom he had trained in his
service in a thoroughly peculiar fashion, and who was naned
Gimaud. He was very taciturn, this worthy signor. Be it
understood we are speaking of Athos. During the five or six
years that he had lived in the strictest intimacy with his
conpani ons, Porthos and Arami s, they could renenber having often
seen himsmle, but had never heard himlaugh. H's words were
bri ef and expressive, conveying all that was nmeant, and no nore;
no enbel | i shments, no enbroidery, no arabesques. His
conversation a matter of fact, wi thout a single romance.

Al t hough Athos was scarcely thirty years old, and was of great
personal beauty and intelligence of m nd, no one knew whet her he
had ever had a nmistress. He never spoke of wonen. He certainly
did not prevent others from speaking of them before him although
it was easy to perceive that this kind of conversation, in which
he only mingled by bitter words and m santhropic remarks, was
very disagreeable to him His reserve, his roughness, and his
sil ence made al nost an old man of him He had, then, in order
not to disturb his habits, accustoned Gimaud to obey hi mupon a
sinmpl e gesture or upon a sinple novenent of his |lips. He never
spoke to him except under the npbst extraordi nary occasi ons.

Sonetinmes, Grimaud, who feared his master as he did fire, while
entertaining a strong attachnent to his person and a great
veneration for his talents, believed he perfectly understood what
he wanted, flew to execute the order received, and did precisely
the contrary. Athos then shrugged his shoul ders, and, w thout
putting hinself in a passion, thrashed Grimaud. On these days he
spoke a little.

Porthos, as we have seen, had a character exactly opposite to
that of Athos. He not only tal ked nuch, but he tal ked | oudly,
little caring, we nmust render himthat justice, whether anybody
listened to himor not. He talked for the pleasure of talking
and for the pleasure of hearing himself talk. He spoke upon al
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subj ects except the sciences, alleging in this respect the

i nveterate hatred he had borne to scholars fromhis chil dhood.
He had not so noble an air as Athos, and the comrencenent of
their intimacy often rendered himunjust toward that gentl enman
whom he endeavored to eclipse by his splendid dress. But wth
his sinple Misketeer's uniform and nothing but the manner in
whi ch he threw back his head and advanced his foot, Athos
instantly took the place which was his due and consi gnhed the
ostentati ous Porthos to the second rank. Porthos consol ed
hinself by filling the antechanber of M de Treville and the
guardroom of the Louvre with the accounts of his |ove scrapes,
after having passed fromprofessional |ladies to mlitary |adies,
fromthe | awer's dane to the baroness, there was question of
nothing less with Porthos than a foreign princess, who was
enornmously fond of him

An ol d proverb says, "Like naster, like man." Let us pass, then,
fromthe valet of Athos to the valet of Porthos, from Ginmaud to
Mousquet on.

Mousquet on was a Norman, whose pacific nanme of Boniface his
mast er had changed into the infinitely nore sonorous nane of
Mousquet on. He had entered the service of Porthos upon condition
that he should only be clothed and | odged, though in a handsone
manner; but he clained two hours a day to hinself, consecrated to
an enpl oynent which woul d provide for his other wants. Porthos
agreed to the bargain; the thing suited himwonderfully well. He
had doublets cut out of his old clothes and cast-off cloaks for
Mousquet on, and thanks to a very intelligent tailor, who nade his
clothes | ook as good as new by turning them and whose w fe was
suspected of wi shing to make Porthos descend fromhis
aristocratic habits, Musqueton nmade a very good figure when
attending on his master.

As for Aram s, of whom we believe we have sufficiently explained
the character--a character which, like that of his | ackey was
called Bazin. Thanks to the hopes which his master entertained
of soneday entering into orders, he was al ways clothed in black
as becane the servant of a churchman. He was a Berrichon
thirty-five or forty years old, nild, peaceable, sleek, enploying
the leisure his master left himin the perusal of pious works,
providing rigorously for two a dinner of few dishes, but
excellent. For the rest, he was dumb, blind, and deaf, and of

uni npeachabl e fidelity.

And now that we are acquai nted, superficially at least, with the
masters and the valets, let us pass on to the dwellings occupied
by each of them

Athos dwelt in the Rue Ferou, within two steps of the Luxenbourg.
Hi s apartnent consisted of two small chanbers, very nicely fitted
up, in a furnished house, the hostess of which, still young and
still really handsonme, cast tender glances uselessly at him

Some fragnents of past splendor appeared here and there upon the
wal I s of this nodest |odging; a sword, for exanple, richly
enbossed, which belonged by its nake to the times of Francis |
the hilt of which alone, encrusted with precious stones, mght be
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worth two hundred pistoles, and which, nevertheless, in his
monment s of greatest distress Athos had never pledged or offered
for sale. It had |long been an object of anbition for Porthos.
Port hos woul d have given ten years of his life to possess this
swor d.

One day, when he had an appointnment with a duchess, he endeavored
even to borrow it of Athos. Athos, without saying anything,
enptied his pockets, got together all his jewels, purses,
aiguillettes, and gold chains, and offered themall to Porthos;
but as to the sword, he said it was sealed to its place and

shoul d never quit it until its master should hinself quit his
|l odgings. In addition to the sword, there was a portrait
representing a nobleman of the time of Henry II1l, dressed with

the greatest el egance, and who wore the Order of the Holy Ghost;
and this portrait had certain resenblances of lines with Athos,
certain famly |likenesses which indicated that this great noble,
a knight of the Order of the King, was his ancestor

Besi des these, a casket of magnificent goldwork, with the sane
arms as the sword and the portrait, formed a m ddl e ornanment to
the mantel pi ece, and assorted badly with the rest of the
furniture. Athos always carried the key of this coffer about
hi m but he one day opened it before Porthos, and Porthos was
convinced that this coffer contained nothing but letters and
papers--love letters and fam |y papers, no doubt.

Porthos lived in an apartment, large in size and of very

sunpt uous appearance, in the Rue du Vi eux-Col onbier. Every tine
he passed with a friend before his w ndows, at one of which
Mousquet on was sure to be placed in full livery, Porthos raised
his head and his hand, and said, "That is ny abode!" But he was
never to be found at home; he never invited anybody to go up with
him and no one could form an idea of what his sunptuous
apartnent contained in the shape of real riches.

As to Arami s, he dwelt in a little | odgi ng conposed of a boudoir,
an eating room and a bedroom which room situated, as the

ot hers were, on the ground floor, |ooked out upon a little fresh
green garden, shady and i npenetrable to the eyes of his

nei ghbors.

Wth regard to D Artagnan, we know how he was | odged, and we have
al ready made acquai ntance with his | ackey, Master Planchet.

D Artagnan, who was by nature very curious--as people generally
are who possess the genius of intrigue--did all he could to make
out who At hos, Porthos, and Arami s really were (for under these
pseudonyns each of these young nen concealed his fam |y nane)--
Athos in particular, who, a | eague away, savored of nobility. He
addressed hinmself then to Porthos to gain information respecting
Athos and Arami s, and to Aramis in order to | earn sonething of
Port hos.

Unfortunately Porthos knew nothing of the Iife of his silent
conmpani on but what revealed itself. It was said Athos had net
with great crosses in love, and that a frightful treachery had
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forever poisoned the life of this gallant man. What could this
treachery be? Al the world was ignorant of it.

As to Porthos, except his real nane (as was the case with those
of his two conrades), his |ife was very easily known. Vain and
i ndi screet, it was as easy to see through himas through a
crystal. The only thing to nmislead the investigator would have
been belief in all the good things he said of hinself.

Wth respect to Aranmis, though having the air of having nothing
secret about him he was a young fell ow made up of mysteries,
answering little to questions put to himabout others, and having
| earned fromhimthe report which prevail ed concerning the
success of the Miusketeer with a princess, wished to gain a little
i nsight into the anprous adventures of his interlocutor. "And
you, ny dear conpanion," said he, "you speak of the baronesses,
countesses, and princesses of others?"

"PARDI EUl | spoke of them because Porthos tal ked of them

hi msel f, because he had paraded all these fine things before ne.
But be assured, ny dear Monsieur D Artagnan, that if | had
obt ai ned them from any other source, or if they had been confi ded
to me, there exists no confessor nore discreet than nyself."

"Ch, | don't doubt that," replied D Artagnan; "but it seens to ne
that you are tolerably famliar with coats of arms--a certain
enbr oi dered handkerchief, for instance, to which |I owe the honor
of your acquai ntance?"

This time Arami s was not angry, but assumed the nobst nodest air
and replied in a friendly tone, "My dear friend, do not forget
that 1| wish to belong to the Church, and that | avoid all nundane
opportunities. The handkerchi ef you saw had not been given to
me, but it had been forgotten and |eft at ny house by one of ny
friends. | was obliged to pick it up in order not to conproni se
himand the |ady he loves. As for nyself, | neither have, nor
desire to have, a mstress, following in that respect the very
judi ci ous exanpl e of Athos, who has none any nore than | have."

"But what the devil! You are not a priest, you are a Miusketeer!"

"A Musketeer for a time, nmy friend, as the cardinal says, a

Musket eer against my will, but a churchman at heart, believe ne.
At hos and Porthos dragged nme into this to occupy ne. | had, at
the nonent of being ordained, a little difficulty with--But that
woul d not interest you, and | amtaking up your valuable tinme."

"Not at all; it interests me very much," cried D Artagnan; "and

at this nonent | have absolutely nothing to do."

"Yes, but | have my breviary to repeat," answered Arams; "then
some verses to conpose, which Madanme d' Aiguillon begged of ne.
Then | must go to the Rue St. Honore in order to purchase sone
rouge for Madanme de Chevreuse. So you see, ny dear friend, that
if you are not in a hurry, | amvery much in a hurry."

Arami s held out his hand in a cordial manner to his young
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conpani on, and took | eave of him

Notwi t hst andi ng all the pains he took, D Artagnan was unable to

| earn any nore concerning his three new-mde friends. He forned,
therefore, the resolution of believing for the present all that
was said of their past, hoping for nore certain and extended
revelations in the future. In the neanwhile, he | ooked upon
Athos as an Achilles, Porthos as an Ajax, and Arami s as a Joseph

As to the rest, the life of the four young friends was joyous
enough. Athos played, and that as a rule unfortunately.
Neverthel ess, he never borrowed a sou of his conpani ons, although
his purse was ever at their service; and when he had played upon
honor, he al ways awakened his creditor by six o'clock the next
norning to pay the debt of the precedi ng evening.

Porthos had his fits. On the days when he won he was insol ent
and ostentatious; if he |ost, he disappeared conpletely for
several days, after which he reappeared with a pale face and

t hi nner person, but with noney in his purse.

As to Aranmi s, he never played. He was the worst Misketeer and
the nost unconvivial conpani on i magi nable. He had al ways
sonmething or other to do. Sonetines in the mdst of dinner, when
everyone, under the attraction of wine and in the warnth of
conversation, believed they had two or three hours |onger to

enj oy thenselves at table, Aranmi s | ooked at his watch, arose with
a bland snile, and took | eave of the conpany, to go, as he said,
to consult a casuist with whom he had an appoi ntnent. At other
times he would return home to wite a treatise, and requested his
friends not to disturb him

At this Athos would smile, with his charm ng, nelancholy snile
whi ch so becanme his noble countenance, and Porthos woul d dri nk,
swearing that Aram s woul d never be anything but a village CURE

Pl anchet, D Artagnan's valet, supported his good fortune nobly.
He received thirty sous per day, and for a nonth he returned to
his | odgings gay as a chaffinch, and affable toward his master.
When the wind of adversity began to bl ow upon the housekeepi ng of
the Rue des Fossoyeurs--that is to say, when the forty pistoles
of King Louis Xl Il were consuned or nearly so--he commenced
conpl ai nts whi ch Athos thought nauseous, Porthos indecent, and
Arami s ridiculous. Athos counseled D Artagnan to dism ss the
fell ow, Porthos was of opinion that he should give hima good
thrashing first; and Aram s contended that a nmaster shoul d never
attend to anything but the civilities paid to him

"This is all very easy for you to say," replied D Artagnan, "for
you, Athos, who live |like a dumb man with Gi maud, who forbid him
to speak, and consequently never exchange ill words with him for
you, Porthos, who carry matters in such a nmagnificent style, and
are a god to your val et, Musqueton; and for you, Aram s, who,

al ways abstracted by your theol ogical studies, inspire your
servant, Bazin, a mld, religious man, with a profound respect;
but for me, who am wi thout any settled nmeans and wi t hout
resources--for ne, who am neither a Misketeer nor even a
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Guardsman, what | amto do to inspire either the affection, the
terror, or the respect in Planchet?"

"This is serious,” answered the three friends; "it is a famly
affair. It is with valets as with wives, they nust be placed at
once upon the footing in which you wish themto remain. Reflect
upon it."

D Artagnan did reflect, and resolved to thrash Pl anchet

provi sionally; which he did with the conscientiousness that

D Artagnan carried into everything. After having well beaten
him he forbade himto | eave his service wi thout his perm ssion
"For," added he, "the future cannot fail to nend; | inevitably
| ook for better tinmes. Your fortune is therefore nade if you
remain with ne, and | amtoo good a naster to allow you to niss
such a chance by granting you the dism ssal you require."”

Thi s manner of acting roused nmuch respect for D Artagnan's policy
anong the Miusketeers. Planchet was equally seized with
adm ration, and said no nore about going away.

The life of the four young nen had becone fraternal. D Artagnan
who had no settled habits of his own, as he canme fromhis
province into the mdst of his world quite newto him fel
easily into the habits of his friends.

They rose about eight o'clock in the winter, about six in sunmer,
and went to take the countersign and see how things went on at M
de Treville's. D Artagnan, although he was not a Misketeer
performed the duty of one with remarkable punctuality. He went
on guard because he al ways kept conpany w th whoever of his
friends was on duty. He was well known at the Hotel of the
Musket eers, where everyone consi dered hima good conrade. M de
Treville, who had appreciated himat the first glance and who
bore hima real affection, never ceased reconmending himto the
ki ng.

On their side, the three Musketeers were nuch attached to their
young conrade. The friendship which united these four nen, and
the want they felt of seeing another three or four tines a day,
whet her for dueling, business, or pleasure, caused themto be
continually running after one another |ike shadows; and the

| nsepar abl es were constantly to be net with seeking one another
fromthe Luxenmbourg to the Place St. Sul pice, or fromthe Rue du
Vi eux- Col onbi er to the Luxenbourg.

In the meanwhile the prom ses of M de Treville went on
prosperously. One fine norning the king commanded M de
Cheval i er Dessessart to admit D Artagnan as a cadet in his
conpany of Guards. D Artagnan, with a sigh, donned his uniform
whi ch he woul d have exchanged for that of a Miusketeer at the
expense of ten years of his existence. But M de Treville

prom sed this favor after a novitiate of two years--a novitiate
whi ch nmight besides be abridged if an opportunity should present
itself for D Artagnan to render the king any signal service, or
to distinguish hinself by some brilliant action. Upon this
prom se D Artagnan w thdrew, and the next day he began service.
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Then it becanme the turn of Athos, Porthos, and Aram s to nount
guard with D Artagnan when he was on duty. The conpany of M Ile
Cheval i er Dessessart thus received four instead of one when it
adm tted D Artagnan.

8 CONCERNI NG A COURT | NTRI GUE

In the nmeantinme, the forty pistoles of King Louis XlIl, Iike al
other things of this world, after having had a begi nning had an
end, and after this end our four conpani ons began to be somewhat
enbarrassed. At first, Athos supported the association for a
time with his own neans.

Port hos succeeded him and thanks to one of those di sappearances
to which he was accustonmed, he was able to provide for the wants
of all for a fortnight. At last it became Aramis's turn, who
performed it with a good grace and who succeeded--as he said, by
selling some theol ogi cal books--in procuring a few pistoles.

Then, as they had been accustomed to do, they had recourse to M
de Treville, who made sone advances on their pay; but these
advances could not go far with three Misketeers who were already
much in arrears and a Guardsman who as yet had no pay at all

At | ength when they found they were likely to be really in want,
they got together, as a last effort, eight or ten pistoles, with
whi ch Porthos went to the gaming table. Unfortunately he was in
a bad vein; he lost all, together with twenty-five pistoles for
whi ch he had given his word

Then the i nconveni ence becane distress. The hungry friends,

foll owed by their | ackeys, were seen haunting the quays and Guard
rooms, picking up anong their friends abroad all the dinners they
could nmeet with; for according to the advice of Aranis, it was
prudent to sow repasts right and left in prosperity, in order to
reap a fewin tinme of need.

Athos was invited four times, and each tinme took his friends and
their lackeys with him Porthos had six occasions, and contrived
in the sane manner that his friends should partake of them
Arami s had eight of them He was a man, as nust have been

al ready perceived, who nmade but little noise, and yet was much
sought after.

As to D Artagnan, who as yet knew nobody in the capital, he only
found one chocol at e breakfast at the house of a priest of his own
provi nce, and one dinner at the house of a cornet of the Guards.
He took his arnmy to the priest's, where they devoured as much
provi sion as would have lasted himfor two nonths, and to the
cornet's, who perforned wonders; but as Pl anchet said, "People do
not eat at once for all tine, even when they eat a good deal ."

D Artagnan thus felt hinmself humiliated in having only procured
one neal and a half for his conpanions--as the breakfast at the
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priest's could only be counted as half a repast--in return for
the feasts which Athos, Porthos, and Aram s had procured him He
fancied hinmself a burden to the society, forgetting in his
perfectly juvenile good faith that he had fed this society for a
nont h; and he set his mnd actively to work. He reflected that
this coalition of four young, brave, enterprising, and active nen
ought to have sone ot her object than swaggering wal ks, fencing

| essons, and practical jokes, nore or less witty.

In fact, four men such as they were--four nen devoted to one
another, fromtheir purses to their lives; four nmen always
supporting one another, never yielding, executing singly or
together the resolutions formed in common; four arns threatening
the four cardinal points, or turning toward a single point--nust
i nevitably, either subterraneously, in open day, by mning, in
the trench, by cunning, or by force, open thenselves a way toward
the object they wished to attain, however well it mght be

def ended, or however distant it may seem The only thing that
astoni shed D Artagnan was that his friends had never thought of
this.

He was thinking by hinself, and even seriously racking his brain
to find a direction for this single force four tinmes nultiplied,
wi th which he did not doubt, as with the lever for which

Ar chi nedes sought, they should succeed in noving the world, when
sonmeone tapped gently at his door. D Artagnan awakened Pl anchet
and ordered himto open it.

>From this phrase, "D Artagnan awakened Pl anchet," the reader nust
not suppose it was night, or that day was hardly cone. No, it

had just struck four. Planchet, two hours before, had asked his
master for sonme dinner, and he had answered himwi th the proverb
"He who sl eeps, dines." And Planchet dined by sleeping.

A man was introduced of sinple nmien, who had the appearance of a
tradesman. Pl anchet, by way of dessert, would have |iked to hear
t he conversation; but the citizen declared to D Artagnan that
what he had to say being inportant and confidential, he desired
to be left alone with him

D Artagnan di sm ssed Planchet, and requested his visitor to be
seated. There was a nmonent of silence, during which the two nen
| ooked at each other, as if to make a prelim nary acquai ntance,
after which D Artagnan bowed, as a sign that he |istened.

"I have heard Monsieur d' Artagnan spoken of as a very brave young
man," said the citizen; "and this reputation which he justly
enj oys had decided me to confide a secret to him™"

"Speak, nonsieur, speak," said D Artagnan, who instinctively
scent ed sonet hi ng advant ageous.

The citizen nade a fresh pause and continued, "I have a w fe who
is seanstress to the queen, nonsieur, and who is not deficient in
either virtue or beauty. | was induced to marry her about three

years ago, although she had but very little dowy, because
Monsi eur Laporte, the queen's cloak bearer, is her godfather, and
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befriends her."

"Well, nonsieur?" asked D Artagnan

"WelI!" resunmed the citizen, "well, nonsieur, my wife was
abduct ed yesterday norning, as she was com ng out of her
wor kr oom '

"And by whom was your wi fe abducted?"

"I know not hing surely, nonsieur, but | suspect soneone.”
"And who is the person whom you suspect ?"

"A man who has persued her a long tine."

"The devil!"

"But allowne to tell you, nonsieur," continued the citizen
“"that | am convinced that there is less |love than politics in al
this. ™

"Less love than politics," replied D Artagnan, with a reflective
air; "and what do you suspect ?"

"I do not know whether | ought to tell you what | suspect."”
"“Monsieur, | beg you to observe that | ask you absolutely
nothing. It is you who have cone to me. It is you who have told
me that you had a secret to confide in ne. Act, then, as you
think proper; there is still time to withdraw. "

"No, nonsieur, no; you appear to be an honest young man, and

wi |l have confidence in you. | believe, then, that it is not on
account of any intrigues of her own that ny w fe has been
arrested, but because of those of a |lady nmuch greater than
hersel f."

"Ah, ah! Can it be on account of the amours of Madanme de

Boi s- Tracy?" said D Artagnan, w shing to have the air, in the
eyes of the citizen, of being posted as to court affairs.”

"Hi gher, nonsieur, higher."

"Of Madane d' Aiguillon?"

"Still higher."

"Of Madane de Chevreuse?”

"Of the--" D Artagnan checked hinsel f.

"Yes, nonsieur," replied the terrified citizen, in a tone so | ow
that he was scarcely audible.

"And with whon®"
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"Wth whomcan it be, if not the Duke of--"
"The Duke of--"

"Yes, nonsieur," replied the citizen, giving a still fainter
intonation to his voice.

"But how do you know all this?"

"How do | know it?"

"Yes, how do you know it? No hal f-confidence, or--you understand!"”
"I know it fromny wife, nonsieur--fromm wfe herself."

"Who learns it from whon?"

"From Monsi eur Laporte. Did | not tell you that she was the
goddaught er of Monsi eur Laporte, the confidential man of the
gqueen? Well, Monsieur Laporte placed her near her Mjesty in

order that our poor queen m ght at |east have someone in whom she

coul d place confidence, abandoned as she is by the king, watched
as she is by the cardinal, betrayed as she is by everybody."

"Ah, ah! It begins to develop itself," said D Artagnan

“"Now, nmy wife came home four days ago, nonsieur. One of her
conditions was that she should cone and see nme twi ce a week; for
as | had the honor to tell you, ny wife loves ne dearly--ny wife,
t hen, canme and confided to ne that the queen at that very nonent
entertained great fears."

"Truly!"

"Yes. The cardinal, as it appears, pursues he and persecutes her
nore than ever. He cannot pardon her the history of the

Sar aband. You know the history of the Saraband?"

"PARDI EUl  Know it!" replied D Artagnan, who knew not hi ng about
it, but who wi shed to appear to know everything that was going
on.

"So that nowit is no |onger hatred, but vengeance."

"I ndeed! "

"And the queen believes--"

"Wel |, what does the queen believe?"

"She believes that someone has witten to the Duke of Bucki ngham
in her nane."

“I'n the queen's nane?"

"Yes, to nmake himcone to Paris; and when once cone to Paris, to
draw himinto sone snare."

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com




The Three Musketeers 76

"The devil! But your wife, nonsieur, what has she to do with al
t hi s?"

"Her devotion to the queen is known; and they wish either to
renove her fromher mistress, or to intimdate her, in order to
obtain her Majesty's secrets, or to seduce her and nmke use of
her as a spy."

"That is likely," said D Artagnan; "but the nman who has abducted
her--do you know hi n?"

"l have told you that | believe I know him"
"Hi s nane?"

"l do not know that; what | do knowis that he is a creature of
the cardinal, his evil genius."

"But you have seen hinm?"
"Yes, ny wife pointed himout to nme one day."

'Has he anything remarkabl e about himby which one nay recogni ze
hi n?"

"Oh, certainly; he is a noble of very lofty carriage, black hair
swarthy conpl exion, piercing eye, white teeth, and has a scar on
his temple.”

"A scar on his tenple!"™ cried D Artagnan; "and with that, white
teeth, a piercing eye, dark conpl exion, black hair, and haughty
carriage--why, that's ny man of Meung."

"He is your man, do you say?"

"Yes, yes; but that has nothing to do with it. No, | am w ong.
On the contrary, that sinplifies the matter greatly. [If your man
is mne, with one blow | shall obtain two revenges, that's all
but where to find this man?"

"l know not."

"Have you no information as to his abiding place?"

"None. One day, as | was conveying nmy wife back to the Louvre,
he was com ng out as she was going in, and she showed himto ne."

"The devil! The devil!" murmured D Artagnan; "all this is vague
enough. From whom have you | earned of the abduction of your

wi fe?"

"From Monsi eur Laporte."

"Did he give you any detail s?"

"He knew none hinsel f."
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"And you have | earned nothing from any other quarter?"
"Yes, | have received--"

"What ?"

"I fear | amconmmtting a great inprudence.”

"You al ways conme back to that; but | nust meke you see this tine
that it is too late to retreat.”

"l do not retreat, MORDIEU " cried the citizen, swearing in order
to rouse his courage. "Besides, by the faith of Bonaci eux--"

"You call yourself Bonacieux?" interrupted D Artagnan
"Yes, that is nmy nanme."

"You said, then, by the word of Bonaci eux. Pardon ne for
interrupting you, but it appears to ne that that nane is famliar
to ne."

"Possi bly, nonsieur. | amyour |andlord."

"Ah, ah!" said D Artagnan, half rising and bowi ng; "you are ny
I andl or d?"

"Yes, nonsieur, yes. And as it is three nonths since you have
been here, and though, distracted as you nust be in your

i nportant occupations, you have forgotten to pay ne ny rent--as,
| say, | have not tornented you a single instant, | thought you
woul d appreciate ny delicacy."

"How can it be otherw se, ny dear Bonaci eux?" replied D Artagnan
"trust ne, | amfully grateful for such unparalleled conduct, and
if, as | told you, I can be of any service to you--"

"I believe you, nonsieur, | believe you; and as | was about to
say, by the word of Bonacieux, | have confidence in you."

"Finish, then, what you were about to say."

The citizen took a paper from his pocket, and presented it to
D Artagnan.

"Aletter?" said the young man.
"Which | received this norning."

D Artagnan opened it, and as the day was begi nning to decline, he
approached the window to read it. The citizen followed him

"*Do not seek your wife,'" read D Artagnan; "'she will be
restored to you when there is no | onger occasion for her. If you
make a single step to find her you are |ost.'
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"That's pretty positive," continued D Artagnan; "but after all
it is but a nenace."

"Yes; but that nmenace terrifies nme. | amnot a fighting man at
all, monsieur, and | amafraid of the Bastille."

"Hum " said D Artagnan. "I have no greater regard for the
Bastille than you. |If it were nothing but a sword thrust, why
t hen--"

"l have counted upon you on this occasion, nonsieur."
"Yes?"

"Seei ng you constantly surrounded by Musketeers of a very superb
appearance, and know ng that these Misketeers bel ong to Monsieur
de Treville, and were consequently enenies of the cardinal, |

t hought that you and your friends, while rendering justice to
your poor queen, would be pleased to play his Eminence an il
turn."

"Wt hout doubt."

"And then | have thought that considering three nonths' | odging,
about which | have said nothing--"

"Yes, yes; you have already given ne that reason, and | find it
excel lent."

"Reckoning still further, that as long as you do ne the honor to
remain in ny house | shall never speak to you about rent--"

"Very kind!"

"And adding to this, if there be need of it, neaning to offer you

fifty pistoles, if, against all probability, you should be short
at the present nonent."

"Admirable! You are rich then, ny dear Monsieur Bonaci eux?"
"I amconfortably off, nonsieur, that's all; | have scraped

t oget her sonme such thing as an incone of two or three thousand
crown in the haberdashery business, but nore particularly in
venturing sonme funds in the |ast voyage of the cel ebrated

navi gat or Jean Mquet; so that you understand, nonsieur--But"
cried the citizen.

"What!" demanded D Artagnan

"Whom do | see yonder?"

"VWher e?"

“In the street, facing your window, in the enbrasure of that
door--a man w apped in a cloak."

"It is hel"™ cried D Artagnan and the citizen at the sane tine,
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each having recogni zed his man

"Ah, this tine," cried D Artagnan, springing to his sword, "this
time he will not escape ne!"

Drawi ng his sword fromits scabbard, he rushed out of the
apartnent. On the staircase he net Athos and Porthos, who were
comng to see him They separated, and D Artagnan rushed between
themlike a dart.

"Pah! \Where are you going?" cried the two Miusketeers in a breath.
"The man of Meung!" replied D Artagnan, and di sappeared.

D Artagnan had nore than once related to his friends his
adventure with the stranger, as well as the apparition of the
beauti ful foreigner, to whomthis nan had confi ded sone inportant
m ssive.

The opinion of Athos was that D Artagnan had lost his letter in
the skirm sh. A gentleman, in his opinion--and according to

D Artagnan's portrait of him the stranger nust be a gentl eman--
woul d be incapable of the baseness of stealing a letter

Porthos saw nothing in all this but a |ove neeting, given by a
lady to a cavalier, or by a cavalier to a | ady, which had been
di sturbed by the presence of D Artagnan and his yell ow horse.

Arami s said that as these sorts of affairs were nysterious, it
was better not to fathomthem

They understood, then, fromthe few words which escaped from
D Artagnan, what affair was in hand, and as they thought that
overtaking his man, or losing sight of him D Artagnan woul d
return to his roons, they kept on their way.

When they entered D Artagan's chanber, it was enpty; the

| andl ord, dreadi ng the consequences of the encounter which was
doubt| ess about to take place between the young man and the
stranger, had, consistent with the character he had given

hi msel f, judged it prudent to decanp.

9 D ARTAGNAN SHOWS HI MSELF

As Athos and Porthos had foreseen, at the expiration of a half
hour, D Artagnan returned. He had again m ssed his man, who had
di sappeared as if by enchantnment. D Artagnan had run, sword in
hand, through all the neighboring streets, but had found nobody
resenbling the man he sought for. Then he came back to the point
where, perhaps, he ought to have begun, and that was to knock at
t he door agai nst which the stranger had | eaned; but this proved
usel ess--for though he knocked ten or twelve tinmes in succession
no one answered, and sone of the neighbors, who put their noses
out of their wi ndows or were brought to their doors by the noise,
had assured himthat that house, all the openings of which were
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tightly closed, had not been inhabited for six nonths.

VWil e D Artagnan was running through the streets and knocking at
doors, Aranmis had joined his conpanions; so that on returning him
D Artagnan found the reunion conplete.

"WelI!" cried the three Musketeers all together, on seeing
D Artagnan enter with his brow covered with perspiration and his
count enance upset with anger.

"Well!" cried he, throwing his sword upon the bed, "this man nust
be the devil in person; he has di sappeared |like a phantom |ike a shade,
a specter.”

"Do you believe in apparitions?" asked Athos of Porthos.

"I never believe in anything | have not seen, and as | never have
seen apparitions, | don't believe in them"

"The Bible," said Arami s, "make our belief in thema |aw, the
ghost of Sanuel appeared to Saul, and it is an article of faith
that | should be very sorry to see any doubt thrown upon
Porthos. "

"At all events, man or devil, body or shadow, illusion or
reality, this man is born for ny damation; for his flight has
caused us to miss a glorious affair, gentlenen--an affair by
which there were a hundred pistoles, and perhaps nore, to be
gai ned. "

"How is that?" cried Porthos and Aranmis in a breath.

As to Athos, faithful to his systemof reticence, he contented
himself with interrogating D Artagnan by a | ook

"Planchet," said D Artagnan to his donestic, who just then

i nsinuated his head through the hal f-open door in order to catch
sonme fragments of the conversation, "go down to ny | andl ord,
Monsi eur Bonaci eux, and ask himto send ne half a dozen bottles
of Beaugency wine; | prefer that."

"Ah, ah! You have credit with your |andlord, then?" asked
Port hos.

"Yes," replied D Artagnan, "fromthis very day; and mind, if the
wine is bad, we will send himto find better."

"We nust use, and not abuse," said Aram's, sententiously.

"I always said that D Artagnan had the | ongest head of the four,"
said Athos, who, having uttered his opinion, to which D Artagnan
replied with a bow, inmediately resuned his accustonmed sil ence.
"But cone, what is this about?" asked Porthos.

"Yes," said Arami s, "inpart it to us, my dear friend, unless the
honor of any | ady be hazarded by this confidence; in that case
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you woul d do better to keep it to yourself."

"Be satisfied,” replied D Artagnan; "the honor of no one wil
have cause to conplain of what | have to tell

He then related to his friends, word for word, all that had
passed between himand his host, and how the man who had abducted
the wife of his worthy |landlord was the sanme with whom he had had
the difference at the hostelry of the Jolly Mller

"Your affair is not bad," said Athos, after having tasted like a
connoi sseur and indicated by a nod of his head that he thought
the wi ne good; "and one may draw fifty or sixty pistoles from
this good man. Then there only renmmins to ascertain whether
these fifty or sixty pistoles are worth the risk of four heads."

"But observe," cried D Artagnan, "that there is a worman in the
affair--a woman carried off, a woman who is doubtl ess threatened,
tortured perhaps, and all because she is faithful to her

m stress.”

"Beware, D Artagnan, beware," said Aramis. "You grow a little
too warm in nmy opinion, about the fate of Madane Bonaci eux.
Woman was created for our destruction, and it is fromher we

i nherit all our mseries."

At this speech of Aramis, the brow of Athos becane cl ouded and he
bit his Iips.

"I't is not Madane Bonaci eux about whom | am anxious,"” cried
D Artagnan, "but the queen, whomthe king abandons, whomthe
cardi nal persecutes, and who sees the heads of all her friends
fall, one after the other."

"Why does she | ove what we hate npst in the world, the Spaniards
and the English?"

"Spain is her country,” replied D Artagnan; "and it is very
natural that she should | ove the Spanish, who are the children of
the sane soil as herself. As to the second reproach, | have
heard it said that she does not |ove the English, but an
Engl i shman. "

"Well, and by nmy faith," said Athos, "it nust be acknow edged
that this Englishman is worthy of being loved. | never saw a nman
with a nobler air than his."

"W thout reckoning that he dresses as nobody else can," said
Porthos. "I was at the Louvre on the day when he scattered his
pearls; and, PARDIEU, | picked up two that | sold for ten

pi stol es each. Do you know him Aram s?"

"As well as you do, gentlenen; for | was anong those who seized
himin the garden at Am ens, into which Mnsieur Putange, the
gueen's equerry, introduced ne. | was at school at the tine, and
the adventure appeared to nme to be cruel for the king."
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"Whi ch woul d not prevent nme," said D Artagnan, "if | knew where
t he Duke of Bucki ngham was, from taking him by the hand and
conducting himto the queen, were it only to enrage the cardinal
and if we could find nmeans to play hima sharp turn, | vow that
woul d voluntarily risk ny head in doing it."

"And did the nmercer,"* rejoined Athos, "tell you, D Artagnan
that the queen thought that Bucki ngham had been brought over by a
forged letter?"

*Haber dasher

"She is afraid so.”

"WAit a minute, then," said Aram s.

“What for?" demanded Port hos.

"CGo on, while | endeavor to recall circunstances."

"And now | am convinced,"” said D Artagnan, "that this abduction
of the queen's woman is connected with the events of which we are
speaki ng, and perhaps with the presence of Buckinghamin Paris."

"The Gascon is full of ideas," said Porthos, with adnmration.

"I like to hear himtalk," said Athos; "his dial ect anuses ne."

"Gentlenmen,"” cried Arams, "listen to this."

"Listen to Aramis," said his three friends.

"Yesterday | was at the house of a doctor of theology, whoml
sometimes consult about ny studies.”

At hos sm | ed.

"He resides in a quiet quarter,” continued Aram s; "his tastes
and his profession require it. Now, at the nmonment when | |eft

hi s house--"
Here Aram s paused.
"Well," cried his auditors; "at the nmoment you |eft his house?"

Aram s appeared to nake a strong inward effort, |ike a man who

in the full relation of a fal sehood, finds hinself stopped by
some unforeseen obstacle; but the eyes of his three conpani ons
were fixed upon him their ears were wi de open, and there were no
means of retreat.

"This doctor has a niece," continued Aram s.
"Ah, he has a niece!" interrupted Porthos.

"A very respectable |l ady," said Aram s.
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The three friends burst into |aughter.

"Ah, if you laugh, if you doubt ne,
know not hi ng. "

replied Aram s, "you shal

"We believe |li ke Mohamedans, and are as nmute as tonbstones,"
sai d At hos.

“I will continue, then," resunmed Aranmis. "This niece cones
sonmetimes to see her uncle; and by chance was there yesterday at
the sane time that | was, and it was ny duty to offer to conduct
her to her carriage.”

"Ah! She has a carriage, then, this niece of the doctor?"
i nterrupted Porthos, one of whose faults was a great |ooseness of
tongue. "A nice acquaintance, ny friend!"

"Porthos," replied Aram s, "I have had the occasion to observe to
you nore than once that you are very indiscreet; and that is
injurious to you anong the women."

"Gentl enen, gentlenmen,"” cried D Artagnan, who began to get a

glinpse of the result of the adventure, "the thing is serious.
Let us try not to jest, if we can. Go on Aram's, go on."

"All at once, a tall, dark gentleman--just |ike yours,
D Artagnan.”

"The sane, perhaps,” said he.

"Possi bly," continued Arani s, "canme toward nme, acconpani ed by
five or six men who foll owed about ten paces behind him and in
the politest tone, 'Monsieur Duke,' said he to nme, 'and you
madane, ' continued he, addressing the lady on nmy arm-"

"The doctor's niece?"

"Hol d your tongue, Porthos," said Athos; "you are insupportable.”

""--will you enter this carriage, and that w thout offering the
| east resistance, w thout making the | east noise? "

"He took you for Buckinghaml" cried D Artagnan

"I believe so," replied Aram s

"But the | ady?" asked Porthos.

"He took her for the queen!" said D Artagnhan

"Just so," replied Aram s.

"The Gascon is the devil!" cried Athos; "nothing escapes him"

"The fact is," said Porthos, "Arami s is of the sane height, and
sonmet hi ng of the shape of the duke; but it neverthel ess appears
to me that the dress of a Miusketeer--"
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"I wore an enornous cloak," said Aram s.

"I'n the nonth of July? The devil!" said Porthos. "Is the doctor
afraid that you may be recogni zed?"

"I can conprehend that the spy nmay have been deceived by the
person; but the face--"

"I had a large hat," said Aram s

"Oh, good lord," cried Porthos, "what precautions for the study
of theol ogy!"

"Gentl enen, gentlenen," said D Artagnan, "do not |let us |ose our
time in jesting. Let us separate, and |let us seek the nmercer's
wife--that is the key of the intrigue."

"A woman of such inferior condition! Can you believe so?" said
Porthos, protruding his lips with contenpt.

"She i s goddaughter to Laporte, the confidential valet of the
gueen. Have | not told you so, gentlenen? Besides, it has

per haps been her Majesty's calculation to seek on this occasion
for support so lowy. High heads expose thenselves from afar
and the cardinal is |ongsighted."

"Well," said Porthos, "in the first place make a bargain with the
nmercer, and a good bargain."

"That's usel ess,"” said D Artagnan; "for | believe if he does not
pay us, we shall be well enough paid by another party."

At this nonment a sudden noi se of footsteps was heard upon the
stairs; the door was thrown violently open, and the unfortunate
nmercer rushed into the chanber in which the council was held.

"Save me, gentlenen, for the |love of heaven, save ne!" cried he.
"There are four nen cone to arrest nme. Save ne! Save ne!"

Port hos and Aram s arose.

"A nonent," cried D Artagnan, naking thema sign to replace in
the scabbard their hal f-drawn swords. "It is not courage that is

needed; it is prudence."

"And yet," cried Porthos, "we will not |eave--"
"You will leave D Artagnan to act as he thinks proper,"” said
Athos. "He has, | repeat, the | ongest head of the four, and for

nmy part | declare that | will obey him Do as you think best,
D Artagnan. "

At this nonent the four Guards appeared at the door of the

ant echanber, but seeing four Musketeers standing, and their
swords by their sides, they hesitated about going farther

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com




The Three Musketeers

"Cone in, gentlenen, come in," called D Artagnhan; "you are here
in my apartnent, and we are all faithful servants of the king and
cardi nal . "

"Then, gentlenmen, you will not oppose our executing the orders we
have recei ved?" asked one who appeared to be the | eader of the
party.

"On the contrary, gentlenen, we would assist you if it were
necessary."

"What does he say?" grumbl ed Porthos.

"You are a sinpleton,"” said Athos. "Silence!"

"But you prom sed ne--" whispered the poor nercer.

"We can only save you by being free ourselves," replied

D Artagnan, in a rapid, lowtone; "and if we appear inclined to
defend you, they will arrest us with you."

"It seems, neverthel ess--"

"Cone, gentlenen, cone!" said D Artagnan, aloud; "I have no
notive for defending Monsieur. | saw himtoday for the first
time, and he can tell you on what occasion; he canme to denmand the
rent of my lodging. |Is that not true, Monsieur Bonaci eux?
Answer!"

"That is the very truth,” cried the nercer; "but Mnsieur does
not tell you--"

"Silence, with respect to ne, silence, with respect to ny

friends; silence about the queen, above all, or you will ruin
everybody without saving yourself! Conme, come, gentlenen, renove
the fellow." And D Artagnan pushed the hal f-stupefied nmercer

anong the Guards, saying to him "You are a shabby old fellow, ny
dear. You come to demand noney of me--of a Musketeer! To prison
with him Gentlemen, once nore, take himto prison, and keep him
under key as long as possible; that will give ne tinme to pay
him"

The officers were full of thanks, and took away their prey. As
they were going down D Artagnan laid his hand on the shoul der of
their | eader.

“"May | not drink to your health, and you to m ne?" said
D Artagnan, filling two glasses with the Beaugency w ne which he
had obtained fromthe liberality of M Bonaci eux.

"That will do me great honor," and

| accept thankfully."

said the | eader of the posse,

"Then to yours, nonsieur--what is your nane?"

"Boi srenard. "
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“Monsi eur Boi srenard. "

"To yours, nmy gentlenen! What is your nane, in your turn, if you
pl ease?"

"D Artagnan."

"To yours, nonsieur."
"And above all others,"” cried D Artagnan, as if carried away by
his enthusiasm "to that of the king and the cardinal."

The | eader of the posse woul d perhaps have doubted the sincerity
of D Artagnan if the wine had been bad; but the w ne was good,
and he was convi nced.

"What diabolical villainy you have perforned here," said Porthos,
when the officer had rejoined his conpanions and the four friends
found thensel ves al one. "Shanme, shame, for four Miusketeers to
all ow an unfortunate fellow who cried for help to be arrested is
their mdst! And a gentleman to hobnob with a bailiff!l"

"Porthos," said Aram s, "Athos has already told you that you are
a sinpleton, and | amquite of his opinion. D Artagnan, you are
a great man; and when you occupy Monsieur de Treville's place,
will come and ask your influence to secure ne an abbey."

"Well, | amin a maze," said Porthos; "do YOU approve of what
D Artagnan has done?"

"PARBLEU! Indeed | do," said Athos; "I not only approve of what
he has done, but | congratulate himupon it."

"And now, gentlenen," said D Artagnan, w thout stopping to

expl ain his conduct to Porthos, "All for one, one for all--that
is our motto, is it not?"

"And yet--" said Porthos.

"Hol d out your hand and swear!" cried Athos and Aram s at once.
Overcone by exanple, grunbling to hinself, neverthel ess, Porthos
stretched out his hand, and the four friends repeated with one
voice the formul a dictated by D Artagnan

"Al'l for one, one for all."

"That's well! Now |l et us everyone retire to his own hone," said
D Artagnan, as if he had done nothing but command all his |ife;

"and attention! For fromthis noment we are at feud with the
cardi nal . "

10 A MOUSETRAP | N THE SEVENTEENTH CENTURY

The invention of the nousetrap does not date from our days; as

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com




The Three Musketeers

soon as societies, in form ng, had invented any kind of police,
that police invented nousetraps.

As perhaps our readers are not famliar with the slang of the Rue
de Jerusalem and as it is fifteen years since we applied this
word for the first tinme to this thing, allow us to explain to
them what is a nousetrap.

When in a house, of whatever kind it may be, an individua
suspected of any crine is arrested, the arrest is held secret.
Four or five nen are placed in anbuscade in the first room The
door is opened to all who knock. It is closed after them and
they are arrested; so that at the end of two or three days they
have in their power alnobst all the HABI TUES of the establishnment.
And that is a nousetrap.

The apartnment of M Bonaci eux, then, becane a nousetrap; and
whoever appeared there was taken and interrogated by the
cardinal's people. It must be observed that as a separate
passage led to the first floor, in which D Artagnan | odged, those
who called on himwere exenpted fromthis detention

Besi des, nobody cane thither but the three Misketeers; they had
all been engaged in earnest search and inquiries, but had

di scovered nothing. Athos had even gone so far as to question M
de Treville--a thing which, considering the habitual reticence of
the worthy Musketeer, had very nuch astonished his captain. But
M de Treville knew nothing, except that the last tine he had
seen the cardinal, the king, and the queen, the cardinal | ooked
very thoughtful, the king uneasy, and the redness of the queen's
eyes donated that she had been sl eepless or tearful. But this

| ast circunstance was not striking, as the queen since her

marri age had slept badly and wept nuch.

M de Treville requested Athos, whatever m ght happen, to be
observant of his duty to the king, but particularly to the queen,
begging himto convey his desires to his conrades.

As to D Artagnan, he did not budge fromhis apartnent. He
converted his chanber into an observatory. From his w ndows he
saw all the visitors who were caught. Then, having renoved a

pl ank fromhis floor, and nothing remaining but a sinple ceiling
bet ween hi m and the room beneath, in which the interrogatories
were made, he heard all that passed between the inquisitors and
t he accused.

The interrogatories, preceded by a m nute search operated upon

t he persons arrested, were al nost always framed thus: "Has Madane
Bonaci eux sent anything to you for her husband, or any other
person? Has Mnsi eur Bonaci eux sent anything to you for his

wi fe, or for any other person? Has either of them confided
anything to you by word of nouth?"

"If they knew anything, they would not question people in this
manner," said D Artagnan to hinself. "Now, what is it they want
to know? Wy, they want to know if the Duke of Buckinghamis in
Paris, and if he has had, or is likely to have, an interview with
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t he queen.”

D Artagnan held onto this idea, which, fromwhat he had heard,
was not wanting in probability.

In the neantinme, the nousetrap continued in operation, and
i kewi se D Artagnan's vigil ance.

On the evening of the day after the arrest of poor Bonacieux, as
Athos had just left D Artagnan to report at M de Treville's, as
nine o' clock had just struck, and as Planchet, who had not yet
made the bed, was beginning his task, a knocking was heard at the
street door. The door was instantly opened and shut; soneone was
taken in the nousetrap

D Artagnan flew to his hole, laid hinself down on the floor at
full length, and |istened.

Cries were soon heard, and then npans, which soneone appeared to
be endeavoring to stifle. There were no questions.

"The devil!" said D Artagnan to hinmself. "It seens |ike a wonman
They search her; she resists; they use force--the scoundrels!"”

In spite of his prudence, D Artagnan restrained hinself with
great difficulty fromtaking a part in the scene that was going
on bel ow

"But | tell you that | amthe nmistress of the house, gentlenen!
| tell you | am Madame Bonacieux; | tell you |I belong to the
queen!" cried the unfortunate wonman

"Madane Bonaci eux!" nmurnmured D Artagnan. "Can | be so |ucky as
to find what everybody is seeking for?"

The voi ce becane nore and nore indistinct; a tunultuous novenent
shook the partition. The victimresisted as much as a woman
could resist four nen.
"Pardon, gentlenen--par--" nmurnured the voice, which could now
only be heard in inarticul ate sounds.

"They are binding her; they are going to drag her away," cried

D Artagnan to hinself, springing up fromthe floor. "M/ sword!
Good, it is by my side! Planchet!"

"Monsi eur . "

"Run and seek Athos, Porthos and Aramis. One of the three wll
certainly be at hone, perhaps all three. Tell themto take arns,
to come here, and to run! Ah, | renenber, Athos is at Mbnsieur
de Treville's."

"But where are you goi ng, nonsieur, where are you goi ng?"

"I am goi ng down by the window, in order to be there the sooner,"”
cried D Artagnan. "You put back the boards, sweep the floor, go
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out at the door, and run as | told you."

"Ch, nonsieur! Monsieur! You will kill yourself,” cried

Pl anchet .

"Hol d your tongue, stupid fellow," said D Artagnan; and | aying
hol d of the casenent, he let hinself gently down fromthe first
story, which fortunately was not very el evated, w thout doing
hi msel f the slightest injury.

He then went straight to the door and knocked, nurmuring, "I wll
go nyself and be caught in the nousetrap, but woe be to the cats
that shall pounce upon such a nouse!”

The knocker had scarcely sounded under the hand of the young man
before the tunult ceased, steps approached, the door was opened,
and D Artagnan, sword in hand, rushed into the roons of M

Bonaci eux, the door of which doubtless acted upon by a spring,

cl osed after him

Then those who dwelt in Bonaci eux's unfortunate house, together
with the nearest neighbors, heard |loud cries, stanping of feet,

cl ashing of swords, and breaking of furniture. A nonent after
those who, surprised by this tunmult, had gone to their w ndows to
| earn the cause of it, saw the door open, and four nen, clothed
in black, not COVE out of it, but FLY, like so many frightened
crows, |eaving on the ground and on the corners of the furniture,
feathers fromtheir wings; that is to say, patches of their

cl othes and fragnents of their cl oaks.

D Artagnan was conqueror--w thout nuch effort, it nust be
confessed, for only one of the officers was arned, and even he
def ended hinsel f for forms sake. It is true that the three

ot hers had endeavored to knock the young man down with chairs,

stool s, and crockery; but two or three scratches nade by the
Gascon's bl ade terrified them Ten nminutes sufficed for their
defeat, and D Artagnan remai ned naster of the field of battle.

The nei ghbors who had opened their wi ndows, with the cool ness
peculiar to the inhabitants of Paris in these tines of perpetua
riots and di sturbances, closed them again as soon as they saw the
four men in black flee--their instinct telling themthat for the
time was all over. Besides, it began to grow |late, and then, as
t oday, people went to bed early in the quarter of the Luxenbourg.

On being left alone with Mre. Bonaci eux, D Artagnan turned toward
her; the poor woman reclined where she had been left,

hal f-fainting upon an arnchair. D Artagnan exanm ned her with a
rapid gl ance.

She was a charm ng wonman of twenty-five or twenty-six years, with
dark hair, blue eyes, and a nose slightly turned up, admirable
teeth, and a conplexion marbled with rose and opal. There,
however, ended the signs which might have confounded her with a

| ady of rank. The hands were white, but w thout delicacy; the
feet did not bespeak the woman of quality. Happily, D Artagnan
was not yet acquainted with such niceties.
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VWil e D Artagnan was exam ning Mme. Bonaci eux, and was, as we
have said, close to her, he saw on the ground a fine canbric
handker chi ef, which he picked up, as was his habit, and at the
corner of which he recognized the same ci pher he had seen on the
handker chi ef which had nearly caused himand Aranmis to cut each
other's throat.

>Fromthat time, D Artagnhan had been cautious with respect to
handkerchiefs with arns on them and he therefore placed in the
pocket of Mre. Bonaci eux the one he had just picked up

At that nmonment Mre. Bonaci eux recovered her senses. She opened
her eyes, | ooked around her with terror, saw that the apartnent
was enpty and that she was alone with her |iberator. She

ext ended her hands to himwith a smle. Mre. Bonacieux had the
sweetest smile in the world.

"Ah, nonsieur!" said she, "you have saved me; pernit ne to thank
you. "

"Madane," said D Artagnan, "I have only done what every gentl eman
woul d have done in ny place; you owe me no thanks."

"Ch, yes, nonsieur, oh, yes; and | hope to prove to you that you
have not served an ingrate. But what could these nen, whom | at
first took for robbers, want with nme, and why is Monsieur

Bonaci eux not here?"

"Madane, those men were nore dangerous than any robbers coul d
have been, for they are the agents of the cardinal; and as to
your husband, Monsi eur Bonaci eux, he is not here because he was
yesterday evening conducted to the Bastille."

"My husband in the Bastille!" cried Mre. Bonacieux. "OCh, mnmy God!
What has he done? Poor dear man, he is innocence itself!"

And sonething like a faint snmile lighted the still-terrified
features of the young wonan.

"What has he done, nmmdane?" said D Artagnan. "I believe that his
only crinme is to have at the sane tine the good fortune and the
m sfortune to be your husband."

"But, nonsieur, you know then--"

"I know that you have been abducted, madane."

"And by whon? Do you know hin? OCh, if you know him tell ne!"

"By a man of fromforty to forty-five years, with black hair, a
dark conpl exion, and a scar on his left tenple.”

"That is he, that is he; but his nanme?"

"Ah, his name? | do not know that."

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com




The Three Musketeers 91

"And did ny husband know | had been carried of f?"

"He was informed of it by a letter, witten to himby the
abductor hinsel f."
"And does he suspect,"” said Mre. Bonacieux, with sone
embarrassnent, "the cause of this event?"

"He attributed it, | believe, to a political cause."

"I doubted fromthe first; and now | think entirely as he does.
Then my dear Monsieur Bonaci eux has not suspected ne a single
i nstant ?"

"So far fromit, madame, he was too proud of your prudence, and
above all, of your |ove."

A second snile, alnost inperceptible, stole over the rosy |ips of
the pretty young woman.

"But," continued D Artagnan, "how did you escape?"

"I took advantage of a nonent when they left ne alone; and as |
had known since norning the reason of ny abduction, with the help
of the sheets | let nyself down fromthe wi ndow. Then, as |

beli eved ny husband woul d be at hone, | hastened hither."

"To place yoursel f under his protection?"

"Ch, no, poor dear man! | knew very well that he was incapable
of defending nme; but as he could serve us in other ways, | w shed
to informhim'

"Of what ?"

"Ch, that is not my secret; | nust not, therefore, tell you."
"Besides," said D Artagnan, "pardon ne, madame, if, guardsman as
I am | remnd you of prudence--besides, | believe we are not
here in a very proper place for inparting confidences. The nen |
have put to flight will return reinforced; if they find us here,
we are lost. | have sent for three of my friends, but who knows
whet her they were at hone?"
"Yes, yes! You are right," cried the affrighted Mre. Bonaci eux;
"let us fly! Let us save ourselves."

At these words she passed her arm under that of D Artagnan, and
urged himforward eagerly.

"But whither shall we fly--whither escape?"

"Let us first withdraw fromthis house; afterward we shall see."
The young wonman and the young man, without taking the trouble to
shut the door after them descended the Rue des Fossoyeurs

rapidly, turned into the Rue des Fosses-Monsieur-|e-Prince, and
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did not stop till they canme to the Place St. Sul pice.

"And now what are we to do, and where do you wi sh me to conduct
you?" asked D Artagnan

"I amat quite a |l oss how to answer you, | admt," said Mme.
Bonaci eux. "My intention was to i nform Monsi eur Laporte, through
nmy husband, in order that ©Monsieur Laporte mght tell us

preci sely what he taken place at the Louvre in the last three
days, and whether there is any danger in presenting myself

t here.”

"But I," said D Artagnan, "can go and inform Monsi eur Laporte."”
"No doubt you could, only there is one msfortune, and that is
t hat Monsi eur Bonaci eux is known at the Louvre, and would be

al l onwed to pass; whereas you are not known there, and the gate
woul d be cl osed agai nst you."

"Ah, bah!" said D Artagnan; "you have at sone w cket of the
Louvre a CONCI ERGE who is devoted to you, and who, thanks to a
password, woul d--"

Mre. Bonaci eux | ooked earnestly at the young nman.

"And if | give you this password," said she, "would you forget it
as soon as you used it?"

"By nmy honor, by the faith of a gentleman!" said D Artagnan, with
an accent so truthful that no one could m stake it.

"Then | believe you. You appear to be a brave young man;

besi des, your fortune may perhaps be the result of your
devot edness. "

"I will do, without a prom se and voluntarily, all that I can do
to serve the king and be agreeable to the queen. Dispose of ne,
then, as a friend."

"But |--where shall | go neanwhil e?"

"I's there nobody from whose house Monsi eur Laporte can cone and
fetch you?"

“"No, | can trust nobody."

"Stop," said D Artagnan; "we are near Athos's door. Yes, here it
is.”

"Who is this Athos?"

"One of nmy friends."

"But if he should be at home and see me?"

"He is not at home, and | will carry away the key, after having
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pl aced you in his apartnent.”

"But if he should return?"

"Ch, he won't return; and if he should, he will be told that I
have brought a wonan with ne, and that woman is in his
apartnment."

"But that will conpromi se ne sadly, you know. "

"Of what consequence? Nobody knows you. Besides, we are in a
situation to overl ook cerenony."”

"Conme, then, let us go to your friend' s house. Where does he
[ive?"

"Rue Ferou, two steps from here."

"Let us go!"

Both resuned their way. As D Artagnan had foreseen, Athos was
not within. He took the key, which was customarily given him as
one of the famly, ascended the stairs, and introduced Mre.
Bonaci eux into the little apartment of which we have given a
descri ption.

"You are at home," said he. "Rermain here, fasten the door

i nside, and open it to nobody unless you hear three taps |ike

this;" and he tapped thrice--two taps close together and pretty
hard, the other after an interval, and |ighter

"That is well," said Mme. Bonacieux. "Now, in ny turn, let ne
give you ny instructions."

"I amall attention."

"Present yourself at the w cket of the Louvre, on the side of the
Rue de |'Echelle, and ask for Germain."

"Well, and then?”

"He will ask you what you want, and you will answer by these two
words, 'Tours' and 'Bruxelles.' He will at once put hinmself at
your orders."

"And what shall | command hi n®?"

"To go and fetch Monsieur Laporte, the queen's VALET DE CHAMBRE."

"And when he shall have inforned him and Monsieur Laporte is
come?"

"You will send himto nme."
"That is well; but where and how shall | see you agai n?"
"Do you wi sh to see ne agai n?"
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"Certainly."

"Well, let that care be m ne, and be at ease.”
"I depend upon your word."

"You may."

D Artagnan bowed to Mre. Bonacieux, darting at her the nost

| oving gl ance that he coul d possibly concentrate upon her
charmng little person; and while he descended the stairs, he
heard the door closed and doubl e-locked. In two bounds he was at
the Louvre; as he entered the wi cket of L'Echelle, ten o'clock
struck. All the events we have described had taken place within
a half hour.

Everything fell out as Mre. Bonaci eux prophesied. On hearing the
password, Germain bowed. In a few m nutes, Laporte was at the

| odge; in two words D Artagnan infornmed himwhere Mre. Bonaci eux
was. Laporte assured hinmself, by having it twi ce repeated, of
the accurate address, and set off at a run. Hardly, however, had
he taken ten steps before he returned.

"Young nan," said he to D Artagnan, "a suggestion."

"What ?"

"You nmay get into trouble by what has taken place."”

"You believe so?"

"Yes. Have you any friend whose clock is too slow?"

"Wl | 2"

"Go and call upon him in order that he may give evidence if your

havi ng been with himat half past nine. In a court of justice
that is called an alibi."

D Artagnan found his advice prudent. He took to his heels, and
was soon at M de Treville's; but instead of going into the

sal oon with the rest of the crowd, he asked to be introduced to

M de Treville's office. As D Artaghan so constantly frequented
the hotel, no difficulty was made in conplying with his request,
and a servant went to informM de Treville that his young
conmpatriot, having something inportant to communicate, solicited a
private audience. Five mnutes after, M de Treville was asking
D Artagnan what he could do to serve him and what caused his
visit at so late an hour

"Pardon nme, nonsieur," said D Artagnan, who had profited by the
nmonment he had been | eft alone to put back M de Treville's clock
three-quarters of an hour, "but | thought, as it was yet only
twenty-five mnutes past nine, it was not too late to wait upon
you."
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"Twenty-five mnutes past nine!" cried M de Treville, |ooking at
the clock; "why, that's inpossible!”

"Look, rather, nonsieur," said D Artagnan, "the clock shows it."
"That's true," said M de Treville; "I believed it later. But
what can | do for you?"

Then D Artagnan told M de Treville a long history about the
gueen. He expressed to himthe fears he entertained with respect
to her Majesty; he related to hi mwhat he had heard of the
projects of the cardinal with regard to Bucki ngham and all wth
a tranquillity and candor of which M de Treville was the nore
the dupe, from having hinself, as we have said, observed

sonmet hing fresh between the cardinal, the king, and the queen

As ten o' clock was striking, D Artagnan left M de Treville, who
t hanked him for his information, recommended himto have the
service of the king and queen al ways at heart, and returned to
the sal oon; but at the foot of the stairs, D Artagnan renenbered
he had forgotten his cane. He consequently sprang up again,
re-entered the office, with a turn of his finger set the clock
right again, that it nmght not be perceived the next day that it
had been put wrong, and certain fromthat tine that he had a
witness to prove his alibi, he ran downstairs and soon found
hinself in the street.

11 IN WHI CH THE PLOT THI CKENS

H's visit to M de Treville being paid, the pensive D Artagnan took the
| ongest way homewar d.

On what was D Artagnan thinking, that he strayed thus fromhis
path, gazing at the stars of heaven, and sonetinmes sighing,
sometines smling?

He was thinking of Mre. Bonaci eux. For an apprentice Misketeer
the young woman was al nost an ideal of |ove. Pretty, nysterious,
initiated in alnobst all the secrets of the court, which reflected
such a charming gravity over her pleasing features, it mnight be
surm sed that she was not wholly unnoved; and this is an
irresistible charmto novices in |ove. Mreover, D Artagnan had
delivered her fromthe hands of the denpbns who w shed to search
and ill treat her; and this inportant service had established
between them one of those sentinents of gratitude which so easily
assunme a nore tender character

D Artagnan already fancied hinself, so rapid is the flight of our
dreans upon the wi ngs of inagination, accosted by a nessenger
fromthe young worman, who brought him sonme billet appointing a
nmeeting, a gold chain, or a dianond. W have observed that young
caval i ers received presents fromtheir king w thout shame. Let
us add that in these tines of lax norality they had no nore
delicacy with respect to the mstresses; and that the latter
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al nost always | eft them val uabl e and durabl e renenbrances, as if
they essayed to conquer the fragility of their sentinents by the
solidity of their gifts.

W t hout a blush, nmen nmade their way in the world by the neans of
wonmen blushing. Such as were only beautiful gave their beauty,
whence, without doubt, cones the proverb, "The nost beautifu

girl in the world can only give what she has." Such as were rich
gave in addition a part of their nmoney; and a vast nunber of
heroes of that gallant period my be cited who woul d neither have
won their spurs in the first place, nor their battles afterward,
wi t hout the purse, nore or |ess furnished, which their mstress
fastened to the saddl e bow.

D' Artagnan owned nothing. Provincial diffidence, that slight
varni sh, the epheneral flower, that down of the peach, had
evaporated to the winds through the little orthodox counsels

whi ch the three Miusketeers gave their friend. D Artagnan
followi ng the strange custom of the tines, considered hinself at
Paris as on a canpaign, neither nore nor less than if he had been
i n Fl anders--Spain yonder, woman here, In each there was an
eneny to contend with, and contributions to be |evied.

But, we must say, at the present nonent D Artagnan was rul ed by
as feeling nmuch nore noble and disinterested. The nercer had
said that he was rich; the young man m ght easily guess that
with so weak a man as M Bonaci eux; and interest was al npst
foreign to this commencenent of |ove, which had been the
consequence of it. W say ALMOST, for the idea that a young,
handsome, kind, and witty woman is at the sane tinme rich takes
not hi ng fromthe beginning of |ove, but on the contrary
strengthens it.

There are in affluence a crowd of aristocratic cares and caprices
which are highly becom ng to beauty. A fine and white stocking,
a silken robe, a lace kerchief, a pretty slipper on the foot, a
tasty ribbon on the head do not meke an ugly woman pretty, but
they nmake a pretty worman beautiful, w thout reckoning the hands,
which gain by all this; the hands, anpbng women particularly, to
be beautiful nust be idle.

Then D Artagnan, as the reader, from whom we have not conceal ed
the state of his fortune, very well knows--D Artaghan was not a

mllionaire; he hoped to become one soneday, but the tine which
in his owmm mnd he fixed upon for this happy change was still far
distant. In the nmeanwhile, how disheartening to see the woman

one |loves long for those thousands of nothings which constitute a
wormen' s happi ness, and be unable to give her those thousands of
not hi ngs. At |east, when the woman is rich and the |over is not
that which he cannot offer she offers to herself; and although it
is generally with her husband's nobney that she procures herself
this indul gence, the gratitude for it seldomreverts to him

Then D Artagnan, disposed to becone the npost tender of |overs,
was at the sanme tinme a very devoted friend, |In the nmidst of his
anorous projects for the mercer's wife, he did not forget his
friends. The pretty Mre. Bonacieux was just the wonman to wal k
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with in the Plain St. Denis or in the fair of St. Germain, in
conmpany with Athos, Porthos, and Arami s, to whom D Artagnan had
often remarked this. Then one could enjoy charming little

di nners, where one touches on one side the hand of a friend, and
on the other the foot of a mstress. Besides, on pressing
occasions, in extreme difficulties, D Artagnan woul d becone the
preserver of his friends.

And M Bonaci eux? whom D Artagnan had pushed into the hands of
the officers, denying himaloud although he had pronised in a
whi sper to save him W are conpelled to adnit to our readers
that D Artagnan thought nothing about himin any way; or that if
he did think of him it was only to say to hinself that he was
very well where he was, wherever it mght be. Love is the nost
selfish of all the passions.

Let our readers reassure thenselves. |F D Artagnan forgets his
host, or appears to forget him under the pretense of not know ng
where he has been carried, we will not forget him and we know

where he is. But for the nonent, let us do as did the anprous
Gascon; we will see after the worthy nercer |ater

D Artagnan, reflecting on his future anours, addressing hinself
to the beautiful night, and smling at the stars, rescinded the
Rue Cherish-Mdi, or Chase-Mdi, as it was then called. As he
found hinself in the quarter in which Aranmis |ived, he took it
into his head to pay his friend a visit in order to explain the
notives which had led himto send Planchet with a request that he
woul d cone instantly to the nousetrap. Now, if Aram s had been
at home when Pl anchet came to his abode, he had doubtl ess
hastened to the Rue des Fossoyeurs, and finding nobody there but
his other two conpani ons perhaps, they would not be able to
conceive what all this nmeant. This nmystery required an

expl anation; at |east, so D Artagnan declared to hinself.

He |ikewi se thought this was an opportunity for talking about
pretty little Mme. Bonaci eux, of whom his head, if not his heart,

was already full. W rmust never | ook for discretion in first
love. First love is acconpani ed by such excessive joy that
unl ess the joy be allowed to overflow, it will stifle you.

Paris for two hours past had been dark, and seened a desert.

El even o' cl ock sounded fromall the clocks of the Faubourg St.
Germain. It was delightful weather. D Artagnhan was passing
along a |l ane on the spot where the Rue d' Assas is now situated,
breat hi ng the bal ny enmanati ons whi ch were borne upon the w nd
fromthe Rue de Vaugirard, and which arose fromthe gardens
refreshed by the dews of evening and the breeze of night. Froma
di stance resounded, deadened, however, by good shutters, the
songs of the tipplers, enjoying thenselves in the cabarets
scattered along the plain. Arrived at the end of the |ane,

D Artagnan turned to the left. The house in which Aram s dwelt
was situated between the Rue Cassette and the Rue Servandoni

D Artagnan had just passed the Rue Cassette, and already
perceived the door of his friend s house, shaded by a mass of
sycanores and clematis which fornmed a vast arch opposite the
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front of it, when he perceived something |ike a shadow i ssuing
fromthe Rue Servandoni. This sonething was enveloped in a

cl oak, and D Artagnan at first believed it was a man; but by the
smal | ness of the form the hesitation of the walk, and the

i ndeci sion of the step, he soon discovered that it was a woman
Further, this woman, as if not certain of the house she was
seeking, lifted up her eyes to | ook around her, stopped, went
backward, and then returned again. D Artagnan was perpl exed.

"Shall 1 go and offer her ny services?" thought he. "By her step
she nust be young; perhaps she is pretty. ©Oh, yes! But a woman
who wanders in the streets at this hour only ventures out to neet
her lover. If | should disturb a rendezvous, that would not be
the best nmeans of conmenci ng an acquai nt ance. "

Meanti me the young wonan continued to advance, counting the
houses and wi ndows. This was neither long nor difficult. There
were but three hotels in this part of the street; and only two
wi ndows | ooki ng toward the road, one of which was in a pavilion
parallel to that which Arami s occupied, the other belonging to
Aram s hinsel f.

"PARIDIEU " said D Artagnan to hinmself, to whose mnd the niece
of the theologian reverted, "PARDIEU, it would be droll if this
bel at ed dove should be in search of our friend' s house. But on
my soul, it |ooks so. Ah, my dear Aranmis, this time | shall find
you out." And D Artagnan, neking hinself as snmall as he coul d,
conceal ed hinmself in the darkest side of the street near a stone
bench pl aced at the back of a niche.

The young woman continued to advance; and in addition to the
i ghtness of her step, which had betrayed her, she emtted a
little cough which denoted a sweet voice. D Artagnan believed
this cough to be a signal

Nevert hel ess, whether the cough had been answered by a sinilar
signal which had fixed the irresolution of the nocturnal seeker
or whether without this aid she saw that she had arrived at the
end of her journey, she resolutely drew near to Aram s's shutter
and tapped, at three equal intervals, with her bent finger

"This is all very fine, dear Arams," murnured D Artagnan

"Ah, Monsieur Hypocrite, | understand how you study theol ogy."
The three bl ows were scarcely struck, when the inside blind was
opened and a |ight appeared through the panes of the outside
shutter.

"Ah, ah!" said the listener, "not through doors, but through

wi ndows! Ah, this visit was expected. W shall see the w ndows
open, and the | ady enter by escal ade. Very pretty!"

But to the great astonishment of D Artagnan, the shutter renmined

closed. Still nmore, the light which had shone for an instant
di sappeared, and all was again in obscurity.
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D Artagnan thought this could not [ast [ong, and continued to
ook with all his eyes and listen with all his ears.

He was right; at the end of some seconds two sharp taps were
heard i nside. The young woman in the street replied by a single
tap, and the shutter was opened a little way.

It may be judged whether D Artagnan | ooked or listened with
avidity. Unfortunately the |ight had been renoved into another
chanber; but the eyes of the young man were accustoned to the

ni ght. Besides, the eyes of the Gascons have, as it is asserted,
i ke those of cats, the faculty of seeing in the dark

D Artagnan then saw that the young wonan took from her pocket a
white object, which she unfolded quickly, and which took the form
of a handkerchief. She nmade her interlocutor observe the corner
of this unfol ded object.

This immediately recalled to D Artagnan's m nd the handkerchi ef
whi ch he had found at the feet of Mre. Bonaci eux, which had

rem nded hi mof that which he had dragged from under the feet of
Aram s.

"What the devil could that handkerchief signify?"

Pl aced where he was, D Artagnan could not perceive the face of
Aramis. W say Aram s, because the young man entertai ned no
doubt that it was his friend who held this dial ogue fromthe
interior with the lady of the exterior. Curiosity prevailed over
prudence; and profiting by the preoccupation into which the sight
of the handkerchi ef appeared to have plunged the two personages
now on the scene, he stole fromhis hiding place, and quick as
lightning, but stepping with utnost caution, he ran and pl aced

hi rsel f close to the angle of the wall, fromwhich his eye could
pierce the interior of Arami s's room

Upon gaining this advantage D Artagnan was near uttering a cry of
surprise; it was not Aram s who was conversing with the nocturna
visitor, it was a woman! D Artagnan, however, could only see
enough to recogni ze the form of her vestnments, not enough to

di stingui sh her features.

At the same instant the wonan inside drew a second handker chi ef
from her pocket, and exchanged it for that which had just been
shown to her. Then sonme words were spoken by the two wonen. At

l ength the shutter closed. The wonan who was outside the w ndow
turned round, and passed within four steps of D Artagnan, pulling
down t he hood of her mantle; but the precaution was too |ate,

D Artagnan had al ready recogni zed Mre. Bonaci eux.

Mre. Bonaci eux! The suspicion that it was she had crossed the

m nd of D Artagnan when she drew the handkerchief from her
pocket; but what probability was there that Mre. Bonaci eux, who
had sent for M Laporte in order to be reconducted to the Louvre,
shoul d be running about the streets of Paris at half past el even
at night, at the risk of being abducted a second tine?
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This must be, then, an affair of inportance; and what is the nost
i mportant affair to a woman of twenty-five! Love

But was it on her own account, or on account of another, that she
exposed herself to such hazards? This was a question the young
man asked hi nsel f, whom the denpn of jeal ousy already gnawed,
being in heart neither nore nor |ess than an accepted | over.

There was a very sinple neans of satisfying hinmself whither Mre.
Bonaci eux was going; that was to follow her. This nmethod was so
sinple that D Artagnan enployed it quite naturally and
instinctively.

But at the sight of the young man, who detached hinself fromthe
wall like a statue walking fromits niche, and at the noise of
the steps which she heard resound behind her, Mre. Bonaci eux
uttered a little cry and fl ed.

D Artagnan ran after her. It was not difficult for himto
overtake a woman enmbarrassed with her cloak. He cane up with her
before she had traversed a third of the street. The unfortunate
woman was exhausted, not by fatigue, but by terror, and when

D Artagnan placed his hand upon her shoul der, she sank upon one
knee, crying in a choking voice, "Kill nme, if you please, you
shall know not hi ng!"

D Artagnan raised her by passing his armround her waist; but as
he felt by her weight she was on the point of fainting, he nmade
haste to reassure her by protestations of devotedness. These
protestations were nothing for Mme. Bonacieux, for such
protestations may be nmade with the worst intentions in the world;
but the voice was all Mme. Bonaci eux thought she recogni zed the
sound of that voice; she reopened her eyes, cast a quick glance
upon the man who had terrified her so, and at once perceiving it
was D Artagnan, she uttered a cry of joy, "Oh, it is you, it is
you! Thank God, thank God!"

"Yes, it is I,"
wat ch over you."

said D Artagnan, "it is I, whom God has sent to

"Was it with that intention you followed nme?" asked the young
woman, with a coquettish smle, whose sonewhat bantering
character resumed its influence, and with whom all fear had

di sappeared fromthe nmonment in which she recognized a friend in
one she had taken for an eneny.

"No," said D Artagnan; "no, | confess it. It was chance that
threw ne in your way; | saw a wonman knocking at the w ndow of one
of my friends."

"One of your friends?" interrupted Mre. Bonaci eux.

"Wt hout doubt; Aramis is one of ny best friends."

"Aram s! Who is he?"

"Cone, cone, you won't tell ne you don't know Aram s?"
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"This is the first time | ever heard his nane pronounced."

"It is the first tine | ever heard his nane pronounced.”

"It is the first time, then, that you ever went to that house?"
"“Undoubt edl y. "

"And you did not know that it was inhabited by a young nan?"
“No. "

"By a Musketeer?"

"“No, i ndeed!"

"It was not he, then, you cane to seek?"

"Not the least in the world. Besides, you nust have seen that
the person to whom | spoke was a wonman."

"That is true; but this woman is a friend of Aramis--"
"I know nothing of that."

"--since she lodges with him?"

"That does not concern ne."

"But who is she?”

"Ch, that is not my secret."”

"My dear Madane Bonaci eux, you are charm ng; but at the sanme tine
you are one of the nobst nysterious wonen."

"Do | lose by that?"

"No; you are, on the contrary, adorable."
"Gve nme your arm then."

“"Most willingly. And now?"

"Now escort ne."

"Wher e?"

"Where | am going."

"But where are you goi ng?"

"You will see, because you will |eave nme at the door."

"Shall 1 wait for you?"
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"That will be usel ess."
"You will return al one, then?"
"Per haps yes, perhaps no."

"But will the person who shall acconpany you afterward be a man
or a woman?"

"I don't know yet."

"But I will knowit!"
"How so?"
"I will wait until you cone out."

“I'n that case, adieu."

"Why so?"

"l do not want you."

"But you have cl ai ned--"

"The aid of a gentleman, not the watchful ness of a spy."

"The word is rather hard."

"How are they called who follow others in spite of thenP"

"They are indiscreet."”

"The word is too mld."

"well, madane, | perceive | nust do as you wi sh."

"Why did you deprive yourself of the nerit of doing so at once?"
"Is there no nerit in repentance?"

"And do you really repent?"

"I know nothing about it nmyself. But what | know is that

prom se to_do all you wish if you allow ne to acconpany you where
you are going."

"And you will |eave ne then?"

"Yes."

"Wt hout waiting for my com ng out again?"

"Yes."

"Word of honor ?"
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"By the faith of a gentleman. Take my arm and let us go."

D Artagnan offered his armto Mre. Bonaci eux, who willingly took
it, half laughing, half trenmbling, and both gained the top of Rue
de |a Harpe. Arriving there, the young woman seened to hesitate,
as she had before done in the Rue Vaugirard. She seened,

however, by certain signs, to recognize a door, and approaching

t hat door, "And now, nonsieur," said she, "it is here | have

busi ness; a thousand thanks for your honorabl e conpany, which has
saved ne fromall the dangers to which, alone | was exposed. But
the nonment is cone to keep your word; | have reached ny
destination.”

"And you will have nothing to fear on your return?"
"I shall have nothing to fear but robbers."

"And that is nothing?"

"What could they take fromnme? | have not a penny about ne.
"You forget that beautiful handkerchief with the coat of arns.”
"Vhi ch?"

"That which | found at your feet, and replaced in your pocket."
"Hol d your tongue, inprudent man! Do you wi sh to destroy nme?"

"You see very plainly that there is still danger for you, since a
single word makes you trenble; and you confess that if that word
were heard you would be ruined. Conme, cone, nmdane!" cried

D Artagnan, seizing her hands, and surveying her with an ardent

gl ance, "cone, be nobre generous. Confide in ne. Have you not
read in my eyes that there is nothing but devotion and synpat hy
in my heart?"

"Yes," replied Mre. Bonacieux; "therefore, ask ny own secrets,
and I will reveal themto you; but those of others--that is quite
anot her thing."

"Very well," said D Artagnan, "I shall discover thenm as these
secrets may have an influence over your life, these secrets nust
become m ne."

"Beware of what you do!" cried the young woman, in a manner so
serious as to nake D Artagnan start in spite of himself. "On,
meddl e in nothing which concerns me. Do not seek to assist nme in
that which | am acconplishing. This |I ask of you in the nane of
the interest with which | inspire you, in the name of the service
you have rendered me and which | never shall forget while | have
life. Rather, place faith in what | tell you. Have no nore
concern about ne; | exist no longer for you, any nore than if you
had never seen ne."

"Must Aramis do as nuch as |, nmadame?" said D Artagnan, deeply
pi qued.
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"This is the second or third time, nonsieur, that you have
repeated that name, and yet | have told you that | do not know
him"

"You do not know the nman at whose shutter you have just knocked?
I ndeed, nmdane, you believe ne too credul ous!"”

"Confess that it is for the sake of making ne tal k that you
invent this story and create this personage."

"I invent nothing, madame; | create nothing. | only speak that
exact truth.”

"And you say that one of your friends lives in that house?"

"I say so, and | repeat it for the third tine; that house is one
i nhabited by ny friend, and that friend is Aranm s."

"All this will be cleared up at a later period,” nurnured the
young woman; "no, nonsieur, be silent.”

"If you could see ny heart," said D Artagnan, "you would there
read so much curiosity that you would pity me and so nuch | ove
that you would instantly satisfy ny curiosity. W have nothing
to fear fromthose who | ove us."

"You speak very suddenly of |ove, nonsieur,"”
woren, shaking her head.

sai d the young

"That is because | ove has conme suddenly upon ne, and for the
first time; and because | amonly twenty."

The young wonman | ooked at him furtively.

"Listen; | am already upon the scent," resuned D Artagnan
"About three nonths ago | was near having a duel with Aram s
concerni ng a handkerchi ef resenbling the one you showed to the
woman in his house--for a handkerchief marked in the same manner,
| am sure."
"Monsi eur," said the young wonman, "you weary ne very nuch, |
assure you, with your questions."

"But you, madane, prudent as you are, think, if you were to be
arrested with that handkerchief, and that handkerchief were to be
sei zed, would you not be conpromnm sed?"

"I'n what way? The initials are only mne--C. B., Constance
Bonaci eux. "

"Or Camille de Bois-Tracy."
"Silence, nmonsieur! Once again, silence! Ah, since the dangers

I incur on my own account cannot stop you, think of those you may
yourself run!"”

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com




The Three Musketeers 105

"Me?"

"Yes; there is peril of inprisonnment, risk of life in know ng
me. "

"Then | will not |eave you."

“"Monsieur!" said the young worman, supplicating himand clasping
her hands together, "nonsieur, in the nane of heaven, by the
honor of a soldier, by the courtesy of a gentleman, depart!
There, there m dnight sounds! That is the hour when I am

expected. "

"Madane," said the young man, bowi ng; "I can refuse nothing asked
of me thus. Be content; | will depart."”

"But you will not follow ne; you will not watch nme?"

“I will return hone instantly."

"Ah, | was quite sure you were a good and brave young man," said

Mre. Bonaci eux, holding out her hand to him and placing the
ot her upon the knocker of a |little door al nost hidden in the
wal | .

D Artagnan seized the hand held out to him and kissed it
ardently.

"Ah! | wish | had never seen you!" cried D Artagnan, wi th that

i ngenuous roughness which wonen often prefer to the affectations
of politeness, because it betrays the depths of the thought and

proves that feeling prevails over reason.

"WelI!" resumed Mre. Bonacieux, in a voice al nbst caressing, and
pressing the hand of D Artagnan, who had not relinquished hers,
"well: | will not say as nuch as you do; what is lost for today

may not be | ost forever. Who knows, when | shall be at liberty,
that I may not satisfy your curiosity?"

"And will you make the sanme pronmise to ny |ove?" cried
D Artagnan, beside hinself with joy.

"Ch, as to that, | do not engage nyself. That depends upon the
sentiments with which you may inspire nme."

"Then today, madame--"

"Ch, today, | amno further than gratitude.”

"Ah!  You are too charmng," said D Artagnan, sorrowfully; "and
you abuse ny | ove."

“No, | use your generosity, that's all. But be of good cheer

with certain people, everything conmes round."”

"Oh, you render nme the happiest of nmen! Do not forget this
eveni ng--do not forget that promse.”
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"Be satisfied. In the proper tine and place I will renmenber
everything. Now then, go, go, in the name of heaven! | was
expected at sharp mdnight, and | amlate."

"By five mnutes."

"Yes; but in certain circunstances five mnutes are five ages."
"\When one | oves."

"Well! And who told you | had no affair with a | over?"

"It is a man, then, who expects you?" cried D Artagnan. "A man!"

"The discussion is going to begin again!" said Mre. Bonaci eux,
with a half-smle which was not exenpt froma tinge of
i mpati ence.

“No, no; | go, | depart! | believe in you, and | would have al
the nerit of nmy devotion, even if that devotion were stupidity.
Adi eu, madane, adieu!"”

And as if he only felt strength to detach hinself by a violent
effort fromthe hand he held, he sprang away, running, while Mre.
Bonaci eux knocked, as at the shutter, three Iight and regular
taps. When he had gained the angle of the street, he turned.

The door had been opened, and shut again; the mercer's pretty
wi f e had di sappear ed.

D Artagnan pursued his way. He had given his word not to watch
Mre. Bonacieux, and if his |ife had depended upon the spot to
whi ch she was goi ng or upon the person who shoul d acconpany her
D Artagnan woul d have returned hone, since he had so prom sed.
Five mnutes |ater he was in the Rue des Fossoyeurs.

"Poor Athos!" said he; "he will never guess what all this neans.
He will have fallen asleep waiting for ne, or else he will have
returned home, where he will have |earned that a wonman had been

there. A woman with Athos! After all,” continued D Artagnan
"there was certainly one with Aramis. Al this is very strange;
and | amcurious to know how it will end."

"Badly, nonsieur, badly!" replied a voice which the young man
recogni zed as that of Planchet; for, soliloquizing aloud, as very
preoccupi ed people do, he had entered the alley, at the end of
which were the stairs which led to his chanber.

"How badl y? What do you nean by that, you idiot?" asked
D Artagnan. "What has happened?”

"Al'l sorts of m sfortunes."
n W]at ?Il

“In the first place, Monsieur Athos is arrested.”
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"Arrested! Athos arrested! \What for?"

"He was found in your |odging; they took himfor you."

"And by whom was he arrested?"

"By Guards brought by the nen in black whomyou put to flight."

"Why did he not tell themhis nanme? Wiy did he not tell them he
knew not hi ng about this affair?"

"He took care not to do so, nonsieur; on the contrary, he canme up

to nme and said, "It is your master that needs his liberty at this
noment and not |, since he knows everything and | know not hi ng.
They will believe he is arrested, and that will give himtinme; in
three days | will tell themwho | am and they cannot fail to |et
me go."'"

"Bravo, Athos! Noble heart!" murnured D Artagnan. "l know him

wel |l there! And what did the officers do?"

"Four conveyed himaway, | don't know where--to the Bastille or
Fort |'Eveque. Two remained with the nen in black, who rummged
every place and took all the papers. The |last two nounted guard
at the door during this exam nation; then, when all was over,
they went away, |eaving the house enpty and exposed."

"“And Porthos and Aram s?"

"I could not find them they did not come."

"But they may cone any nonent, for you left word that | awaited
t hemP"

"Yes, nonsieur."

"Well, don't budge, then; if they come, tell them what has
happened. Let themwait for ne at the Porme-de-Pin. Here it

woul d be dangerous; the house may be watched. | will run to
Monsi eur de Treville to tell themall this, and will neet them
there."

"Very well, nonsieur," said Planchet.

"But you will remain; you are not afrai d?" said D Artagnan
com ng back to recommend courage to his | ackey.

"Be easy, nonsieur,"” said Planchet; "you do not know ne yet. |
am brave when | set about it. It is all in beginning. Besides,
| ama Picard."

"Then it is understood," said D Artagnan; "you would rather be
killed than desert your post?"

"Yes, nonsieur; and there is nothing | would not do to prove to
Monsi eur that | am attached to him?"
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"Good!" said D Artagnan to hinself. "It appears that the nethod
| have adopted with this boy is decidedly the best. | shall use
it again upon occasion."

And with all the swiftness of his legs, already a little fatigued
however, with the peranbul ati ons of the day, D Artagnan directed
his course toward M de Treville's.

M de Treville was not at his hotel. His conpany was on guard at
the Louvre; he was at the Louvre with his conpany.

It was necessary to reach M de Treville; it was inportant that
he shoul d be informed of what was passing. D Artagnan resolved
to try and enter the Louvre. His costune of Guardsman in the
conpany of M Dessessart ought to be his passport.

He therefore went down the Rue des Petits Augustins, and cane up
to the quay, in order to take the New Bridge. He had at first an
i dea of crossing by the ferry; but on gaining the riverside, he
had mechanically put his hand into his pocket, and perceived that
he had not wherewi thal to pay his passage.

As he gained the top of the Rue CGuenegaud, he saw two persons
com ng out of the Rue Dauphi ne whose appearance very nuch struck
him O the two persons who conposed this group, one was a man
and the other a woman. The woman had the outline of Mre.

Bonaci eux; the man resenbled Aram s so nuch as to be mi staken for
hi m

Besi des, the woman wore that black mantle which D Artagnan coul d
still see outlined on the shutter of the Rue de Vaugirard and on
the door of the Rue de la Harpe; still further, the man wore the
uni form of a Musket eer

The woman's hood was pull ed down, and the man gel d a handkerchi ef
to his face. Both, as this double precaution indicated, had an
interest in not being recognized.

They took the bridge. That was D Artagnan's road, as he was
going to the Louvre. D Artagnan followed them

He had not gone twenty steps before he becanme convinced that the
wonman was really Mre. Bonaci eux and that the man was Aram s.

He felt at that instant all the suspicions of jealousy agitating
his heart. He felt himself doubly betrayed, by his friend and by
her whom he already loved |ike a mstress. Mre. Bonaci eux had
declared to him by all the gods, that she did not know Aram s;
and a quarter of an hour after having nade this assertion, he
found her hanging on the arm of Aram s.

D Artagnan did not reflect that he had only known the nmercer's
pretty wife for three hours; that she owed hi mnothing but a
little gratitude for having delivered her fromthe nen in black
who wi shed to carry her off, and that she had promnmised him
not hi ng. He considered hinself an outraged, betrayed, and
ridiculed |over. Blood and anger nounted to his face; he was
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resol ved to unravel the mystery.

The young man and young wonen perceived they were watched, and
redoubl ed their speed. D Artagnan determ ned upon his course.
He passed them then returned so as to neet them exactly before
the Samaritaine. Which was illum nated by a lanp which threwits
light over all that part of the bridge.

D Artagnan stopped before them and they stopped before him

"What do you want, nonsieur?" demanded the Misketeer, recoiling a
step, and with a foreign accent, which proved to D Artagnan that
he was deceived in one of his conjectures.

"It is not Arami s!" cried he.

“No, nonsieur, it is not Arams; and by your exclanmation
percei ve you have m staken nme for another, and pardon you."

"You pardon nme?" cried D Artagnan

"Yes," replied the stranger. "Allow nme, then, to pass on, since
it is not with ne you have anything to do."

"You are right, nonsieur, it is not with you that | have anything
to do; it is with Madane."

"Wth Madane! You do not know her," replied the stranger
"You are deceived, nonsieur; | know her very well."

"Ah," said Mre. Bonacieux; in a tone of reproach, "ah, nonsieur
I had your prom se as a soldier and your word as a gentleman. |
hoped to be able to rely upon that."

"And |, madane!" said D Artagnan, enbarrassed; "you pronised ne--

"Take nmy arm madane,"” said the stranger, "and | et us continue
our way."

D Artagnan, however, stupefied, cast down, annihilated by al
t hat happened, stood, with crossed arns, before the Misketeer and
Mre. Bonaci eux.

The Musket eer advanced two steps, and pushed D Artagnhan aside
with his hand. D Artagnan nade a spring backward and drew his
sword. At the sane tine, and with the rapidity of Iightning, the
stranger drew his.

“I'n the name of heaven, ny Lord!" cried Mme. Bonacieux, throw ng
hersel f between the conbatants and seizing the swords with her
hands.

"My Lord!" cried D Artagnan, enlightened by a sudden idea, "
Lord! Pardon me, nonsieur, but you are not--"

my

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com




The Three Musketeers 110

"My Lord the Duke of Bucki ngham " said Mre. Bonacieux, in an
undertone; "and now you may ruin us all."

"My Lord, Madane, | ask a hundred pardons! But | |ove her, ny
Lord, and was jealous. You know what it is to love, ny Lord.
Pardon ne, and then tell me how | can risk my life to serve your
Grace?"

"You are a brave young man," said Bucki ngham hol ding out his
hand to D Artagnan, who pressed it respectfully. "You offer ne
your services; with the sanme frankness | accept them Follow us
at a distance of twenty paces, as far as the Louvre, and if
anyone watches us, slay him"

D Artagnan placed his naked sword under his arm allowed the duke
and Mre. Bonacieux to take twenty steps ahead, and then foll owed
them ready to execute the instructions of the noble and el egant
m ni ster of Charles I.

Fortunately, he had no opportunity to give the duke this proof of
his devotion, and the young worman and the handsone Misket eer
entered the Louvre by the wi cket of the Echelle w thout any

i nterference.

As for D Artagnan, he immediately repaired to the cabaret of the
Pommre- de- Pin, where he found Porthos and Aranmi s awaiting him

W t hout giving them any explanation of the alarm and

i nconveni ence he had caused them he told themthat he had

term nated the affair alone in which he had for a nmonent believed
he shoul d need their assistance.

Meanwhi |l e, carried away as we are by our narrative, we nust |eave
our three friends to thenselves, and follow the Duke of
Bucki ngham and his guide through the |abyrinths of the Louvre.

12 GEORGE VI LLI ERS, DUKE OF BUCKI NGHAM

Mre. Bonaci eux and the duke entered the Louvre wi thout

difficulty. Mre. Bonaci eux was known to belong to the queen; the
duke wore the uniform of the Miusketeers of M de Treville, who,
as we have said, were that evening on guard. Besides, Germain
was in the interests of the queen; and if anything should happen,
Mre. Bonaci eux woul d be accused of having introduced her | over
into the Louvre, that was all. She took the risk upon herself.
Her reputation would be lost, it is true; but of what value in
the world was the reputation of the little wife of a mercer?

Once within the interior of the court, the duke and the young
woman followed the wall for the space of about twenty-five steps.
Thi s space passed, Mrme. Bonaci eux pushed a little servants' door
open by day but generally closed at night. The door yielded.
Both entered, and found thenmsel ves in darkness; but Mre.

Bonaci eux was acquainted with all the turnings and w ndi ngs of
this part of the Louvre, appropriated for the people of the
househol d. She cl osed the door after her, took the duke by the
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hand, and after a few experinental steps, grasped a bal ustrade,
put her foot upon the bottom step, and began to ascend the
staircase. The duke counted two stories. She then turned to the
right, followed the course of a long corridor, descended a
flight, went a few steps farther, introduced a key into a | ock
opened a door, and pushed the duke into an apartnent |lighted only
by a | anp, saying, "Remain here, my Lord Duke; sonmeone will

cone." She then went out by the sanme door, which she | ocked, so
that the duke found hinself literally a prisoner

Neverthel ess, isolated as he was, we nmust say that the Duke of
Bucki ngham di d not experience an instant of fear. One of the
salient points of his character was the search for adventures and
a love of romance. Brave, rash, and enterprising, this was not
the first tinme he had risked his life in such attenpts. He had

| earned that the pretended nmessage from Anne of Austria, upon the
faith of which he had come to Paris, was a snare; but instead of
regai ni ng Engl and, he had, abusing the position in which he had
been pl aced, declared to the queen that he would not depart

wi t hout seeing her. The queen had at first positively refused;
but at |ength becane afraid that the duke, if exasperated, would
commit some folly. She had al ready deci ded upon seei ng himand
urging his i medi ate departure, when, on the very eveni ng of
coming to this decision, Mme. Bonacieux, who was charged with
going to fetch the duke and conducting himto the Louvre, was
abducted. For two days no one knew what had becone of her, and
everyt hing remai ned in suspense; but once free, and placed in
comuni cation with Laporte, matters resuned their course, and she
acconplished the perilous enterprise which, but for her arrest,
woul d have been executed three days earlier

Bucki ngham |eft alone, walked toward a mirror. His Misketeer's
uni f orm becane hi m narvel ously.

At thirty-five, which was then his age, he passed, with just
title, for the handsonmest gentleman and the nost el egant cavali er
of France or Engl and.

The favorite of two kings, imensely rich, all-powerful in a

ki ngdom whi ch he di sordered at his fancy and cal ned again at his
caprice, George Villiers, Duke of Bucki ngham had |ived one of

t hose fabul ous existences which survive, in the course of
centuries, to astonish posterity.

Sure of hinmself, convinced of his own power, certain that the

| aws which rule other nmen could not reach him he went straight
to the object he ainmed at, even were this object were so el evated
and so dazzling that it would have been nadness for any other
even to have contenplated it. It was thus he had succeeded in
approachi ng several tines the beautiful and proud Anne of
Austria, and in making hinself |oved by dazzling her

George Villiers placed hinself before the glass, as we have said,
restored the undulations to his beautiful hair, which the weight
of his hat had disordered, twi sted his nmustache, and, his heart
swelling with joy, happy and proud at being near the noment he
had so | ong sighed for, he smled upon hinmself with pride and
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hope.

At this nonent a door concealed in the tapestry opened, and a
woman appeared. Bucki ngham saw this apparition in the glass; he
uttered a cry. It was the queen!

Anne of Austria was then twenty-six or twenty-seven years of age;
that is to say, she was in the full splendor of her beauty.

Her carriage was that of a queen or a goddess; her eyes, which
cast the brilliancy of eneralds, were perfectly beautiful, and
yet were at the same tinme full of sweetness and mmjesty.

Her mouth was small and rosy; and although her underlip, |ike
that of all princes of the House of Austria, protruded slightly
beyond the other, it was eminently lovely in its smle, but as
profoundly disdainful inits contenpt.

Her skin was adnmired for its velvety softness; her hands and arns
were of surpassing beauty, all the poets of the tine singing them
as inconparabl e.

Lastly, her hair, which, frombeing light in her youth, had
become chestnut, and which she wore curled very plainly, and with
nmuch powder, admirably set off her face, in which the nost rigid
critic could only have desired a little | ess rouge, and the nost
fastidious sculptor alittle nore fineness in the nose.

Bucki ngham remai ned for a nonent dazzled. Never had Anna of
Austria appeared to himso beautiful, amd balls, fetes, or
carousals, as she appeared to himat this nonent, dressed in a
sinmpl e robe of white satin, and acconpani ed by Donna Estafani a- -
the only one of her Spani sh women who had not been driven from
her by the jeal ousy of the king or by the persecutions of

Ri chel i eu.

Anne of Austria took two steps forward. Buckingham threw hinself
at her feet, and before the queen could prevent him Kkissed the
hem of her robe.

"Duke, you already know that it is not | who caused you to be
witten to."

"Yes, yes, madanme! Yes, your Majesty!" cried the duke. "I know
that | must have been nad, senseless, to believe that snow woul d
beconme ani mated or marble warm but what then! They who | ove
believe easily in |love. Besides, | have |lost nothing by this
journey because | see you."

"Yes," replied Anne, "but you know why and how | see you;
because, insensible to all my sufferings, you persist in
remaining in a city where, by renmaining, you run the risk of your

life, and make ne run the risk of ny honor. | see you to tel
you that everything separates us--the depths of the sea, the
enm ty of kingdonms, the sanctity of vows. It is sacrilege to
struggl e agai nst so many things, ny Lord. 1In short, | see you to

tell you that we nust never see each other again."
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"Speak on, nmamdane, speak on, Queen," said Bucki ngham "the

sweet ness of your voice covers the harshness of your words. You
tal k of sacrilege! Wy, the sacrilege is the separation of two
hearts formed by God for each other."

"My Lord," cried the queen, "you forget that | have never said
that | |ove you."

"But you have never told nme that you did not |ove nme; and truly,
to speak such words to nme would be, on the part of your Mjesty,
too great an ingratitude. For tell me, where can you find a |ove
like mne--a |ove which neither tinme, nor absence, not despair
can extinguish, a love which contents itself with a |lost ribbon,
a stray look, or a chance word? It is now three years, madane,
since | saw you for the first time, and during those three years
I have loved you thus. Shall | tell you each ornanent of your
toilet? Mark! | see you now. You were seated upon cushions in
t he Spani sh fashion; you wore a robe of green satin enbroidered
with gold and silver, hanging sl eeves knotted upon your beautiful
arnms--those lovely arms--with | arge di anonds. You wore a cl ose
ruff, a small cap upon your head of the same color as your robe
and in that cap a heron's feather. Hold! Hold! | shut ny eyes,
and | can see you as you then were; | open them again, and | see
what you are now--a hundred time nore beautiful!"

"What folly," murmured Anne of Austria, who had not the courage
to find fault with the duke for having so well preserved her
portrait in his heart, "what folly to feed a usel ess passion with
such remenbrances!”

"And upon what then nust | live? | have nothing but nenory. It
is my happi ness, ny treasure, ny hope. Every tinme | see you is a
fresh dianmond which | enclose in the casket of nmy heart. This
is the fourth which you have let fall and | have picked up; for
in three years, madanme, | have only seen you four tinmes--the
first, which | have described to you; the second, at the mansion
of Madane de Chevreuse; the third, in the gardens of Am ens.”

"Duke," said the queen, blushing, "never speak of that evening."

"Ch, let us speak of it; on the contrary, let us speak of it!
That is the nost happy and brilliant evening of nmy life! You
remenber what a beautiful night it was? How soft and perfuned
was the air; how |ovely the blue heavens and star-enanel ed sky!

Ah, then, madanme, | was able for one instant to be alone with
you. Then you were about to tell me all--the isolation of your
life, the griefs of your heart. You |eaned upon nmy arm-upon
this, madanme! | felt, in bending ny head toward you, your

beauti ful hair touch ny cheek; and every tinme that it touched ne
| trenbled fromhead to foot. ©h, Queen! Queen! You do not
know what felicity from heaven, what joys from paradi se, are
conprised in a moment |ike that. Take ny wealth, ny fortune, ny
glory, all the days | have to live, for such an instant, for a
night like that. For that night, nmadane, that night you | oved
me, | will swear it."
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"My Lord, yes; it is possible that the influence of the place,
the charm of the beautiful evening, the fascination of your

| ook--the thousand circunstances, in short, which sonetinmes unite
to destroy a woman--were grouped around nme on that fatal evening;
but, ny Lord, you saw the queen cone to the aid of the woman who
faltered. At the first word you dared to utter, at the first
freedomto which | had to reply, | called for help."

"Yes, yes, that is true. And any other |ove but nine would have
sunk beneath this ordeal; but my |ove canme out fromit nore
ardent and nore eternal. You believed that you would fly from nme
by returning to Paris; you believed that | would not dare to quit
the treasure over which ny master had charged nme to watch. \What
to me were all the treasures in the world, or all the kings of

the earth! Eight days after, | was back again, madane. That
time you had nothing to say to ne; | had risked ny life and favor
to see you but for a second. | did not even touch your hand, and

you pardoned me on seeing nme so subnissive and so repentant.”

"Yes, but calummy seized upon all those follies in which I took
no part, as you well know, my Lord. The king, excited by the
cardinal, made a terrible clanor. Madane de Vernet was driven
fromme, Putange was exiled, Madane de Chevreuse fell into

di sgrace, and when you wi shed to conme back as anbassador to
France, the king hinself--remenber, ny lord--the king hinself
opposed to it."

"Yes, and France is about to pay for her king's refusal with a
war. | amnot allowed to see you, nadanme, but you shall every
day hear of ne. \hat object, think you, have this expedition to
Re and this league with the Protestants of La Rochelle which I am

projecting? The pleasure of seeing you. | have no hope of
penetrating, sword in hand, to Paris, | know that well. But this
war may bring round a peace; this peace will require a

negoti ator; that negotiator will be ne. They will not dare to
refuse ne then; and | will return to Paris, and will see you
again, and will be happy for an instant. Thousands of nmen, it is
true, will have to pay for ny happiness with their lives; but

what is that to me, provided | see you again! All this is
perhaps folly--perhaps insanity; but tell ne what woman has a
| over nore truly in love; what queen a servant nore ardent?"

"My Lord, my Lord, you invoke in your defense things which accuse
you nore strongly. All these proofs of |ove which you woul d give
nme are al nost crines."

"Because you do not |ove nme, madane! If you |loved ne, you would
view all this otherwise. |If you loved nme, oh, if you |loved ne,
that woul d be too great happi ness, and | should run mad. Ah,
Madame de Chevreuse was |ess cruel than you. Holland |oved her
and she responded to his |ove."

"Madane de Chevreuse was not queen," murnured Anne of Austria,
overconme, in spite of herself, by the expression of so profound a
passi on.

"You would I ove ne, then, if you were not queen! Madane, say
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that you would love ne then! | can believe that it is the
dignity of your rank al one which nakes you cruel to me; | can
bel i eve that you had been Madanme de Chevreuse, poor Bucki ngham
m ght have hoped. Thanks for those sweet words! ©Ch, ny

beauti ful sovereign, a hundred tines, thanks!"

"Ch, ny Lord! You have ill understood, wongly interpreted,
did not nmean to say--"

"Silence, silence!" cried the duke. "If | am happy in an error
do not have the cruelty to lift nme fromit. You have told ne
yoursel f, madame, that | have been drawn into a snare; |
perhaps, may leave ny life init--for, although it may be

strange, | have for some tine had a presentinent that | should
shortly die." And the duke smled, with a smle at once sad and
char m ng.

"Ch, ny God!" cried Anne of Austria, with an accent of terror
whi ch proved how much greater an interest she took in the duke
than she ventured to tell

"l do not tell you this, nmadane, to terrify you; no, it is even

ridiculous for ne to nane it to you, and, believe ne, | take no
heed of such dreans. But the words you have just spoken, the
hope you have al nost given me, will have richly paid all--were it
my life."

"Oh, but 1," said Anne, "l also, duke, have had presentinents;

al so have had dreams. | dreanmed that | saw you |ying bl eeding,
wounded. "

"In the left side, was it not, and with a knife?" interrupted
Bucki ngham

"Yes, it was so, my Lord, it was so--in the left side, and with a
knife. Wo can possibly have told you | had had that drean? |
have inmparted it to no one but ny God, and that in ny prayers.”

"I ask for no nore. You love ne, madanme; it is enough."

"I |ove you, 1I7?"

"Yes, yes. Wuld God send the sanme dreans to you as to ne if you
did not love nme? Should we have the sanme presentinments if our

exi stences did not touch at the heart? You |love ne, ny beautifu
gueen, and you will weep for nme?"

"Ch, ny God, ny God!" cried Anne of Austria, "this is nore than

can bear. In the nane of heaven, Duke, |eave nme, go! | do not
know whether | |ove you or |ove you not; but what | know is that

I will not be perjured. Take pity on ne, then, and go! ©Ch, if
you are stuck in France, if you die in France, if | could inmagine
that your |love for me was the cause of your death, | could not
consol e nyself; | should run mad. Depart then, depart, | inplore
you!"

"Ch, how beautiful you are thus! ©Oh, how | |ove you!" said
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Bucki ngham

"Go, go, | inplore you, and return hereafter! Cone back as
anbassador, cone back as ninister, conme back surrounded with
guards who will defend you, with servants who will watch over

you, and then | shall no |onger fear for your days, and | shal
be happy in seeing you."

"COh, is this true what you say?"

"Yes."

"Oh, then, sone pl edge of your indul gence, sone object which canme
fromyou, and may remnd ne that | have not been drean ng
sonmet hi ng you have worn, and that | nmay wear in nmy turn--a ring,

a neckl ace, a chain."

"WIlIl you depart--will you depart, if | give you that you
demand?"

"VYes. "

"This very instant?"

"yYes.
"You will |eave France, you will return to Engl and?"
"I will, | swear to you."

"Wait, then, wait."

Anne of Austria re-entered her apartment, and cane out again
al nrost i medi ately, holding a rosewood casket in her hand, with
her ci pher encrusted with gold.

"Her, ny Lord, here," said she, "keep this in nmenory of ne."
Bucki ngham t ook the casket, and fell a second time on his knees.
"You have prom sed me to go," said the queen.

"And | keep nmy word. Your hand, madane, your hand, and
depart!"

Anne of Austria stretched forth her hand, closing her eyes, and
l eaning with the other upon Estafania, for she felt that her
strength was about to fail her

Bucki ngham pressed his |ips passionately to that beautiful hand,
and then rising, said, "Wthin six nmonths, if | am not dead,

shal |l have seen you again, madane--even if | have to overturn the
world." And faithful to the prom se he had nade, he rushed out
of the apartnment.

In the corridor he net Mre. Bonaci eux, who waited for him and
who, with the sane precautions and the sanme good | uck, conducted
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hi m out of the Louvre.

13 MONSI EUR BONACI EUX

There was in all this, as may have been observed, one personage
concerned, of whom notw thstanding his precarious position, we
have appeared to take but very little notice. This personage was
M Bonaci eux, the respectable martyr of the political and anorous
i ntrigues which entangled thenmsel ves so nicely together at this
gal lant and chivalric period.

Fortunately, the reader may renenber, or nmay not renenber--
fortunately we have prom sed not to | ose sight of him

The officers who arrested hi mconducted himstraight to the
Bastill e, where he passed trenbling before a party of soldiers
who were | oading their nuskets. Thence, introduced into a half-
subt erranean gallery, he becane, on the part of those who had
brought him the object of the grossest insults and the harshest
treatnment. The officers perceived that they had not to deal with
a gentleman, and they treated himlike a very peasant.

At the end of half an hour or thereabouts, a clerk came to put an
end to his tortures, but not to his anxiety, by giving the order

to conduct M Bonacieux to the Chanber of Exam nation

Ordinarily, prisoners were interrogated in their cells; but they

did not do so with M Bonaci eux.

Two guards attended the nercer who nmade himtraverse a court and
enter a corridor in which were three sentinels, opened a door and
pushed hi m uncerenoniously into a | ow room where the only
furniture was a table, a chair, and a commi ssary. The comm ssary
was seated in the chair, and was writing at the table.

The two guards | ed the prisoner toward the table, and upon a sign
fromthe comm ssary drew back so far as to be unable to hear
anyt hi ng.

The conmmi ssary, who had till this tinme held his head down over
hi s papers, |ooked up to see what sort of person he had to do
with. This comm ssary was a nan of very repulsive men, with a
poi nted nose, with yellow and salient cheek bones, with eyes
smal | but keen and penetrating, and an expressi on of countenance
resenmbling at once the polecat and the fox. Hi s head, supported
by a long and fl exi ble neck, issued fromhis |arge black robe,

bal ancing itself with a notion very nuch |ike that of the
tortoise thrusting his head out of his shell. He began by asking
M Bonaci eux his nane, age, condition, and abode.

The accused replied that his nane was Jacques M chel Bonaci eux,
that he was fifty-one years old, a retired nmercer, and lived Rue
des Fossoyeurs, No. 14.

The conmi ssary then, instead of continuing to interrogate him
made him a | ong speech upon the danger there is for an obscure
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citizen to neddle with public matters. He conplicated this
exordi um by an exposition in which he painted the power and the
deeds of the cardinal, that inconparable mnister, that conqueror
of past mnister, that conqueror of past mnisters, that exanple
for mnisters to come--deeds and power which none could thwart
with inpunity.

After this second part of his discourse, fixing his hawk's eye
upon poor Bonaci eux, he bade himreflect upon the gravity of his
si tuation.

The refl ections of the nmercer were already nade; he cursed the
i nstant when M Laporte fornmed the idea of marrying himto his
goddaught er had been received as Lady of the Linen to her

Maj esty.

At bottomthe character of M Bonaci eux was one of profound

sel fishness nmixed with sordid avarice, the whole seasoned with
extreme cowardice. The love with which his young w fe had

i nspired hi mwas a secondary sentinent, and was not strong enough
to contend with the primtive feelings we have just enumerated.
Bonaci eux indeed reflected on what had just been said to him

"But, Monsieur Comm ssary," said he, calmy, "believe that | know
and appreciate, nore than anybody, the nerit of the inconparable
em nence by whom we have the honor to be governed."

"I ndeed?" asked the commissary, with an air of doubt. "If that
is really so, how canme you in the Bastille?"

"How | canme there, or rather why I amthere,” replied Bonaci eux,
"that is entirely inpossible for me to tell you, because | don't
know nyself; but to a certainty it is not for having, know ngly
at | east, disobliged Monsieur the Cardinal."

"You nust, neverthel ess, have conmitted a crine, since you are
here and are accused of high treason."”

"OfF high treason!" cried Bonacieux, terrified; "of high treason!
How is it possible for a poor nmercer, who detests Huguenots and
who abhors Spaniards, to be accused of high treason? Consider
nonsi eur, the thing is absolutely inpossible.”

"Monsi eur Bonaci eux," said the comr ssary, |ooking at the accused
as if his little eyes had the faculty of reading to the very
dept hs of hearts, "you have a w fe?"

"Yes, nonsieur,"” replied the mercer, in a trenble, feeling that
it was at this point affairs were likely to becone perplexing;
"that is to say, | HAD one."

"What, you 'had one'? What have you done with her, then, if you
have her no | onger?"

"They have abducted her, nonsieur."
"They have abducted her? Ah!l"
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Bonaci eux inferred fromthis "Ah" that the affair grew nore and
nore intricate.

"They have abducted her," added the comm ssary; "and do you know
the man who has committed this deed?"

"I think I know him"
"Who i s he?"

"Remenber that | affirmnothing, Mnsieur the Commi ssary, and
that | only suspect.”

"Whom do you suspect? Cone, answer freely."

M Bonaci eux was in the greatest perplexity possible. Had he

better deny everything or tell everything? By denying all, it
m ght be suspected that he must know too rmuch to avow, by
confessing all he m ght prove his good will. He decided, then
to tell all.

"I suspect," said he, "a tall, dark man, of lofty carriage, who

has the air of a great lord. He has followed us several tines,
as | think, when | have waited for nmy wife at the w cket of the
Louvre to escort her hone."

The comri ssary now appeared to experience a little uneasiness.
"And his name?" said he.

were ever

"Ch, as to his name, | know nothing about it; but if I
I will answer

to meet him | should recognize himin an instant,
for it, were he anong a thousand persons."

The face of the conmi ssary grew still darker

"You shoul d recogni ze hi m anong a thousand, say you?" continued
he.

"That is to say," cried Bonaci eux, who saw he had taken a fal se
step, "that is to say--"

"You have answered that you should recognize him" said the

commi ssary. "That is all very well, and enough for today; before
we proceed further, someone nust be informed that you know the
ravi sher of your wfe.”

"But | have not told you that | know him" cried Bonacieux, in
despair. "I told you, on the contrary--"

"Take away the prisoner," said the comrissary to the two guards.
"Where nust we place hin?" demanded the chief.

"I'n a dungeon.”
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"Whi ch?"

"Coof Lord! In the first one handy, provided it is safe," said
the comm ssary, with an indifference which penetrated poor
Bonaci eux wi th horror.

"Alas, alas!" said he to hinself, "m sfortune is over ny head; ny
wi fe nmust have comritted sone frightful crime. They believe ne
her accomplice, and will punish ne with her. She nust have
spoken; she nust have confessed everything--a woman i s so weak

A dungeon! The first he comes to! That's it! A night is soon
passed; and tonmorrow to the wheel, to the gallows! Onh, my God,
my God, have pity on ne!"

Wthout listening the least in the world to the |anentations of

M Bonaci eux--1lanmentations to which, besides, they nust have been
pretty well accustoned--the two guards took the prisoner each by
an arm and |led himaway, while the comm ssary wote a letter in
haste and di spatched it by an officer in waiting.

Bonaci eux coul d not close his eyes; not because his dungeon was
so very di sagreeabl e, but because his uneasi ness was so great.
He sat all night on his stool, starting at the | east noise; and
when the first rays of the sun penetrated into his chanber, the
dawn itself appeared to himto have taken funereal tints.

Al'l at once he heard his bolts drawn, and nade a terrified bound.
He believed they were conme to conduct himto the scaffold; so
that when he saw nerely and sinply, instead of the executioner he
expected, only his comm ssary of the precedi ng evening, attended
by his clerk, he was ready to enbrace them bot h.

"Your affair has beconme nore conplicated since yesterday evening,
nmy good man, and | advise you to tell the whole truth; for your
repent ance al one can renove the anger of the cardinal."

"Why, | amready to tell everything," cried Bonacieux,
all that I know. Interrogate ne, | entreat you!"

at | east,

"Where is your wife, in the first place?"
"Why, did not | tell you she had been stolen from ne?"

"Yes, but yesterday at five o' clock in the afternoon, thanks to
you, she escaped."”

"My wife escaped!" cried Bonacieux. "Oh, unfortunate creature!
Monsi eur, if she has escaped, it is not nmy fault, | swear."

"What business had you, then, to go into the chanber of Monsieur
D Artagnan, your nei ghbor, with whom you had a | ong conference
during the day?"

"Ah, yes, Monsieur Conmi ssary; yes, that is true, and | confess
that | was in the wong. | did go to Monsieur D Artagnan's."

"What was the aimof that visit?"
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"To beg himto assist nme in finding ny wife. | believed | had a
right to endeavor to find her. | was deceived, as it appears,
and | ask your pardon."

"And what did Monsieur d' Artagnan reply?"

"Monsi eur d' Artagnan proni sed ne his assistance; but | soon found
out that he was betraying ne."

"You inpose upon justice. Monsieur d Artagnan made a conpact
with you; and in virtue of that conpact put to flight the police
who had arrested your wife, and has placed her beyond reach.”

"Fortunately, Monsieur d' Artagnan is in our hands, and you shal
be confronted with him"

"By ny faith, | ask no better," cried Bonacieux; "l shall not be
sorry to see the face of an acquai ntance."

"Bring in the Monsieur d Artagnan,” said the conm ssary to the
guards. The two guards led in Athos.

"Monsi eur d' Artagnan,"” said the conm ssary, addressing Athos,
"declare all that passed yesterday between you and Monsieur."

"But," cried Bonacieux, "this is not Mnsieur d' Artagnan whom you
show ne. "

"What! Not Mbnsieur d' Artagnan?" excl ai med the commi ssary.
"Not the least in the world," replied Bonacieux.

"What is this gentleman's nane?" asked the conmi ssary.

"I cannot tell you; | don't know him"

"How!  You don't know hi n®"

"No. "

"Did you never see hinP"

"Yes, | have seen him but | don't know what he calls hinself."
"Your nanme?" replied the comi ssary.

"Athos," replied the Misketeer

"But that is not a man's nane; that is the nane of a nountain,”
cried the poor questioner, who began to | ose his head.

"That is ny name," said Athos, quietly.
"But you said that your nane was D Artagnan."”
"Who, [|?"
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"Yes, you."

"Sonmebody said to nme, 'You are Monsieur d' Artagnan?' | answered,
"You think so?" M guards exclainmed that they were sure of it.
I did not wish to contradict them besides, | mght be deceived."

“Monsi eur, you insult the nmajesty of justice."
"Not at all," said Athos, calmy

"You are Monsieur d' Artagnan.”

"You see, nonsieur, that you say it again."

"But | tell you, Monsieur Conmi ssary," cried Bonacieux, in his
turn, "there is not the | east doubt about the matter. Mbnsieur

d' Artagnan is ny tenant, although he does not pay nme ny rent--and
even better on that account ought | to know him Monsieur
Dessessart's Guards, and this gentleman is in the conpany of

Monsi eur de Treville's Musketeers. Look at his uniform Mnsieur
Commi ssary, look at his uniform"”

"That's true," murnured the conmi ssary; "PARDIEU, that's true."
At this nonent the door was opened quickly, and a nessenger

i ntroduced by one of the gatekeepers of the Bastille, gave a
letter to the comi ssary.

"Oh, unhappy woman!" cried the comm ssary.

"How? What do you say? O whom do you speak? It is not of ny
wi fe, | hope!"

"On the contrary, it is of her. Yours is a pretty business."”

"But," said the agitated nmercer, "do nme the pleasure, nonsieur,
to tell me how my own proper affair can become worse by anything
ny wife does while | amin prison?"

"Because that which she does is part of a plan concerted between
you--of an infernal plan."

"I swear to you, Monsieur Conmi ssary, that you are in the
prof oundest error, that | know nothing in the world about what ny
wife had to do, that | amentirely a stranger to what she has

done; and that if she has conmitted any follies, | renounce her
| abjure her, | curse her!"”
"Bah!" said Athos to the commissary, "if you have no nore need of

me, send ne sonewhere. Your Monsieur Bonacieux is very
tiresone."

The comnri ssary designated by the sane gesture Athos and
Bonaci eux, "Let them be guarded nore closely than ever."

"And yet," said Athos, with his habitual calmess, "if it be
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Monsi eur d' Artagnan who is concerned in this matter, | do not
perceive how | can take his place."

"Do as | bade you," cried the conm ssary, "and preserve absol ute
secrecy. You understand!"

At hos shrugged his shoul ders, and foll owed his guards silently,
while M Bonaci eux uttered | anentations enough to break the heart
of a tiger.

They | ocked the nercer in the same dungeon where he had passed
the night, and left himto hinself during the day. Bonacieux
wept all day, like a true mercer, not being at all a mlitary
man, as he hinself informed us. |n the evening, about nine

o' clock, at the nonent he had nade up his nmind to go to bed, he
heard steps in his corridor. These steps drew near to his
dungeon, the door was thrown open, and the guards appeared.

"Follow nme," said an officer, who cane up behind the guards.

"Fol l ow you!" cried Bonacieux, "follow you at this hour! \ere,
ny God?"

"Where we have orders to |lead you."
"But that is not an answer."
"It is, nevertheless, the only one we can give."

"Ah, ny God, nmy God!" nurnured the poor mercer, "now, indeed,
amlost!™ And he followed the guards who cane for him
mechani cal |y and wit hout resistance.

He passed al ong the sanme corridor as before, crossed one court,
then a second side of a building; at length, at the gate of the
entrance court he found a carriage surrounded by four guards on
hor seback. They nade himenter this carriage, the officer placed
hinsel f by his side, the door was |ocked, and they were left in a
rolling prison. The carriage was put in notion as slowy as a
funeral car. Through the closely fastened wi ndows the prisoner
coul d perceive the houses and the pavenent, that was all; but,
true Parisian as he was, Bonacieux could recognize every street
by the m | estones, the signs, and the |anps. At the nonent of
arriving at St. Paul--the spot where such as were condemmed at
the Bastille were executed--he was near fainting and crossed
himsel f twice. He thought the carriage was about to stop there.
The carriage, however, passed on.

Farther on, a still greater terror seized himon passing by the
cenetery of St. Jean, where state crimnals were buried. One
thing, however, reassured him he renenbered that before they
were buried their heads were generally cut off, and he felt that
his head was still on his shoulders. But when he saw the
carriage take the way to La Greve, when he perceived the pointed
roof of the Hotel de Ville, and the carriage passed under the
arcade, he believed it was over with him He wi shed to confess
to the officer, and upon his refusal, uttered such pitiable cries
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that the officer told himthat if he continued to deafen him
t hus, he should put a gag in his nouth.

Thi s neasure sonmewhat reassured Bonacieux. |If they meant to
execute himat La Geve, it could scarcely be worth while to gag
him as they had nearly reached the place of execution. |ndeed,

the carriage crossed the fatal spot w thout stopping. There
remai ned, then, no other place to fear but the Traitor's Cross;
the carriage was taking the direct road to it.

This time there was no | onger any doubt; it was at the Traitor's
Cross that lesser crimnals were executed. Bonacieux had
flattered hinself in believing hinmself worthy of St. Paul or of
the Place de Greve; it was at the Traitor's Cross that his
journey and his destiny were about to end! He could not yet see
that dreadful cross, but he felt sonehow as if it were coming to
meet him Wien he was within twenty paces of it, he heard a

noi se of people and the carriage stopped. This was nore than
poor Bonaci eux could endure, depressed as he was by the
successi ve enotions which he had experienced; he uttered a feeble
groan whi ch ni ght have been taken for the |last sigh of a dying
man, and fainted.

14 THE MAN OF MEUNG

The crowd was caused, not by the expectation of a man to be
hanged, but by the contenplation of a nman who was hanged.

The carriage, which had been stopped for a mnute, resunmed its
way, passed through the crowd, threaded the Rue St. Honore,
turned into the Rue des Bons Enfants, and stopped before a | ow
door.

The door opened; two guards received Bonacieux in their arns from
the officer who supported him They carried himthrough an

alley, up a flight of stairs, and deposited himin an

ant echanber.

Al'l these novenents had been effected nmechanically, as far as he
was concerned. He had wal ked as one walks in a dream he had a
gli npse of objects as through a fog. H s ears had perceived
sounds wi t hout conprehending them he might have been executed at
that nmoment without his nmaking a single gesture in his own
defense or uttering a cry to inplore nercy.

He remai ned on the bench, with his back |eaning against the wal
and hi s hands hangi ng down, exactly on the spot where the guards
pl aced him

On | ooki ng around him however, as he could perceive no

t hreat eni ng object, as nothing indicated that he ran any rea
danger, as the bench was confortably covered with a well-stuffed
cushion, as the wall was ornamented with a beautiful Cordova

| eather, and as |arge red damask curtains, fastened back by gold
cl asps, floated before the wi ndow, he perceived by degrees that
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his fear was exaggerated, and he began to turn his head to the
right and the left, upward and downward.

At this nmovenent, which nobody opposed, he resunmed a little
courage, and ventured to draw up one leg and then the other. At
length, with the help of his two hands he lifted hinself fromthe
bench, and found hinmself on his feet.

At this nonment an officer with a pleasant face opened a door
continued to exchange sonme words with a person in the next
chanber and then came up to the prisoner. "Is your nane
Bonaci eux?" said he.

"Yes, Monsieur Oficer," stamered the nmercer, npore dead than
alive, "at your service."

"Cone in," said the officer.

And he noved out of the way to let the nmercer pass. The latter
obeyed without reply, and entered the chanber, where he appeared
to be expected.

It was a |large cabinet, close and stifling, with the walls
furnished with arns of fensive and defensive, and in which there
was already a fire, although it was scarcely the end of the nonth
of Septenber. A square table, covered with books and papers,
upon which was unrolled an i mense plan of the city of La
Rochel | e, occupied the center of the room

St andi ng before the chi mey was a man of m ddl e height, of a
haughty, proud mien; with piercing eyes, a large brow, and a thin
face, which was nade still |onger by a ROYAL (or I MPERIAL, as it
is now called), surnounted by a pair of nustaches. Although this
man was scarcely thirty-six or thirty-seven years of age, hair
nmust aches, and royal, all began to be gray. This man, except a
sword, had all the appearance of a soldier; and his buff boots
still slightly covered with dust, indicated that he had been on
horseback in the course of the day.

This man was Armand Jean Dupl essis, Cardinal de Richelieu; not
such as he is now represented--broken down |ike an old nan,
suffering like a martyr, his body bent, his voice failing, buried
in alarge arnchair as in an anticipated tonmb; no | onger |iving
but by the strength of his genius, and no | onger maintaining the
struggle with Europe but by the eternal application of his

t hought s--but such as he really was at this period; that is to
say, an active and gallant cavalier, already weak of body, but
sust ai ned by that noral power which made of him one of the nopst
extraordi nary nmen that ever lived, preparing, after having
supported the Duc de Nevers in his duchy of Mantua, after having
taken Nines, Castres, and Uzes, to drive the English fromthe
Isle of Re and lay siege to La Rochelle.

At first sight, nothing denoted the cardinal; and it was

i mpossi ble for those who did not know his face to guess in whose
presence they were.
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The poor mercer renmmined standing at the door, while the eyes of
t he personage we have just described were fixed upon him and
appeared to wish to penetrate even into the depths of the past.

"Is this that Bonaci eux?" asked he, after a nmonent of silence.

"Yes, nonseigneur," replied the officer
"That's well. G ve ne those papers, and | eave us."

The officer took fromthe table the papers pointed out, gave them
to himwho asked for them bowed to the ground, and retired.

Bonaci eux recogni zed in these papers his interrogatories of the
Bastille. Fromtine to time the man by the chimey raised his
eyes fromthe witings, and plunged themlike poniards into the
heart of the poor nercer.

At the end of ten minutes of reading and ten seconds of
exam nation, the cardinal was satisfied.

"That head has never conspired,” nmurnured he, "but it matters
not; we will see."

"You are accused of high treason," said the cardinal, slowy.

"So | have been told al ready, nonseigneur," cried Bonacieux,
giving his interrogator the title he had heard the officer give
him "but | swear to you that | know nothing about it."

The cardinal repressed a snile

"You have conspired with your wife, with Madane de Chevreuse, and
with nmy Lord Duke of Bucki ngham"

"I ndeed, nonseigneur," responded the nmercer, "I have heard her
pronounce all those nanes.”

"“And on what occasi on?"

"She said that the Cardinal de Richelieu had drawn the Duke of
Bucki nghamto Paris to ruin himand to ruin the queen."

"She said that?" cried the cardinal, with viol ence

"Yes, nonseigneur, but | told her she was wong to tal k about
such things; and that his Em nence was incapable--"

"Hol d your tongue! You are stupid,” replied the cardinal
"That's exactly what my wi fe said, nonseigneur."”

"Do you know who carried off your w fe?"

"No, nonsigneur.”

"You have suspicions, neverthel ess?”

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com




The Three Musketeers 127

"Yes, nonsigneur; but these suspicions appeared to be

di sagreeable to Monsieur the Commi ssary, and | no |onger have
them ™

"Your wife has escaped. Did you know that?"

"No, nonseigneur. | learned it since | have been in prison, and
that fromthe conversation of Monsieur the Conm ssary--an am able
man. "

The cardinal repressed another smle

"Then you are ignorant of what has become of your w fe since her
flight."

"Absol utely, nonseigneur; but she has nost likely returned to the
Louvre."

"At one o'clock this nmorning she had not returned."”
"My God! What can have becone of her, then?"

"We shall know, be assured. Nothing is concealed fromthe
cardi nal; the cardinal knows everything."

“I'n that case, nonseignheur, do you believe the cardinal will be
so kind as to tell ne what has becone of my wife?"

"Perhaps he may; but you nust, in the first place, reveal to the
cardinal all you know of your wife's relations with Madane de
Chevreuse. "

"But, nonseigneur, | know nothing about them | have never seen
her."

"When you went to fetch your wife fromthe Louvre, did you al ways
return directly hone?"

"Scarcely ever; she had business to transact with |inen drapers,
to whose houses | conducted her."

"“And how many were there of these |inen drapers?"

"Two, nonsei gneur."

"And where did they |ive?"

"One in Rue de Vaugirard, the other Rue de |a Harpe."

"Did you go into these houses with her?"

"Never, nonseigneur; | waited at the door."

"And what excuse did she give you for entering all alone?"
"She gave nme none; she told ne to wait, and | waited."
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"You are a very conpl acent husband, ny dear Monsieur Bonacieux, "
car di nal

"He calls me his dear Monsieur," said the nercer to hinself.
"PESTE! WMatters are going all right."

"Shoul d you know t hose doors agai n?"

"Yes."

"Do you know t he numbers?"

"Yes."

"What are they?"

“"No. 25 in the Rue de Vaugirard; 75 in the Rue de |a Harpe."
"That's well," said the cardinal

At these words he took up a silver bell, and rang it; the officer
entered.

"Go," said he, in a subdued voice, "and find Rochefort. Tell him
to come to ne i mediately, if he has returned.”

"The count is here," said the officer, "and requests to speak
wi th your Em nence instantly.”

"Let himcone in, then!" said the cardinal, quickly.

The officer sprang out of the apartnent with that alacrity which
all the servants of the cardinal displayed in obeying him

"To your Em nence!" nurmured Bonacieux, rolling his eyes round in
ast oni shnent .

Fi ve seconds has scarcely el apsed after the di sappearance of the
of ficer, when the door opened, and a new personage entered.

"It is he!" cried Bonacieux.

"He! What he?" asked the cardinal

"The man who abducted ny wife."

The cardinal rang a second tinme. The officer reappeared.

"Place this man in the care of his guards again, and |let himwait
till I send for him™"

“No, nonseigneur, no, it is not he!" cried Bonacieux; "no, | was
deceived. This is quite another man, and does not resenble him
at all. Mnsieur is, | amsure, an honest nman."

"Take away that fool!" said the cardinal
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The officer took Bonacieux by the arm and led himinto the
ant echanber, where he found his two guards.

The newly introduced personage fol |l owed Bonaci eux inpatiently
with his eyes till he had gone out; and the nonent the door

cl osed, "They have seen each other;" said he, approaching the
cardi nal eagerly.

"Who?" asked his Em nence.

"He and she."

"The queen and the duke?" cried Richelieu.

"Yes."

"Wher e?"

"At the Louvre."

"Are you sure of it?"

"Perfectly sure.”

"Who told you of it?"

"Madane de Lannoy, who is devoted to your Em nence, as you know. "

"Why did she not |et me know sooner?"

"Whet her by chance or mstrust, the queen nade Madane de Surgis
sl eep in her chanber, and detai ned her all day."

"Well, we are beaten! Now let us try to take our revenge."

"I will assist you with all ny heart, nonseignheur; be assured of
t hat . "

"How did it come about?"

"At half past twelve the queen was with her wonen--"
"Wher e?"

"I n her bedchanber--"

"Go on."

"When soneone cane and brought her a handkerchi ef from her
| aundress. "

"And t hen?"

"The queen imredi ately exhibited strong enotion; and despite the
rouge with which her face was covered evidently turned pale--"
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"And then, and then?"

"She then arose, and with altered voice, 'Ladies,' said she,
"wait for nme ten mnutes, | shall soon return.' She then opened
t he door of her al cove, and went out."

"Why did not Madame de Lannoy cone and inform you instantly?"”

“Not hi ng was certain; besides, her Myjesty had said, 'Ladies,
wait for me,' and she did not dare to di sobey the queen."

"How | ong did the queen remain out of the chanber?”
"Three-quarters of an hour."

"None of her women acconpani ed her?"

"Only Donna Estafania.”

"Did she afterward return?"

"Yes; but only to take a little rosewood casket, with her cipher
upon it, and went out again i mediately."

"And when she finally returned, did she bring that casket with
her ?"

"No. "

"Does Madane de Lannoy know what was in that casket?"
"Yes; the dianpond studs which his Majesty gave the queen.™
"And she cane back wi thout this casket?"

"Yes."

"Madane de Lannoy, then, is of opinion that she gave themto
Bucki nghan®"

"She is sure of it."

"How can she be so?"

“I'n the course of the day Madane de Lannoy, in her quality of
tire-woman of the queen, |ooked for this casket, appeared uneasy

at not finding it, and at |ength asked information of the queen.”

"And then the queen?”

"The queen becanme exceedingly red, and replied that having in the

eveni ng broken one of those studs, she had sent it to her
goldsnmith to be repaired."”

"He nmust be called upon, and so ascertain if the thing be true or
not."
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"I have just been with him"
"And the goldsmith?"

"The goldsmith has heard nothing of it.

"Well, well! Rochefort, all is not |ost; and perhaps--perhaps
everything is for the best."

"The fact is that | do not doubt your Em nence's genius--"
"Wl repair the blunders of his agent--is that it?"

"That is exactly what | was going to say, if your Enm nence had
let me finish ny sentence.”

"Meanwhi l e, do you know where the Duchesse de Chevreuse and the
Duke of Bucki ngham are now conceal ed?"

"No, nonseigneur; ny people could tell me nothing on that head."
"But 1 know. "
"You, nonseigneur?"

"Yes; or at least | guess. They were, one in the Rue de
Vaugi rard, No. 25; the other in the Rue de |la Harpe, No. 75."

"Does your Em nence command that they both be instantly

arrested?”
"It will be too late; they will be gone."
"But still, we can nmeke sure that they are so."

"Take ten nmen of my Guardsnen, and search the two houses
t horoughl y. "

"Instantly, nonseigneur."” And Rochefort went hastily out of the
apart ment.

The cardinal being left alone, reflected for an instant and then
rang the bell a third tinme. The sane officer appeared.

"Bring the prisoner in again," said the cardinal

M Bonaci eux was introduced afresh, and upon a sign fromthe
cardinal, the officer retired.

"You have deceived nme!" said the cardinal, sternly.
“I," cried Bonacieux, "I deceive your Em nence!"

"Your wife, in going to Rue de Vaugirard and Rue de |la Harpe, did
not go to find |inen drapers.™

"Then why did she go, just God?"
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"She went to meet the Duchesse de Chevreuse and the Duke of Bucki ngham"
"Yes," cried Bonacieux, recalling all his remenbrances of the
circunstances, "yes, that's it. Your Em nence is right. | told
ny wife several tinmes that it was surprising that |inen drapers
should live in such houses as those, in houses that had no signs;
but she always | aughed at ne. Ah, nonseigneur!" continued

Bonaci eux, throwi ng hinmself at his Em nence's feet, "ah, how
truly you are the cardinal, the great cardinal, the man of genius
whom all the world reveres!™

The cardi nal, however contenptible night be the triunph gained
over so vulgar a being as Bonacieux, did not the less enjoy it
for an instant; then, alnost imediately, as if a fresh thought
has occurred, a snile played upon his |ips, and he said, offering
his hand to the nercer, "Rise, nmy friend, you are a worthy nan."

"The cardi nal has touched me with his hand! | have touched the
hand of the great man!" cried Bonaci eux. "The great man has
called ne his friend!"
"Yes, ny friend, yes," said the cardinal, with that paternal tone
whi ch he sonetinmes knew how to assunme, but which deceived none
who knew him "and as you have been unjustly suspected, well, you
nmust be indemmified. Here, take this purse of a hundred

pi stol es, and pardon ne."

"I pardon you, nonseigneur!" said Bonacieux, hesitating to take
the purse, fearing, doubtless, that this pretended gift was but a
pl easantry. "But you are able to have ne arrested, you are able
to have ne tortured, you are able to have nme hanged; you are the
master, and | could not have the | east word to say. Pardon you,
nonsei gneur! You cannot nean that!"

"Ah, ny dear Monsi eur Bonaci eux, you are generous in this matter.
| see it and | thank you for it. Thus, then, you will take this
bag, and you will go away wi thout being too nalcontent."”

"l go away enchanted."”
"Farewel |, then, or rather, AU REVOR"

And the cardinal made hima sign with his hand, to which

Bonaci eux replied by bowing to the ground. He then went out
backward, and when he was in the antechanber the cardi nal heard
him in his enthusiasm crying aloud, "Long life to the

Monsei gneur! Long life to his Eminence! Long life to the great
cardinal!™ The cardinal listened with a smle to this vociferous
mani festati on of the feelings of M Bonaci eux; and then, when
Bonaci eux's cries were no |onger audible, "Good!" said he, "that
man woul d henceforward lay down his life for ne." And the

cardi nal began to examine with the greatest attention the map of
La Rochell e, which, as we have said, |ay open on the desk,
tracing with a pencil the Iine in which the fanmous dyke was to
pass whi ch, eighteen nonths |ater, shut up the port of the
besieged city. As he was in the deepest of his strategic
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nmedi t ati ons, the door opened, and Rochefort returned.

"Wel | ?" said the cardinal, eagerly, rising with a pronptitude
whi ch proved the degree of inportance he attached to the
conmi ssion with which he had charged the count.

"Well," said the latter, "a young wonman of about twenty-six or
twenty-ei ght years of age, and a man of fromthirty-five to
forty, have indeed | odged at the two houses pointed out by your
Emi nence; but the woman | eft |ast night, and the man this
nor ni ng. "

"It was they!" cried the cardinal, |ooking at the clock; "and now
it is too late to have them persued. The duchess is at Tours,
and the duke at Boulogne. It is in London they nust be found."

"What are your Em nence's orders?”

“"Not a word of what has passed. Let the queen renmmin in perfect
security; let her be ignorant that we know her secret. Let her
believe that we are in search of some conspiracy or other. Send
me the keeper of the seals, Seguier.”

"And that man, what has your Em nence done with hinP"
"What man?" asked the cardinal
"That Bonaci eux."

"l have done with himall that could be done. | have made hima
spy upon his wife."

The Conte de Rochefort bowed |like a man who acknow edges the
superiority of the master as great, and retired.

Left al one, the cardinal seated hinself again and wote a letter
whi ch he secured with his special seal. Then he rang. The
officer entered for the fourth tine.

"Tell Vitray to conme to nme," said he, "and tell himto get ready
for a journey."

An instant after, the man he asked for was before him booted and
spurred.

"Vitray," said he, "you will go with all speed to London. You
must not stop an instant on the way. You will deliver this
letter to Mlady. Here is an order for two hundred pistoles;

call upon ny treasurer and get the noney. You shall have as much
again if you are back within six days, and have executed your
conmi ssion well."

The nmessenger, without replying a single word, bowed, took the
letter, with the order for the two hundred pistoles, and retired.

Here is what the |etter contained:
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M LADY, Be at the first ball at which the Duke of Bucki ngham
shall be present. He will wear on his doublet twelve dianond
studs; get as near to himas you can, and cut off two.

As soon as these studs shall be in your possession, informne.

15 MEN OF THE ROBE AND MEN OF THE SWORD

On the day after these events had taken place, Athos not having
reappeared, M de Treville was inforned by D Artagnan and Port hos
of the circunmstance. As to Aram s, he had asked for |eave of
absence for five days, and was gone, it was said, to Rouen on
fam |y business.

M de Treville was the father of his soldiers. The |owest or the
| east known of them as soon as he assuned the uni form of the
conmpany, was as sure of his aid and support as if he had been his
own brot her.

He repaired, then, instantly to the office of the LI EUTENANT-
CRIM NEL. The officer who commanded the post of the

Red Cross was sent for, and by successive inquiries they |earned
that Athos was then | odged in the Fort |'Eveque.

At hos had passed through all the exam nati ons we have seen
Bonaci eux under go.

We were present at the scene in which the two captives were
confronted with each other. Athos, who had till that tinme said
nothing for fear that D Artagnan, interrupted in his turn, should
not have the tine necessary, fromthis nonent declared that his
name was At hos, and not D Artagnan. He added that he did not
know either M or Mrme. Bonaci eux; that he had never spoken to the
one or the other; that he had conme, at about ten o'clock in the
evening, to pay a visit to his friend M d' Artagnan, but that

till that hour he had been at M de Treville's, where he had
dined. "Twenty wi tnesses,"” added he, "could attest the fact";
and he named several distinguished gentlenen, and anong t hem was
M |le Duc de la Trenpuille.

The second conmi ssary was as nuch bew | dered as the first had
been by the sinple and firm declaration of the Misketeer, upon
whom he was anxious to take the revenge which nen of the robe
like at all times to gain over men of the sword; but the nane of
M de Treville, and that of M de la Tremouille, commuanded a
little reflection.

At hos was then sent to the cardinal; but unfortunately the
cardinal was at the Louvre with the king.

It was precisely at this nonent that M de Treville, on |eaving
the residence of the LIEUTENANT-CRI M NEL and the governor of the
Fort |'Eveque wi thout being able to find Athos, arrived at the
pal ace.
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As captain of the Musketeers, M de Treville had the right of
entry at all tines.

It is well known how violent the king' s prejudi ces were agai nst
the queen, and how carefully these prejudices were kept up by the
cardinal, who in affairs of intrigue mstrusted wonen infinitely
nore than nmen. One of the grand causes of this prejudice was the
friendship of Anne of Austria for Mme. de Chevreuse. These two
wonen gave him nore uneasi ness than the war with Spain, the
quarrel with England, or the enbarrassnment of the finances. In
his eyes and to his conviction, Mre. de Chevreuse not only served
the queen in her political intrigues, but, what tormented him
still nore, in her anobrous intrigues.

At the first word the cardinal spoke of Mre. de Chevreuse--who,

t hough exiled to Tours and believed to be in that city, had cone
to Paris, remained there five days, and outwitted the police--the
king flewinto a furious passion. Capricious and unfaithful, the
king wi shed to be called Louis the Just and Louis the Chaste.
Posterity will find a difficulty in understanding this character
whi ch history explains only by facts and never by reason

But when the cardinal added that not only Mre. de Chevreuse had
been in Paris, but still further, that the queen had renewed with
her one of those nysterious correspondences which at that tine
was naned a CABAL; when he affirnmed that he, the cardinal, was
about to unravel the nost closely twisted thread of this
intrigue; that at the nmonent of arresting in the very act, with
all the proofs about her, the queen's em ssary to the exiled
duchess, a Musketeer had dared to interrupt the course of justice
violently, by falling sword in hand upon the honest nmen of the
law, charged with investigating inpartially the whole affair in
order to place it before the eyes of the king--Louis Xl Il could
not contain hinself, and he nmade a step toward the queen's
apartnment with that pale and nmute indignation which, when in
broke out, led this prince to the conm ssion of the nost pitiless
cruelty. And yet, in all this, the cardinal had not yet said a
word about the Duke of Bucki ngham

At this instant M de Treville entered, cool, polite, and in
i rreproachabl e costune.

I nformed of what had passed by the presence of the cardinal and
the alteration in the king's countenance, M de Treville felt
hi msel f sonmething |ike Sanmson before the Philistines.

Louis XI'll had already placed his hand on the knob of the door
at the noise of M de Treville's entrance he turned round. "You
arrive in good tinme, nonsieur," said the king, who, when his
passions were raised to a certain point, could not dissenble; "I
have | earned sone fine things concerning your Miusketeers."

"And |," said Treville, coldly, "I have sonme pretty things to tell your
Maj esty concerning these gownsnen. "

"What ?" said the king, wth hauteur
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"I have the honor to informyour Myjesty," continued M de
Treville, in the sanme tone, "that a party of PROCUREURS,

conmi ssaries, and men of the police--very estinable people, but
very inveterate, as it appears, against the uniform-have taken
upon thenselves to arrest in a house, to |lead away through the
open street, and throw into the Fort |'Eveque, all upon an order
whi ch they have refused to show ne, one of my, or rather your
Musket eers, sire, of irreproachabl e conduct, of an al npbst
illustrious reputation, and whom your Majesty knows favorably,
Monsi eur Athos."

"Athos," said the king, mechanically; "
name. "

yes, certainly | know that

"Let your Majesty renenber," said Treville, "that Monsieur Athos
is the Musketeer who, in the annoying duel which you are

acquai nted with, had the m sfortune to wound Mnsi eur de Cahusac
so seriously. A PROPCS, nonseigneur," continued Treville.
Addressing the cardinal, "Mnsieur de Cahusac is quite recovered,
is he not?"

"Thank you," said the cardinal, biting his |ips with anger

"Athos, then, went to pay a visit to one of his friends absent at
the tine," continued Treville, "to a young Bearnais, a cadet in
his Majesty's Guards, the conpany of Monsieur Dessessart, but
scarcely had he arrived at his friend' s and taken up a book,
while waiting his return, when a mxed crowd of bailiffs and

sol diers cane and laid siege to the house, broke open severa
doors--"

The cardinal nmade the king a sign, which signified, "That was on
account of the affair about which |I spoke to you."

"We all know that," interrupted the king; "for all that was done
for our service."

"Then," said Treville, "it was also for your Majesty's service

t hat one of ny Musketeers, who was innocent, has been seized,

t hat he has been placed between two guards |ike a mal efactor, and
that this gallant nan, who has ten tines shed his blood in your
Maj esty's service and is ready to shed it again, has been paraded
through the mdst of an insolent popul ace?"

"Bah!" said the king, who began to be shaken, "was it so
managed?"

"Monsi eur de Treville,"” said the cardinal, with the greatest

phl egm "does not tell your Majesty that this innocent Misketeer
this gallant nman, had only an hour before attacked, sword in
hand, four conmi ssaries of inquiry, who were del egated by nyself
to exam ne into an affair of the highest inportance.”

"I defy your Em nence to prove it," cried Treville, with his
Gascon freedomand nmilitary frankness; "for one hour before,

Monsi eur Athos, who, | will confide it to your Majesty, is really
a man of the highest quality, did me the honor after having di ned
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with me to be conversing in the saloon of ny hotel, with the Duc
de la Trenouille and the Comte de Chal us, who happened to be
there.”

The king | ooked at the cardinal

"A witten exam nation attests it," said the cardinal, replying
aloud to the nmute interrogation of his Majesty; "and the ill-
treated people have drawn up the foll owi ng, which | have the
honor to present to your Majesty."”

"And is the witten report of the gownsnmen to be placed in
conparison with the word of honor of a swordsman?" replied
Treville haughtily.

"Conme, cone, Treville, hold your tongue," said the king.

"If his Enminence entertains any suspicion agai nst one of ny
Musketeers," said Treville, "the justice of Monsieur the Cardina
is so well known that | demand an inquiry."

"In the house in which the judicial inquiry was made," conti nued
the inpassive cardinal, "there |odges, | believe, a young
Bearnais, a friend of the Misketeer."

"Your Enm nence neans Monsieur d' Artagnan.”

"I nmean a young man whom you patroni ze, Monsieur de Treville."
"Yes, your Em nence, it is the sanme."

"Do you not suspect this young nman of having gi ven bad counsel ?"

"To Athos, to a man double his age?" interrupted Treville. "No,
nonsei gneur. Besides, D Artaghan passed the evening with ne."

"Well," said the cardinal, "everybody seens to have passed the
evening with you."

"Does your Em nence doubt ny word?" said Treville, with a brow
flushed with anger.

"No, God forbid," said the cardinal; "only, at what hour was he with you?"
"COh, as to that | can speak positively, your Em nence; for as he

cane in | remarked that it was but half past nine by the clock

al though | had believed it to be later."

"At what hour did he |eave your hotel?"

"At half past ten--an hour after the event."

"Well," replied the cardinal, who could not for an instant
suspect the loyalty of Treville, and who felt that the victory
was escaping him "well, but Athos WAS taken in the house in the

Rue des Fossoyeurs.™
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"I's one friend forbidden to visit another, or a Miusketeer of ny
conpany to fraternize with a Guard of Dessessart's conpany?”

"Yes, when the house where he fraternizes is suspected.”

"That house is suspected, Treville," said the king; "perhaps you
did not know it?"

"I ndeed, sire, | did not. The house may be suspected; but | deny
that it is so in the part of it inhabited my Mnsieur d' Artagnan

for I can affirm sire, if | can believe what he says, that there
does not exist a more devoted servant of your Majesty, or a nore

prof ound adm rer of Monsieur the Cardinal."

"Was it not this D Artagnan who wounded Jussac one day, in that
unfortunate encounter which took place near the Convent of the
Car nes- Dechausses?" asked the king, |ooking at the cardinal, who
colored with vexati on.

"And t he next day, Bernajoux. Yes, sire, yes, it is the sane; and
your Majesty has a good nenory."

"Come, how shall we decide?" said the king.

"That concerns your Majesty nore than nme," said the cardinal. "I
should affirmthe culpability."

"And | deny it," said Treville. "But his Majesty has judges, and
these judges will decide.”

"That is best,” said the king. "Send the case before the judges;
it is their business to judge, and they shall judge."

"Only," replied Treville, "it is a sad thing that in the
unfortunate tinmes in which we live, the purest life, the nost

i ncontestable virtue, cannot exenpt a man frominfanmy and
persecution. The army, | will answer for it, will be but little
pl eased at being exposed to rigorous treatnent on account of
police affairs.™

The expression was inprudent; but M de Treville launched it with
know edge of his cause. He was desirous of an expl osion, because
in that case the nine throws forth fire, and fire enlightens.

"Police affairs!" cried the king, taking up Treville's words,
"police affairs! And what do you know about them Mbnsieur?
Meddl e wi th your Musketeers, and do not annoy me in this way. It
appears, according to your account, that if by m schance a
Musketeer is arrested, France is in danger. Wat a noise about a
Musketeer! | would arrest ten of them VENTREBLEU, a hundred,
even, all the conpany, and | would not allow a whisper."

"From the nmonment they are suspected by your Majesty," said
Treville, "the Miusketeers are guilty; therefore, you see ne
prepared to surrender nmy sword--for after having accused ny

sol diers, there can be no doubt that Monsieur the Cardinal wll
end by accusing me. It is best to constitute nyself at once a
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prisoner with Athos, who is already arrested, and with

D Artagnan, who nost probably will be."

"Gascon- headed man, will you have done?" said the king.

"Sire," replied Treville, without Iowering his voice in the

| east, "either order ny Misketeer to be restored to nme, or |et

himbe tried."

"He shall be tried," said the cardi nal

"Well, so nmuch the better; for in that case | shall demand of his
Maj esty perm ssion to plead for him*"

The king feared an out break.

“If his Em nence," said he, "did not have personal nptives--"
The cardi nal saw what the king was about to say and interrupted
hi m

"Pardon nme," said he; "but the instant your Majesty considers ne

a prejudiced judge, | wthdraw"

"Cone," said the king, "will you swear, by ny father, that Athos
was at your residence during the event and that he took no part
init?"

"By your glorious father, and by yourself, whom| |ove and
venerate above all the world, | swear it."

"Be so kind as to reflect, sire," said the cardinal. "If we
rel ease the prisoner thus, we shall never know the truth."

"Athos may al ways be found," replied Treville, "ready to answer,
when it shall please the gownsnen to interrogate him He will
not desert, Monsieur the Cardinal, be assured of that; | wll
answer for him™

"No, he will not desert,"” said the king; "he can al ways be found,
as Treville says. Besides," added he, lowering his voice and
| ooking with a suppliant air at the cardinal, "let us give them

apparent security; that is policy."

This policy of Louis Xl nmade Richelieu smle

"Order it as you please, sire; you possess the right of pardon.™
"The right of pardoning only applies to the guilty,"” said
Treville, who was determ ned to have the last word, "and ny
Musketeer is innocent. It is not nercy, then, that you are about
to accord, sire, it is justice."

"And he is in the Fort |'Eveque?" said the king.

"Yes, sire, in solitary confinenent, in a dungeon, |ike the
| owest crimnal."
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"The devil!" murnmured the king; "what must be done?"
"Sign an order for his release, and all will be said,"” replied
the cardinal. "I believe with your Majesty that Monsieur de

Treville's guarantee is nore than sufficient.”

Treville bowed very respectfully, with a joy that was not unm xed
with fear; he would have preferred an obstinate resistance on the
part of the cardinal to this sudden yielding.

The king signed the order for release, and Treville carried it
away Wi thout delay. As he was about to | eave the presence, the
cardinal have hima friendly snmle, and said, "A perfect harnony
reigns, sire, between the | eaders and the soldiers of your
Musket eers, which nust be profitable for the service and
honorable to all."

"He will play me some dog's trick or other, and that

i medi ately,"” said Treville. "One has never the last word with
such a man. But let us be quick--the king may change his mind in
an hour; and at all events it is nore difficult to replace a man
in the Fort |'Eveque or the Bastille who has got out, than to
keep a prisoner there who is in."

M de Treville nade his entrance triunphantly into the Fort

| ' Eveque, whence he delivered the Miusketeer, whose peacefu

i ndi fference had not for a noment abandoned him

The first time he saw D Artagnan, "You have conme off well,"” said
he to him "there is your Jussac thrust paid for. There stil
remai ns that of Bernajoux, but you nust not be too confident."

As to the rest, M de Treville had good reason to m strust the
cardinal and to think that all was not over, for scarcely had the
captain of the Musketeers closed the door after him than his

Em nence said to the king, "Now that we are at |ength by
ourselves, we will, if your Mujesty pleases, converse seriously.
Sire, Buckingham has been in Paris five days, and only left this
nor ni ng. "

16 INVWICH M SEGU ER, KEEPER OF THE SEALS, LOOKS MORE THAN
ONCE FOR THE BELL, IN ORDER TO RING I T, AS HE DI D BEFCORE

It is inpossible to forman idea of the inpression these few
words made upon Louis Xill. He grew pale and red alternately;
and the cardinal saw at once that he had recovered by a single
blow all the ground he had | ost.

"Bucki nghamin Paris!" cried he, "and why does he cone?"

"To conspire, no doubt, with your enem es, the Huguenots and the
Spani ards. "

"No, PARDIEU, no! To conspire against ny honor with Madame de
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Chevreuse, Madanme de Longueville, and the Condes."

"Oh, sire, what an idea! The queen is too virtuous; and besides,
| oves your Majesty too well."

"Woman i s weak, Monsieur Cardinal," said the king; "and as to
I oving ne much, | have nmy own opinion as to that |ove."
"I not the less maintain," said the cardinal, "that the Duke of

Bucki ngham cane to Paris for a project wholly political."

"And | am sure that he came for quite another purpose, Monsieur
Cardinal; but if the queen be guilty, let her trenble!"”

"I ndeed," said the cardinal, "whatever repugnance | nmmy have to
directing my mind to such a treason, your Majesty conpels nme to
think of it. Madane de Lannoy, whom according to your Majesty's
command, | have frequently interrogated, told me this norning
that the night before |ast her Majesty sat up very late, that
this norning she wept nuch, and that she was witing all day."

"That's it!" cried the king; "to him no doubt. Cardinal, | mnust
have the queen's papers.”

"But how to take them sire? It seens to ne that it is neither
your Majesty not nyself who can charge hinself with such a
m ssion. "

"How did they act with regard to the Marechal e d' Ancre?" cried

the king, in the highest state of choler; "first her closets were

t horoughly searched, and then she herself."”

"The Marechal e d' Ancre was no nore than the Marechale d' Ancre. A
Fl orenti ne adventurer, sire, and that was all; while the august
spouse of your Majesty is Anne of Austria, Queen of France--that
is to say, one of the greatest princesses in the world."

"She is not the less guilty, Monsieur Duke! The nore she has
forgotten the high position in which she was placed, the nore
degrading is her fall. Besides, | long ago determned to put an
end to all these petty intrigues of policy and | ove. She has
near her a certain Laporte."

"Who, | believe, is the mainspring of all this, | confess," said

t he cardi nal
"You think then, as |I do, that she deceives me?" said the king.

"l believe, and | repeat it to your Majesty, that the queen
conspires agai nst the power of the king, but |I have not said
agai nst his honor."

"And I--1 tell you against both. | tell you the queen does not
love nme; | tell you she loves another; | tell you she |oves that
i nfanmous Bucki nghami  Why did you not have himarrested while in
Pari s?"
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"Arrest the Duke! Arrest the prime nminister of King Charles |
Think of it, sire! Wat a scandal! And if the suspicions of
your Majesty, which | still continue to doubt, should prove to
have any foundation, what a terrible disclosure, what a fearfu
scandal !'"

"But as he exposed hinself |ike a vagabond or a thief, he should
have been--"

Louis XIlIl stopped, terrified at what he was about to say, while
Ri chel i eu, stretching out his neck, waited uselessly for the word
whi ch had died on the Iips of the King.

"He shoul d have been--7?"

"Not hing," said the king, "nothing. But all the tine he was in
Paris, you, of course, did not |ose sight of hinP"

"No, sire.”

"Where did he | odge?”

"Rue de la Harpe. No. 75."
"Where is that?"

"By the side of the Luxenbourg."

"And you are certain that the queen and he did not see each
ot her ?"

"I believe the queen to have too high a sense of her duty, sire.”

"But they have corresponded; it is to himthat the queen has been
writing all the day. Monsieur Duke, | must have those letters!"”

"Sire, notwthstanding--"

"Monsi eur Duke, at whatever price it nmay be, I will have them™

"I would, however, beg your Mjesty to observe--"

"Do you, then, also join in betraying nme, Monsieur Cardinal, by

t hus al ways opposing my will? Are you also in accord with Spain

and Engl and, with Madane de Chevreuse and the queen?"

"Sire," replied the cardinal, sighing, "I believed nyself secure
from such a suspicion.”

"Monsi eur Cardinal, you have heard nme; | will have those
letters. "

"There is but one way."
"What is that?"
"That would be to charge Monsieur de Seguier, the keeper of the
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seals, with this nission. The matter enters conpletely into the
duties of the post."

"Let himbe sent for instantly."

"He is nost likely at ny hotel. | requested himto call, and
when | canme to the Louvre | |left orders if he came, to desire him
to wait."

"Let himbe sent for instantly."

"Your Majesty's orders shall be executed; but--"

"But what ?"

"But the queen will perhaps refuse to obey."

"My orders?"

"Yes, if she is ignorant that these orders cone fromthe king."

"Well, that she may have no doubt on that head, | will go and
i nform her nyself."

"Your Majesty will not forget that | have done everything in ny
power to prevent a rupture."”

"Yes, Duke, yes, | know you are very indul gent toward the queen
too indul gent, perhaps; we shall have occasion, | warn you, at
some future period to speak of that."

"Whenever it shall please your Majesty; but | shall be always
happy and proud, sire, to sacrifice nyself to the harnony which
desire to see reign between you and the Queen of France."

“"Very well, Cardinal, very well; but, nmeantinme, send for Monsieur
t he Keeper of the Seals. | will go to the queen."
And Louis XIII, opening the door of communication, passed into

the corridor which led fromhis apartnments to those of Anne of
Austri a.

The queen was in the mdst of her wonen--Mre. de Guitaut, Mre. de
Sabl e, Mre. de Montbazon, and Mre. de CGuenene. |n a corner was

t he Spani sh conpani on, Donna Estafania, who had foll owed her from
Madrid. Mre. Guenene was readi ng al oud, and everybody was
listening to her with attention with the exception of the queen
who had, on the contrary, desired this reading in order that she
m ght be able, while feigning to listen, to pursue the thread of
her own thoughts.

These thoughts, gilded as they were by a last reflection of |ove,
were not the |less sad. Anne of Austria, deprived of the
confidence of her husband, pursued by the hatred of the cardinal
who coul d not pardon her for having repul sed a nore tender
feeling, having before her eyes the exanple of the queen-nother
whom t hat hatred had tormented all her life--though Marie de
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Medicis, if the menoirs of the tinme are to be believed, had begun
by according to the cardinal that sentinment which Anne of Austria
al ways refused him-Anne of Austria had seen her nobst devoted
servants fall around her, her npbst intimte confidants, her
dearest favorites. Like those unfortunate persons endowed with a
fatal gift, she brought m sfortune upon everything she touched.
Her friendship was a fatal sign which called down persecution.
Mre. de Chevreuse and Mre. de Bernet were exiled, and Laporte did
not conceal fromhis nmistress that he expected to be arrested
every instant.

It was at the noment when she was plunged in the deepest and
dar kest of these reflections that the door of the chanber opened,
and the king entered.

The reader hushed herself instantly. All the |adies rose, and
there was a profound silence. As to the king, he nade no
denmonstration of politeness, only stopping before the queen
"Madane, " said he, "you are about to receive a visit fromthe
chancellor, who will comunicate certain matters to you with
which | have charged him"

The unfortunate queen, who was constantly threatened with

di vorce, exile, and trial even, turned pal e under her rouge, and
could not refrain fromsaying, "But why this visit, sire? Wat
can the chancell or have to say to ne that your Mjesty could not
say yoursel f?"

The king turned upon his heel without reply, and al nost at the
same instant the captain of the Guards, M de Guitant, announced
the visit of the chancell or

When the chancel | or appeared, the king had al ready gone out by
anot her door.

The chancel l or entered, half smiling, half blushing. As we shal
probably neet with himagain in the course of our history, it my
be well for our readers to be nmade at once acquainted with him

This chancellor was a pleasant man. He was Des Roches | e Masle,
canon of Notre Dame, who had fornerly been val et of a bishop, who
i ntroduced himto his Em nence as a perfectly devout man. The
cardinal trusted him and therein found his advantage.

There are many stories related of him and anpbng themthis.
After a wild youth, he had retired into a convent, there to
expiate, at least for sonme time, the follies of adol escence. On
entering this holy place, the poor penitent was unable to shut
the door so close as to prevent the passions he fled from
entering with him He was incessantly attacked by them and the
superior, to whom he had confided this m sfortune, w shing as
much as in himlay to free himfromthem had advised him in
order to conjure away the tenpting denon, to have recourse to the
bell rope, and ring with all his might. At the denunciating
sound, the nonks woul d be rendered aware that tenptation was
besi eging a brother, and all the comunity would go to prayers.
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Thi s advice appeared good to the future chancellor. He conjured
the evil spirit with abundance of prayers offered up by the
nonks. But the devil does not suffer hinself to be easily

di spossessed froma place in which he has fixed his garrison. 1In
proportion as they redoubl ed the exorcisns he redoubl ed the
tenptations; so that day and night the bell was ringing ful

sWi ng, announcing the extrene desire for nortification which the
peni tent experienced.

The nonks had no | onger an instant of repose. By day they did
not hi ng but ascend and descend the steps which led to the chapel
at night, in addition to conplines and matins, they were further
obliged to leap twenty tinmes out of their beds and prostrate

t hemsel ves on the floor of their cells.

It is not known whether it was the devil who gave way, or the
nonks who grew tired; but within three nonths the penitent
reappeared in the world with the reputation of being the nost
terrible POSSESSED that ever existed.

On | eaving the convent he entered into the magi stracy, becane
presi dent on the place of his uncle, enbraced the cardinal's
party, which did not prove want of sagacity, becane chancell or
served his Em nence with zeal in his hatred agai nst the queen-
not her and his vengeance agai nst Anne of Austria, stinulated the
judges in the affair of Calais, encouraged the attenpts of M de
Laf femas, chief ganekeeper of France; then, at |length, invested
with the entire confidence of the cardinal--a confidence which he
had so wel |l earned-he received the singular comm ssion for the
execution of which he presented hinmself in the queen's
apartments.

The queen was still standing when he entered; but scarcely had
she perceived himthen she reseated herself in her arncthair, and
made a sign to her wonen to resune their cushions and stools, and
with an air of suprenme hauteur, said, "What do you desire,

nmonsi eur, and with what object do you present yourself here?"

"To make, madanme, in the name of the king, and w thout prejudice
to the respect which |I have the honor to owe to your Majesty a
cl ose exanm nation into all your papers.”

"How, nonsieur, an investigation of my papers--nmine! Truly, this
is an indignity!"

"Be kind enough to pardon me, nmadame; but in this circunstance
am but the instrunent which the king enploys. Has not his

Maj esty just left you, and has he not hinself asked you to
prepare for this visit?"

"Search, then, nonsieur! | ama crimnal, as it appears.
Estafani a, give up the keys of my drawers and ny desks."

For forms sake the chancellor paid a visit to the pieces of
furniture naned; but he well knew that it was not in a piece of
furniture that the queen would place the inportant letter she had
written that day.
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When the chancel | or had opened and shut twenty tinmes the drawers
of the secretaries, it becanme necessary, whatever hesitation he
m ght experience--it becane necessary, | say, to conme to the
conclusion of the affair; that is to say, to search the queen
herself. The chancel |l or advanced, therefore, toward Anne of
Austria, and said with a very perpl exed and enbarrassed air, "And
now it remains for ne to make the principal exam nation."

"What is that?" asked the queen, who did not understand, or
rather was not willing to understand.

"H's mpjesty is certain that a letter has been witten by you
during the day; he knows that it has not yet been sent to its
address. This letter is not in your table nor in your secretary;
and yet this letter nust be sonewhere."

"Whul d you dare to lift your hand to your queen?" said Anne of
Austria, drawing herself up to her full height, and fixing her
eyes upon the chancellor with an expression al nost threatening.

"I ama faithful subject of the king, madanme, and all that his
Maj esty commands | shall do."

"Well, it is true!" said Anne of Austria; "and the spies of the
cardi nal have served himfaithfully. | have witten a letter
today; that letter is not yet gone. The letter is here." And

the queen laid her beautiful hand on her bosom
"Then give ne that letter, madane," said the chancell or

"I will give it to none but the king nonsieur,"” said Anne.

"If the king had desired that the letter should be given to him
madanme, he woul d have demanded it of you himself. But | repeat
to you, | amcharged with reclaimng it; and if you do not give
it up--"

"Wl | ?"

"He has, then, charged ne to take it fromyou."

"Howt What do you say?"

"That nmy orders go far, nmadane; and that | am authorized to seek
for the suspected paper, even on the person of your Mjesty."

"What horror!" cried the queen

"Be kind enough, then, nmdane, to act nore conpliantly."

"The conduct is infanpusly violent! Do you know that, nonsieur?"
"The king commands it, nmdanme; excuse ne."

"I will not suffer it! No, no, I would rather die!" cried the
gueen, in whomthe inperious blood of Spain and Austria began to
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rise.

The chancel | or made a profound reverence. Then, with the
intention quite patent of not draw ng back a foot fromthe
acconpl i shmrent of the conmm ssion with which he was charged, and
as the attendant of an executioner m ght have done in the chanber
of torture, he approached Anne of Austria, for whose eyes at the
same instant sprang tears of rage.

The queen was, as we have said, of great beauty. The conm ssion
m ght well be called delicate; and the king had reached, in his
j eal ousy of Bucki ngham the point of not being jeal ous of anyone
el se.

W t hout doubt the chancellor, Seguier |ooked about at that nonment
for the rope of the fanpus bell; but not finding it he sumoned
his resolution, and stretched forth his hands toward the place
where the queen had acknow edged t he paper was to be found.

Anne of Austria took one step backward, becane so pale that it

m ght be said she was dying, and |eaning with her |eft hand upon
a tabl e behind her to keep herself fromfalling, she with her
right hand drew the paper from her bosom and held it out to the
keeper of the seals.

"There, nonsieur, there is that letter!" cried the queen, with a
broken and trenbling voice; "take it, and deliver me from your
odi ous presence.”

The chancel l or, who, on his part, trenbled with an enption easily
to be conceived, took the letter, bowed to the ground, and
retired. The door was scarcely closed upon him when the queen
sank, half fainting, into the arnms of her wonen.

The chancel lor carried the letter to the king w thout having read
a single word of it. The king took it with a trenbling hand,

| ooked for the address, which was wanting, becane very pale,
opened it slowy, then seeing by the first words that it was
addressed to the King of Spain, he read it rapidly.

It was nothing but a plan of attack against the cardinal. The
gueen pressed her brother and the Enperor of Austria to appear to
be wounded, as they really were, by the policy of Richelieu--the
eternal object of which was the abasenent of the house of
Austria--to declare war agai nst France, and as a condition of
peace, to insist upon the dismissal of the cardinal; but as to

| ove, there was not a single word about it in all the letter.

The king, quite delighted, inquired if the cardinal was still at
the Louvre; he was told that his Em nence awaited the orders of
his Majesty in the business cabinet.

The king went straight to him

"There, Duke," said he, "you were right and I was wong. The

whole intrigue is political, and there is not the |east question
of love in this letter; but, on the other hand, there is abundant
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question of you."

The cardinal took the letter, and read it wth the greatest
attention; then, when he had arrived at the end of it, he read it

a second tinme. "Well, your Majesty," said he, "you see how far
ny enem es go; they nmenace you with two wars if you do not
dismiss nme. 1In your place, in truth, sire, | should yield to

such powerful instance; and on ny part, it would be a rea
happi ness to withdraw frompublic affairs."

"What say you, Duke?"

"l say, sire, that my health is sinking under these excessive
struggl es and these never-ending |abors. | say that according to
all probability I shall not be able to undergo the fatigues of
the siege of La Rochelle, and that it would be far better that
you shoul d appoint there either Mnsieur de Conde, Monsieur de
Bassopi erre, or sonme valiant gentleman whose business is war, and
not nme, who am a churchman, and who am constantly turned aside
for nmy real vocation to | ook after matters for which | have no
aptitude. You would be the happier for it at home, sire, and

do not doubt you would be the greater for it abroad."

"Monsi eur Duke," said the king, "I understand you. Be satisfied,
all who are naned in that letter shall be punished as they
deserve, even the queen hersel f."

"What do you say, sire? God forbid that the queen should suffer
t he | east inconvenience or uneasiness on my account! She has

al ways believed ne, sire, to be her eneny; although your Majesty
can bear witness that | have always taken her part warmy, even
agai nst you. ©Oh, if she betrayed your Mjesty on the side of
your honor, it would be quite another thing, and | should be the
first to say, 'No grace, sire--no grace for the guilty!’

Happily, there is nothing of the kind, and your Majesty has just
acquired a new proof of it."

"That is true, Monsieur Cardinal," said the king, "and you were
right, as you always are; but the queen, not the |ess, deserves
all nmy anger."

"It is you, sire, who have now incurred hers. And even if she
were to be seriously offended, | could well understand it; your
Maj esty has treated her with a severity--"

"It is thus | will always treat nmy enem es and yours, Duke,
however high they may be placed, and whatever peril | may incur
in acting severely toward them"”

"The queen is ny eneny, but is not yours, sire; on the contrary,
she is a devoted, submi ssive, and irreproachable wife. Allow ne,
then, sire, to intercede for her with your Mjesty."

"Let her hunble herself, then, and come to me first."

"On the contrary, sire, set the exanple. You have conmitted the
first wong, since it was you who suspected the queen.”
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"What! | make the first advances?" said the king. "Never!"
"Sire, | entreat you to do so."

"Besi des, in what manner can | make advances first?"

"By doing a thing which you know will be agreeable to her."

"What is that?"

"G ve a ball; you know how nmuch the queen |oves dancing. | wll
answer for it, her resentnment will not hold out against such an
attention."

"Monsi eur Cardinal, you know that | do not |ike worldly
pl easures. "

"The queen will only be the nore grateful to you, as she knows
your antipathy for that anusenent; besides, it will be an
opportunity for her to wear those beautiful dianonds which you
gave her recently on her birthday and with which she has since
had no occasion to adorn hersel f."

"We shall see, Monsieur Cardinal, we shall see," said the king,
who, in his joy at finding the queen guilty of a crine which he
cared little about, and innocent of a fault of which he had great
dread, was ready to make up all differences with her, "we shal
see, but upon ny honor, you are too indulgent toward her."

"Sire," said the cardinal, "leave severity to your mnisters.
Clenmency is a royal virtue; enploy it, and you will find that you
derive advantage therein."

Ther eupon the cardinal, hearing the clock strike el even, bowed
| ow, asking permission of the king to retire, and supplicating
himto cone to a good understanding with the queen

Anne of Austria, who, in consequence of the seizure of her

letter, expected reproaches, was much astoni shed the next day to
see the king nmake sone attenpts at reconciliation with her. Her
first novenent was repellent. Her wonanly pride and her queenly
dignity had both been so cruelly offended that she could not cone
round at the first advance; but, overpersuaded by the advice of
her wonmen, she at |ast had the appearance of beginning to forget.
The king took advantage of this favorable noment to tell her that
her had the intention of shortly giving a fete.

A fete was so rare a thing for poor Anne of Austria that at this
announcenent, as the cardinal had predicted, the |ast trace of
her resentnment disappeared, if not fromher heart at |east from
her countenance. She asked upon what day this fete would take
pl ace, but the king replied that he nust consult the cardina
upon that head.

I ndeed, every day the king asked the cardinal when this fete
shoul d take place; and every day the cardinal, under sone
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pretext, deferred fixing it. Ten days passed away thus.

On the eighth day after the scene we have described, the cardina
received a letter with the London stanp which only contained
these lines: "I have them but | amunable to | eave London for
want of noney. Send ne five hundred pistoles, and four or five
days after | have received them | shall be in Paris."

On the sane day the cardinal received this letter the king put
his customary question to him

Ri chel i eu counted on his fingers, and said to hinself, "She wll
arrive, she says, four or five days after having received the
noney. It will require four or five days for the transm ssion of
the noney, four or five days for her to return; that nekes ten
days. Now, allowi ng for contrary w nds, accidents, and a wonan's
weakness, there are twelve days."

"Well, Monsieur Duke," said the king, "have you made your
cal cul ati ons?"

"Yes, sire. Today is the twentieth of Septenber. The al dernen
of the city give a fete on the third of October. That will fal
in wonderfully well; you will not appear to have gone out of your
way to please the queen."”

Then the cardi nal added, "A PROPCS, sire, do not forget to tel
her Majesty the evening before the fete that you should like to
see how her di anond studs becone her.”

17 BONACI EUX AT HOVE

It was the second tinme the cardinal had nmentioned these di anond
studs to the king. Louis XIlIl was struck with this insistence,
and began to fancy that this reconmrendati on conceal ed sone

mystery.

More than once the king had been hum|liated by the cardinal

whose police, without having yet attained the perfection of the
nodern police, were excellent, being better informed than

hi rsel f, even upon what was going on in his own household. He
hoped, then, in a conversation with Anne of Austria, to obtain
some information fromthat conversation, and afterward to come
upon his Eminence with sone secret which the cardinal either knew
or did not know, but which, in either case, would raise him
infinitely in the eyes of his mnister

He went then to the queen, and according to custom accosted her
with fresh menaces agai nst those who surrounded her. Anne of
Austria | owered her head, allowed the torrent to flow on without
replying, hoping that it would cease of itself; but this was not
what Louis Xl Il neant. Louis XIll wanted a discussion from which
sonme |ight or other nmight break, convinced as he was that the
cardi nal had sone afterthought and was preparing for himone of
those terrible surprises which his Em nence was so skillful in
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getting up. He arrived at this end by his persistence in
accusati on.

"But," cried Anne of Austria, tired of these vague attacks, "but,
sire, you do not tell ne all that you have in your heart. What
have | done, then? Let me know what crinme | have conmitted. It
is inpossible that your Majesty can nake all this ado about a
letter witten to nmy brother."

The king, attacked in a manner so direct, did not know what to
answer; and he thought that this was the nonent for expressing
the desire which he was not have made until the evening before
the fete.

"Madane," said he, with dignity, "there will shortly be a ball at
the Hotel de Ville. | wish, in order to honor our worthy

al dernen, you shoul d appear in cerenonial costune, and above all
ornamented with the di anond studs which | gave you on your
birthday. That is ny answer."

The answer was terrible. Anne of Austria believed that Louis
X1l knew all, and that the cardi nal had persuaded himto enpl oy
this long dissinulation of seven or eight days, which, |ikew se,
was characteristic. She becane excessively pale, |eaned her
beauti ful hand upon a CONSOLE, which hand appeared then |ike one
of wax, and looking at the king with terror in her eyes, she was
unable to reply by a single syllable.

"You hear, madame,” said the king, who enjoyed the enbarrassnment

toits full extent, but w thout guessing the cause. "You hear
madanme?”

"Yes, sire, | hear," stanmered the queen.

“"You will appear at this ball?"

"Yes."

"Wth those studs?"
"Yes."
The queen's pal eness, if possible, increased; the king perceived

it, and enjoyed it with that cold cruelty which was one of the
wor st sides of his character.

"Then that is agreed,” said the king, "and that is all | had to
say to you."

"But on what day will this ball take place?" asked Anne of
Austri a.

Louis XIlII felt instinctively that he ought not to reply to this
question, the queen having put it in an al nost dying voice.

"Oh, very shortly, madanme," said he; "but | do not precisely
recollect the date of the day. | wll ask the cardinal."
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"It was the cardinal, then, who informed you of this fete?"

"Yes, madane," replied the astoni shed king; "but why do you ask
t hat ?"

"It was he who told you to invite ne to appear with these studs?"
"That is to say, madanme--"
"It was he, sire, it was hel"

"Well, and what does it signify whether it was he or I? 1Is there
any crinme in this request?"

“No, sire."
"Then you will appear?”
"Yes, sire."

"That is well,’
upon it."

said the king, retiring, "that is well; | count

The queen nmade a curtsy, less frometiquette than because her
knees were sinking under her. The king went away enchanted.

"I amlost," murnmured the queen, "lost!--for the cardinal knows
all, and it is he who urges on the king, who as yet knows not hing
but will soon know everything. | amlost! M God, ny God, ny
God! "

She knelt upon a cushion and prayed, with her head buried between
her pal pitating arns.

In fact, her position was terrible. Buckingham had returned to
London; Mre. Chevreuse was at Tours. Mre closely watched than
ever, the queen felt certain, wthout knowing howto tell which
that one of her wonen had betrayed her. Laporte could not |eave
the Louvre; she had not a soul in the world in whom she could
confide. Thus, while contenplating the m sfortune which

t hreat ened her and the abandonnment in which she was |eft, she
broke out into sobs and tears.

"Can | be of service to your Majesty?" said all at once a voice
full of sweetness and pity.

The queen turned sharply round, for there could be no deception
in the expression of that voice; it was a friend who spoke thus.

In fact, at one of the doors which opened into the queen's
apartnent appeared the pretty Mre. Bonaci eux. She had been
engaged in arranging the dresses and linen in a closet when the
king entered; she could not get out and had heard all

The queen uttered a piercing cry at finding herself surprised--
for in her trouble she did not at first recognize the young wonman
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who had been given to her by Laporte.

"Oh, fear nothing, madame!" said the young woman, cl asping her

hands and weeping herself at the queen's sorrows; "I am your
Maj esty's, body and soul, and however far | may be from you,
however inferior nmay be nmy position, | believe | have di scovered

a neans of extricating your Majesty fromyour trouble."

"You, oh, heaven, you!" cried the queen; "but ook ne in the
face. | ambetrayed on all sides. Can | trust in you?"

"Ch, madane!" cried the young woman, falling on her knees; "upon
my soul, | amready to die for your Majesty!"”

Thi s expression sprang fromthe very bottom of the heart, and,
like the first, there was no mstaking it.

"Yes," continued Mme. Bonacieux, "yes, there are traitors here;
but by the holy name of the Virgin, | swear that no one is nore
devoted to your Majesty than | am Those studs which the king
speaks of, you gave themto the Duke of Buckingham did you not?
Those studs were enclosed in a little rosewood box which he held
under his arn? Am | deceived? |Is it not so, nadame?"

"Ch, ny God, ny God!" nurmured the queen, whose teeth chattered
with fright.

"Well, those studs," continued Mme. Bonaci eux, "we nust have them
back again."

"Yes, without doubt, it is necessary," cried the queen; "but how
am| to act? How can it be effected?"

"Soneone nust be sent to the duke."
"But who, who? In whomcan | trust?"

"Place confidence in me, madanme; do nme that honor, ny queen, and
I will find a messenger.”

"But | nust wite."

"Ch, yes; that is indispensable. Two words fromthe hand of your
Maj esty and your private seal ."

"But these two words would bring about ny condemmati on, divorce,
exilel™

"Yes, if they fell into infanous hands. But | will answer for
these two words being delivered to their address.™

"Ch, ny God! | nust then place ny life, ny honor, ny reputation,
i n your hands?"

"Yes, yes, nmamdane, you must; and | will save themall."
"But how? Tell nme at |east the neans.™

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com

153



The Three Musketeers 154

"My husband had been at |iberty these two or three days. | have
not yet had time to see himagain. He is a worthy, honest man
who entertains neither |ove nor hatred for anybody. He will do
anything I wish. He will set out upon receiving an order from
me, w thout knowi ng what he carries, and he will carry your

Maj esty's letter, without even knowing it is fromyour Myjesty,
to the address which is on it."

The queen took the two hands of the young worman with a burst of
enotion, gazed at her as if to read her very heart, and seeing
not hi ng but sincerity in her beautiful eyes, enbraced her
tenderly.

"Do that," cried she, "and you will have saved ny life, you wll
have saved ny honor!"

"Do not exaggerate the service | have the happiness to render
your Mpjesty. | have nothing to save for your Majesty; you are
only the victimof perfidious plots.™

"That is true, that is true, ny child," said the queen, "you are
right."

"Gve ne then, that letter, nadanme; tinme presses.”

The queen ran to a little table, on which were ink, paper, and
pens. She wote two lines, sealed the letter with her private
seal, and gave it to Mre. Bonaci eux.

"And now," said the queen, "we are forgetting one very necessary
thing."

"What is that, nadane?"
"Money. "
Mre. Bonaci eux bl ushed.

"Yes, that is true," said she, "and | will confess to your
Maj esty that ny husband--"

"Your husband has none. |s that what you would say?"

"He has sonme, but he is very avaricious; that is his fault.
Neverthel ess, let not your Majesty be uneasy, we will find
neans. "

"And | have none, either," said the queen. Those who have read
the MEMO RS of Mre. de Motteville will not be astonished at this
reply. "But wait a mnute."

Anne of Austria ran to her jewel case.

"Here," said she, "here is a ring of great value, as | have been
assured. It cane fromny brother, the King of Spain. It is
mne, and | amat |iberty to dispose of it. Take this ring;
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raise money with it, and let your husband set out."

"I'n an hour you shall be obeyed.™
"You see the address,"” said the queen, speaking so | ow that Mre.
Bonaci eux coul d hardly hear what she said, "To nmy Lord Duke of
Bucki ngham London."

"The letter shall be given to hinself."
"Generous girl!" cried Anne of Austria.

Mre. Bonaci eux ki ssed the hands of the queen, conceal ed the paper
in the bosom of her dress, and di sappeared with the |ightness of
a bird.

Ten m nutes afterward she was at hone. As she told the queen

she had not seen her husband since his |iberation; she was

i gnorant of the change that had taken place in himw th respect
to the cardinal --a change which had since been strengthened by
two or three visits fromthe Conte de Rochefort, who had becone
the best friend of Bonaci eux, and had persuaded him w thout rnuch
trouble, order in his house, the furniture of which he had found
nostly broken and his closets nearly enpty--justice not being one
of the three things which King Sol onbn nanes as | eaving no traces
of their passage. As to the servant, she had run away at the
nonent of her master's arrest. Terror had had such an effect
upon the poor girl that she had never ceased wal king from Paris
till she reached Burgundy, her native place.

The worthy nercer had, imrediately upon re-entering his house,
informed his wife of his happy return, and his wife had replied
by congratulating him and telling himthat the first nonment she
could steal fromher duties should be devoted to paying hima
visit.

This first nmoment had been del ayed five days, which, under any
ot her circunstances, m ght have appeared rather long to M

Bonaci eux; but he had, in the visit he had made to the cardina
and in the visits Rochefort had made him anple subjects for
reflection, and as everybody knows, nothing nakes time pass nore
qui ckly than reflection.

This was the nore so because Bonacieux's reflections were al
rose-colored. Rochefort called himhis friend, his dear

Bonaci eux, and never ceased telling himthat the cardinal had a
great respect for him The nercer fancied hinself already on the
hi gh road to honors and fortune.

On her side Mre. Bonaci eux had al so reflected; but, it nust be
adm tted, upon something widely different fromanbition. In
spite of herself her thoughts constantly reverted to that
handsome young nan who was so brave and appeared to be so nmuch in
love. Married at eighteen to Mre. Bonaci eux, having always lived
among her husband's friends--people little capable of inspiring
any sentinent whatever in a young woman whose heart was above her
position--Mrme. Bonaci eux had remai ned insensible to vul gar
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seductions; but at this period the title of gentleman had great
influence with the citizen class, and D Artagnan was a gentl eman.
Besi des, he wore the uniformof the Guards, which next to that of
the Musketeers was nost adnmired by the |ladies. He was, we
repeat, handsone, young, and bol d; he spoke of love |like a man
who did | ove and was anxious to be loved in return. There was
certainly enough in all this to turn a head only twenty-three
years old, and Mre. Bonaci eux had just attai ned that happy period
of life.

The coupl e, then, although they had not seen each other for eight
days, and during that tine serious events had taken place in

whi ch both were concerned, accosted each other with a degree of
preoccupati on. Neverthel ess, Bonaci eux mani fested real joy, and
advanced toward his wife with open arns. Madane Bonaci eux
presented her cheek to him

"Let us talk alittle," said she.
"How! " sai d Bonaci eux, astoni shed.

"Yes, | have something of the highest inportance to tell you.

"True," said he, "and | have sone questions sufficiently serious
to put to you. Describe to me your abduction, | pray you."

"Ch, that's of no consequence just now, " said Mme. Bonaci eux.
"And what does it concern, then--nmy captivity?"

"I heard of it the day it happened; but as you were not guilty of
any crine, as you were not guilty of any intrigue, as you, in
short, knew nothing that could conprom se yoursel f or anybody

el se, | attached no nore inportance to that event than it
nerited."

"You speak very nuch at your ease, madane," said Bonaci eux, hurt
at the little interest his wife showed in him "Do you know that
I was plunged during a day and night in a dungeon of the

Bastill e?"

"Ch, a day and ni ght soon pass away. Let us return to the object
that brings ne here."

"What, that which brings you honme to ne? 1Is it not the desire of
seei ng a husband again from whom you have been separated for a
week?" asked the nercer, piqued to the quick

"Yes, that first, and other things afterward."”

" Speak. "

"It is a thing of the highest interest, and upon which our future
fortune perhaps depends."

"The conpl exi on of our fortune has changed very nmuch since | saw
you, Madam Bonaci eux, and | should not be astonished if in the
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course of a few nonths it were to excite the envy of many fol ks."

"Yes, particularly if you follow the instructions | am about to
gi ve you."

" Nb?"

"Yes, you. There is good and holy action to be perforned,
nonsi eur, and much noney to be gained at the same tine."

Mre. Bonaci eux knew that in tal king of noney to her husband, she
took himon his weak side. But a man, were he even a nercer,
when he had talked for ten minutes with Cardinal Richelieu, is no
| onger the sane nan.

“Much noney to be gai ned?" said Bonacieux, protruding his lip
"Yes, much."

" About how nuch?"

"A thousand pistol es, perhaps.”

"What you dermand of ne is serious, then?"

“I't is indeed."

"What nust be done?"

"You nust go away i mediately. | will give you a paper which you
must not part with on any account, and which you will deliver
into the proper hands."

"And whither am| to go?"

"To London."

"I go to London? Go to! You jest! | have no business in
London. "

"But others wish that you should go there."

"But who are those others? | warn you that | will never again
work in the dark, and that | will know not only to what | expose
nmysel f, but for whom | expose nyself."

"An illustrious persons sends you; an illustrious person awaits
you. The reconmpense will exceed your expectations; that is all
proni se you."

“"More intrigues! Nothing but intrigues! Thank you, nmadanme, | am
aware of them now, Monsieur Cardinal has enlightened ne on that
head. "

"The cardinal ?" cried Mre. Bonaci eux. "Have you seen the

car di nal ?"
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"He sent for nme," answered the nmercer, proudly.

"And you responded to his bidding, you inprudent nan?"

"Well, 1 can't say | had nmuch choice of going or not going, for
was taken to him between two guards. It is true also, that as |
did not then know his Eminence, if | had been able to dispense
with the visit, | should have been enchanted."

"He ill-treated you, then; he threatened you?"

"He gave ne his hand, and called nme his friend. His friend! Do
you hear that, madanme? | amthe friend of the great cardinal!"”

"Of the great cardinal!"”
"Per haps you would contest his right to that title, nmadanme?"

"I would contest nothing; but | tell you that the favor of a

m nister is ephemeral, and that a man nust be mad to attach
himself to a minister. There are powers above his which do not
depend upon a man or the issue of an event; it is to these powers
we should rally."

"I amsorry for it, madane, but | acknow edge not her power but
that of the great man whom | have the honor to serve."

"You serve the cardinal ?"

"Yes, mamdane; and as his servant, | will not allow you to be
concerned in plots against the safety of the state, or to serve
the intrigues of a woman who in not French and who has a Spani sh
heart. Fortunately we have the great cardinal; his vigilant eye
wat ches over and penetrates to the bottom of the heart."

Bonaci eux was repeating, word for word, a sentence which he had
heard fromthe Conte de Rochefort; but the poor w fe, who had
reckoned on her husband, and who, in that hope, had answered for
himto the queen, did not trenmble the less, both at the danger
into which she had nearly cast herself and at the hel pl ess state
to which she was reduced. Neverthel ess, knowi ng the weakness of
her husband, and nore particularly his cupidity, she did not
despair of bringing himround to her purpose.

"Ah, you are a cardinalist, then, nonsieur, are you?" cried she;
"and you serve the party of those who maltreat your wife and
i nsult your queen?"

"Private interests are as nothing before the interests of all. |
am for those who save the state," said Bonaci eux, enphatically.

"And what do you know about the state you talk of?" said Mre.
Bonaci eux, shruggi ng her shoul ders. "Be satisfied with being a
plain, straightforward citizen, and turn to that side which

of fers the nost advantages.”

"Eh, eh!" said Bonacieux, slapping a plunmp, round bag, which
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returned a sound a noney; "what do you think of this, Madane
Preacher ?"

"Whence cones that noney?"

"You do not guess?"

"From t he cardinal ?"

"From him and fromny friend the Conte de Rochefort."

"The Conte de Rochefort! Why it was he who carried nme off!"
"That may be, madane!"

"And you receive silver fromthat nan?"

"Have you not said that that abduction was entirely political?"
"Yes; but that abduction had for its object the betrayal of ny
mstress, to draw fromne by torture confessions that m ght
conprom se the honor, and perhaps the life, of ny august

m stress. "

"Madane," replied Bonaci eux, "your august mistress is a
perfi di ous Spaniard, and what the cardinal does is well done."

"Monsi eur," said the young worman, "I know you to be cowardly,
avaricious, and foolish, but | never till now believed you
i nfamous!"”

"Madame, " said Bonaci eux, who had never seen his wife in a
passi on, and who recoil ed before this conjugal anger, "nmadane,
what do you say?"

"I say you are a miserable creature!" continued Mme. Bonaci eux,
who saw she was regaining sone little influence over her husband.
"You neddle with politics, do you--and still nore, with
cardinalist politics? Wy, you sell yourself, body and soul, to
the denon, the devil, for noney!"

"No, to the cardinal."

"It's the same thing," cried the young woman. "Who calls
Ri chelieu calls Satan."

"Hol d your tongue, hold your tongue, madane! You may be
over heard. "

"Yes, you are right; | should be ashanmed for anyone to know your
baseness. "

"But what do you require of ne, then? Let us see."

"I have told you. You must depart instantly, nonsieur. You nust
acconplish loyally the comission with which | deign to charge
you, and on that condition | pardon everything, | forget

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com




The Three Musketeers 160

everything; and what is nore," and she geld out her hand to him
"I restore nmy |love."

Bonaci eux was cowardly and avarici ous, but he loved his wife. He
was softened. A man of fifty cannot |long bear nalice with a wife
of twenty-three. Mre. Bonaci eux saw that he hesitated.

"Cone! Have you deci ded?" said she.

"But, nmy dear love, reflect a little upon what you require of ne.
London is far fromParis, very far, and perhaps the comm ssion
wi th which you charge me is not w thout dangers?"

"What matters it, if you avoid then®?"
"Hol d, Madane Bonaci eux," said the nmercer, "hold! | positively
refuse; intrigues terrify me. | have seen the Bastille. M!
Whew! That's a frightful place, that Bastille! Only to think of
it makes ny flesh crawl. They threatened ne with torture. Do
you know what torture is? Woden points that they stick in

bet ween your legs till your bones stick out! No, positively |
will not go. And, MORBLEU, why do you not go yourself? For in
truth, | think | have hitherto been deceived in you. | really

believe you are a man, and a viol ent one, too."

"And you, you are a wonmn--a m serable woman, stupid and brutal

You are afraid, are you? Well, if you do not go this very
instant, | will have you arrested by the queen's orders, and
wi |l have you placed in the Bastille which you dread so nuch."”
Bonacieux fell into a profound reflection. He weighed the two

angers in his brain--that of the cardinal and that of the queen;
that of the cardinal predom nated enornously.

"Have nme arrested on the part of the queen," said he, "and |--1I
wi |l appeal to his Em nence

At once Mre. Bonaci eux saw t hat she had gone too far, and she was
terrified at having communi cated so nmuch. She for a nonent
contenplated with fright that stupid countenance, inpressed with
the invincible resolution of a fool that is overcone by fear

"Well, be it so!" said she. "Perhaps, when all is considered,
you are right. In the long run, a man knows nore about politics
than a woman, particularly such as, |ike you, Mbnsieur Bonacieux,
have conversed with the cardinal. And yet it is very hard,"”
added she, "that a man upon whose affection | thought | m ght
depend, treats ne thus unkindly and will not conmply with any of

my fancies.”

"That is because your fancies go too far,'
Bonaci eux, "and | mstrust them"

replied the triunphant
"Well, I will give it up, then," said the young worman, sighing
"It is well as it is; say no nore about it."

"At |east you should tell me what | should have to do in London,"”
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repli ed Bonaci eux, who renmenbered a little too | ate that
Rochefort had desired himto endeavor to obtain his wife's
secrets.

"It is of no use for you to know anything about it," said the
young wonman, whom an instinctive mi strust now inpelled to draw
back. "It was about one of those purchases that interest wonmen--
a purchase by which nuch m ght have been gained."

But the more the young woman excused herself, the nore inportant
Bonaci eux thought the secret which she declined to confide to
him He resolved then to hasten immediately to the residence of
the Conte de Rochefort, and tell himthat the queen was seeking
for a nessenger to send to London.

"Pardon nme for quitting you, nmy dear Madane Bonaci eux," said he;
“but, not knowi ng you would cone to see nme, | had nmade an
engagenent with a friend. | shall soon return; and if you will
wait only a few mnutes for nme, as soon as | have concl uded ny
business with that friend, as it is growing late, | will cone
back and reconduct you to the Louvre."

"Thank you, nonsieur, you are not brave enough to be of any use
to me whatever," replied Mre. Bonacieux. "I shall return very
safely to the Louvre all alone.”

"As you pl ease, Madane Bonaci eux," said the ex-nercer. "Shall

see you agai n soon?"

"Next week | hope ny duties will afford nme a little liberty, and
I will take advantage of it to cone and put things in order here,
so they nust necessarily be nmuch deranged."”

"Very well; | shall expect you. You are not angry with nme?"

"Not the least in the world."

"Tell then, then?"

"Till then.™

Bonaci eux kissed his wife's hand, and set off at a quick pace.

"Well," said Mre. Bonaci eux, when her husband had shut the street
door and she found herself alone; "that inbecile | acked but one
thing to beconme a cardinalist. And I, who have answered for him
to the queen--1, who have prom sed ny poor nistress--ah, my God,
my God! She will take me for one of those wetches with whomthe
pal ace swarnms and who are placed about her as spies! Anh,

Monsi eur Bonaci eux, | never did |love you nuch, but nowit is
worse than ever. | hate you, and on nmy word you shall pay for
this!"

At the nonment she spoke these words a rap on the ceiling made her
rai se her head, and a voice which reached her through the ceiling
cried, "Dear Madanme Bonaci eux, open for me the little door on the
alley, and I will cone down to you."
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18 LOVER AND HUSBAND

"Ah, Madane," said D Artagnan, entering by the door which the
young wonan opened for him "allow ne to tell you that you have a
bad sort of a husband."

"You have, then, overheard our conversation?" asked Mre.
Bonaci eux, eagerly, and |ooking at D Artagnan with disquiet.

"The whol e?"

"But how, ny God?"

"By a node of proceeding known to nyself, and by which | |ikew se
overheard the nore ani mated conversati on which had with the
cardinal's police."

"And what did you understand by what we sai d?”

"A thousand things. |In the first place, that, unfortunately,
your husband is a sinpleton and a fool; in the next place, you
are in trouble, of which | amvery glad, as it gives ne a
opportunity of placing nmyself at your service, and God knows | am
ready to throw nyself into the fire for you; finally, that the
queen wants a brave, intelligent, devoted man to nake a journey
to London for her. | have at |east two of the three qualities
you stand in need of, and here | am

Mre. Bonaci eux made no reply; but her heart beat with joy and
secret hope shone in her eyes.

"And what guarantee will you give ne," asked she, "if | consent
to confide this nessage to you?"

"My love for you. Speak! Command! What is to be done?"

"My God, ny God!"™ murnured the young worman, "ought | to confide
such a secret to you, nonsieur? You are alnobst a boy."

"I see that you require soneone to answer for nme?"
"I admit that would reassure nme greatly."

"Do you know At hos?"

"No. "

"Porthos?"

"No. "

"Aram s?"

"No. Who are these gentleman?”
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"Three of the king's Musketeers. Do you know Monsieur de
Treville, their captain?”

"Ch, yes, him | know him not personally, but from having heard
the queen speak of himnmore than once as a brave and | oya
gentl eman. "

"You do not fear |est he should betray you to the cardinal ?"
"Ch, no, certainly not!"

"Well, reveal your secret to him and ask hi mwhet her, however

i mportant, however val uable, however terrible it may be, you may

not confide it to ne."

"But this secret is not mne, and | cannot reveal it in this
manner . "

"You were about to confide it to Monsi eur Bonacieux," said
D Artagnan, with chagrin

"As one confides a letter to the hollow of a tree, to the w ng of
a pigeon, to the collar of a dog."

"And yet, me--you see plainly that | |ove you."

"You say so."

"I am an honorabl e man."

"You say so."

"I ama gallant fellow"

"I believe it."

"I am brave."

"Ch, | amsure of that!"”

"Then, put ne to the proof."

Mre. Bonaci eux | ooked at the young man, restrained for a m nute
by a last hesitation; but there was such an ardor in his eyes,
such persuasion in his voice, that she felt herself constrained
to confide in him Besides, she found herself in circunstances
where everything nust be risked for the sake of everything. The
queen m ght be as nuch injured by too nuch reticence as by too

much confidence; and--let us admt it--the involuntary sentinent
which she felt for her young protector decided her to speak.

"Listen," said she; "I yield to your protestations, | yield to
your assurances. But | swear to you, before God who hears us,
that if you betray nme, and ny enenies pardon me, | will Kkill

nmysel f, while accusing you of ny death."”
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"And I--1 swear to you before God, madane," said D Artagnan
"that if |I amtaken while acconplishing the orders you give me, |
wi |l die sooner than do anything that may conprom se anyone.™

Then the young wonman confided in himthe terrible secret of which
chance had already communicated to hima part in front of the
Samaritaine. This was their nutual declaration of |ove.

D Artagnan was radiant with joy and pride. This secret which he
possessed, this woman whom he | oved! Confidence and |ove mad him
a giant.

"l go," said he; "I go at once."
"How, you will go!" said Mme. Bonacieux; "and your reginent, your
capt ai n?"

"By nmy soul, you had nmade ne forget all that, dear Constance!
Yes, you are right; a furlough is needful."”

"Still another obstacle,” murnured Mre. Bonacieux, sorrowfully.

"As to that," cried D Artagnan, after a nmoment of reflection, "
shal |l surnpunt it, be assured."

"How so?"

"I will go this very evening to Treville, whom | wll request to
ask this favor for nme of his brother-in-Ilaw, Monsieur
Dessessart."

"But another thing."

"What ?" asked D Artagnan, seeing that Mre. Bonaci eux hesitated to
conti nue.

"You have, perhaps, no nmoney?"
"PERHAPS is too nuch,"” said D Artagnan, smling.

"Then," replied Mre. Bonaci eux, opening a cupboard and taking
fromit the very bag which a half hour before her husband had
caressed so affectionately, "take this bag."

"The cardinal's?" cried D Artagnan, breaking into a |oud | augh

he having heard, as may be remenbered, thanks to the broken
boards, every syllable of the conversation between the nercer and
his wfe.

"The cardinal's," replied Mre. Bonacieux. "You see it nmkes a
very respectabl e appearance.”

"PARDI EU, " cried D Artagnan, "it will be a double anusing affair
to save the queen with the cardinal's noney!"

"You are an am abl e and charm ng young man," said Mme. Bonaci eux.
"Be assured you will not find her Majesty ungrateful."
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"COh, | am already grandly reconpensed!" cried D Artagnan. "I

| ove you; you pernit ne to tell you that | do--that is already
nor e happi ness than | dared to hope.”

"Silence!" said Mre. Bonacieux, starting.

"W]at I "

"Soneone is talking in the street."

"It is the voice of--"

"Of ny husband! Yes, | recognize it!"

D Artagnan ran to the door and pushed the bolt.

"He shall not conme in before | amgone," said he; "and when | am
gone, you can open to him™"

"But | ought to be gone, too. And the disappearance of his
money; how am |l to justify it if I am here?”

"You are right; we nmust go out."
"Go out? How? He will see us if we go out."
"Then you nust come up into ny room"

"Ah," said Mwe. Bonacieux, "you speak that in a tone that
frightens nme!"

Mre. Bonaci eux pronounced these words with tears in her eyes.
D Artagnan saw t hose tears, and nuch disturbed, softened, he
threw hinmsel f at her feet.

"Wth me you will be as safe as in a tenple; | give you ny word
of a gentlenman."

"Let us go," said she, "I place full confidence in you, ny
friend!"

D Artagnan drew back the bolt with precaution, and both, |ight as
shadows, glided through the interior door into the passage,
ascended the stairs as quietly as possible, and entered

D Artagnan's chanbers.

Once there, for greater security, the young man barricaded the
door. They both approached the wi ndow, and through a slit in the
shutter they saw Bonacieux talking with a man in a cl oak

At sight of this man, D Artagnan started, and half drawing his
sword, sprang toward the door.

It was the man of Meung.
"What are you going to do?" cried Mre. Bonacieux; "you will ruin
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us all!"

"But | have sworn to kill that man!" said D Artagnan

"Your life is devoted fromthis noment, and does not belong to
you. In the nane of the queen | forbid you to throw yourself
into any peril which is foreign o that of your journey."

"And do you command nothing in your own nanme?"

“I'n my nane," said Mme. Bonacieux, with great enotion, "in ny
name | beg you! But listen; they appear to be speaking of ne."

D Artagnan drew near the w ndow, and lent his ear.

M Bonaci eux had opened his door, and seeing the apartnent, had
returned to the man in the cl oak, whom he had |l eft alone for an
i nstant.

"She is gone,"” said he; "she nust have returned to the Louvre."

"You are sure,” replied the stranger, "that she did not suspect
the intentions with which you went out?"

"No," replied Bonacieux, with a self-sufficient air, "she is too
superficial a wonan."

"I's the young Guardsman at honme?"

"I do not think he is; as you see, his shutter is closed, and you
can see no |ight shine through the chinks of the shutters.”

“"Al'l the sanme, it is well to be certain.”

"How so?"

"By knocking at his door. Co."

"I will ask his servant."”

Bonaci eux re-entered the house, passed through the sane door that
had af forded a passage for the two fugitives, went up to

D Artagnan's door, and knocked.

No one answered. Porthos, in order to make a greater display,
had that evening borrowed Planchet. As to D Artagnan, he took

care not to give the |east sign of existence.

The nonent the hand of Bonaci eux sounded on the door, the two
young people felt their hearts bound within them

"There is nobody within," said Bonaci eux.

“"Never mind. Let us return to your apartnent. W shall be safer
there than in the doorway."

"Ah, nmy God!" whispered M. Bonaci eux, "we shall hear no nore."
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"On the contrary,"” said D Artagnan, "we shall hear better.”

D Artagnan raised the three or four boards which made his chanber
anot her ear of Dionysius, spread a carpet on the floor, went upon
hi s knees, and nade a sign to Mre. Bonacieux to stoop as he did
toward the opening.

"You are sure there is nobody there?" said the stranger

"I will answer for it," said Bonaci eux.

"And you think that your wfe--"

"Has returned to the Louvre."

"Wt hout speaking to anyone but yoursel f?"

"I amsure of it."

"That is an inportant point, do you understand?”

"Then the news | brought you is of val ue?”

"The greatest, my dear Bonacieux; | don't conceal this fromyou."
"Then the cardinal will be pleased with nme?"

"I have no doubt of it."

"The great cardinal!"”

"Are you sure, in her conversation with you, that your wife
mentioned no nanes?"

"I think not."

"She did not nane Madane de Chevreuse, the Duke of Bucki ngham or
Madanme de Ver net?"

"No; she only told me she wished to send ne to London to serve
the interests of an illustrious personage."”

"The traitor!" murnured Mre. Bonaci eux.

"Silence!" said D Artagnan, taking her hand, which, without
thinking of it, she abandoned to him

"Never mind," continued the man in the cloak; "you were a foo
not to have pretended to accept the m ssion. You would then be
in present possession of the letter. The state, which is now

t hreat ened, would be safe, and you--"

"“And | ?"

"Well you--the cardi nal would have given you letters of
nobility."
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"Did he tell you so?"

"Yes, | know that he neant to afford you that agreeable
surprise.”

"Be satisfied," replied Bonacieux; "my wife adores ne, and there
is yet tine."

"The ninny!" murnmured Mre. Bonaci eux.

"Silence!" said D Artagnan, pressing her hand nore closely.

"How is there still tinme?" asked the man in the cloak
"I go to the Louvre; | ask for Mre. Bonacieux; | say that | have
reflected; | renew the affair; | obtain the letter, and | run

directly to the cardinal."

"Well, go quickly! | will return soon to learn the result of
your trip."

The stranger went out.

"I nfanpbus!" said Mme. Bonaci eux, addressing this epithet to her
husband.

"Silence!" said D Artagnan, pressing her hand still nmore warmy.

A terrible howing interrupted these reflections of D Artagnan
and Mre. Bonaci eux. It was her husband, who had di scovered the
di sappearance of the noneybag, and was crying "Thieves!"

"Ch, ny CGod!" cried Mre. Bonacieux, "he will rouse the whole
quarter."

Bonaci eux called a long tinme; but as such cries, on account of
their frequency, brought nobody in the Rue des Fossoyeurs, and as
lately the nercer's house had a bad nane, finding that nobody
came, he went out continuing to call, his voice being heard
fainter and fainter as he went in the direction of the Rue du
Bac.

“"Now he is gone, it is your turn to get out," said Mre.
Bonaci eux. "Courage, ny friend, but above all, prudence, and
t hi nk what you owe to the queen.”

"To her and to you!" cried D Artagnan. "Be satisfied, beautifu
Constance. | shall become worthy of her gratitude; but shall |
i kewi se return worthy of your |ove?"

The young wonman only replied by the beautiful glow which nounted
to her cheeks. A few seconds afterward D Artagnan al so went out
enveloped in a large cloak, which ill-conceal ed the sheath of a
| ong sword.

Mre. Bonaci eux followed himw th her eyes, with that |ong, fond
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| ook with which he had turned the angle of the street, she fel
on her knees, and clasping her hands, "Ch, ny God," cried she,
"protect the queen, protect nel"

19 PLAN OF CAMPAI GN

D Artagnan went straight to M de Treville's. He had reflected
that in a few m nutes the cardinal would be warned by this cursed
stranger, who appeared to be his agent, and he judged, with
reason, he had not a noment to |ose

The heart of the young man overflowed with joy. An opportunity
presented itself to himin which there would be at the sane tine
glory to be acquired, and noney to be gained; and as a far higher
encouragenent, it brought himinto close intimcy with a wonan he
adored. This chance did, then, for himat once nore than he
woul d have dared to ask of Providence.

M de Treville was in his saloon with his habitual court of

gentl emen. D Artagnan, who was known as a famliar of the house,
went straight to his office, and sent word that he wi shed to see
hi m on sonet hi ng of inportance.

D Artagnan had been there scarcely five nmnutes when M de
Treville entered. At the first glance, and by the joy which was
pai nted on his countenance, the worthy captain plainly perceived
t hat somet hi ng new was on foot.

Al the way along D Artagnan had been consulting with hinself
whet her he shoul d place confidence in M de Treville, or whether
he should only ask himto give hi m CARTE BLANCHE for sone secret
affair. But M de Treville had always been so thoroughly his
friend, had al ways been so devoted to the king and queen, and
hated the cardinal so cordially, that the young nan resolved to
tell himeverything.

"Did you ask for me, my good friend?" said M de Treville.

'Yes, nonsieur," said D Artagnan, |owering his voice, "than the
honor, perhaps the life of the queen."”

"What did you say?" asked M de Treville, glancing round to see
if they were surely alone, and then fixing his questioning | ook
upon D Artagnan.

"l say, nonsieur, that chance has rendered ne master of a
secret--"

"Which you will guard, | hope, young man, as your life."

"But which | must inmpart to you, nonsieur, for you alone can
assist ne in the mssion | have just received fromher Mjesty."

"Is this secret your own?"
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"No, nonsieur; it is her Majesty's.”
"Are you authorized by her Mpjesty to comunicate it to nme?"

"No, nonsieur, for, on the contrary, | amdesired to preserve the
pr of oundest mystery."

"Why, then, are you about to betray it to me?"

"Because, as | said, without you | can do nothing; and I am
afraid you will refuse ne the favor | conme to ask if you do not
know to what end | ask it."

"Keep your secret, young nman, and tell nme what you w sh."

"I wish you to obtain for ne, from Monsi eur Dessessart, |eave of
absence for fifteen days."

"When?"

"This very night."

"You | eave Paris?"

"I am going on a mssion."

“"May you tell me whither?"

"To London.™

"Has anyone an interest in preventing your arrival there?"

"The cardinal, | believe, would give the world to prevent ny
success. "

"And you are going al one?"
"I am goi ng al one.™

"In that case you will not get beyond Bondy. | tell you so, by
the faith of De Treville."

"How so?"

"You will be assassinated."

"And | shall die in the performance of ny duty.”
"But your mission will not be acconplished.”
"That is true," replied D Artagnan

"Believe ne," continued Treville, "in enterprises of this kind,
in order that one may arrive, four must set out."

"Ah, you are right, nonsieur," said D Artagnan; "but you know
At hos, Porthos, and Aram s, and you know if | can di spose of
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them "

"Wthout confiding to themthe secret which I amnot willing to
know?"

"We are sworn, once for all, to inplicit confidence and

devot edness against all proof. Besides, you can tell themthat
you have full confidence in nme, and they will not be nore

i ncredul ous than you."

"I can send to each of them | eave of absence for fifteen days,
that is all--to Athos, whose wound still makes himsuffer, to go
to the waters of Forges; to Porthos and Aramis to acconpany their
friend, whomthey are not willing to abandon in such a painfu
condition. Sending their |eave of absence will be proof enough
that | authorize their journey."

"Thanks, nonsieur. You are a hundred tinmes too good."

"Begone, then, find theminstantly, and let all be done tonight!
Ha! But first wite your request to Dessessart. Perhaps you had
a spy at your heels; and your visit, if it should ever be known
to the cardinal, will thus seemlegitimte."

D Artagnan drew up his request, and M de Treville, on receiving
it, assured himthat by two o'clock in the nmorning the four

| eaves of absence should be at the respective donmiciles of the
travel ers.

"Have the goodness to send mine to Athos's residence. | should
dread sone di sagreeabl e encounter if | were to go hone."

"Be easy. Adieu, and a prosperous voyage. A PROPCS," said M de
Treville, calling him back

D Artagnan returned.

"Have you any noney?"

D Artagnan tapped the bag he had in his pocket.
"Enough?" asked M de Treville.

"Three hundred pistoles."

"Ch, plenty! That would carry you to the end of the world.
Begone, then!"

D Artagnan saluted M de Treville, who held out his hand to him
D Artagnan pressed it with a respect mxed with gratitude. Since
his first arrival at Paris, he had had constant occasi on to honor
this excellent man, whom he had al ways found worthy, |oyal, and
great.

Hs first visit was to Aram s, at whose residence he ha not been
since the fanobus evening on which he had foll owed Mre. Bonaci eux.
Still further, he had sel dom seen the young Miusketeer; but every
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time he had seen him he had remarked a deep sadness inprinted on

hi s count enance.

This evening, especially, Aram s was mel ancholy and t houghtf ul

D Artagnan asked sone questions about this prol onged nel ancholy.

Aram s pl eaded as his excuse a commentary upon the eighteenth

chapter of St. Augustine, which he was forced to wite in Latin

for the foll owi ng week, and whi ch preoccupi ed hima good deal

After the two friends had been chatting a few nonents, a servant
fromM de Treville entered, bringing a seal ed packet.

"What is that?" asked Aranis.

"The | eave of absence Mnsieur has asked for," replied the
| ackey.

"For me! | have asked for no | eave of absence."

"Hol d your tongue and take it!" said D Artagnan. "And you, ny
friend, there is a dem pistole for your trouble; you will tel
Monsi eur de Treville that Monsieur Arams is very nmuch obliged to
him Go."

The | ackey bowed to the ground and departed.

"What does all this nean?" asked Aranis

"Pack up all you want for a journey of a fortnight, and follow
me. "

"But | cannot |eave Paris just now w thout know ng--"
Arami s stopped.

"What is becone of her? | suppose you nmean--" continued

D Artagnan.
"Becone of whon?" replied Aram s

"The woman who was here--the wonman with the enbroi dered
handker chi ef . "

"Who told you there was a wonan here?" replied Aramis, beconing
as pal e as death.

"I saw her."
"And you know who she is?"
"I believe |I can guess, at |east."

"Listen!" said Arams. "Since you appear to know so nany things,
can you tell nme what is becone of that woman?"

"I presune that she has returned to Tours."
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"To Tours? Yes, that may be. You evidently know her. But why
did she return to Tours without telling nme anything?"

"Because she was in fear of being arrested.”

"Why has she not witten to ne, then?"

"Because she was afraid of conprom sing you."

"D Artagnan, you restore me to life!" cried Aramis. "I fancied
nmysel f despised, betrayed. | was so delighted to see her again
I could not have believed she would risk her liberty for nme, and
yet for what other cause could she have returned to Paris?”

"for the cause which today takes us to England."

"And what is this cause?" demanded Aram s.

"Ch, you'll know it soneday, Arams; but at present | nust
imtate the discretion of '"the doctor's niece.'"

Arami s smled, as he renenbered the tale he had told his friends
on a certain evening. "WelIl, then, since she has left Paris, and
you are sure of it, D Artagnan, nothing prevents ne, and | am
ready to foll ow you. You say we are going--"

"To see Athos now, and if you will conme thither, | beg you to
make haste, for we have | ost nuch tine already. A PROPCS, inform
Bazin."

"WIIl Bazin go with us?" asked Aram s.

"Perhaps so. At all events, it is best that he should follow us
to Athos's."

Arami s called Bazin, and, after having ordered himto join them
at Athos's residence, said "Let us go then," at the same tine
taking his cloak, sword, and three pistols, opening uselessly two
or three drawers to see if he could not find stray coin. When
wel | assured this search was superfluous, he foll owed D Artagnan
wondering to hinself how this young Guardsman shoul d know so wel
who the | ady was to whom he had given hospitality, and that he
shoul d know better than hinsel f what had become of her

Only as they went out Arami s placed his hand upon the arm of

D Artagnan, and | ooking at himearnestly, "You have not spoken of
this | ady?" said he.

"To nobody in the world."

“Not even to Athos or Porthos?"

"I have not breathed a syllable to them"

"Good enough!™

Tranquil on this inmportant point, Aram s continued his way with
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D Artagnan, and both soon arrived at Athos's dwelling. They

found him holding his | eave of absence in one hand, and M de
Treville's note in the other.

"Can you explain to ne what signify this | eave of absence and

this letter, which | have just received?" said the astonished
At hos.

My dear Athos, | wish, as your health absolutely requires it,
that you should rest for a fortnight. Go, then, and take the
wat ers of Forges, or any that may be nore agreeable to you, and
recuperate yourself as quickly as possible.

Yours affectionate

De Treville

"Well, this |l eave of absence and that letter nean that you nust
foll ow me, Athos."

"To the waters of Forges?"

"There or el sewhere."

“I'n the king's service?"

"Either the king's or the queen's. Are we not their Mjesties'
servant s?"

At that noment Porthos entered. "PARDH EU" said he, "here is a
strange thing! Since when, | wonder, in the Musketeers, did they
grant nmen | eave of absence without their asking for it?"

"Since," said D Artagnan, "they have friends who ask it for
them "

"Ah, ah!" said Porthos, "it appears there's something fresh
here.”

"Yes, we are going--" said Aram s.
"To what country?" demanded Port hos.

"My faith! | don't nuch about it," said Athos. "Ask
D Artagnan."

"To London, gentlenen," said D Artagnan

"To London!" cried Porthos; "and what the devil are we going to
do in London?"

"That is what | amnot at |liberty to tell you, gentlenen; you
must trust to ne."

"But in order to go to London," added Porthos, "noney is needed,
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and | have none."
“"Nor |," said Aram s.
"Nor |," said Athos.

"I have," replied D Artagnan, pulling out his treasure fromhis
pocket, and placing it on the table. "There are in this bag
three hundred pistoles. Let each take seventy-five; that is
enough to take us to London and back. Besides, make yoursel ves
easy; we shall not all arrive at London."

"Why so?"

"Because, in all probability, sonme one of us will be left on the
road. "

"I's this, then, a canpaign upon which we are now entering?"
"One of a nost dangerous kind, | give you notice."

"Ah!  But if we do risk being killed," said Porthos, "at |east |
should Iike to know what for."

“You would be all the wiser," said Athos.
"And yet," said Aramis, "I am sonewhat of Porthos's opinion."

"I's the king accustoned to give you such reasons? No. He says
to you jauntily, "Gentlenmen, there is fighting going on in
Gascony or in Flanders; go and fight," and you go there. Wy?
You need give yourselves no nore uneasi ness about this."

"D Artagnan is right," said Athos; "here are our three | eaves of
absence which came from Monsieur de Treville, and here are three
hundred pi stoles which came from |l don't know where. So |et us

go and get killed where we are told to go. Is |life worth the
troubl e of so many questions? D Artagnan, | amready to follow
you."

"And | also," said Porthos.

"And | also," said Aramis. "And, indeed, | amnot sorry to quit
Paris; | had need of distraction.”
"Well, you will have distractions enough, gentlenmen, be assured,"”

said D Artagnan.
"And, now, when are we to go?" asked Athos.

"I'medi ately," replied D Artagnan; "we have not a mnute to
| ose. "

"Hell o, Grimaud! Planchet! Musqueton! Bazin!" cried the four

young nen, calling their |ackeys, "clean my boots, and fetch the
horses fromthe hotel ."
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Each Musketeer was accustoned to | eave at the general hotel, as
at a barrack, his own horse and that of his |ackey. Planchet,
Gi maud, Musqueton, and Bazin set off at full speed.

“"Now | et us lay down the plan of canpaign," said Porthos. "Where
do we go first?"

"To Calais," said D Artagnan; "that is the nost direct line to
London. "

"Well," said Porthos, "this is nmy advice--"

" Speak!"

"Four nen traveling together would be suspected. D Artagnan wi |
give each of us his instructions. | will go by the way of

Boul ogne to clear the way; Athos will set out two hours after, by
that of Amiens; Aramis will follow us by that of Noyon; as to

D Artagnan, he will go by what route he thinks is best, in
Pl anchet's cl othes, while Planchet will follow us Iike
D Artagnan, in the uniformof the Guards.”

"Gentlenen," said Athos, "ny opinion is that it is not proper to
all ow | ackeys to have anything to do in such an affair. A secret
may, by chance, be betrayed by gentlenen; but it is alnost

al ways sold by | ackeys."

"Porthos's plan appears to me to be inpracticable,” said

D Artagnan, "inasnuch as | am nyself ignorant of what
instructions | can give you. | amthe bearer of a letter, that
is all, | have not, and I cannot nake three copies of that

|l etter, because it is sealed. W nust, then, as it appears to
me, travel in conpany. This letter is here, in this pocket," and

he pointed to the pocket which contained the letter. "If |
shoul d be killed, one of you nust take it, and continue the
route; if he be killed, it will be another's turn, and so on--

provi ded a single one arrives, that is all that is required."”

"Bravo, D Artagnan, your opinion is mne," cried Athos, "Besides,
we nust be consistent; | amgoing to take the waters, you will
acconpany nme. Instead of taking the waters of Forges, | go and
take sea waters; | amfree to do so. |f anyone wi shes to stop
us, I will show Monsieur de Treville's letter, and you will show
your | eaves of absence. If we are attacked, we will defend
ourselves; if we are tried, we will stoutly maintain that we were
only anxious to dip ourselves a certain nunmber of times in the
sea. They woul d have an easy bargain of four isolated nen;
whereas four nen together nmake a troop. We will armour four

| ackeys with pistols and nusketoons; if they send an arny out
agai nst us, we will give battle, and the survivor, as D Artagnan
says, Will carry the letter."

"Well said," cried Arams; "you don't often speak, Athos, but
when you do speak, it is |like St. John of the Golden Muth. |
agree to Athos's plan. And you, Porthos?"

"I agree to it, too," said Porthos, "if D Artagnan approves of
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it. D Artagnan, being the bearer of the letter, is naturally the
head of the enterprise; let himdecide, and we will execute."

"Well," said D Artagnan, "I decide that we shoul d adopt Athos's
pl an, and that we set off in half an hour."

"Agreed!" shouted the three Musketeers in chorus.
Each one, stretching out his hand to the bag, took his seventy-

five pistoles, and make his preparations to set out at the tine
appoi nt ed.

20 THE JOURNEY

At two o' clock in the norning, our four adventurers left Paris by
the Barriere St. Denis. As long as it was dark they rengi ned
silent; in spite of themselves they submitted to the influence of
the obscurity, and apprehended ambushes on every side.

Wth the first rays of day their tongues were | oosened; with the

sun gaiety revived. It was like the eve of a battle; the heart
beat, the eyes |aughed, and they felt that the life they were
perhaps going to | ose, was, after all, a good thing.

Besi des, the appearance of the caravan was form dable. The bl ack
horses of the Miusketeers, their martial carriage, with the

regi mental step of these noble conpanions of the soldier, would
have betrayed the nost strict incognito. The |ackeys foll owed,
armed to the teeth.

Al went well till they arrived at Chantilly, which they reached
about eight o'clock in the norning. They needed breakfast, and
alighted at the door of an AUBERGE, recommended by a sign
representing St. Martin giving half his cloak to a poor man.
They ordered the | ackeys not to unsaddle the gorses, and to hold
t hemsel ves in readiness to set off again i mediately.

They entered the common hall, and placed thensel ves at table. A
gentl eman, who had just arrived by the route of Dammartin, was
seated at the sane table, and was breakfasting. He opened the
conversation about rain and fine weather; the travelers replied.
He drank to their good health, and the travelers returned his
politeness.

But at the nonent Musqueton came to announce that the horses
were ready, and they were arising fromtable, the stranger
proposed to Porthos to drink the health of the cardinal. Porthos
replied that he asked no better if the stranger, in his turn,
woul d drink the health of the king. The stranger cried that he
acknowl edged no other king but his Em nence. Porthos called him
drunk, and the stranger drew his sword.

"You have comritted a piece of folly," said Athos, "but it can't
be hel ped; there is no drawi ng back. Kill the fellow, and rejoin
us as soon as you can."
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All three renmounted their horses, and set out at a good pave,
whi |l e Porthos was prom sing his adversary to perforate himwth
all the thrusts known in the fencing schools.

"There goes one!" cried Athos, at the end of five hundred paces.

"But why did that man attack Porthos rather than any other one of
us?" asked Aram s.

"Because, as Porthos was tal king |ouder than the rest of us, he
took himfor the chief,"” said D Artagnan

"I always said that this cadet from Gascony was a wel | of
wi sdom " murnured Athos; and the travelers continued their route.

At Beauvai s they stopped two hours, as well to breathe their
horses a little as to wait for Porthos. At the end of two hours,
as Porthos did not come, not any news of him they resumed their
j ourney.

At a | eague from Beauvai s, where the road was confined between

two high banks, they fell in with eight or ten nmen who, taking
advant age of the road being unpaved in this spot, appeared to be
enpl oyed in digging holes and filling up the ruts with nud.

Aramis, not liking to soil his boots with this artificial nortar
apostrophi zed them rather sharply. Athos wished to restrain him
but it was too late. The |aborers began to jeer the travelers
and by their insolence disturbed the equanimty even of the coo
At hos, who urged on his horse agai nst one of them

Then each of these nen retreated as far as the ditch, from which
each took a conceal ed nusket; the result was that our seven
travel ers were outnunbered in weapons. Aranis received a bal

whi ch passed through his shoul der, and Mousquet on anot her bal
which | odged in the fleshy part which prolongs the | ower portion
of the loins. Therefore Musqueton alone fell from his horse,
not because he was severely wounded, but not being able to see
the wound, he judged it to be nore serious than it really was.

"It was an anmbuscade!" shouted D Artagnan. "Don't waste a
charge! Forward!"

Arami s, wounded as he was, seized the mane of his horse, which
carried himon with the others. Musqueton's horse rejoined
them and gall oped by the side of his conpanions.

"That will serve us for a relay," said Athos.
"I would rather have had a hat," said D Artaghan. "M ne was
carried away by a ball. By ny faith, it is very fortunate that

the letter was not init."
"They'll kill poor Porthos when he comes up," said Aram s
"If Porthos were on his |egs, he would have rejoined us by this
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time," said Athos. "M opinion is that on the ground the drunken
man was not intoxicated."

They continued at their best speed for two hours, although the
horses were so fatigued that it was to be feared they woul d soon
refuse service

The travel ers had chosen crossroads in the hope that they m ght
neet with less interruption; but at Crevecoeur, Aram s decl ared
he coul d proceed no farther. |In fact, it required all the
courage which he conceal ed beneath his el egant form and polished
manners to bear himso far. He grew nore pale every mnute, and
they were obliged to support himon his horse. They lifted him
of f at the door of a cabaret, left Bazin with him who, besides,
in a skirmsh was nore enbarrassing than useful, and set forward
again in the hope of sleeping at Am ens.

"MORBLEU, " said Athos, as soon as they were again in notion
"reduced to two masters and Gri maud and Pl anchet! MORBLEU' |

won't be their dupe, I will answer for it. | wll neither open
my mouth nor draw nmy sword between this and Calais. | swear
by_ - n

"Don't waste time in swearing," said D Artagnan; "let us gallop
if our horses will consent."

And the travelers buried their rowels in their horses' flanks,
who t hus vigorously stinulated recovered their energies. They
arrived at Am ens at midnight, and alighted at the AUBERCE of the
Gol den Lily.

The host had the appearance of as honest a man as any on earth.
He received the travelers with his candlestick in one hand and
his cotton nightcap in the other. He wished to | edge the two
travel ers each in a charm ng chanber; but unfortunately these
charm ng chanmbers were at the opposite extrenmties of the hotel

D Artagnan and Athos refused them The host replied that he had
no other worthy of their Excellencies; but the travelers declared
they would sleep in the common chanber, each on a mattress which
m ght be thrown upon the ground. The host insisted; but the
travelers were firm and he was obliged to do as they w shed.

They had just prepared their beds and barricaded their door
wi t hin, when soneone knocked at the yard shutter; they demanded
who was there, and recogni zing the voices of their |ackeys,

opened the shutter. It was indeed Planchet and Gi naud.

"Grimaud can take care of the horses,” said Planchet. "If you
are willing, gentlenen, | will sleep across your doorway, and you
will then be certain that nobody can reach you."

"And on what will you sleep?" said D Artagnan

"Here is ny bed," replied Planchet, producing a bundle of straw.

"Cone, then," said D Artagnan, "you are right. Mne host's face
does not please me at all; it is to gracious."”
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“"Nor me either," said Athos.

Pl anchet mounted by the wi ndow and installed hinmself across the
doorway, while Grimaud went and shut himself up in the stable,
undertaking that by five o' clock in the norning he and the four
horses shoul d be ready.

The ni ght was quiet enough. Toward two o'clock in the norning
sonmebody endeavored to open the door; but as Planchet awoke in an
i nstant and cried, "Who goes there?" sonebody replied that he was
m st aken, and went away.

At four o'clock in the norning they heard a terrible riot in the
stables. Ginmaud had tried to waken the stabl e boys, and the
stabl e boys had beaten him \Wen they opened the wi ndow, they
saw the poor lad lying senseless, with his head split by a bl ow
with a pitchfork.

Pl anchet went down into the yard, and wi shed to saddle the
horses; but the horses were all used up. Mousqueton's horse

whi ch had traveled for five or six hours without a rider the day
before, m ght have been able to pursue the journey; but by an

i nconcei vabl e error the veterinary surgeon, who had been sent
for, as it appeared, to bl eed one of the host's horses, had bl ed
Mousquet on' s.

Thi s began to be annoying. All these successive accidents were
perhaps the result of chance; but they mght be the fruits of a
plot. Athos and D Artagnan went out, while Planchet was sent to
inquire if there were not three horses for sale in the

nei ghbor hood. At the door stood two horses, fresh, strong, and
fully equi pped. These would just have suited them He asked
where their masters were, and was informed that they had passed
the night in the inn, and were then settling their bill with the
host .

At hos went down to pay the reckoning, while D Artagnan and
Pl anchet stood at the street door. The host was in a | ower and
back room to which Athos was requested to go.

At hos entered without the | east nistrust, and took out two

pi stoles to pay the bill. The host was al one, seated before his
desk, one of the drawers of which was partly open. He took the
noney whi ch Athos offered to him and after turning and turning
it over and over in his hands, suddenly cried out that it was
bad, and that he would have him and his conpanions arrested as
forgers.

"You bl ackguard!" cried Athos, going toward him "I'Il cut your
ears of f!"

At the sanme instant, four nmen, arnmed to the teeth, entered by
si de doors, and rushed upon Athos.

"I am taken!" shouted Athos, with all the power of his lungs.
"Go on, D Artagnan! Spur, spur!"™ and he fired two pistols.
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D Artagnan and Pl anchet did not require tw ce bidding; they
unfastened the two horses that were waiting at the door, |eaped
upon them buried their spurs in their sides, and set off at ful
gal | op.

"Do you know what has becone of Athos?" asked D Artagnan of
Pl anchet, as they gall oped on.

"Ah, nonsieur," said Planchet, "I saw one fall at each of his two
shots, and he appeared to me, through the glass door, to be
fighting with his sword with the others.”

"Brave Athos!" murnmured D Artagnan, "and to think that we are
conpelled to | eave him naybe the same fate awaits us two paces
hence. Forward, Planchet, forward! You are a brave fellow. "

"As | told you, nonsieur," replied Planchet, "Picards are found
out by being used. Besides, | amhere in my own country, and
that excites ne."

And both, with free use of the spur, arrived at St. Orer w thout
drawing bit. At St. Omer they breathed their horses with the
bri dl es passed under their arnms for fear of accident, and ate a
norsel fromtheir hands on the stones of the street, after they
departed again.

At a hundred paces fromthe gates of Calais, D Artagnan's horse
gave out, and could not by any nmeans be made to get up again, the
bl ood flowing fromhis eyes and his nose. There still remained
Pl anchet's horse; but he stopped short, and could not be nmade to
nove a step

Fortunately, as we have said, they were within a hundred paces of
the city; they left their two nags upon the high road, and ran
toward the quay. Planchet called his naster's attention to a
gentl eman who had just arrived with his |ackey, and only preceded
them by about fifty paces. They nade all speed to come up to
this gentleman, who appeared to be in great haste. His boots
were covered with dust, and he inquired if he could not instantly
cross over to Engl and.

“Not hi ng woul d be nore easy," said the captain of a vessel ready
to set sail, "but this norning cane an order to |l et no one | eave
Wi t hout express perm ssion fromthe cardinal."

"I have that perm ssion," said the gentlemn, draw ng the paper
from his pocket; "here it is.”

"Have it exam ned by the governor of the port,"” said the
shi pmaster, "and give ne the preference."”

“"Where shall | find the governor?"
"At his country house."
"And that is situated?”
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"At a quarter of a |league fromthe city. Look, you may see it
fromhere--at the foot of that little hill, that slated roof."

"Very well," said the gentlenman. And, with his | ackey, he took
the road to the governor's country house.

D Artagnan and Pl anchet foll owed the gentleman at a distance of
five hundred paces. Once outside the city, D Artagnan overt ook
the gentleman as he was entering a little wood.

"Monsi eur," you appear to be in great haste?"

"No one can be nore so, nonsieur."

"I amsorry for that," said D Artagnan; "for as | amin great
haste |ikewise, | wish to beg you to render ne a service."

"What ?"

"To let me sail first.”

"That's inpossible,"” said the gentleman; "I have travel ed sixty
| eagues in forty hours, and by tonorrow at midday | nust be in

London. "

"I have performed that same distance in forty hours, and by ten
o'clock in the norning I nust be in London."

"Very sorry, nonsieur; but | was here first, and will not sai
second. "

"I am sorry, too, nonsieur; but | arrived second, and nust sai
first."

"The king's service!" said the gentl eman.
"My own service!" said D Artagnan

"But this is a needless quarrel you seek with me, as it seens to
me. "

"PARBLEU! What do you desire it to be?"
"What do you want ?"

"Whuld you like to know?"

"Certainly."

"Well, then, | wish that order of which you are bearer, seeing
that | have not one of nmy own and nust have one."

"You jest, | presune."

"I never jest.”

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com




The Three Musketeers 183

"Let ne pass!"

"You shall not pass.”

"My brave young man, | will blow out your brains. HOLA Lubin,
ny pistols!”
"Planchet," called out D Artagnan, "take care of the |ackey; |

wi || manage the master

Pl anchet, enbol dened by the first exploit, sprang upon Lubin; and
bei ng strong and vi gorous, he soon got himon the broad of his
back, and placed his knee upon his breast.

"Go on with your affair, nonsieur," cried Planchet; "I have

finished mne."

Seeing this, the gentleman drew his sword, and sprang upon

D Artagnan; but he had too strong an adversary. In three seconds
D Artagnan had wounded himthree tinmes, exclaimng at each
thrust, "One for Athos, one for Porthos; and one for Aram s!"

At the third hit the gentlenan fell like a log. D Artagnan
believed himto be dead, or at |east insensible, and went toward
him for the purpose of taking the order; but the nonent he
extended his hand to search for it, the wounded man, who had not
dropped his sword, plunged the point into D Artagnhan's breast,
crying, "One for you!"

"And one for me--the best for last!" cried D Artagnan, furious,
nailing himto the earth with a fourth thrust through his body.

This time the gentleman closed his eyes and fainted. D Artagnan
searched his pockets, and took fromone of themthe order for the
passage. It was in the nane of Conte de Wardes.

Then, casting a glance on the handsome young man, who was
scarcely twenty-five years of age, and whom he was leaving in his
gore, deprived of sense and perhaps dead, he gave a sigh for that
unaccount abl e destiny which | eads nen to destroy each other for
the interests of people who are strangers to them and who often
do not even know that they exist. But he was soon aroused from
these refl ections by Lubin, who uttered loud cries and screaned
for help with all his night.

Pl anchet grasped him by the throat, and pressed as hard as he

could. "Mdnsieur," said he, "as long as | hold himin this
manner, he can't cry, |I'Il be bound; but as soon as | let go he
will how again. | know himfor a Norman, and Normans are
obstinate."

In fact, tightly held as he was, Lubin endeavored still to cry
out .

"Stay!" said D Artagnan; and taking out his handkerchief, he
gagged him
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"Now, " said Planchet, "let us bind himto a tree."

This being properly done, they drew the Conte de Wardes close to
his servant; and as night was approaching, and as the wounded man
and the bound man were at sone little distance within the wood,

it was evident they were likely to remain there till the next

day.

"And now," said D Artagnan, "to the Governor's."

"But you are wounded, it seens," said Planchet.

"Oh, that's nothing! Let us attend to what is nore pressing
first, and then we will attend to ny wound; besides, it does not
seem very dangerous."

And they both set forward as fast as they could toward the
country house of the worthy functionary.

The Conte de Wardes was announced, and D Artagnan was introduced.

"You have an order signed by the cardinal ?" said the governor

"Yes, nonsieur," replied D Artagnan; "here it is.

"Ah, ah! It is quite regular and explicit," said the governor
"Most likely," said D Artagnan; "I amone of his nost faithfu
servants."

"It appears that his Emi nence is anxious to prevent someone from
crossing to Engl and?”

"Yes; a certain D Artagnan, a Bearnese gentlenman who | eft Paris
in conpany with three of his friends, with the intention of going
to London."

"Do you know hi m personal | y?" asked the governor

n Wlom?ll

"This D Artagnan."

"Perfectly well."

"Describe himto nme, then."

"Not hi ng nore easy."

And D Artagnan have, feature for feature, a description of the
Cont e de Wardes.

"I's he acconpani ed?"
"Yes; by a | ackey naned Lubin."
"We will keep a sharp |ookout for them and if we |lay hands on
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t hem his Emi nence may be assured they will be reconducted to

Pari s under a good escort.”

"And by doi ng so, Monsieur the Governor,"
will deserve well of the cardinal."”

said D Artagnan,

"Shall you see himon your return, Monsieur Count?"
"W thout a doubt."
"Tell him | beg you, that I am his hunmble servant."

"I will not fail."

Delighted with this assurance the governor countersigned the
passport and delivered it to D Artagnan. D Artagnan lost no tine
in useless conplinents. He thanked the governor, bowed, and
departed. Once outside, he and Pl anchet set off as fast as they
coul d; and by making a | ong detour avoided the wood and reentered

the city by another gate.

you

The vessel was quite ready to sail, and the captain was waiting

on the wharf. "Well?" said he, on perceiving D Artagnan
"Here is ny pass countersigned," said the latter
"And t hat other gentl emn?

"He will not go today,’
for us two."

"In that case let us go," said the shipmaster.

"Let us go," repeated D Artagnan

said D Artagnan; "but here, 1'll pay you

He | eaped with Planchet into the boat, and five mnutes after

they were on board. It was tinme; for they had scarcely sailed
hal f a | eague, when D Artagnan saw a flash and heard a
detonation. It was the cannon which announced the closing of the
port.

He had now | eisure to look to his wound. Fortunately, as

D Artagnan had thought, it was not dangerous. The point of the

sword had touched a rib, and glanced along the bone. Stil

further, his shirt had stuck to the wound, and he had | ost only a few drops

of bl ood.

D Artagnan was worn out with fatigue. A mattress was |laid upon
the deck for him He threw hinmself upon it, and fell asleep

On the norrow, at break of day, they were still three or four

| eagues fromthe coast of England. The breeze had been so |ight
all night, they had made but little progress. At ten o'clock the

vessel cast anchor in the harbor of Dover, and at half past ten

D Artagnan placed his foot on English |and, crying, "Here
last!™"
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But that was not all; they must get to London. |In England the
post was well served. D Artagnhan and Pl anchet took each a post
horse, and a postillion rode before them |In a few hours they

were in the capital

D Artagnan did not know London; he did not know a word of
Engli sh; but he wote the nane of Bucki ngham on a pi ece of paper
and everyone pointed out to himthe way to the duke's hotel

The duke was at Wndsor hunting with the king. D Artagnan
inquired for the confidential valet of the duke, who, having
acconpanied himin all his voyages, spoke French perfectly well
he told himthat he came fromParis on an affair of life and
death, and that he nmust speak with his master instantly.

The confidence with which D Artagnan spoke convinced Patrick

whi ch was the name of this nminister of the mnister. He ordered
two horses to be saddl ed, and hinself went as guide to the young
Guardsman. As for Planchet, he had been lifted fromhis horse as
stiff as a rush; the poor lad s strength was al nost exhaust ed.

D Artagnan seened iron.

On their arrival at the castle they | earned that Bucki ngham and
the king were hawking in the marshes two or three | eagues away.
In twenty minutes they were on the spot naned. Patrick soon
caught the sound of his master's voice calling his fal con.

"Whom rmust | announce to ny Lord Duke?" asked Patrick

"The young man who one eveni ng sought a quarrel with himon the
Pont Neuf, opposite the Samaritaine."

"A singular introduction!"”
"You will find that it is as good as another."

Patrick gall oped off, reached the duke, and announced to himin
the terms directed that a nmessenger awaited him

Bucki ngham at once renenbered the circunstance, and suspecting
that something was going on in France of which it was necessary
he should be informed, he only took the tinme to inquire where the
nmessenger was, and recogni zing fromafar the uniform of the
Guards, he put his horse into a gallop, and rode straight up to
D Artagnan. Patrick discreetly kept in the background.

"No mi sfortune has happened to the queen?" cried Bucki ngham the
instant he cane up, throwing all his fear and |love into the
questi on.

"I believe not; nevertheless | believe she runs sonme great peri
fromwhi ch your Grace al one can extricate her."

“I''" cried Buckingham "What is it? | should be too happy to be
of any service to her. Speak, speak!"

"Take this letter," said D Artagnan
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"This letter! Fromwhom conmes this letter?”
"From her Majesty, as | think."

"From her Majesty!" said Bucki ngham becom ng so pal e that
D Artagnan feared he would faint as he broke the seal.

"What is this rent?" said he, showing D Artagnan a place where it
had been pierced through.

"Ah," said D Artagnan, "I did not see that; it was the sword of
the Conte de Wardes which nmade that hole, when he gave nme a good
thrust in the breast."

"You are wounded?" asked Bucki ngham as he opened the letter
"Ch, nothing but a scratch," said D Artagnhan

"Just heaven, what have | read?" cried the duke. "Patrick
remain here, or rather join the king, wherever he may be, and
tell his Majesty that | hunbly beg himto excuse nme, but an
affair of the greatest inportance recalls me to London. Cone,
nonsi eur, cone!" and both set off towards the capital at ful

gal | op.

21 THE COUNTESS DE W NTER

As they rode al ong, the duke endeavored to draw from D Artagnan
not all that had happened, but what D Artagnan hinmself knew. By
adding all that he heard fromthe nouth of the young man to his
own renenbrances, he was enabled to forma pretty exact idea of a
position of the seriousness of which, for the rest, the queen's
letter, short but explicit, gave himthe clue. But that which
astoni shed him nost was that the cardinal, so deeply interested
in preventing this young man fromsetting his foot in Engl and,
had not succeeded in arresting himon the road. It was then
upon the manifestation of this astonishnment, that D Artagnan
related to himthe precaution taken, and how, thanks to the
devotion of his three friends, whomhe had | eft scattered and

bl eedi ng on the road, he had succeeded in conmng off with a
single sword thrust, which had pierced the queen's letter and for
whi ch he had repaid M de Wardes with such terrible coin. While
he was listening to this recital, delivered with the greatest
simplicity, the duke |ooked fromtine to tine at the young man

wi th astonishment, as if he could not conprehend how so nuch
prudence, courage, and devotedness could be allied with a
countenance which indicated not nore than twenty years.

The horses went |ike the wind, and in a few m nutes they were at
the gates of London. D Artagnan inegined that on arriving in
town the duke woul d slacken his pace, but it was not so. He kept
on his way at the sane rate, heedl ess about upsetting those whom
he met on the road. 1In fact, in crossing the city two or three
accidents of this kind happened; but Bucki ngham di d not even turn
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his head to see what becane of those he had knocked down.
D Artagnan followed himanmd cries which strongly resenbl ed
cur ses.

On entering the court of his hotel, Buckingham sprang fromhis
horse, and wi t hout thinking what becane of the animal, threw the
bridle on his neck, and sprang toward the vestibule. D Artagnan
did the sane, with a little nore concern, however, for the noble
creatures, whose nerits he fully appreciated; but he had the
satisfaction of seeing three or four groons run fromthe kitchens
and the stables, and busy thenselves with the steeds.

The duke wal ked so fast that D Artagnan had sonme trouble in
keeping up with him He passed through several apartnents, of an
el egance of which even the greatest nobles of France had not even
an idea, and arrived at length in a bedchanber which was at once
a mracle of taste and of richness. |In the alcove of this
chanber was a door concealed in the tapestry which the duke
opened with a little gold key which he wore suspended fromhis
neck by a chain of the same netal. Wth discretion D Artagnan
remai ned behind; but at the nonent when Bucki ngham crossed the

t hreshol d, he turned round, and seeing the hesitation of the
young man, "Come in!" cried he, "and if you have the good fortune
to be admtted to her Majesty's presence, tell her what you have
seen. "

Encouraged by this invitation, D Artagnan followed the duke, who
cl osed the door after them The two found thenmselves in a smal
chapel covered with a tapestry of Persian silk worked with gold,

and brilliantly lighted with a vast nunber of candles. Over a
speci es of altar, and beneath a canopy of blue velvet, surnounted
by white and red plunmes, was a full-length portrait of Anne of

Austria, so perfect in its resenblance that D Artagnan uttered a
cry of surprise on beholding it. One might believe the queen was
about to speak. On the altar, and beneath the portrait, was the
casket containing the dianmond studs.

The duke approached the altar, knelt as a priest might have done
before a crucifix, and opened the casket. "There, said he,
drawing fromthe casket a | arge bow of blue ribbon all sparkling
wi th dianponds, "there are the precious studs which | have taken
an oath should be buried with ne. The queen have themto ne, the
gueen requires themagain. Her will be done, like that of God,
in all things."

Then, he began to kiss, one after the other, those dear studs
with which he was about to part. All at once he uttered a
terrible cry.

"What is the matter?" exclainmed D Artagnan, anxiously; "what has
happened to you, ny Lord?"

"All is lost!" cried Bucki ngham becom ng as pale as a corpse;
"two of the studs are wanting, there are only ten."

"Can you have lost them ny Lord, or do you think they have been
st ol en?"
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"They have been stolen,” replied the duke, "and it is the
cardi nal who has dealt this blow. Hold; see! The ribbons which
hel d them have been cut with scissors.”

"If nmy Lord suspects they have been stol en, perhaps the person
who stole themstill has themin his hands."

"Wait, wait!" said the duke. "The only tinme | have worn these
studs was at a ball given by the king eight days ago at W ndsor.
The Contesse de Wnter, with whom | had quarrel ed, becane
reconciled to me at that ball. That reconciliation was nothing
but the vengeance of a jealous wonman. | have never seen her from
that day. The wonman is an agent of the cardinal."

"He has agents, then, throughout the worl d?" cried D Artagnan
"Oh, yes," said Buckingham grating his teeth with rage. "Yes,
he is a terrible antagonist. But when is this ball to take

pl ace?"

"Monday next."

"Monday next! Still five days before us. That's nore tine than
we want. Patrick!" cried the duke, opening the door of the
chapel, "Patrick!"™ Hi s confidential valet appeared.

"My jeweler and ny secretary."”

The val et went out with a nute pronptitude which showed him
accustoned to obey blindly and w thout reply.

But al though the jewel er had been nentioned first, it was the
secretary who first nade his appearance. This was sinply because
he lived in the hotel. He found Bucki ngham seated at a table in
hi s bedchanmber, witing orders with his own hand.

"M . Jackson," said he, "go instantly to the Lord Chancellor, and
tell himthat | charge himw th the execution of these orders. |
wi sh themto be pronul gated i medi ately."”

"But, nmy Lord, if the Lord Chancellor interrogates ne upon the
notives which may have | ed your Grace to adopt such an
extraordi nary neasure, what shall | reply?"

"That such is ny pleasure, and that | answer for ny will to no
man. "

"WIIl that be the answer," replied the secretary, smling, "which
he nmust transmit to his Majesty if, by chance, his Mjesty should
have the curiosity to know why no vessel is to |leave any of the
ports of Great Britain?"

"You are right, M. Jackson," replied Buckingham "He wll say,

in that case, to the king that I am determ ned on war, and that
this measure is nmy first act of hostility against France."
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The secretary bowed and retired.

"We are safe on that side," said Buckingham turning toward

D Artagnan. "If the studs are not yet gone to Paris, they wil
not arrive till after you."
"How so?"

"I have just placed an enbargo on all vessels at present in his
Maj esty's ports, and without particular perm ssion, not one dare
life an anchor.™

D Artagnan | ooked with stupefaction at a man who t hus enpl oyed
the unlimted power with which he was clothed by the confidence
of a king in the prosecution of his intrigues. Buckingham saw by
the expression of the young man's face what was passing in his

m nd, and he snil ed.

"Yes," said he, "yes, Anne of Austria is ny true queen. Upon a
word fromher, | would betray nmy country, | would betray ny king,
I would betray ny God. She asked nme not to send the Protestants
of La Rochelle the assistance | prom sed them | have not done
so. | broke nmy word, it is true; but what signifies that?
obeyed ny love; and have | not been richly paid for that

obedi ence? It was to that obedience | owe her portrait."”

D Artagnan was amazed to note by what fragile and unknown threads
the destinies of nations and the |ives of nmen are suspended. He
was lost in these reflections when the goldsmth entered. He was
an Irishman--one of the nost skillful of his craft, and who

hi msel f confessed that he gai ned a hundred thousand |livres a year
by the Duke of Bucki ngham

"M. OReilly," said the duke, leading himinto the chapel, "I ook
at these dianond studs, and tell nme what they are worth apiece."

The goldsmith cast a glance at the el egant manner in which they
were set, calcul ated, one with another, what the di anonds were
worth, and wi thout hesitation said, "Fifteen hundred pistoles
each, ny Lord."

"How nmany days would it require to make two studs exactly |ike
then? You see there are two wanting."

"Ei ght days, my Lord."

"I will give you three thousand pistoles apiece if | can have
them by the day after tonorrow. "

"My Lord, they shall be yours."
"You are a jewel of a man, M. O Reilly; but that is not all
These studs cannot be trusted to anybody; it must be done in the

pal ace."

"I npossible, my Lord! There is no one but nyself can so execute
t hem t hat one cannot tell the new fromthe old."
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"Therefore, nmy dear M. O Reilly, you are my prisoner. And if
you wi sh ever to | eave ny pal ace, you cannot; so make the best of
it. Nanme to ne such of your workmen as you need, and point out
the tools they nust bring."

The goldsmith knew the duke. He knew all objection would be
usel ess, and instantly determ ned how to act.

"May | be pernmitted to informmny wife?" said he.

"Ch, you may even see her if you like, my dear M. O Reilly.
Your captivity shall be mld, be assured; and as every

i nconveni ence deserves its indemification, here is, in addition
to the price of the studs, an order for a thousand pistoles, to
make you forget the annoyance | cause you."

D Artagnan could not get over the surprise created in himby this
m ni ster, who thus open-handed, sported with men and mllions.

As to the goldsmith, he wote to his wife, sending her the order
for the thousand pistoles, and charging her to send him in
exchange, his nmost skillful apprentice, an assortnent of

di anonds, of which he gave the nanes and the wei ght, and the
necessary tools.

Bucki ngham conduct ed the goldsmth to the chanber destined for
him and which, at the end of half an hour, was transformed into
a workshop. Then he placed a sentinel at each door, with an
order to admt nobody upon any pretense but his VALET DE CHAMBRE
Patrick. W need not add that the goldsmith, OReilly, and his
assistant, were prohibited fromgoing out under any pretext.
This point, settled, the duke turned to D Artagnan. "Now, ny
young friend," said he, "England is all our own. Wat do you

wi sh for? What do you desire?"

"A bed, ny Lord," replied D Artagnan. "At present, | confess,
that is the thing |I stand nost in need of."

Bucki ngham gave D Artagnan a chanber adjoining his own. He
wi shed to have the young man at hand--not that he at al

m strusted him but for the sake of having soneone to whom he
could constantly talk of the queen.

In one hour after, the ordi nance was published in London that no
vessel bound for France should | eave port, not even the packet
boat with letters. |In the eyes of everybody this was a

decl arati on of war between the two ki ngdons.

On the day after the norrow, by eleven o'clock, the two di anond
studs were finished, and they were so conpletely imtated, so
perfectly alike, that Bucki ngham could not tell the new ones from
the ol d ones, and experts in such nmatters woul d have been
deceived as he was. He immediately called D Artagnan. "Here,"
said he to him "are the dianmond studs that you cane to bring

and be ny witness that | have done all that human power could
do."

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com




The Three Musketeers 192

"Be satisfied, ny Lord, | will tell all that | have seen. But
does your Grace nean to give nme the studs w thout the casket?"

"The casket woul d encunber you. Besides, the casket is the nore

precious frombeing all that is left to ne. You will say that |
keep it."
"I will performyour commi ssion, word for word, ny Lord."

"And now, " resunmed Bucki ngham | ooking earnestly at the young
man, "how shall | ever acquit nyself of the debt I owe you?”

D Artagnan bl ushed up to the whites of his eyes. He saw that the
duke was searching for a neans of maki ng hi maccept sonething and
the idea that the blood of his friends and hinself was about to
be paid for with English gold was strangely repugnant to him

"Let us understand each other, my Lord," replied D Artagnan, "and
| et us make things clear beforehand in order that there may be no
m stake. | amin the service of the King and Queen of France,
and form part of the conpany of Monsieur Dessessart, who, as wel
as his brother-in-law, Monsieur de Treville, is particularly
attached to their Mjesties. Wat | have done, then, has been
for the queen, and not at all for your Grace. And still further
it is very probable | should not have done anything of this, if

it had not been to nake nyself agreeable to soneone who is ny

| ady, as the queen is yours."

"Yes," said the duke, smling, "and | even believe that |I know
t hat other person; it is--"

"My Lord, | have not naned her!" interrupted the young man,
war m y

"That is true," said the duke; "and it is to this person | am
bound to di scharge ny debt of gratitude."

"You have said, ny Lord; for truly, at this nonent when there is
question of war, | confess to you that | see nothing in your
Grace but an Englishman, and consequently an eneny whom | should
have much greater pleasure in neeting on the field of battle than
in the park at Wndsor of the corridors of the Louvre--all which
however, will not prevent nme from executing to the very point ny
commi ssion or fromlaying down ny life, if there be need of it,
to acconmplish it; but | repeat it to your Gace, w thout your
havi ng personally on that account nore to thank me for in this
second interview than for what | did for you in the first."

"W say, 'Proud as a Scotsnman, nmur mur ed the Duke of Bucki ngham

"And we say, 'Proud as a Gascon,
Gascons are the Scots of France."

replied D Artagnan. "The

D Artagnan bowed to the duke, and was retiring.
"Well, are you going away in that manner? \here, and how?"
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"That's true!"
"Fore Gad, these Frenchnen have no consideration!"

"I had forgotten that England was an island, and that you were
the king of it."

"Go to the riverside, ask for the brig SUND, and give this letter
to the captain; he will convey you to a little port, where
certainly you are not expected, and which is ordinarily only
frequented by fishernen.™

"The nane of that port?"

"St. Valery; but listen. Wen you have arrived there you will go
to a mean tavern, without a nanme and without a sign--a nere
fisherman's hut. You cannot be m staken; there is but one."

"Aft erward?"

"You will ask for the host, and will repeat to himthe word
"Forward!" "

"Whi ch neans?"

“I'n French, EN AVANT. It is the password. He will give you a

horse all saddled, and will point out to you the road you ought
to take. You will find, in the same way, four relays on your
route. If you will give at each of these relays your address in
Paris, the four horses will follow you thither. You already know

two of them and you appeared to appreciate themlike a judge.
They were those we rode on; and you nmay rely upon nme for the
others not being inferior to them These horses are equi pped for
the field. However proud you may be, you will not refuse to
accept one of them and to request your three conpanions to
accept the others--that is, in order to make war agai nst us.

Besi des, the end justified the nmeans, as you Frenchnmen say, does
it not?"

"Yes, ny Lord, | accept them" said D Artagnan; "and if it please
God, we will make a good use of your presents."”

"Well, now, your hand, young man. Perhaps we shall soon neet on
the field of battle; but in the nmeantinme we shall part good
friends, | hope."

"Yes, ny Lord; but with the hope of soon beconi ng enem es.”

"Be satisfied; | prom se you that."

"I depend upon your word, ny Lord."

D Artagnan bowed to the duke, and nmade his way as quickly as
possible to the riverside. Opposite the Tower of London he found
t he vessel that had been naned to him delivered his letter to

t he captain, who after having it exam ned by the governor of the
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port made i mredi ate preparations to sail

Fifty vessels were waiting to set out. Passing al ongside one of
them D Artagnan fancied he perceived on board it the wonan of
Meung- -t he same whom t he unknown gentleman had called M1l ady, and
whom D' Artagnan had thought so handsome; but thanks to the
current of the streamand a fair wind, his vessel passed so

qui ckly that he had little nore than a glinpse of her

The next day about nine o'clock in the norning, he | anded at St.
Val ery. D Artagnan went instantly in search of the inn, and
easily discovered it by the riotous noise which resounded from
it. War between Engl and and France was tal ked of as near and
certain, and the jolly sailors were having a carousal

D' Artagnan made his way through the crowd, advanced toward the
host, and pronounced the word "Forward!" The host instantly nade
hima sign to follow, went out with himby a door which opened
into a yard, led himto the stable, where a saddl ed horse awaited
him and asked himif he stood in need of anything el se.

"I want to know the route | amto follow, " said D Artagnan

"Go fromhence to Blangy, and from Bl angy to Neufchatel. At
Neufchatel, go to the tavern of the Gol den Harrow, give the
password to the landlord, and you will find, as you have here, a
horse ready saddl ed."

"Have | anything to pay?" demanded D Artagnan

"Everything is paid," replied the host, "and liberally. Begone,
and may God gui de you!"

“"Amen!" cried the young man, and set off at full gallop.

Four hours |ater he was in Neufchatel. He strictly followed the
instructions he had received. At Neufchatel, as at St. Valery,
he found a horse quite ready and awaiting him He was about to
remove the pistols fromthe saddle he had quit to the one he was
about to fill, but he found the holsters furnished with simlar
pi stol s.

“Your address at Paris?"

"Hotel of the Guards, conpany of Dessessart."

"Enough, " replied the questioner.

"Whi ch route nust | take?" demanded D Artagnan, in his turn
"That of Rouen; but you will leave the city on your right. You
nmust stop at the little village of Eccuis, in which there is but
one tavern--the Shield of France. Don't condemm it from
appearances; you will find a horse in the stables quite as good
as this."

"The sane password?"

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com




The Three Musketeers 195

"Exactly."
"Adi eu, master!"
"A good journey, gentlenen! Do you want anything?"

D Artagnan shook his head, and set off at full speed. At Eccuis,
the sane scene was repeated. He found as provident a host and a
fresh horse. He left his address as he had done before, and set
of f again at the same pace for Pontoise. At Pontoise he changed
his horse for the last time, and at nine o' clock galloped into
the yard of Treville's hotel. He had nade nearly sixty | eagues
inlittle nore than twel ve hours.

M de Treville received himas if he had seen himthat sane
nor ni ng; only, when pressing his hand a little nore warmly than
usual, he infornmed himthat the conpany of Dessessart was on duty
at the Louvre, and that he might repair at once to his post.

22 THE BALLET OF LA MERLAI SON

On the norrow, nothing was talked of in Paris but the ball which
the al dernmen of the city were to give to the king and queen, and
in which their Majesties were to dance the fampbus La Merl ai son- -
the favorite ballet of the King.

Ei ght days had been occupied in preparations at the Hotel de
Ville for this inportant evening. The city carpenters had
erected scaffolds upon which the invited | adies were to be

pl aced; the city grocer had ornanented the chanbers with two
hundred FLAMBEAUX if white wax, a piece of |uxury unheard of at
that period; and twenty violins were ordered, and the price for
them fi xed at double the usual rate, upon condition, said the
report, that they should be played all night.

At ten o'clock in the nmorning the Sieur de la Coste, ensign in
the king's Guards, followed by two officers and several archers
of that body, cane to the city registrar, naned Cl enent, and
demanded of himall the keys of the rooms and offices of the
hotel. These keys were given up to himinstantly. Each of them
had ticket attached to it, by which it m ght be recognized; and
fromthat nonent the Sieur de |a Coste was charged with the care
of all the doors and all the avenues.

At eleven o' clock came in his turn Duhallier, captain of the
Guards, bringing with himfifty archers, who were distributed
i medi ately through the Hotel de Ville, at the doors assigned
t hem

At three o' clock cane two conpani es of the Guards, one French
the other Swiss. The conpany of French guards was conposed of
half of M Duhallier's nen and half of M Dessessart's men.

At six in the evening the guests began to cone. As fast as they
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entered, they were placed in the grand sal oon, on the platforns
prepared for them

At nine o' clock Madanme |a Premiere Presidente arrived. As next
to the queen, she was the nost considerabl e personage of the
fete, she was received by the city officials, and placed in a box
opposite to that which the queen was to occupy.

At ten o'clock, the king's collation, consisting of preserves and
ot her delicacies, was prepared in the little roomon the side of
the church of St. Jean, in front of the silver buffet of the
city, which was guarded by four archers.

At mdnight great cries and |oud acclamations were heard. It was
the king, who was passing through the streets which |led fromthe
Louvre to the Hotel de Ville, and which were all illunminated with

colored | anterns.

| mredi ately the al derman, clothed in their cloth robes and
preceded by six sergeants, each hol ding a FLAMBEAU i n hi s hand,
went to attend upon the king, whomthey net on the steps, where
the provost of the merchants nmade himthe speech of wel cone--a
conplinment to which his Majesty replied with an apol ogy for

com ng so late, laying the blane upon the cardinal, who had
detained himtill eleven o'clock, talking of affairs of state.

His Majesty, in full dress, was acconpani ed by his roya

Hi ghness, M |e Come de Soissons, by the Grand Prior, by the Duc
de Longueville, by the Duc d'Euboeuf, by the Conte d' Harcourt, by
the Conte de | a Roche-Guyon, by M de Liancourt, by M de
Baradas, by the Conte de Cranmil, and by the Chevalier de
Souveray. Everybody noticed that the king | ooked dull and
preoccupi ed.

A private room had been prepared for the king and another for
Monsi eur. I n each of these closets were placed masquer ade
dresses. The sane had been done for the queen and Madane the
Presi dent. The nobles and | adies of their Mjesties' suites were
to dress, two by two, in chambers prepared for the purpose.
Before entering his closet the king desired to be inforned the
nonent the cardinal arrived.

Hal f an hour after the entrance of the king, fresh acclanmations
were heard; these announced the arrival of the queen. The

al dernen did as they had done before, and preceded by their
sergeants, advanced to receive their illustrious guest. The
gueen entered the great hall; and it was remarked that, l|ike the
ki ng, she | ooked dull and even weary.

At the nonment she entered, the curtain of a small gallery which
to that tine had been closed, was drawn, and the pale face of the
cardi nal appeared, he being dresses as a Spanish cavalier. His
eyes were fixed upon those of the queen, and a smile of terrible
j oy passed over his lips; the queen did not wear her dianond

st uds.

The queen remained for a short time to receive the conplinments of
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the city dignitaries and to reply to the salutations of the
ladies. Al at once the king appeared with the cardinal at one
of the doors of the hall. The cardinal was speaking to himin a
| ow voi ce, and the king was very pale.

The king made his way through the crowd without a mask, and the
ri bbons of his doublet scarcely tied. He went straight to the
gueen, and in an altered voice said, "Wy, nmdane, have you not

t hought proper to wear your di anond studs, when you know it woul d
give ne so nmuch gratification?"

The queen cast a gl ance around her, and saw the cardi nal behind,
with a diabolical smle on his countenance.

"Sire," replied the queen, with a faltering voice, "because, in
the m dst of such a crowd as this, | feared some acci dent m ght
happen to them™"

"And you were wong, madane. |If | made you that present it was
that you might adorn yourself therewith. | tell you that you
were wong."

The voice of the king was trenul ous with anger. Everybody | ooked
and listened with astoni shnent, conprehendi ng nothi ng of what
passed.

"Sire," said the queen, "I can send for themto the Louvre, where
they are, and thus your Majesty's wishes will be conplied with."

"Do so, nmadane, do so, and that at once; for within an hour the
ballet will commence."

The queen bent in token of subm ssion, and followed the | adies
who were to conduct her to her room On his part the king
returned to his apartnent.

There was a nonent of trouble and confusion in the assenbly.
Everybody had remarked that sonething had passed between the king
and queen; but both of them had spoken so |ow that everybody, out
of respect, withdrew several steps, so that nobody had heard
anything. The violins began to sound with all their mght, but
nobody |istened to them

The king came out first fromhis room He was in a nost el egant
hunti ng costune; and Monsi eur and the other nobles were dressed
like him This was the costume that best becanme the king. So
dressed, he really appeared the first gentleman of his kingdom

The cardi nal drew near to the king, and placed in his hand a
smal | casket. The king opened it, and found in it two dianond

st uds.

"What does this mean?" denmanded he of the cardinal

"Nothing," replied the latter; "only, if the queen has the studs,

which | very much doubt, count them sire, and if you only find
ten, ask her Majesty who can have stolen fromher the two studs
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that are here."

The king | ooked at the cardinal as if to interrogate him but he
had not tinme to address any question to him-a cry of admiration
burst fromevery nouth. |If the king appeared to be the first
gentl eman of his kingdom the queen was w thout doubt the nost
beautiful woman in France.

It is true that the habit of a huntress becane her admrably.

She wore a beaver had with blue feathers, a surtout of gray-pearl
vel vet, fastened with dianond clasps, and a petticoat of blue
satin, enbroidered with silver. On her left shoul der sparkled

t he di anonds studs, on a bow of the sanme color as the plunes and
the petticoat.

The king trenbled with joy and the cardinal with vexation

al t hough, distant as they were fromthe queen, they could not
count the studs. The queen had them The only question was, had
she ten or twelve?

At that nonment the violins sounded the signal for the ballet.
The ki ng advanced toward Madane the President, with whom he was
to dance, and his Hi ghness Mnsieur with the queen. They took
their places, and the ball et began.

The ki ng danced facing the queen, and every tinme he passed by
her, he devoured with his eyes those studs of which he could not
ascertain the number. A cold sweat covered the brow of the
cardi nal

The ballet |asted an hour, and had si xteen ENTREES. The ball et
ended anid the appl ause of the whol e assenbl age, and everyone
reconducted his lady to her place; but the king took advantage of
the privilege he had of leaving his |ady, to advance eagerly
toward the queen.

"I thank you, madane," said he, "for the deference you have shown
to my wishes, but | think you want two of the studs, and | bring
t hem back to you."

Wth these words he held out to the queen the two studs the
cardi nal had given him

"How, sire?" cried the young queen, affecting surprise, "you are
giving ne, then, two nore: | shall have fourteen."

In fact the king counted them and the twelve studs were all on
her Maj esty's shoul der

The king called the cardinal

"What does this nean, Mnsieur Cardinal ?" asked the king in a
severe tone

"This means, sire," replied the cardinal, "that | was desirous of
presenting her Majesty with these two studs, and that not daring
to offer themnnyself, | adopted this neans of inducing her to
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accept them"

"And | an the nore grateful to your Emi nence," replied Anne of
Austria, with a smle that proved she was not the dupe of this

i ngeni ous gallantry, "from being certain that these two studs

al one have cost you as much as all the others cost his Mjesty."

Then saluting the king and the cardinal, the queen resunmed her
way to the chanmber in which she had dressed, and where she was to
take of f her costumne.

The attention which we have been obliged to give, during the
comrencenent of the chapter, to the illustrious personages we
have introduced into it, has diverted us for an instant from him
to whom Anne of Austria owed the extraordinary triunph she had
obt ai ned over the cardinal; and who, confounded, unknown, |ost in
the crowd gathered at one of the doors, |ooked on at this scene,
conprehensible only to four persons--the king, the queen, his

Em nence, and hinsel f.

The queen had just regai ned her chanber, and D Artagnan was about
to retire, when he felt his should lightly touched. He turned
and saw a young wonman, who nmade hima sign to follow her. The
face of this young woman was covered with a bl ack vel vet mask;

but notwi thstanding this precaution, which was in fact taken

rat her agai nst others than against him he at once recognized his
usual guide, the light and intelligent Mme. Bonacieux.

On the evening before, they had scarcely seen each other for a
nonent at the apartment of the Swi ss guard, Germain, whither

D Artagnan had sent for her. The haste which the young woman was
in to convey to the queen the excellent news of the happy return
of her nessenger prevented the two | overs from exchangi ng nore
than a few words. D Artagnan therefore foll owed Mre. Bonaci eux
noved by a double sentinment--1ove and curiosity. All the way,
and in proportion as the corridors becane nore deserted,

D Artagnan wi shed to stop the young wonman, seize her and gaze
upon her, were it only for a minute; but quick as a bird she

gl i ded between his hands, and when he wi shed to speak to her, her
finger placed upon her nouth, with a little inperative gesture
full of grace, rem nded himthat he was under the command of a
power which he nust blindly obey, and which forbade himeven to
make the slightest conplaint. At length, after w nding about for
a mnute or two, Mme. Bonaci eux opened the door of a closet,
which was entirely dark, and led D Artaghan into it. There she
made a fresh sign of silence, and opened a second door conceal ed
by tapestry. The opening of this door disclosed a brilliant
light, and she di sappeared.

D Artagnan remai ned for a nonent notionless, asking hinself where
he coul d be; but soon a ray of |ight which penetrated through the
chanber, together with the warm and perfuned air which reached
himfromthe sane aperture, the conversation of two of three

| adi es in | anguage at once respectful and refined, and the word
"Maj esty" several tines repeated, indicated clearly that he was
in a closet attached to the queen's apartnment. The young man
waited in conparative darkness and |i stened.
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The queen appeared cheerful and happy, which seemed to astonish

t he persons who surrounded her and who were accustoned to see her
al nost always sad and full of care. The queen attributed this
joyous feeling to the beauty of the fete, to the pleasure she had
experienced in the ballet; and as it is not permssible to
contradi ct a queen, whether she smile or weep, everybody
expatiated on the gallantry of the aldernmen of the city of Paris.

Al t hough D Artagnan did not at all know the queen, he soon

di stingui shed her voice fromthe others, at first by a slightly
foreign accent, and next by that tone of domi nation naturally

i npressed upon all royal words. He heard her approach and

wi thdraw fromthe partially open door; and twice or three tines
he even saw the shadow of a person intercept the |ight.

At length a hand and an arm surpassingly beautiful in their form
and whiteness, glided through the tapestry. D Artagnan at once
conprehended that this was his reconpense. He cast hinmself on
hi s knees, seized the hand, and touched it respectfully with his
lips. Then the hand was w thdrawn, |eaving in his an object

whi ch he perceived to be a ring. The door imediately closed,

and D Artagnan found hinself again in conplete obscurity.

D Artagnan placed the ring on his finger, and again waited; it
was evident that all was not yet over. After the reward of his
devotion, that of his |love was to conme. Besides, although the
bal |l et was danced, the evening had scarcely begun. Supper was to
be served at three, and the clock of St. Jean had struck three
quarters past two.

The sound of voices dinmnished by degrees in the adjoining
chanber. The conpany was then heard departing; then the door of
the closet in which D Artagnan was, was opened, and Mre.

Bonaci eux entered.

"You at last?" cried D Artagnan

"Silence!" said the young woman, placing her hand upon his I|ips;
"silence, and go the sane way you came!"

"But where and when shall | see you again?" cried D Artagnan
"A note which you will find at home will tell you. Begone,
begone! "

At these words she opened the door of the corridor, and pushed
D Artagnan out of the room D Artagnan obeyed |like a child,

wi t hout the | east resistance or objection, which proved that he
was really in | ove

23 THE RENDEZVOUS

D Artagnan ran hone i medi ately, and although it was three
o' clock in the norning and he had sone of the worst quarters of
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Paris to traverse, he nmet with no nmisadventure. Everyone knows
t hat drunkards and | overs have a protecting deity.

He found the door of his passage open, sprang up the stairs and
knocked softly in a manner agreed upon between himand his

| ackey. Planchet*, whom he had sent hone two hours before from
the Hotel de Ville, telling himto sit up for him opened the
door for him

*The reader may ask, "How came Pl anchet here?" when he was |eft
"stiff as a rush” in London. |In the intervening time Bucki ngham
perhaps sent himto Paris, as he did the horses.

"Has anyone brought a letter for nme?" asked D Artagnan, eagerly.

"No one has BROUGHT a letter, npnsieur,
one has conme of itself."

replied Planchet; "but

"What do you nean, bl ockhead?"

"I mean to say that when | cane in, although |I had the key of
your apartnment in ny pocket, and that key had never quit ne, |
found a letter on the green table cover in your bedroom"”

"And where is that |letter?"

"I left it where | found it, nonsieur. It is not natural for
letters to enter people's houses in this manner. |f the w ndow
had been open or even ajar, | should think nothing of it; but,

no--all was hernetically sealed. Beware, nonsieur; there is
certainly some magi ¢ underneath.”

Meanwhi | e, the young man had darted in to his chanber, and opened
the letter. It was from Mre. Bonaci eux, and was expressed in
t hese terns:

"There are many thanks to be offered to you, and to be
transmitted to you. Be this evening about ten o' clock at St.
Cloud, in front of the pavilion which stands at the corner of the
house of M d' Estrees.--C.B."

While reading this letter, D Artagnan felt his heart dilated and
conpressed by that delicious spasmwhich tortures and caresses
the hearts of |overs.

It was the first billet he had received; it was the first
rendezvous that had been granted him His heart, swelled by the
i ntoxication of joy, felt ready to dissolve away at the very gate
of that terrestrial paradise called Love!

"Well, nonsieur," said Planchet, who had observed his naster grow
read and pal e successively, "did | not guess truly? Is it not
some bad affair?"

"You are nistaken, Planchet," replied D Artagnan; "and as a
proof, there is a crown to drink nmy health."
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"I am nmuch obliged to Mnsieur for the crow he had given me, and
| promise himto follow his instructions exactly; but it is not
the less true that letters which cone in this way into shut-up
houses--"

"Fall from heaven, ny friend, fall from heaven."

"Then Monsieur is satisfied?" asked Pl anchet.

"My dear Planchet, | an the happiest of nmen!"

"And | may profit by Monsieur's happiness, and go to bed?"
"Yes, go."

"May the blessings of heaven fall upon Monsieur! But it is not
the less true that that letter--"

And Pl anchet retired, shaking his head with an air of doubt,
which the liberality of D Artagnan had not entirely effaced.

Left alone, D Artagnan read and reread his billet. Then he

ki ssed and rekissed twenty tinmes the lines traced by the hand of
his beautiful mistress. At length he went to bed, fell asleep
and had gol den dreans.

At seven o'clock in the norning he arose and called Planchet, who
at the second summns opened the door, his countenance not yet
quite freed fromthe anxiety of the preceding night.

"Pl anchet," said D Artagnan, "I am going out for all day,
perhaps. You are, therefore, your own namster till seven 0'clock
in the evening; but at seven o'clock you nust hold yourself in
readi ness with two horses."

"There!" said Planchet. "W are going again, it appears, to have
our hides pierced in all sorts of ways."

"You will take your nusketoon and your pistols.”

"There, nowl Didn't | say so?" cried Planchet. "I was sure of
it--the cursed letter!"

"Don't be afraid, you idiot; there is nothing in hand but a party
of pleasure.”

"Ah, like the charm ng journey the other day, when it rained
bull ets and produced a crop of steel traps!”

"Well, if you are really afraid, Monsieur Planchet," resuned
D Artagnan, "I will go without you. | prefer traveling alone to
havi ng a conpani on who entertains the |east fear."

"Monsi eur does nme wong," said Planchet; "I thought he had seen
me at work."

"Yes, but | thought perhaps you had worn out all your courage the
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first time."

"Monsi eur shall see that upon occasion | have sonme left; only |
beg Monsieur not to be too prodigal of it if he wishes it to | ast
| ong. "

"Do you believe you have still a certain anmobunt of it to expend
this eveni ng?"

"l hope so, nonsieur."
"Well, then, | count on you."

"At the appointed hour | shall be ready; only | believed that
Monsi eur had but one horse in the Guard stables.™

"Perhaps there is but one at this nonent; but by this evening
there will be four."

"It appears that our journey was a renounting journey, then?”

"Exactly so," said D Artagnan; and nodding to Pl anchet, he went
out .

M Bonaci eux was at his door. D Artaghan's intention was to go
out without speaking to the worthy nmercer; but the latter made so
polite and friendly a salutation that his tenant felt obliged,

not only to stop, but to enter into conversation with him

Besides, howis it possible to avoid a little condescension
toward a husband whose pretty wife has appointed a neeting with
you that same evening at St. Cloud, opposite D Estrees's
pavilion? D Artagnan approached himwi th the nost amiable air he
coul d assune.

The conversation naturally fell upon the incarceration of the
poor man. M Bonaci eux, who was ignorant that D Artagnan had
overheard his conversation with the stranger of Meung, related to
his young tenant the persecutions of that nonster, M de

Laf femas, whom he never ceased to designate, during his account,
by the title of the "cardinal's executioner," and expatiated at
great length upon the Bastille, the bolts, the w ckets, the
dungeons, the gratings, the instrunents of torture.

D Artagnan |istened to himw th exenpl ary conpl ai sance, and when
he had finished said, "And Madane Bonaci eux, do you know who
carried her off?--For | do not forget that | owe to that

unpl easant circunstance the good fortune of having nmade your
acquai nt ance. "

"Ah!" said Bonaci eux, "they took good care not to tell ne that;
and ny wife, on her part, has sworn to ne by all that's sacred
that she does not know. But you," continued M Bonacieux, in a
tine of perfect good fellowship, "what has becone of you al

t hese days? | have not seen you nor your friends, and | don't
think you could gather all that dust that | saw Planchet brush
of f your boots yesterday fromthe pavenment of Paris."”

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com

203



The Three Musketeers 204

"You are right, my dear Monsieur Bonacieux, ny friends and |I have
been on a little journey."

"Far from here?"

"Ch, Lord, no! About forty |eagues only. W went to take
Monsi eur Athos to the waters of Forges, where nmy friends stil
remain."

"And you have returned, have you not?" replied M Bonaci eux,
giving to his countenance a nost sly air. "A handsone young
fellow |li ke you does not obtain |ong | eaves of absence fromhis
m stress; and we were inpatiently waited for at Paris, were we
not ?"

"My faith!" said the young man, |aughing, "I confess it, and so
much nore the readily, my dear Bonacieux, as | see there is no
conceal ing anything fromyou. Yes, | was expected, and very

i npatiently, |I acknow edge."

A slight shade passed over the brow of Bonaci eux, but so slight
that D Artagnan did not perceive it.

"And we are going to be reconpensed for our diligence?" continued
the nmercer, with a trifling alteration in his voice--so trifling,
i ndeed, that D Artagnan did not perceive it any nore than he had
the nmonentary shade which, an instant before, had darkened the
count enance of the worthy man.

"Ah, may you be a true prophet!" said D Artagnan, | aughing.

"No; what | say," replied Bonacieux, "is only that | nay know
whet her | am del ayi ng you."

"Why that question, ny dear host?" asked D Artagnan. "Do you
intend to sit up for nme?"

"No; but since my arrest and the robbery that was commtted in ny

house, | amalarned every tine | hear a door open, particularly
in the night. Wat the deuce can you expect? | amno

swor dsman. "

"Well, don't be alarned if | return at one, two or three o'clock

in the norning; indeed, do not be alarned if | do not conme at
all."

This time Bonaci eux becanme so pale that D Artagnan could not help
perceiving it, and asked hi mwhat was the matter.

"Not hing," replied Bonacieux, "nothing. Since ny msfortunes |
have been subject to faintnesses, which seize ne all at once, and
I have just felt a cold shiver. Pay no attention to it; you have
not hing to occupy yourself with but being happy."

"Then | have full occupation, for I amso."

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com




The Three Musketeers

“"Not yet; wait a little! This evening, you said."

"Well, this evening will conme, thank God! And perhaps you | ook
for it with as nmuch inpatience as | do; perhaps this evening
Madame Bonacieux will visit the conjugal domicile."

"Madane Bonacieux is not at liberty this evening," replied the
husband, seriously; "she is detained at the Louvre this evening
by her duties."

"So much the worse for you, ny dear host, so nuch the worse!
VWen | am happy, | wish all the world to be so; but it appears
that is not possible.”

The young man departed, |aughing at the joke, which he thought he
al one coul d conprehend.

"Amuse yourself well!" replied Bonacieux, in a sepulchral tone

But D Artagnan was too far off to hear him and if he had heard
himin the disposition of nmind he then enjoyed, he certainly
woul d not have remarked it

He took his way toward the hotel of M de Treville; his visit of
the day before, it is to be remenbered, had been very short and
very little explicative

He found Treville in a joyful nmood. He had thought the king and
gueen charming at the ball. It is true the cardinal had been
particularly ill-tenpered. He had retired at one o' clock under
the pretense of being indisposed. As to their Majesties, they
did not return to the Louvre till six o'clock in the norning.

“"Now, " said Treville, lowering his voice, and | ooking into every
corner of the apartment to see if they were alone, "now |let us
tal k about yourself, my young friend; for it is evident that your
happy return has sonething to do with the joy of the king, the
triunmph of the queen, and the humiliation of his Em nence. You
must | ook out for yourself."

"What have | to fear," replied D Artagnan, "as long as | shal
have the luck to enjoy the favor of their Mjesties?"

"Everything, believe nme. The cardinal is not the man to forget a
mystification until he has settled account with the mystifier

and the nystifier appears to nme to have the air of being a
certain young Gascon of ny acquai ntance."

"Do you believe that the cardinal is as well posted as yourself,
and knows that | have been to London?"

"The devil! You have been to London! Was it from London you
brought that beautiful dianond that glitters on your finger?
Beware, my dear D Artagnan! A present froman enemy is not a
good thing. Are there not sonme Latin verses upon that subject?
Stop! "
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"Yes, doubtless,"” replied D Artagnan, who had never been able to
cramthe first rudiments of that |anguage into his head, and who
had by his ignorance driven his master to despair, "yes,

doubtl ess there is one.”

"There certainly is one," said M de Treville, who had a tincture
of literature, "and Monsieur de Benserade was quoting it to ne
the other day. Stop a mnute--ah, this is it: 'Tinmeo Danaos et
dona ferentes,' which neans, 'Beware of the eneny who nmekes you
presents."

"This di anond does not come from an eneny, nonsieur,"”
D Artagnan, "it cones fromthe queen.”

replied

"From the queen! Oh, oh!" said M de Treville. "Wy, it is

i ndeed a true royal jewel, which is worth a thousand pistoles if
it is worth a denier. By whomdid the queen send you this

j ewel ?"

"She gave it to nme herself."

"Wher e?"

“I'n the room adj oi ni ng the chanber in which she changed her
toilet."

" How?"
"G ving me her hand to kiss."

"You have kissed the queen's hand?" said M de Treville, |ooking
earnestly at D Artagnan

"Her Majesty did me the honor to grant ne that favor."

"And that in the presence of wi tnesses! |Inprudent, thrice

i mprudent!"”

"No, nonsieur, be satisfied; nobody saw her," replied D Artagnan
and he related to M de Treville how the affair cane to pass.

"Ch, the wonen, the wonmen!" cried the old soldier. "l know them
by their romantic inmagination. Everything that savors of nystery
charms them So you have seen the arm that was all. You would

neet the queen, and she woul d not know who you are?"
"No; but thanks to this dianond," replied the young man.

"Listen," said M de Treville; "shall | give you counsel, good
counsel, the counsel of a friend?"

"You will do nme honor, nonsieur," said D Artagnan

"Well, then, off to the nearest goldsmth's, and sell that

di anond for the highest price you can get fromhim However much
of a Jew he may be, he will give you at |east eight hundred

pi stoles. Pistoles have no nane, young man, and that ring has a
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terrible one, which may betray hi mwho wears it."

"Sell this ring, a ring which comes fromny sovereign? Never!™
said D Artagnan.

"Then, at least turn the geminside, you silly fellow, for
everybody nust be aware that a cadet from Gascony does not find
such stones in his mother's jewel case."

"You think, then, | have sonmething to dread?" asked D Artagnan
"I mean to say, young man, that he who sl eeps over a mne the
match of which is already lighted, may consider hinmself in safety

in conparison with you."

"The devil!" said D Artagnan, whomthe positive tone of M de
Treville began to disquiet, "the devil! Wat nust | do?"

"Above all things be always on your guard. The cardinal has a
tenaci ous menory and a long arny you may depend upon it, he wll
repay you by sone ill turn.”

"But of what sort?"

"Eh! How can | tell? Has he not all the tricks of a denpn at
his command? The |least that can be expected is that you will be
arrested. "

"What! WII they dare to arrest a man in his Majesty's service?"

"PARDI EUl  They did not scruple nmuch in the case of Athos. At
all events, young nman, rely upon one who has been thirty years at

court. Do not lull yourself in security, or you will be |ost;
but, on the contrary--and it is | who say it--see enemes in al
directions. |If anyone seeks a quarrel with you, shun it, were it

with a child of ten years old. |[|f you are attacked by day or by
night, fight, but retreat, w thout shanme; if you cross a bridge,
feel every plank of it with your foot, |est one should give way
beneath you; if you pass before a house which is being built,

| ook up, for fear a stone should fall upon your head; if you stay
out late, be always foll owed by your |ackey, and | et your |ackey
be arned--if, by the by, you can be sure of your |ackey.

M strust everybody, your friend, your brother, your mistress--
your m stress above all."

D Artagnan bl ushed.

"My mistress above all,’
rat her than anot her?"

repeated he, nechanically; "and why her

"Because a mistress is one of the cardinal's favorite neans; he
has not one that is nore expeditious. A worman will sell you for
ten pistoles, witness Delilah. You are acquainted with the

Scri ptures?”

D Artagnan thought of the appointment Mme. Bonaci eux had nade
with himfor that very evening; but we are bound to say, to the
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credit of our hero, that the bad opinion entertained by M de
Treville of wonen in general, did not inspire himwth the |east
suspi cion of his pretty hostess.

"But, A PROPCS," resunmed M de Treville, "what has becone of your
t hree conpani ons?"

"I was about to ask you if you had heard any news of thenP"
"None, nonsieur."

"Well, | left themon ny road--Porthos at Chantilly, with a due
on his hands; Arami s at Crevecoeur, with a ball in his shoul der

and Athos at Am ens, detained by an accusation of coining."

"See there, now" said M de Treville; "and how the devil did you
escape?"

"By a miracle, nonsieur, | nust acknow edge, with a sword thrust
in my breast, and by nailing the Conte de Wardes on the byroad to
Calais, like a butterfly on a tapestry.”

"There again! De Wardes, one of the cardinal's nen, a cousin of
Rochefort! Stop, ny friend, | have an idea."

"Speak, nonsieur."

“I'n your place, | would do one thing."
n \Ahat ?Il
"While his Em nence was seeking for ne in Paris, | would take,

wi t hout sound of drum or trunpet, the road to Picardy, and woul d
go and nmke some inquiries concerning nmy three conpanions. Wat
the devil! They nerit richly that piece of attention on your
part."”

"The advice is good, monsieur, and tonmorrow | will set out."
"Tomorrow!  Any why not this eveni ng?"

"This evening, nonsieur, | amdetained in Paris by indispensable
busi ness. "

"“Ah, young man, young nman, sone flirtation or other. Take care,

| repeat to you, take care. It is wonman who has rui ned us, stil
ruins us, and will ruin us, as long as the world stands. Take ny
advi ce and set out this evening."

"I npossi bl e, nonsieur."

"You have given your word, then?"

"Yes, nonsieur."

"Ah, that's quite another thing; but promse ne, if you should
not be killed tonight, that you will go tonorrow "
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"I promise it."
"Do you need nobney?"

"I have still fifty pistoles. That, | think, is as nuch as |
shal | want."

"But your conpani ons?"

"I don't think they can be in need of any. W left Paris, each
with seventy-five pistoles in his pocket."

"Shall |1 see you again before your departure?”

"I think not, nonsieur, unless sonething new should happen.™
"Well, a pleasant journey."

"Thanks, nonsieur."”

D Artagnan left M de Treville, touched nore than ever by his
paternal solicitude for his Misketeers.

He cal |l ed successively at the abodes of Athos, Porthos, and
Aramis. Neither of them had returned. Their |ackeys |ikew se
wer e absent, and nothing had been heard of either the one or the
other. He would have inquired after themof their m stresses,

but he was neither acquainted with Porthos's nor Arami s's, and as
to Athos, he had none.

As he passed the Hotel des Gardes, he took a glance in to the
stables. Three of the four horses had already arrived.

Pl anchet, all astonishnment, was busy grooming them and had
al ready finished two.

"Ah, nonsieur," said Planchet, on perceiving D Artagnan, "how
glad | amto see you."

"Why so, Planchet?" asked the young man.

"Do you place confidence in our |andlord--Monsieur Bonaci eux?"
“I? Not the least in the world."

"Oh, you do quite right, nonsieur."

"But why this question?"

"Because, while you were talking with him | watched you wi t hout
listening to you; and, nonsieur, his countenance changed col or
two or three tinmes!"

"Bah!"

"Preoccupi ed as Mnsieur was with the letter he had received, he
did not observe that; but I, whomthe strange fashion in which
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that letter cane into the house had placed on ny guard--1 did not
| ose a nmovement of his features."”

"And you found it?"

“Traitorous, nonsieur."

"I ndeed! "

"Still nore; as soon as Monsieur had |left and di sappeared round
the corner of the street, Monsieur Bonacieux took his hat, shut
hi s door, and set off at a quick pace in an opposite direction."
"It seens you are right, Planchet; all this appears to be a
little nysterious; and be assured that we will not pay himour
rent until the matter shall be categorically explained to us."
"Monsi eur jests, but Monsieur will see.”

"What woul d you have, Planchet? What nust cone is witten."
"Monsi eur does not then renounce his excursion for this evening?"
"Quite the contrary, Planchet; the more ill will | have toward
Monsi eur Bonaci eux, the nmore punctual | shall be in keeping the
appoi ntnent made by that letter which makes you so uneasy."

"Then that is Mnsieur's determ nati on?"

"Undeniably, my friend. At nine o'clock, then, be ready here at
the hotel, | will cone and take you."

Pl anchet seeing there was no | onger any hope of nmking his master
renounce his project, heaved a profound sigh and set to work to
groom the third horse.

As to D Artagnan, being at bottom a prudent youth, instead of
returning himhe went and dined with the Gascon priest, who, at
the time of the distress of the four friends, had given them a
br eakfast of chocol ate.

24 THE PAVI LI ON

At nine o' clock D Artagnan was at the Hotel des Gardes; he found
Pl anchet all ready. The fourth horse had arrived.

Pl anchet was armed with his nusketoon and a pistol. D Artagnan
had his sword and placed two pistols in his belt; then both
nmount ed and departed quietly. It was quite dark, and no one saw

them go out. Planchet took place behind his master, and kept at
a distance of ten paces from him

D Artagnan crossed the quays, went out by the gate of La
Conference and foll owed the road, nuch nore beautiful then than
it is now, which leads to St. Cl oud.
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As long as he was in the city, Planchet kept at the respectfu

di stance he had i nposed upon hinself; but as soon as the road
began to be nore lonely and dark, he drew softly nearer, so that
when they entered the Bois de Boul ogne he found hinself riding
quite naturally side by side with his master. |In fact, we nust
not dissenble that the oscillation of the tall trees and the
reflection of the nmoon in the dark underwood gave hi m serious
uneasi ness. D Artagnan could not hel p perceiving that sonething
nore than usual was passing in the mind of his |ackey and said,
"Well, Mnsieur Planchet, what is the matter with us now?"
"Don't you think, nonsieur, that woods are |ike churches?"

"How so, Pl anchet?"

"Because we dare not speak aloud in one or the other."

"But why did you not dare to speak al oud, Planchet--because you
are afrai d?"

"Afrai d of being heard? Yes, nonsieur."

"Afraid of being heard! Wy, there is nothing inproper in our
conversation, nmy dear Planchet, and no one could find fault with
it."

"Ah, nonsieur!" replied Planchet, recurring to his besetting

i dea, "that Mbonsieur Bonacieux has something vicious in his
eyebrows, and sonething very unpleasant in the play of his lips.”
"What the devil makes you think of Bonaci eux?"

"“Monsi eur, we think of what we can, and not of what we will."

"Because you are a coward, Planchet."

"Monsi eur, we nmust not confound prudence with cowardice; prudence
is avirtue.”

"And you are very virtuous, are you not, Planchet?"

“"Monsieur, is not that the barrel of a nusket which glitters
yonder? Had we not better |ower our heads?"

“In truth,” murmured D Artagnan, to whom M de Treville's
recommendati on recurred, "this animal will end by making ne
afraid.” And he put his horse into a trot.

Pl anchet foll owed the novenents of his master as if he had been
hi s shadow, and was soon trotting by his side.

"Are we going to continue this pace all night?" asked Pl anchet.
"No; you are at your journey's end.”
"How, nonsieur! And you?"
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"I amgoing a few steps farther."
"And Mbnsi eur | eaves ne here al one?"
"You are afraid, Planchet?"

“No; | only beg | eave to observe to Monsieur that the night wll
be very cold, that chills bring on rheurmatism and that a | ackey
who has the rheumati sm nakes but a poor servant, particularly to
a master as active as Monsieur."

"Well, if you are cold, Planchet, you can go into one of those
cabarets that you see yonder, and be in waiting for ne at the
door by six o'clock in the norning."

“"Monsi eur, | have eaten and drunk respectfully the crown you gave
me this nmorning, so that | have not a sou left in case | should
be cold."

"Here's half a pistole. Tonorrow norning."

D Artagnan sprang fromhis horse, threw the bridle to Pl anchet,
and departed at a quick pace, folding his cloak around him

"Good Lord, how cold | am" cried Planchet, as soon as he had
| ost sight of his master; and in such haste was he to warm

hi mrsel f that he went straight to a house set out with all the
attri butes of a suburban tavern, and knocked at the door

In the nmeantinme D Artagnan, who had plunged into a bypath,
continued his route and reached St. C oud; but instead of
following the nmain street he turned behind the chateau, reached a
sort of retired |lane, and found hinself soon in front of the
pavilion naned. It was situated in a very private spot. A high
wal |, at the angle of which was the pavilion, ran along one side
of this lane, and on the other was a little garden connected with
a poor cottage which was protected by a hedge from passers-by.

He gai ned the place appointed, and as no signal had been given
hi m by which to announce his presence, he waited.

Not the | east noise was to be heard; it nmight be inmagined that he
was a hundred mles fromthe capital. D Artagnan | eaned agai nst
the hedge, after having cast a glance behind it. Beyond that
hedge, that garden, and that cottage, a dark m st envel oped with
its folds that imensity where Paris slept--a vast void from
which glittered a few | um nous points, the funeral stars of that
hel I'!

But for D Artagnan all aspects were clothed happily, all ideas
wore a snile, all shades were diaphanous. The appoi nted hour was
about to strike. In fact, at the end of a few ninutes the belfry

of St. Cloud let fall slowmy then strokes fromits sonorous jaws.
There was sonet hing nelancholy in this brazen voice pouring out
its lamentations in the mddle of the night; but each of those
strokes, which made up the expected hour, vibrated harnoniously
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to the heart of the young man

His eyes were fixed upon the little pavilion situated at the
angle of the wall, of which all the wi ndows were closed with
shutters, except one on the first story. Through this w ndow
shone a mld light which silvered the foliage of two or three
linden trees which formed a group outside the park. There could
be no doubt that behind this little wi ndow, which threw forth
such friendly beans, the pretty Mme. Bonaci eux expected him

W apped in this sweet idea, D Artagnan waited half an hour

wi t hout the |east inpatience, his eyes fixed upon that charmn ng
little abode of which he could perceive a part of the ceiling
with its gilded noldings, attesting the el egance of the rest of
the apartnent.

The belfry of St. C oud sounded hal f past ten.

This time, wi thout knowi ng why, D Artagnan felt a cold shiver run
through his veins. Perhaps the cold began to affect him and he
took a perfectly physical sensation for a noral inpression

Then the idea seized himthat he had read incorrectly, and that
t he appoi ntnment was for eleven o'clock. He drew near to the

wi ndow, and pl acing hinself so that a ray of |ight should fal
upon the letter as he held it, he drew it from his pocket and
read it again; but he had not been mni staken, the appointnment was
for ten o' clock. He went and resunmed his post, beginning to be
rather uneasy at this silence and this solitude.

El even o' cl ock sounded.

D Artagnan began now really to fear that something had happened
to Mme. Bonacieux. He clapped his hands three tines--the

ordi nary signal of |overs; but nobody replied to him not even an
echo.

He then thought, with a touch of vexation, that perhaps the young
wormen had fallen asleep while waiting for him He approached the
wall, and tried to clinb it; but the wall had been recently

poi nted, and D Artagnan could get no hold.

At that nonment he thought of the trees, upon whose | eaves the
light still shone; and as one of them drooped over the road, he
t hought that fromits branches he might get a glinpse of the
interior of the pavilion.

The tree was easy to clinb. Besides, D Artagnan was but twenty
years ol d, and consequently had not yet forgotten his school boy
habits. In an instant he was anong the branches, and his keen
eyes plunged through the transparent panes into the interior of
the pavilion.

It was a strange thing, and one which made D Artagnhan trenble
fromthe sole of his foot to the roots of his hair, to find that
this soft light, this calmlanp, enlightened a scene of fearfu

di sorder. One of the wi ndows was broken, the door of the chanber
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had been beaten in and hung, split in two, on its hinges. A
tabl e, which had been covered with an el egant supper, was
overturned. The decanters broken in pieces, and the fruits
crushed, strewed the floor. Everything in the apartnment gave

evi dence of a violent and desperate struggle. D Artagnan even
fanci ed he could recognize amd this strange di sorder, fragnents
of garnments, and some bl oody spots staining the cloth and the
curtains. He hastened to descend into the street, with a
frightful beating at his heart; he wished to see if he could find
ot her traces of violence.

The little soft |light shone on in the cal mess of the night.

D Artagnan then perceived a thing that he had not before

remar ked--for nothing had led himto the exam nation--that the
ground, tranpled here and hoof narked there, presented confused
traces of nen and horses. Besides, the wheels of a carriage,
whi ch appeared to have cone from Paris, had nade a deep

i mpression in the soft earth, which did not extend beyond the
pavilion, but turned again toward Paris.

At length D Artagnan, in pursuing his researches, found near the
wall a woman's torn glove. This glove, wherever it had not
touched the nuddy ground, was of irreproachable odor. It was one
of those perfuned gloves that lovers like to snatch froma pretty
hand.

As D Artagnan pursued his investigations, a nore abundant and
nore icy sweat rolled in large drops fromhis forehead; his heart
was oppressed by a horrible anguish; his respiration was broken
and short. And yet he said, to reassure hinself, that this
pavi |l i on perhaps had nothing in conmon with Mre. Bonaci eux; that
the young woman had nade an appoi ntnent with himbefore the
pavilion, and not in the pavilion; that she m ght have been
detained in Paris by her duties, or perhaps by the jeal ousy of
her husband.

But all these reasons were conbated, destroyed, overthrown, by
that feeling of intimte pain which, on certain occasions, takes
possessi on of our being, and cries to us so as to be understood
unm stakably that some great m sfortune is hangi ng over us.

Then D Artagnan becane alnmost wild. He ran along the high road,
took the path he had before taken, and reaching the ferry,
i nterrogated the boat man.

About seven o'clock in the evening, the boatman had taken over a
young wonman, w apped in a black mantle, who appeared to be very
anxi ous not to be recognized; but entirely on account of her
precautions, the boatman had paid nore attention to her and

di scovered that she was young and pretty.

There were then, as now, a crowd of young and pretty wonmen who
came to St. Cloud, and who had reasons for not being seen, and
yet D Artagnan did not for an instant doubt that it was Mre.
Bonaci eux whom t he boat man had noti ced.

D Artagnan took advantage of the |anp which burned in the cabin
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of the ferryman to read the billet of Mre. Bonaci eux once again
and satisfy hinmself that he had not been m staken, that the
appoi ntnment was at St. Cloud and not el sewhere, before the

D Estrees's pavilion and not in another street. Everything
conspired to prove to D Artagnan that his presentinents had not
deceived him and that a great m sfortune had happened.

He again ran back to the chateau. |t appeared to hi mthat
sonmet hi ng m ght have happened at the pavilion in his absence, and
that fresh information awaited him The |ane was still deserted,

and the same cal msoft |ight shone through the w ndow.

D Artagnan then thought of that cottage, silent and obscure,

whi ch had no doubt seen all, and could tell its tale. The gate
of the enclosure was shut; but he | eaped over the hedge, and in
spite of the barking of a chained-up dog, went up to the cabin.

No one answered to his first knocking. A silence of death
reigned in the cabin as in the pavilion; but as the cabin was his
| ast resource, he knocked again

It soon appeared to himthat he heard a slight noise within--a
timd noise which seenmed to trenble lest it should be heard.

Then D Artagnan ceased knocki ng, and prayed with an accent so
full of anxiety and prom ses, terror and cajolery, that his voice
was of a nature to reassure the nost fearful. At length an old,
wor m eaten shutter was opened, or rather pushed ajar, but closed
again as soon as the light froma miserable |anp which burned in
t he corner had shone upon the baldric, sword belt, and pisto
pomrel s of D Artagnan. Nevertheless, rapid as the novenent had
been, D Artagnan had had tinme to get a glinpse of the head of an
ol d man.

“I'n the name of heaven!" cried he, "listen to nme; | have been
waiting for someone who has not cone. | amdying with anxiety.
Has anything particul ar happened in the nei ghborhood? Speak!"

The wi ndow was agai n opened slowy, and the sanme face appeared,
only it was now still nore pale than before.

D Artagnan related his story sinply, with the om ssion of nanes.
He told how he had a rendezvous with a young worman before that
pavilion, and how, not seeing her cone, he had clinbed the |inden
tree, and by the light of the |anp had seen the disorder of the
chanber .

The old man listened attentively, nmaking a sign only that it was
all so; and then, when D Artagnan had ended, he shook his head
with an air that announced nothi ng good.

"What do you nean?" cried D Artagnan. "In the nane of heaven,
expl ain yoursel f!"

"Ch! Monsieur," said the old man, "ask me nothing; for if |
dared tell you what | have seen, certainly no good woul d befal
me."
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"You have, then, seen sonething?" replied D Artaghan. "In that
case, in the nane of heaven," continued he, throwing hima
pistole, "tell me what you have seen, and I will pledge you the

word of a gentleman that not one of your words shall escape from
ny heart."

The ol d man read so nuch truth and so nmuch grief in the face of
the young man that he made hima sign to listen, and repeated in
a low voice: "It was scarcely nine o' clock when | heard a noi se
in the street, and was wondering what it could be, when on coning
to my door, | found that sonebody was endeavoring to open it. As
I am very poor and am not afraid of being robbed, I went and
opened the gate and saw three nen at a few paces fromit. 1In the
shadow was a carriage with two horses, and sone saddl ehor ses.
These horses evidently belonged to the three nen, who wee dressed

as cavaliers. 'Ah, ny worthy gentlenen,' cried |, 'what do you
want?' ' You nust have a | adder?' said he who appeared to be the
| eader of the party. 'Yes, nonsieur, the one with which | gather
my fruit." ‘'Lend it to us, and go into your house again; there

is a crowm for the annoyance we have caused you. Only renenber
this--if you speak a word of what you may see or what you may
hear (for you will look and you will listen, | amquite sure,
however we may threaten you), you are lost.' At these words he
threw ne a crown, which | picked up, and he took the | adder

After shutting the gate behind them | pretended to return to the
house, but | imediately went out a back door, and stealing al ong
in the shade of the hedge, | gained yonder clunp of elder, from
which | could hear and see everything. The three nen brought the
carriage up quietly, and took out of it alittle man, stout,
short, elderly, and commonly dressed in clothes of a dark col or
who ascended the | adder very carefully, |ooked suspiciously in at
the wi ndow of the pavilion, came down as quietly as he had gone
up, and whispered, 'It is she!" |Inmediately, he who had spoken
to me approached the door of the pavilion, opened it with a key
he had in his hand, closed the door and di sappeared, while at the
same time the other two nmen ascended the |adder. The little old
man remai ned at the coach door; the coachman took care of his
horses, the | ackey held the saddl ehorses. All at once great
cried resounded in the pavilion, and a woman cane to the w ndow,
and opened it, as if to throw herself out of it; but as soon as
she perceived the other two nmen, she fell back and they went into
the chanmber. Then | saw no nore; but | heard the noise of
breaking furniture. The woman screaned, and cried for hel p; but
her cries were soon stifled. Two of the nmen appeared, bearing
the woman in their arms, and carried her to the carriage, into
which the little old man got after her. The |eader closed the

wi ndow, canme out an instant after by the door, and satisfied

hi msel f that the woman was in the carriage. H's two conpani ons
were already on horseback. He sprang into his saddle; the |ackey
took his place by the coachman; the carriage went off at a quick
pace, escorted by the three horsenen, and all was over. From
that nmoment | have neither seen nor heard anything."

D Artagnan, entirely overconme by this terrible story, remained
noti onl ess and nute, while all the denons of anger and jeal ousy
were howing in his heart.
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"But, nmy good gentleman,"” resuned the old man, upon whomthis
mut e despair certainly produced a greater effect than cries and
tears woul d have done, "do not take on so; they did not kill her
and that's a confort."

"Can you guess," said D Artagnan, "who was the man who headed
this infernal expedition?”

"I don't know him"

"But as you spoke to himyou nust have seen him?"
"Ch, it's a description you want?"

"Exactly so."

"Atall, dark man, with black nustaches, dark eyes, and the air
of a gentlenman."

"That's the man!" cried D Artagnan, "again he, forever he! He is
my denon, apparently. And the other?”

"Whi ch?"
"The short one."

"Ch, he was not a gentleman, |'Il answer for it; besides, he did
not wear a sword, and the others treated himwi th small
consi deration."

"Sonme | ackey," murnmured D Artagnan. "Poor woman, poor wonman
what have they done with you?"

"You have pronmi sed to be secret, my good nonsieur?" said the old
man.

"And | renew my promi se. Be easy, | ama gentleman. A gentlenman
has but his word, and | have given you mne."

Wth a heavy heart, D Artagnan again bent his way toward the
ferry. Sonetines he hoped it could not be Mre. Bonaci eux, and
that he should find her next day at the Louvre; sometines he
feared she had had an intrigue with another, who, in a jealous
fit, had surprised her and carried her off. H's mnd was torn by
doubt, grief, and despair

"Ch, if I had ny three friends here," cried he, "I should have,
at | east, some hopes of finding her; but who knows what has
beconme of then?"

It was past midnight; the next thing was to find Planchet.
D Artagnan went successively into all the cabarets in which there
was a light, but could not find Planchet in any of them

At the sixth he began to reflect that the search was rather
dubi ous. D Artagnan had appointed six o'clock in the norning for
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his | ackey, and wherever he m ght be, he was right.

Besides, it came into the young man's nmind that by remaining in
the environs of the spot on which this sad event had passed, he
woul d, perhaps, have sone |ight thrown upon the nysterious
affair. At the sixth cabaret, then, as we said, D Artagnan

st opped, asked for a bottle of wine of the best quality, and

pl acing hinmself in the darkest corner of the room determn ned
thus to wait till daylight; but this tinme again his hopes were

di sappoi nted, and although he listened with all his ears, he
heard nothing, am d the oaths, coarse jokes, and abuse which
passed between the | aborers, servants, and carters who conprised
t he honorabl e society of which he formed a part, which could put
hi m upon the | east track of her who had been stolen fromhim He
was conpelled, them after having swallowed the contents of his
bottle, to pass the tinme as well as to evade suspicion, to fal
into the easiest position in his corner and to sl eep, whether
well or ill. D Artagnan, be it renenbered, was only twenty years
old, and at that age sleep has its inprescriptible rights which
it inperiously insists upon, even with the saddest hearts.

Toward six o' clock D Artagnan awoke with that unconfortable
feeling which generally acconpani es the break of day after a bad
night. He was not long in making his toilet. He exam ned
himself to see if advantage had been taken of his sleep, and
havi ng found his dianmond ring on his finger, his purse in his
pocket, and his pistols in his belt, he rose, paid for his
bottle, and went out to try if he could have any better luck in
his search after his | ackey than he had had the ni ght before.
The first thing he perceived through the danp gray m st was
honest Pl anchet, who, with the two horses in hand, awaited him at
the door of a little blind cabaret, before which D Artagnan had
passed wi thout even a suspicion of its existence.

25 PORTHOS

Instead of returning directly hone, D Artagnan alighted at the
door of M de Treville, and ran quickly up the stairs. This tinme
he had decided to relate all that had passed. M de Treville
woul d doubtl ess give himgood advice as to the whole affair

Besi des, as M de Treville saw the queen al nost daily, he m ght
be able to draw from her Majesty sone intelligence of the poor
young wonman, whom they were doubtl ess maki ng pay very dearly for
her devotedness to her m stress.

M de Treville listened to the young man's account with a
seriousness which proved that he saw sonething else in this
adventure besides a love affair. Wen D Artagnan had fi ni shed,
he said, "Huml All this savors of his Em nence, a |eague off."

"But what is to be done?" said D Artagnan
“Not hi ng, absolutely nothing, at present, but quitting at Paris,

as | told you, as soon as possible. | will see the queen; | will
relate to her the details of the disappearance of this poor
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wonman, of which she is no doubt ignorant. These details will
gui de her on her part, and on your return, | shall perhaps have
some good news to tell you. Rely on ne."

D' Artagnan knew that, although a Gascon, M de Treville was not
in the habit of nmaking prom ses, and that when by chance he did
prom se, he nore than kept his word. He bowed to him then, ful
of gratitude for the past and for the future; and the worthy
captain, who on his side felt a lively interest in this young
man, so brave and so resolute, pressed his hand kindly, w shing
hi m a pl easant j ourney.

Determ ned to put the advice of M de Treville in practice
instantly, D Artagnan directed his course toward the Rue des
Fossoyeurs, in order to superintend the packing of his valise.

On approaching the house, he perceived M Bonacieux in norning
costune, standing at his threshold. Al that the prudent

Pl anchet had said to himthe precedi ng eveni ng about the sinister
character of the old man recurred to the nmind of D Artagnan, who
| ooked at himwith nore attention than he had done before. In
fact, in addition to that yellow, sickly pal eness which indicates
the insinuation of the bile in the blood, and which m ght,

besi des, be accidental, D Artagnan renarked sonething
perfidiously significant in the play of the winkled features of
hi s countenance. A rogue does not |augh in the same way that an
honest man does; a hypocrite does not shed the tears of a man of
good faith. All falsehood is a nask; and however well nade the
mask may be, with a little attention we may al ways succeed in

di stinguishing it fromthe true face

It appeared, then, to D Artagnan that M Bonaci eux wore a mask,
and likewi se that that nmask was nost di sagreeable to | ook upon
In consequence of this feeling of repugnance, he was about to
pass wi thout speaking to him but, as he had done the day before,
M Bonaci eux accosted him

"Well, young man," said he, "we appear to pass rather gay nights!
Seven o' clock in the nmorning! PESTE! You seemto reverse

ordi nary customs, and cone honme at the hour when other people are
goi ng out."

"No one can reproach you for anything of the kind, Monsieur
Bonaci eux, " said the young man; "you are a nodel for regular
people. It is true that when a man possesses a young and pretty
wi fe, he has no need to seek happi ness el sewhere. Happi ness
cones to neet him does it not, Monsieur Bonaci eux?"

Bonaci eux became as pale as death, and grinned a ghastly snile.

"Ah, ah!" said Bonaci eux, "you are a jocular conpanion! But
where the devil were you gladding |ast night, ny young master?
It does not appear to be very clean in the crossroads."

D Artagnan gl anced down at his boots, all covered with nud; but
that same gl ance fell upon the shoes and stockings of the nercer
and it mght have been said they had been di pped in the sanme mnmud
heap. Both were stained with splashes of nud of the sane
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appear ance.

Then a sudden idea crossed the mind of D Artagnan. That little
stout man, short and elderly, that sort of |ackey, dressed in
dark clothes, treated without cerenony by the nmen wearing swords
who conposed the escort, was Bonaci eux hinself. The husband had
presi ded at the abduction of his wife.

Aterrible inclination seized D Artagnan to grasp the nercer by
the throat and strangle him but, as we have said, he was a very
prudent youth, and he restrained hinself. However, the

revol uti on whi ch appeared upon his countenance was so visible
that Bonaci eux was terrified at it, and he endeavored to draw
back a step or two; but as he was standing before the half of the
door which was shut, the obstacle conpelled himto keep his

pl ace.

"“Ah, but you are joking, my worthy man!" said D Artagnan. It
appears to ne that if ny boots need a sponge, your stockings and
shoes stand in equal need of a brush. May you not have been
philandering a little al so, Mnsieur Bonacieux? ©Ch, the devil!
That's unpardonable in a man of your age, and who besi des, has
such a pretty wife as yours."

"Ch, Lord! no," said Bonacieux, "but yesterday | went to St.
Mande to nmake sonme inquiries after a servant, as | cannot

possi bly do w thout one; and the roads were so bad that | brought
back all this nmud, which I have not yet had tinme to renove."

The place named by Bonaci eux as that which had been the object of
his journey was a fresh proof in support of the suspicions

D Artagnan had conceived. Bonaci eux had named Mande because
Mande was in an exactly opposite direction fromSt. Cloud. This
probability afforded himhis first consolation. |[|f Bonacieux
knew where his wife was, one mght, by extrene neans, force the
nmercer to open his teeth and let his secret escape. The
guestion, then, was how to change this probability into a
certainty.

"Pardon, mny dear Mbnsieur Bonacieux, if | don't stand upon
cerenony," said D Artagnan, "but nothing nakes one so thirsty as
want of sleep. | amparched with thirst. Allowne to take a

gl ass of water in your apartnent; you know that is never refused
anong nei ghbors."

Wt hout waiting for the pernission of his host, D Artagnhan went
qui ckly into the house, and cast a rapid glance at the bed. It
had not been used. Bonacieux had not been abed. He had only
been back an hour or two; he had acconpanied his wife to the

pl ace of her confinenent, or else at least to the first relay.

"Thanks, Monsieur Bonacieux," said D Artagnan, enptying his

glass, "that is all |I wanted of you. | will now go up into ny
apartnent. | will make Planchet brush ny boots; and when he has
done, | will, if you like, send himto you to brush your shoes."
He left the nmercer quite astonished at his singular farewell, and
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asking hinmself if he had not been a little inconsiderate.

At the top of the stairs he found Planchet in a great fright.
"Ah, nonsieur!" cried Planchet, as soon as he perceived his
master, "here is nore trouble. | thought you would never cone
in."

"What's the matter now, Planchet?" demanded D Artagnan

"Ch! | give you a hundred, | give you a thousand tinmes to guess,
nonsi eur, the visit | received in your absence."

"When?"

"About half an hour ago, while you were at Monsieur de
Treville's."

"Who has been here? Cone, speak.”
"Monsi eur de Cavois."

"Monsi eur de Cavoi s?"

"I n person.”

"The captain of the cardinal's Guards?"
"Hinsel f."

"Did he come to arrest nme?"

"I have no doubt that he did, nonsieur, for all his wheedling
manner . "

"Was he so sweet, then?"
"I ndeed, he was all honey, nonsieur."
"l ndeed! "

"He cane, he said, on the part of his Em nence, who w shed you
well, and to beg you to follow himto the Pal ai s- Royal . "*

*It was called the Palais-Cardinal before Richelieu gave it to
t he King.

"What did you answer hinP"

"That the thing was inpossible, seeing that you were not at hone,
as he could see."

"Well, what did he say then?"

"That you nust not fail to call upon himin the course of the
day; and then he added in a | ow voice, 'Tell your master that his
Emi nence is very well disposed toward him and that his fortune
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per haps depends upon this interview '"

"The snare is rather MALADRO T for the cardinal,"” replied the
young man, smling.

"Ch, | saw the snare, and | answered you would be quite in
despair on your return.

Where has he gone?' asked Monsieur de Cavois.
"*To Troyes, in Chanmpagne,' | answered.

""And when did he set out?

"' Yest erday eveni ng.

"Planchet, ny friend," interrupted D Artagnan, "you are really a
precious fellow"

"You will understand, nonsieur, | thought there would be stil
time, if you wish, to see Mnsieur de Cavois to contradict nme by
sayi ng you were not yet gone. The falsehood would then lie at ny
door, and as | amnot a gentlenman, | may be allowed to lie."

"Be of good heart, Planchet, you shall preserve your reputation
as a veracious man. |In a quarter of an hour we set off."

"That's the advice | was about to give Mnsieur; and where are we
going, may | ask, w thout being too curious?"

"PARDI EU!  In the opposite direction to that which you said | was
gone. Besides, are you not as anxious to |learn news of G i maud,
Mousquet on, and Bazin as | amto know what has beconme of Athos,
Porthos, and Aram s?"

"Yes, nonsieur," said Planchet, "and | will go as soon as you

pl ease. Indeed, | think provincial air will suit us much better
just now than the air of Paris. So then--"

"So then, pack up our luggage, Planchet, and let us be off. On

ny part, | will go out with ny hands in ny pockets, that nothing
may be suspected. You may join ne at the Hotel des Gardes. By
the way, Planchet, | think you are right with respect to our

host, and that he is decidedly a frightfully low wetch."

"Ah, nonsieur, you nmay take ny word when | tell you anything.
am a physi ognom st, | assure you."

D Artagnan went out first, as had been agreed upon. Then, in
order that he m ght have nothing to reproach hinself with, he
directed his steps, for the last tinme, toward the residences of
his three friends. No news had been received of them only a
letter, all perfuned and of an elegant witing in small
characters, had cone for Aranis. D Artagnan took charge of it.
Ten m nutes afterward Pl anchet joined himat the stables of the
Hotel des Gardes. D Artagnan, in order that there m ght be no
time lost, had saddl ed his horse hinself.
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"That's well," said he to Planchet, when the latter added the
portmanteau to the equi pment. "Now saddle the other three
horses. "

"Do you think, then, nonsieur, that we shall travel faster with
two horses apiece?" said Planchet, with his shrewd air

“"No, Monsieur Jester," replied D Artagnan; "but with our four
horses we may bring back our three friends, if we should have the
good fortune to find themliving."

"Which is a great chance," replied Planchet, "but we nust not
despair of the mercy of God."

"Amen!" said D Artagnhan, getting into his saddle.

As they went fromthe Hotel des Gardes, they separated, |eaving
the street at opposite ends, one having to quit Paris by the
Barriere de la Villette and the other by the Barriere Montmartre,
to meet again beyond St. Denis--a strategic maneuver which

havi ng been executed with equal punctuality, was crowned with the
nost fortunate results. D Artagnan and Pl anchet entered
Pierrefitte together.

Pl anchet was nore courageous, it nmust be admitted, by day than by
night. H's natural prudence, however, never forsook himfor a
single instant. He had forgotten not one of the incidents of the
first journey, and he | ooked upon everybody he met on the road as
an eneny. It followed that his hat was forever in his hand,

whi ch procured him sone severe reprinmands from D Artagnan, who
feared that his excess of politeness would | ead people to think
he was the | ackey of a man of no consequence.

Nevert hel ess, whet her the passengers were really touched by the
urbanity of Planchet or whether this tinme nobody was posted on
the young man's road, our two travelers arrived at Chantilly

wi t hout any accident, and alighted at the tavern of Great St.
Martin, the same at which they had stopped on their first

j our ney.

The host, on seeing a young man followed by a |l ackey with two
extra horses, advanced respectfully to the door. Now, as they
had al ready travel ed el even | eagues, D Artagnan thought it tine
to stop, whether Porthos were or were not in the inn. Perhaps it
woul d not be prudent to ask at once what had becone of the
Musketeer. The result of these reflections was that D Artagnan
wi t hout asking information of any kind, alighted, comended the
horses to the care of his |lackey, entered a small room destined
to receive those who wi shed to be alone, and desired the host to
bring hima bottle of his best wine and as good a breakfast as
possi bl e--a desire which further corroborated the high opinion

t he i nnkeeper had formed of the traveler at first sight.

D Artagnan was therefore served with mraculous celerity. The
regi ment of the Guards was recruited anong the first gentlenen of
t he ki ngdom and D Artagnan, followed by a | ackey, and traveling
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with four magnificent horses, despite the sinplicity of his

uni form could not fail to make a sensation. The host desired
himself to serve him which D Artagnan perceiving, ordered two
gl asses to be brought, and comrenced the foll owi ng conversation

"My faith, ny good host," said D Artagnan, filling the two
gl asses, "I asked for a bottle of your best wine, and if you have
deceived ne, you will be punished in what you have sinned; for

seeing that | hate drinking my nyself, you shall drink with ne.
Take your glass, then, and let us drink. But what shall we drink
to, so as to avoid woundi ng any susceptibility? Let us drink to
the prosperity of your establishnment.”

"Your Lordship does ne much honor," said the host, "and | thank
you sincerely for your kind w sh."

"But don't mstake," said D Artagnan, "there is nore selfishness
in my toast than perhaps you may think--for it is only in
prosperous establishnments that one is well received. 1In hotels
that do not flourish, everything is in confusion, and the
traveler is a victimto the enbarrassnents of his host. Now, |
travel a great deal, particularly on this road, and I wi sh to see
all innkeepers making a fortune."

"It seens to nme," said the host, "that this is not the first tinme
| have had the honor of seeing Monsieur."

"Bah, | have passed perhaps ten tinmes through Chantilly, and out
of the ten tinmes | have stopped three or four times at your house
at least. Wy | was here only ten or twelve days ago. | was

conducting sone friends, Misketeers, one of whom by the by, had
a dispute with a stranger--a man who sought a quarrel with him
for I don't know what."

"Exactly so," said the host; "I renenber it perfectly. It is not
Monsi eur Porthos that your Lordship neans?"

"Yes, that is nmy companion's name. M God, my dear host, tell ne
i f anything has happened to hinP"

"Your Lordship nmust have observed that he could not continue his
journey."

"Why, to be sure, he pronmised to rejoin us, and we have seen
not hing of him™"

"He has done us the honor to remain here.”

"What, he had done you the honor to remain here?"

"Yes, nonsieur, in this house; and we are even a |little uneasy--"
"On what account ?"

"Of certain expenses he has contracted."”

"Well, but whatever expenses he may have incurred, | am sure he
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isin acondition to pay them"

"Ah, nonsieur, you infuse genuine balminto ny blood. W have
made consi derabl e advances; and this very norning the surgeon
declared that if Monsieur Porthos did not pay him he should | ook
to me, as it was | who had sent for him"

"Porthos is wounded, then?"

"I cannot tell you, nonsieur."

"What! You cannot tell ne? Surely you ought to be able to tel
me better than any other person.”

"Yes; but in our situation we nust not say all we know- -
particularly as we have been warned that our ears should answer
for our tongues."

"Well, can | see Porthos?"

"Certainly, nonsieur. Take the stairs on your right; go up the
first flight and knock at Number One. Only warn himthat it is
you. "

"Why should | do that?"

"Because, nonsieur, sone mschief night happen to you."

"Of what kind, in the nanme of wonder?"

"Monsi eur Porthos may i magi ne you belong to the house, and in a
fit of passion mght run his sword through you or bl ow out your
brains."

"What have you done to him then?"

"We have asked himfor noney."

"The devil! Ah, | can understand that. It is a demand that
Porthos takes very ill when he is not in funds; but I know he
nmust be so at present.”

"We thought so, too, nonsieur. As our house is carried on very
regularly, and we rmake out our bills every week, at the end of
ei ght days we presented our account; but it appeared we had
chosen an unlucky nmonent, for at the first word on the subject,
he sent us to all the devils. It is true he had been playing the
day before.™

"Playi ng the day before! And with whon?"

"Lord, who can say, nonsieur? Wth some gentlenman who was
traveling this way, to whom he proposed a ganme of LANSQUENET."

"That's it, then, and the foolish fellow |lost all he had?"
"Even to his horse, nonsieur; for when the gentleman was about to
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set out, we perceived that his | ackey was saddling Monsieur
Porthos's horse, as well as his master's. Wen we observed this
to him he told us all to trouble ourselves about our own

busi ness, as this horse belonged to him W also inforned

Monsi eur Porthos of what was going on; but he told us we were
scoundrels to doubt a gentleman's word, and that as he had said
the horse was his, it nust be so."

"That's Porthos all over," nmurnured D Artagnan

"Then," continued the host, "I replied that as fromthe noment we
seenmed not likely to come to a good understanding with respect to
paynment, | hoped that he would have at | east the kindness to

grant the favor of his customto nmy brother host of the Gol den
Eagl e; but Monsieur Porthos replied that, ny house being the
best, he should renmain where he was. This reply was too
flattering to allow ne to insist on his departure. | confined
nmysel f then to begging himto give up his chanmber, which is the
handsomest in the hotel, and to be satisfied with a pretty little
roomon the third floor; but to this Monsieur Porthos replied
that as he every nonent expected his mstress, who was one of the
greatest ladies in the court, | mght easily conprehend that the
chanber he did me the honor to occupy in ny house was itself very
mean for the visit of such a personage. Nevertheless, while
acknow edging the truth of what he said, | thought proper to

i nsist; but wi thout even giving hinself the trouble to enter into
any discussion with ne, he took one of his pistols, laid it on
his table, day and night, and said that at the first word that
shoul d be spoken to hi m about renoving, either within the house
or our of it, he would blow out the brains of the person who
shoul d be so inprudent as to neddle with a matter which only
concerned hinmself. Since that time, nonsieur, nobody enter his
chamber but his servant."

"What! Mousqueton is here, then?"

"Oh, yes, nonsieur. Five days after your departure, he cane
back, and in a very bad condition, too. It appears that he had
met with disagreeables, |ikewise, on his journey. Unfortunately,
he is nmore ninble than his master; so that for the sake of his
master, he puts us all under his feet, and as he thinks we m ght
refuse what he asked for, he takes all he wants w thout asking at
all."

"The fact is," said D Artagnan, "l have al ways observed a great
degree of intelligence and devotedness in Musqueton."

"That is possible, nonsieur; but suppose |I should happen to be
brought in contact, even four tinmes a year, with such
intelligence and devot edness--why, | should be a ruined man!"
“No, for Porthos will pay you."

"Hunml" said the host, in a doubtful tone.

"The favorite of a great lady will not be allowed to be
i nconveni enced for such a paltry sum as he owes you."
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"I'f I durst say what | believe on that head--"
"What you believe?"

"I ought rather to say, what | know "

"What you know?"

"And even what | am sure of."

"And of what are you so sure?"

"I would say that | know this great |ady."
"You?"

"Yes; I|."

"And how do you know her?"

"Oh, nonsieur, if | could believe |I mght trust in your
di scretion."

"Speak! By the word of a gentlenman, you shall have no cause to
repent of your confidence."

"Well, nonsieur, you understand that uneasi ness nmakes us do many
t hi ngs. "

"What have you done?”
"Ch, nothing which was not right in the character of a creditor."”
"Wl | ?"

"Monsi eur Porthos gave us a note for his duchess, ordering us to
put it in the post. This was before his servant canme. As he
could not |eave his chanber, it was necessary to charge us with
this comm ssion.™

"And t hen?"

"Instead of putting the letter in the post, which is never safe,
| took advantage of the journey of one of ny lads to Paris, and
ordered himto convey the letter to this duchess hinself. This
was fulfilling the intentions of Monsieur Porthos, who had
desired us to be so careful of this letter, was it not?"

"Nearly so."
"Well, nonsieur, do you know who this great |ady is?"
“No; | have heard Porthos speak of her, that's all."

"Do you know who this pretended duchess is?
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"I repeat to you, | don't know her."

"Why, she is the old wife of a procurator* of the Chatelet,
nmonsi eur, nanmed Madane Coquenard, who, although she is at | east
fifty, still gives herself jealous airs. It struck ne as very
odd that a princess should live in the Rue aux Qurs."

*Att or ney
"But how do you know all this?"

"Because she flew into a great passion on receiving the letter,
sayi ng that ©Mbnsieur Porthos was a weat hercock, and that she was
sure it was for some woman he had received this wound."

"Has he been wounded, then?"

"Ch, good Lord! Wat have | said?"

"You said that Porthos had received a sword cut."
"Yes, but he has forbidden me so strictly to say so."
"And why so."

"Zounds, nmonsieur! Because he had boasted that he would
perforate the stranger with whomyou left himin dispute; whereas
the stranger, on the contrary, in spite of all his rodonontades
qui ckly threw himon his back. As Mnsieur Porthos is a very
boastful man, he insists that nobody shall know he has received
this wound except the duchess, whom he endeavored to interest by
an account of his adventure."

"It is a wound that confines himto his bed?"

"Ah, and a master stroke, too, | assure you. Your friend s soul
nmust stick tight to his body."

"Were you there, then?”

“"Monsieur, | followed themfromcuriosity, so that | saw the
conmbat without the conbatants seeing ne."

"And what took place?"

"Oh! The affair was not long, | assure you. They placed

t hemsel ves on guard; the stranger made a feint and a |unge, and
that so rapidly that when Monsieur Porthos cane to the PARADE, he
had already three inches of steel in his breast. He imediately
fell backward. The stranger placed the point of his sword at his
throat; and Monsieur Porthos, finding hinmself at the nmercy of his
adversary, acknow edged hi nsel f conquered. Upon which the
stranger asked his name, and learning that it was Porthos, and
not D Artagnhan, he assisted himto rise, brought himback to the
hotel, mounted his horse, and di sappeared.”

"So it was with Monsieur D Artagnan this stranger meant to
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quarrel ?"
"It appears so."

"And do you know what has becone of hin®"

"No, | never saw himuntil that nmonment, and have not seen him
si nce. "
“"Very well; | know all that | wish to know. Porthos's chanber

is, you say, on the first story, Number One?"

"Yes, nonsieur, the handsonest in the inn--a chamber that | could
have let ten tines over."

"Bah! Be satisfied," said D Artagnan, | aughing, "Porthos wil|l
pay you with the noney of the Duchess Coquenard."

"Ch, nonsieur, procurator's wife or duchess, if she will but
| oosen her pursestrings, it will be all the sanme; but she
positively answered that she was tired of the exigencies and

infidelities of Modnsieur Porthos, and that she would not send him
a denier."

"And did you convey this answer to your guest?"

"We took good care not to do that; he would have found in what
fashi on we had executed his comm ssion."

"So that he still expects his noney?"

"Ch, Lord, yes, nonsieur! Yesterday he wote again; but it was
his servant who this tinme put the letter in the post."”

"Do you say the procurator's wife is old and ugly?"

"Fifty at least, nmonsieur, and not at all handsonme, according to
Pat haud' s account."”

"In that case, you nmay be quite at ease; she will soon be
softened. Besides, Porthos cannot owe you nuch.”

"How, not much! Twenty good pistoles, already, w thout reckoning
the doctor. He denies hinself nothing; it may easily be seen he
has been accustoned to live well."

"Never mind; if his mstress abandons him he will find friends,

I will answer for it. So, ny dear host, be not uneasy, and
continue to take all the care of himthat his situation
requires.”

"“Monsi eur has promised nme not to open his nouth about the
procurator's wife, and not to say a word of the wound?"

"That's agreed; you have nmy word."
"Oh, he would kill ne!"
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"Don't be afraid; he is not so much of a devil as he appears.”

Sayi ng these words, D Artagnan went upstairs, |eaving his host a
little better satisfied with respect to two things in which he
appeared to be very nmuch interested--his debt and his life.

At the top of the stairs, upon the npbst conspi cuous door of the
corridor, was traced in black ink a gigantic nunber "1."

D Artagnan knocked, and upon the bidding to come in which cane
frominside, he entered the chanber.

Porthos was in bed, and was playing a gane at LANSQUENET with
Mousqueton, to keep his hand in; while a spit |oaded with
partridges was turning before the fire, and on each side of a

| ar ge chi meypi ece, over two chafing dishes, were boiling two

st ewpans, from which exhal ed a doubl e odor of rabbit and fish
stews, rejoicing to the snell. |In addition to this he perceived
that the top of a wardrobe and the narble of a commpde were
covered with enpty bottles.

At the sight of his friend, Porthos uttered a |loud cry of joy;
and Mousqueton, rising respectfully, yielded his place to him

and went to give an eye to the two stewpans, of which he appeared
to have the particular inspection.

"Ah, PARDIEU Is that you?" said Porthos to D Artagnan. "You
are right welcome. Excuse ny not coming to neet you; but," added
he, looking at D Artagnan with a certain degree of uneasiness,
"you know what has happened to nme?"

"No. "

"Has the host told you nothing, then?"

"I asked after you, and cane up as soon as | could."

Porthos seemed to breathe nore freely.

"And what has happened to you, my dear Porthos?" continued
D Artagnan.

"Why, on nmeking a thrust at ny adversary, whom | had already hit
three tines, and whom | neant to finish with the fourth, | put ny
foot on a stone, slipped, and strained ny knee."

"Truly?"

"Honor! Luckily for the rascal, for | should have left him dead
on the spot, | assure you."

"“And what has became of hin®"
"Ch, | don't know, he had enough, and set off w thout waiting for

the rest. But you, ny dear D Artagnan, what has happened to
you?"
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"So that this strain of the knee," continued D Artagnan, "ny dear
Port hos, keeps you in bed?”

"My God, that's all. | shall be about again in a few days."

"Why did you not have yourself conveyed to Paris? You nust be
cruelly bored here."

"That was nmy intention; but, nmy dear friend, | have one thing to
confess to you."

"What's that?"

"It is that as | was cruelly bored, as you say, and as | had the
seventy-five pistoles in nmy pocket which you had distributed to
me, in order to anuse nyself | invited a gentleman who was
traveling this way to wal k up, and proposed a cast of dice. He
accepted ny challenge, and, ny faith, my seventy-five pistoles
passed from my pocket to his, w thout reckoning my horse, which
he won into the bargain. But you, ny dear D Artagnan?"

"What can you expect, nmy dear Porthos; a man is not privileged in
all ways," said D Artagnan. "You know the proverb 'Unlucky at
play, lucky in love.' You are too fortunate in your |ove for
play not to take its revenge. What consequence can the reverses
of fortune be to you? Have you not, happy rogue that you are--
have you not your duchess, who cannot fail to come to your aid?"

"Well, you see, nmy dear D Artagnan, with what ill luck | play,"
replied Porthos, with the nost careless air in the world. "I
wote to her to send ne fifty louis or so, of which | stood
absolutely in need on account of ny accident."”

" \Ml | ?ll

"Well, she nust be at her country seat, for she has not answered
ne. "

"Trul y?"

"No; so | yesterday addressed another epistle to her, still nore
pressing than the first. But you are here, ny dear fellow |Iet
us speak of you. | confess | began to be very uneasy on your
account."

"But your host behaves very well toward you, as it appears, ny
dear Porthos," said D Artagnan, directing the sick man's
attention to the full stewpans and the enpty bottles.

"So, so," replied Porthos. "Only three or four days ago the
i mpertinent jackanapes gave ne his bill, and | was forced to turn
both himand his bill out of the door; so that | am here

sonmething in the fashion of a conqueror, holding my position, as
it were, ny conquest. So you see, being in constant fear of
being forced fromthat position, | amarned to the teeth.”

"And yet," said D Artagnan, |aughing, "it appears to nme that from

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com




The Three Musketeers 232

time to tinme you nust nmake SORTIES." And he again pointed to the
bottl es and the stewpans.

"Not I, unfortunately!" said Porthos. "This mserable strain
confines nme to nmy bed; but Musqueton forages, and brings in
provi sions. Friend Musqueton, you see that we have a

rei nforcenent, and we nmust have an increase of supplies."”

"Mousqueton," said D Artagnhan, "you nust render nme a service."
"What, nonsieur?”

"You nust give your recipe to Planchet. | nmay be besieged in ny
turn, and | shall not be sorry for himto be able to |l et me enjoy
the sane advantages with which you gratify your master."

"Lord, nonsieur! There is nothing nore easy," said Musqueton,
with a nodest air. "One only needs to be sharp, that's all. |
was brought up in the country, and ny father in his leisure tine
was sonet hing of a poacher.™

"And what did he do the rest of his tinme?"

"Monsi eur, he carried on a trade which | have al ways thought
satisfactory."

"Whi ch?"

"As it was a time of war between the Catholics and the Huguenots,
and as he saw the Catholics exterm nate the Huguenots and the
Huguenots extermi nate the Catholics--all in the name of
religion--he adopted a nmi xed belief which permitted himto be
sonmetinmes Catholic, sonetinmes a Huguenot. Now, he was accustoned
to walk with his fowing piece on his shoul der, behind the hedges
whi ch border the roads, and when he saw a Catholic com ng al one,
the Protestant religion immediately prevailed in his mnd. He

| owered his gun in the direction of the traveler; then, when he
was within ten paces of him he comenced a conversation which

al nost al ways ended by the travel er's abandoning his purse to
save his life. It goes without saying that when he saw a
Huguenot com ng, he felt hinmself filled with such ardent Catholic
zeal that he could not understand how, a quarter of an hour
before, he had been able to have any doubts upon the superiority
of our holy religion. For my part, nonsieur, | am Catholic--ny
father, faithful to his principles, having nade ny el der brother
a Huguenot."

"And what was the end of this worthy man?" asked D Artagnan

"Ch, of the npbst unfortunate kind, nonsieur. One day he was
surprised in a lonely road between a Huguenot and a Catholic,
with both of whom he had before had busi ness, and who both knew
hi m agai n; so they united agai nst hi mand hanged himon a tree.
Then they cane and boasted of their fine exploit in the cabaret
of the next village, where ny brother and I were drinking."

"And what did you do?" said D Artagnan
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"We let themtell their story out,"” replied Musqueton. "Then
as in leaving the cabaret they took different directions, ny
brot her went and hid hinself on the road of the Catholic, and

on that of the Huguenot. Two hours after, all was over; we had
done the business of both, admiring the foresight of our poor
father, who had taken the precaution to bring each of us up in a
different religion."

"Well, 1 nust allow, as you say, your father was a very
intelligent fellow And you say in his |leisure noments the
worthy man was a poacher ?"

"Yes, nonsieur, and it was he who taught ne to lay a snare and
ground a line. The consequence is that when | saw our | aborers,
which did not at all suit two such delicate stomachs as ours, |
had recourse to a little of ny old trade. \While wal king near the
wood of Monsieur le Prince, | laid a few snare in the runs; and
while reclining on the banks of his Hi ghness's pieces of water,
slipped a fewlines into his fish ponds. So that now, thanks be
to God, we do not want, as Monsieur can testify, for partridges,
rabbits, carp or eels--all |ight, whol esome food, suitable for
the sick."

"But the wine," said D Artagnan, "who furnishes the wine? Your
host ?"

"That is to say, yes and no."
"How yes and no?"

"He furnishes it, it is true, but he does not know that he has
t hat honor."

"Expl ain yoursel f, Mousqueton; your conversation is full of
i nstructive things."

"That is it, nmonsieur. It has so chanced that | net with a
Spaniard in nmy peregrinations who had seen many countries, and
anong them the New World."

"What connection can the New World have with the bottl es which
are on the commpnde and the wardrobe?"

"Patience, nonsieur, everything will come inits turn."

"This Spaniard had in his service a | ackey who had acconpani ed
himin his voyage to Mexico. This |ackey was ny conpatriot; and
we becane the nore intimate fromthere being many resenbl ances of
character between us. W |loved sporting of all kinds better than
anything; so that he related to ne how in the plains of the
Panpas the natives hunt the tiger and the wild bull with sinple
runni ng nooses which they throw to a distance of twenty or thirty
paves the end of a cord with such nicety; but in face of the
proof | was obliged to acknow edge the truth of the recital. M
friend placed a bottle at the distance of thirty paces, and at
each cast he caught the neck of the bottle in his running noose.
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| practiced this exercise, and as nature has endowed nme with sone
faculties, at this day | can throw the lasso with any man in the
world. Well, do you understand, nonsieur? Qur host has a well -
furni shed cellar the key of which never |leaves him only this
cellar has a ventilating hole. Now through this ventilating
hole I throw ny lasso, and as | now know i n which part of the
cellar is the best wine, that's ny point for sport. You see,
nonsi eur, what the New World has to do with the bottles which are
on the conmode and the wardrobe. Now, will you taste our wi ne,
and without prejudice say what you think of it?"

"Thank you, ny friend, thank you; unfortunately, | have just
br eakfasted. "

"Well," said Porthos, "arrange the table, Musequeton, and while
we breakfast, D Artaghan will relate to us what has happened to
hi m during the ten days since he left us."

"Wllingly," said D Artagnan

VWil e Porthos and Mousqueton were breakfasting, with the
appetites of conval escents and with that brotherly cordiality
which unites nmen in misfortune, D Artagnan rel ated how Aram s,
bei ng wounded, was obliged to stop at Crevecoeur, how he had | eft
Athos fighting at Amens with four nen who accused himof being a
coi ner, and how he, D Artagnan, had been forced to run the Contes
de Wardes through the body in order to reach Engl and.

But there the confidence of D Artagnan stopped. He only added
that on his return from G eat Britain he had brought back four
magni fi cent horses--one for hinself, and one for each of his
conpani ons; then he informed Porthos that the one intended for
himwas already installed in the stable of the tavern.

At this nonent Planchet entered, to informhis nmaster that the
horses were sufficiently refreshed and that it would be possible
to sleep at Cl ernont.

As D Artagnan was tolerably reassured with regard to Porthos, and
as he was anxious to obtain news of his two other friends, he
hel d out his hand to the wounded nman, and told himhe was about
to resume his route in order to continue his researches. For the
rest, as he reckoned upon returning by the same route in seven or
ei ght days, if Porthos were still at the Geat St. Martin, he
woul d call for himon his way.

Porthos replied that in all probability his sprain would not
permit himto depart yet awhile. Besides, it was necessary he
shoul d stay at Chantilly to wait for the answer from his duchess.

D Artagnan wi shed that answer m ght be pronpt and favorable; and
havi ng agai n reconmended Porthos to the care of Mousqueton, and
paid his bill to the host, he resuned his route with Planchet,

al ready relieved of one of his |ed horses.
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26 ARAM S AND HI' S THESI S

D Artagnan had said nothing to Porthos of his wound or of his
procurator's wife. Qur Bernais was a prudent |ad, however young
he m ght be. Consequently he had appeared to believe all that

t he vaingl ori ous Miusketeer had told him convinced that no

friendship will hold out against a surprised secret. Besides, we
feel always a sort of nental superiority over those whose |ives
we know better than they suppose. 1In his projects of intrigue

for the future, and deternined as he was to make his three
friends the instrunents of his fortune, D Artagnan was not sorry
at getting into his grasp beforehand the invisible strings by
whi ch he reckoned upon novi ng them

And yet, as he journeyed along, a profound sadness wei ghed upon
his heart. He thought of that young and pretty Mre. Bonaci eux
who was to have paid himthe price of his devotedness; but let us
hasten to say that this sadness possessed the young man | ess from
the regret of the happiness he had nmissed, than fromthe fear he
entertained that some serious misfortune had befallen the poor
wormen.  For himsel f, he had no doubt she was a victimof the
cardi nal ' s vengeance; and, and as was well known, the vengeance
of his Em nence was terrible. How he had found grace in the eyes
f the mnister, he did not know, but w thout doubt M de Cavois
woul d have revealed this to himif the captain of the Guards had
found him at honme.

Not hi ng mekes tinme pass nore quickly or nore shortens a journey
than a thought which absorbs in itself all the faculties of the
organi zati on of himwho thinks. External existence then
resenbles a sleep of which this thought is the dream By its

i nfluence, tinme has no | onger neasure, space has no | onger

di stance. We depart fromone place, and arrive at another, that

is all. O the interval passed, nothing remains in the nenory
but a vague mist in which a thousand confused i mages of trees,
nmount ai ns, and | andscapes are lost. It was as a prey to this

hal l uci nati on that D Artagnan travel ed, at whatever pace his
horse pl eased, the six or eight |eagues that separated Chantilly
from Crevecoeur, w thout his being able to remenber on his
arrival in the village any of the things he had passed or net
with on the road.

There only his nmenory returned to him He shook his head,
percei ved the cabaret at which he had |left Arami s, and putting
his horse to the trot, he shortly pulled up at the door

This time is was not a host but a hostess who received him
D Artagnan was a physiognonmist. His eye took in at a glance the
pl unmp, cheerful countenance of the mstress of the place, and he
at once perceived there was no occasion for dissenbling with her
or of fearing anything fromone blessed with such a joyous

physi ognhony.
"My good dane," asked D Artagnan, "can you tell nme what has

become of one of ny friends, whomwe were obliged to | eave here
about a dozen days ago?"
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"A handsone young man, three- or four-and-twenty years old, mld,

am abl e, and well made?"

"That is he--wounded in the shoul der."

"Just so. Well, nonsieur, he is still here."

"Ah, PARDIEU M/ dear dane," said D Artagnan, springing fromhis

horse, and throwing the bridle to Planchet, "you restore ne to

life; where is this dear Aram s? Let ne enbrace him | amin a

hurry to see himagain."

"Pardon, nonsieur, but | doubt whether he can see you at this
moment . "

"Why so? Has he a lady with hinP"

"Jesus! What do you nmean by that? Poor |ad! No, nonsieur, he
has not a lady with him"

"Wth whomis he, then?"

"Wth the curate of Montdidier and the superior of the Jesuits of
Anmi ens. "

"Good heavens!" cried D Artagnan, "is the poor fellow worse,
t hen?"
"No, nonsieur, quite the contrary; but after his illness grace

touched him and he determ ned to take orders."

"That's it!" said D Artagnan, "I had forgotten that he was only a
Musketeer for a tine."

“"Monsi eur still insists upon seeing hinP"
"More than ever."

"Well, nonsieur has only to take the right-hand staircase in the
courtyard, and knock at Nunber Five on the second floor."

D Artagnan wal ked quickly in the direction indicated, and found
one of those exterior staircases that are still to be seen in the
yards of our ol d-fashioned taverns. But there was no getting at
the place of sojourn of the future abbe; the defiles of the
chanber of Arami s were as well guarded as the gardens of Arm da
Bazin was stationed in the corridor, and barred his passage with
the nore intrepidity that, after many years of trial, Bazin found
hi msel f near a result of which he had ever been anbitious.

In fact, the dream of poor Bazin had al ways been to serve a
churchman; and he awaited with inpatience the nmonment, always in
the future, when Aranmis would throw aside the uniformand assune
the cassock. The daily-renewed prom se of the young man that the
monment woul d not | ong be del ayed, had al one kept himin the
service of a Miusketeer--a service in which, he said, his soul was
i n constant jeopardy.
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Bazin was then at the height of joy. 1In all probability, this
time his master would not retract. The union of physical pain
with nmoral uneasiness had produced the effect so | ong desired.
Aram s, suffering at once in body and m nd, had at length fixed
his eyes and his thoughts upon religion, and he had consi dered as
a warning from heaven the doubl e acci dent which had happened to
him that is to say, the sudden di sappearance of his m stress and
the wound in his shoul der.

It may be easily understood that in the present disposition of

his master nothing could be nore disagreeable to Bazin than the
arrival of D Artagnan, which m ght cast his master back again
into that vortex of nundane affairs which had so long carried him
away. He resolved, then, to defend the door bravely; and as,
betrayed by the mistress of the inn, he could not say that Arams
was absent, he endeavored to prove to the newconer that it would
be the height of indiscretion to disturb his master in his pious
conference, which had comrenced with the norning and woul d not,

as Bazin said, term nate before night.

But D Artagnan took very little heed of the el oquent discourse of
M Bazin; and as he had no desire to support a polem c discussion
with his friend' s valet, he sinply noved himout of the way with
one hand, and with the other turned the handle of the door of
Nunber Five. The door opened, and D Artagnan went into the
chanber .

Arami's, in a black gown, his head enveloped in a sort of round
flat cap, not nuch unlike a CALOITE, was seated before an obl ong
table, covered with rolls of paper and enornous volumes in folio.
At his right hand was placed the superior of the Jesuits, and on
his left the curate of Montdidier. The curtains were half drawn,
and only admtted the nysterious light calculated for beatific
reveries. All the nundane objects that generally strike the eye
on entering the roomof a young man, particularly when that young
man i s a Musketeer, had di sappeared as if by enchantnment; and for
fear, no doubt, that the sight of them might bring his master
back to ideas of this world, Bazin had |laid his hands upon sword,
pi stols, plunmed hat, and enbroideries and | aces of all kinds and

sorts. In their stead D Artagnan thought he perceived in an
obscure corner a discipline cord suspended froma nail in the
wal | .

At the noise made by D Artagnan in entering, Aramis lifted up his
head, and beheld his friend; but to the great astonishment of the
young man, the sight of himdid not produce nuch effect upon the
Musket eer, so conpletely was his mnd detached fromthe things of
this world.

"Good day, dear D Artagnan," said Arams; "believe ne, | amgl ad
to see you."

"So am | delighted to see you," said D Artagnan, "although I am
not yet sure that it is Aramis | am speaking to."

"To hinmself, my friend, to hinself! But what nmakes you doubt
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it?"

"I was afraid | had made a mistake in the chanber, and that | had
found ny way into the apartnent of some churchman. Then anot her
error seized me on seeing you in conpany with these gentl enen--|
was afraid you were dangerously ill."

The two nen in black, who guessed D Artagnan's neani ng, darted at
hi m a gl ance which night have been thought threatening; but

D Artagnan took no heed of it.

"I disturb you, perhaps, ny dear Aram s," continued D Artagnan
"for by what | see, | amled to believe that you are confessing
to these gentlenen."”

Arami s colored inperceptibly. "You disturb ne? Oh, quite the
contrary, dear friend, | swear; and as a proof of what | say,
permit ne to declare | amrejoiced to see you safe and sound."

"Ah, he'll come round," thought D Artagnan; "that's not bad!"

"This gentleman, who is ny friend, has just escaped froma
seri ous danger," continued Aram s, with unction, pointing to
D Artagnan with his hand, and addressing the two eccl esi astics.

"Prai se God, nonsieur," replied they, bow ng together.
"I have not failed to do so, your Reverences," replied the young
man, returning their salutation.

"You arrive in good tinme, dear D Artagnan,"” said Aram s, "and by
taking part in our discussion may assist us with your
intelligence. Monsieur the Principal of Am ens, Monsieur the
Curate of Montdidier, and | are arguing certain theol ogica
qguestions in which we have been nuch interested; | shall be
del i ghted to have your opinion."

"The opinion of a swordsman can have very little weight,”
D Artagnan, who began to be uneasy at the turn things were
taki ng, "and you had better be satisfied, believe ne, with the
know edge of these gentlenen."

replied

The two nmen in black bowed in their turn.

"On the contrary," replied Aranmis, "your opinion will be very
val uable. The question is this: Mnsieur the Principal thinks
that my thesis ought to be dogmatic and didactic."

"Your thesis! Are you then nmaking a thesis?"

"Wt hout doubt," replied the Jesuit. "In the exam nation which
precedes ordination, a thesis is always a requisite."

"Ordination!" cried D Artagnan, who could not believe what the

host ess and Bazin had successively told hinm and he gazed, half
stupefied, upon the three persons before him
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"Now, " continued Aram s, taking the same graceful position in his
easy chair that he would have assumed in bed, and conmpl acently
exam ni ng his hand, which was as white and plunp as that of a
woman, and which he held in the air to cause the blood to
descend, "now, as you have heard, D Artagnan, Monsieur the
Principal is desirous that nmy thesis should be dogmatic, while |
for ny part, would rather it should be ideal. This is the reason
why Monsi eur the Principal has proposed to nme the follow ng

subj ect, which has not yet been treated upon, and in which
perceive there is matter for magnificent el aboration-'UTRAQUE
MANUS | N BENEDI CENDO CLERI CI S | NFERI ORI BUS NECESSARI A EST.'"

D Artagnan, whose erudition we are well acquainted with, evinced
no nore interest on hearing this quotation than he had at that of
M de Treville in allusion to the gifts he pretended that

D Artagnan had received fromthe Duke of Bucki ngham

"Whi ch neans," resumed Arami s, that he mght perfectly
understand, "' The two hands are indi spensable for priests of the
inferior orders, when they bestow the benediction.""

"An admirable subject!" cried the Jesuit.

"Admirabl e and dogmatic!" repeated the curate, who, about as
strong as D Artagnan with respect to Latin, carefully watched the
Jesuit in order to keep step with him and repeated his words

i ke an echo.

As to D Artagnan, he remined perfectly insensible to the
ent husi asm of the two nen in black

"Yes, admirable! PRORSUS ADM RABILE!" continued Aram s; "but
which requires a profound study of both the Scriptures and the
Fathers. Now, | have confessed to these | earned eccl esiastics,
and that in all humlity, that the duties of nounting guard and
the service of the king have caused nme to neglect study a little.
| should find nyself, therefore, nore at ny ease, FACILUS NATANS,
in a subject of nmy own choice, which would be to these hard

t heol ogi cal questions what norals are to nmetaphysics in

phi | osophy. "

D Artagnan began to be tired, and so did the curate.
"See what an exordium " cried the Jesuit.

"Exordium " repeated the curate, for the sake of saying
sonet hing. " QUEMADMODUM | NTER COELORUM | MVENSI TATEM "

Arami s cast a glance upon D Artagnan to see what effect all this
produced, and found his friend gaping enough to split his jaws.

"Let us speak French, ny father," said he to the Jesuit;
“"Monsi eur D Artagnan will enjoy our conversation better."

"Yes," replied D Artagnan; "I amfatigued with reading, and al
this Latin confuses ne."
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"Certainly," replied the Jesuit, a little put out, while the
curate, greatly delighted, turned upon D Artagnan a |ook full of
gratitude. "Well, let us see what is to be derived fromthis

gl oss. Mses, the servant of God-he was but a servant, please to
under st and- Moses bl essed with the hands; he held out both his
arns while the Hebrews beat their enenies, and then he bl essed
themwith his two hands. Besides, what does the Gospel say?

| MPONI TE MANUS, and not MANUM pl ace the HANDS, not the HAND. "

"Place the HANDS, " repeated the curate, with a gesture

"St. Peter, on the contrary, of whomthe Popes are the
successors, " continued the Jesuit; "PORRI GE DI G TOS-present the
fingers. Are you there, now?"

"CERTES," replied Aramis, in a pleased tone, "but the thing is
subtle."

"The FINGERS," resunmed the Jesuit, "St. Peter blessed with the

FI NGERS. The Pope, therefore blesses with the fingers. And with
how many fingers does he bless? Wth THREE fingers, to be sure-
one for the Father, one for the Son, and one for the Holy Gnhost."

Al'l crossed thenselves. D Artagnan thought it was proper to
foll ow this exanple.

"The Pope is the successor of St. Peter, and represents the three
di vine powers; the rest-ORDI NES | NFERI ORES- of the eccl esiastica
hi erarchy bless in the name of the holy archangels and angels.
The nost hunble clerks such as our deacons and sacristans, bless
with holy water sprinklers, which resenble an infinite nunber of
bl essing fingers. There is the subject sinplified. ARGUVENTUM
OWNI DENUDATUM ORNAMENTO. | could make of that subject two

vol umes the size of this," continued the Jesuit; and in his

ent husiasm he struck a St. Chrysostomin folio, which made the
tabl e bend beneath its weight.

D Artagnan trenbl ed.

"CERTES," said Aramis, "l do justice to the beauties of this
thesis; but at the same time | perceive it would be overwhel ni ng
for me. | had chosen this text-tell ne, dear D Artagnan, if it

is not to your taste-'NON | NUTI LE EST DESI DERI UM | N OBLATI ONE' ;
that is, "Alittle regret is not unsuitable in an offering to the
Lord.""

"Stop there!" cried the Jesuit, "for that thesis touches closely
upon heresy. There is a proposition alnost like it in the
AUGUSTI NUS of the heresiarch Jansenius, whose book will sooner or
| ater be burned by the hands of the executioner. Take care, ny
young friend. You are inclining toward fal se doctrines, my young
friend; you will be lost."

"You will be lost,"
sorrowful ly.

said the curate, shaking his head

"You approach that famous point of free will which is a norta
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rock. You face the insinuations of the Pelagians and the demi -
Pel i gi ans. "

"But, nmy Reverend-" replied Aramis, a little anmazed by the shower
of argunents that poured upon his head.

"How wi || you prove," continued the Jesuit, wi thout allowi ng him
time to speak, "that we ought to regret the world when we offer
ourselves to God? Listen to this dilema: God is God, and the
world is the devil. To regret the world is to regret the devil;
that is ny conclusion.”

"And that is mne also," said the curate.

"But, for heaven's sake-" resuned Aram s

"DESI DERAS DI ABOLUM unhappy man!" cried the Jesuit.

"He regrets the devil! Ah, ny young friend," added the curate,
groani ng, "do not regret the devil, | inplore you!"
D Artagnan felt hinself bewildered. It seened to himas though

he were in a madhouse, and was becom ng as mad as those he saw
He was, however, forced to hold his tongue from not conprehendi ng
hal f the | anguage they enpl oyed.

"But listen to me, then," resuned Aramis with politeness ningled
with a little inpatience. "I do not say | regret; no, | wll
never pronounce that sentence, which would not be orthodox."

The Jesuit raised his hands toward heaven, and the curate did the
same.

"No; but pray grant ne that it is acting with an ill grace to
offer to the Lord only that with which we are perfectly

di sgusted! Don't you think so, D Artagnan?"”

"I think so, indeed," cried he.

The Jesuit and the curate quite started fromtheir chairs.

"This is the point of departure; it is a syllogism The world is
not wanting in attractions. | quit the world; then |I make a
sacrifice. Now, the Scripture says positively, 'Make a sacrifice
unto the Lord.""

"That is true," said his antagonists.

"And then," said Arami s, pinching his ear to nmake it red, as he
rubbed his hands to make themwhite, "and then | made a certain
RONDEAU upon it last year, which | showed to Monsieur Voiture,
and that great man paid ne a thousand conplinments."”

"A RONDEAU'" said the Jesuit, disdainfully.

"A RONDEAU' " said the curate, nechanically.
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"Repeat it! Repeat it!" cried D Artagnan; "it will make a little
change. "

"Not so, for it is religious,” replied Arams; "it is theology in
verse."

"The devil!" said D Artagnan

"Here it is," said Aramis, with alittle |look of diffidence,
whi ch, however, was not exenpt from a shade of hypocrisy:

"Vous qui pleurez un passe plein de charnes,
Et qui trainez des jours infortunes,

Tous vos nml heurs se verront term nes,

Quand a Di eu seul vous offrirez vos |arnes,
Vous qui pleurez!"

"You who weep for pleasures fled
VWil e dragging on a life of care,
Al'l your woes will nelt in air,
If to God your tears are shed,
You who weep!"

D Artagnan and the curate appeared pleased. The Jesuit persisted
in his opinion. "Beware of a profane taste in your theol ogica
style. \What says Augustine on this subject: "'SEVERUS SIT
CLERI CORUM VERBO. " "

"Yes, let the sernon be clear," said the curate.

"Now, " hastily interrupted the Jesuit, on seeing that his acolyte
was goi ng astray, "now your thesis would please the ladies; it
woul d have the success of one of Monsieur Patru's pleadings."

"Please God!" cried Aramis, transported

"There it is,"” cried the Jesuit; "the world still speaks within
you in a |oud voice, ALTISIMVA VOCE. You follow the world, ny
young friend, and | trenble |lest grace prove not efficacious."
"Be satisfied, my reverend father, | can answer for nyself."
"Mundane presunption!"”

"I know myself, Father; my resolution is irrevocable."

"Then you persist in continuing that thesis?"

"I feel nyself called upon to treat that, and no other. | wll
see about the continuation of it, and tonorrow | hope you will be
satisfied with the corrections |I shall have made in consequence

of your advice."

"Wrk slowy," said the curate; "we | eave you in an excellent
tone of mnd."

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com

242



The Three Musketeers 243

"Yes, the ground is all sown,"” said the Jesuit, "and we have not
to fear that one portion of the seed may have fallen upon stone,
anot her upon the highway, or that the birds of heaven have eaten
the rest, AVES COELI COVEDERUNT | LLAM "

"Plague stifle you and your Latin!" said D Artagnan, who began to
feel all his patience exhausted.

"Farewel |, nmy son," said the curate, "till tonorrow. "

"Till tomorrow, rash youth," said the Jesuit. "You promise to
becone one of the lights of the Church. Heaven grant that this
light prove not a devouring firel"

D Artagnan, who for an hour past had been gnawing his nails with
i mpati ence, was beginning to attack the quick

The two nmen in black rose, bowed to Arami s and D Artagnan, and
advanced toward the door. Bazin, who had been standing |istening
to all this controversy with a pious jubilation, sprang toward
them took the breviary of the curate and the m ssal of the
Jesuit, and wal ked respectfully before themto clear their way.

Aram s conducted themto the foot of the stairs, and them
i medi ately canme up again to D Artagnan, whose senses were stil
in a state of confusion.

VWhen left alone, the two friends at first kept an enbarrassed
silence. It however becane necessary for one of themto break it
first, and as D Artagnan appeared determ ned to | eave that honor
to his conpanion, Aramis said, "you see that | amreturned to ny
fundanmental ideas."

"Yes, efficacious grace has touched you, as that gentlenan said
just now. "

"Ch, these plans of retreat have been forned for a long tine.
You have often heard nme speak of them have you not, ny friend?"

"Yes; but | confess | always thought you jested."
"Wth such things! ©Ch, D Artagnan!"
"The devil! Wy, people jest with death."

"And people are wong, D Artagnan; for death is the door which
| eads to perdition or to salvation."”

"Granted; but if you please, let us not theol ogize, Aranmis. You
nmust have had enough for today. As for ne, | have al nost
forgotten the little Latin | have ever known. Then |I confess to
you that | have eaten nothing since ten o'clock this nmorning, and
| am devilish hungry."

"We will dine directly, ny friend; only you must please to
remenber that this is Friday. Now, on such a day | can neither
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eat flesh nor see it eaten. |If you can be satisfied with ny

di nner-it consists of cooked tetragones and fruits."

"What do you nean by tetragones?" asked D Artagnan, uneasily.

"I mean spinach," replied Arams; "but on your account | wll add

some eggs, and that is a serious infraction of the rule-for eggs

are neat, since they engender chickens."

"This feast is not very succulent; but never mind, I will put up
with it for the sake of remaining with you."

"I amgrateful to you for the sacrifice," said Aramis; "but if
your body be not greatly benefited by it, be assured your sou
will."

"And so, Arami s, you are decidedly going into the Church? What

will our two friends say? What will Monsieur de Treville say?
They will treat you as a deserter, | warn you."
"I do not enter the Church; | re-enter it. | deserted the Church

for the world, for you know that | forced nyself when | becane a
Musket eer. "

"I'? 1 know nothing about it.
"You don't know I quit the sem nary?"
"Not at all."

"This is nmy story, then. Besides, the Scriptures say, 'Confess
yourselves to one another,' and | confess to you, D Artagnan.”

“"And | give you absol ution beforehand. You see | am a good sort
of a man."

"Do not jest about holy things, my friend."
"Go on, then, | listen."

"I had been at the seminary fromnine years old; in three days |
shoul d have been twenty. | was about to becone an abbe, and al
was arranged. One evening | went, according to custom to a
house which | frequented with nuch pleasure: when one is young,
what can be expected?--one is weak. An officer who saw nme, with
a jealous eye, reading the LIVES OF THE SAINTS to the m stress of
t he house, entered suddenly and wi thout being announced. That
evening | had transl ated an epi sode of Judith, and had just
communi cated nmy verses to the |lady, who gave nme all sorts of
conplinents, and | eaning on ny shoul der, was reading thema
second time with nme. Her pose, which | nust admit was rather
free, wounded this officer. He said nothing; but when |I went out
he foll owed, and quickly came up with ne. 'Monsieur the Abbe,’
said he, '"do you like blows with a cane?' 'l cannot say,

nonsi eur,' answered |; 'no one has ever dared to give ne any.'
"Well, listen to me, then, Monsieur the Abbe! |If you venture
again into the house in which I have net you this evening, | wll
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dare it nyself.' | really think | rmust have been frightened.
became very pale; | felt my legs fail ne; | sought for a reply,
but could find none-1 was silent. The officer waited for his
reply, and seeing it so long com ng, he burst into a |augh,
turned upon his heel, and re-entered the house. | returned to
the sem nary.

"I am a gentleman born, and ny blood is warm as you nay have
remar ked, my dear D Artagnan. The insult was terrible, and

al t hough unknown to the rest of the world, | felt it live and
fester at the bottomof ny heart. | informed ny superiors that |
did not feel myself sufficiently prepared for ordination, and at
my request the cerenony was postponed for a year. | sought out
the best fencing nmaster in Paris, | nade an agreement with himto
take a | esson every day, and every day for a year | took that

| esson. Then, on the anniversary of the day on which | had been
insulted, | hung ny cassock on a peg, assuned the costunme of a
cavalier, and went to a ball given by a lady friend of nmine and
to which I knew nmy man was invited. It was in the Rue des
France-Bourgeois, close to La Force. As | expected, ny officer
was there. | went up to himas he was singing a |love ditty and

| ooking tenderly at a |lady, and interrupted himexactly in the

m ddl e of the second couplet. 'Monsieur,' said |, 'does it stil
di spl ease you that | should frequent a certain house of La Rue
Payenne? And would you still cane ne if | took it into ny head
to di sobey you? The officer |ooked at ne with astonishnment, and
then said, 'Wat is your business with ne, nonsieur? | do not
know you.' 'I am' said I, '"the little abbe who reads LIVES OF
THE SAINTS, and translates Judith into verse.' 'Ah, ah! |
recol l ect now,' said the officer, in a jeering tone; 'well, what
do you want with me?" 'I want you to spare tinme to take a wal k
with ne.' 'Tonorrow norning, if you like, with the greatest

pl easure.' 'No, not tonorrow norning, if you please, but

i mediately." 'If you absolutely insist." 'l do insist upon
it." 'Cone, then. Ladies,' said the officer, 'do not disturb
yourselves; allowme tine just to kill this gentleman, and | will
return and finish the last couplet.’

"We went out. | took himto the Rue Payenne, to exactly the same
spot where, a year before, at the very sane hour, he had paid ne
the conplinment | have related to you. It was a superb noonlight
night. We immediately drew, and at the first pass | laid him
stark dead."

"The devil!" cried D Artagnan

"Now, " continued Aram s, "as the ladies did not see the singer
conme back, and as he was found in the Rue Payenne with a great
sword wound through his body, it was supposed that | had
accommodat ed himthus; and the matter created some scandal which
obliged nme to renounce the cassock for a tinme. Athos, whose
acquai ntance | nmade about that period, and Porthos, who had in
addition to nmy | essons taught ne sone effective tricks of fence,
prevail ed upon ne to solicit the uniformof a Musketeer. The
king entertained great regard for ny father, who had fallen at
the siege Arras, and the uniformwas granted. You may understand
that the nonent has cone for nme to re-enter the bosom of the
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Church. "

"And why today, rather than yesterday or tonorrow? What has
happened to you today, to raise all these nelancholy ideas?"

"This wound, ny dear D Artagnan, has been a warning to ne from
heaven. "

"This wound? Bah, it is now nearly healed, and | amsure it is
not that which gives you the nost pain."

"What, then?" said Aram s, blushing."

"You have one at heart, Aram s, one deeper and nore painful -a
wound nade by a wonman."

The eye of Aramis kindled in spite of hinself.

"Ah," said he, dissenbling his enption under a feigned

carel essness, "do not talk of such things, and suffer |ove pains?
VANI TAS VANI TATUM  According to your idea, then, ny brainis
turned. And for whomfor some GRI SETTE, sonme chambermaid with
whom | have trifled in sone garrison? Fiel"

"Pardon, ny dear Aram's, but | thought you carried your eyes
hi gher."

"Hi gher? And who am |, to nourish such anbition? A poor
Musket eer, a beggar, an unknown-who hates slavery, and finds
hinself ill-placed in the world."

"Aram s, Aramis!" cried D Artagnan, | ooking at his friend with an
air of doubt.

"Dust | am and to dust | return. Life is full of hunmiliations
and sorrows," continued he, beconing still nore melancholy; "al
the ties which attach himto life break in the hand of man
particularly the golden ties. Oh, ny dear D Artagnan,"” resumed
Aramis, giving to his voice a slight tone of bitterness, "trust
me! Conceal your wounds when you have any; silence is the |ast
joy of the unhappy. Beware of giving anyone the clue to your
griefs; the curious suck our tears as flies suck the blood of a
wounded hart."

"Alas, ny dear Aram s," said D Artagnan, in his turn heaving a
profound sigh, "that is my story you are relating!"

" How?"
"Yes; a woman whom | | ove, whom | adore, has just been torn from
me by force. | do not know where she is or whither they have

conducted her. She is perhaps a prisoner; she is perhaps dead!"

"Yes, but you have at |east this consolation, that you can say to
yoursel f she has not quit you voluntarily, that if you learn no
news of her, it is because all comunication with you in
interdicted; while I-"
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"Wl | ?"
"Nothing," replied Aram s, "nothing."

"So you renounce the world, then, forever; that is a settled
thing-a resolution registered!"

"Forever! You are my friend today; tomorrow you will be no nore
to me than a shadow, or rather, even, you will no |onger exist.
As for the world, it is a sepulcher and nothing else."

"The devil! Al this is very sad which you tell ne.
"What will you? M vocation commands ne; it carries ne away."
D Artagnan smiled, but nade no answer.

Aram s continued, "And yet, while | do belong to the earth, |
wi sh to speak of you-of our friends."

"And on ny part," said D Artagnan, "I wi shed to speak of you, but
I find you so conpletely detached fromeverything! To |ove you
cry, 'Fie! Friends are shadows! The world is a sepulcher!""

"Alas, you will find it so yourself," said Aramis, with a sigh

"Well, then, let us say no nore about it," said D Artagnan; "and
et us burn this letter, which, no doubt, announces to you sone
fresh infidelity of your GRISETTE or your chanbermaid.”

"What letter?" cried Aram s, eagerly.

"Aletter which was sent to your abode in your absence, and which
was given to nme for you."

"But fromwhomis that letter?"

"Ch, from sone heartbroken waiting woman, sone despondi ng

CRI SETTE; from Madane de Chevreuse's chanbermai d, perhaps, who
was obliged to return to Tours with her mstress, and who, in
order to appear smart and attractive, stole sone perfunmed paper
and sealed her letter with a duchess's coronet."

"What do you say?"

"Hold! | rnust have lost it," said the young man meli ciously,
pretending to search for it. "But fortunately the world is a
sepul cher; the nen, and consequently the wonmen, are but shadows,
and love is a sentiment to which you cry, '"Fie!l Fiel""

"D Artagnan, D Artagnhan," cried Aram s, "you are killing nme!"

"Well, here it is at last!" said D Artagnan, as he drew the
letter fromhis pocket.

Aranm s nmade a bound, seized the letter, read it, or rather

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com

247



The Three Musketeers

devoured it, his countenance radi ant.

"This same waiting maid seenms to have an agreeable style," said
t he messenger, carel essly.

"Thanks, D Artagnan, thanks!" cried Arams, alnpbst in a state of
delirium "She was forced to return to Tours; she is not
faithless; she still loves nel Cone, ny friend, come, let ne
enbrace you. Happiness alnpst stifles ne!l"

The two friends began to dance around the venerable St.
Chrysost om ki cking about fanously the sheets of the thesis,
whi ch had fallen on the floor

At that nonent Bazin entered with the spinach and the onelet.

"Be off, you wwetch!" cried Aram s, throwing his skullcap in his
face. "Return whence you came; take back those horrible
veget abl es, and that poor kickshawi Order a larded hare, a fat
capon, nutton leg dressed with garlic, and four bottles of old
Bur gundy. "

Bazin, who | ooked at his master, w thout conprehendi ng the cause
of this change, in a nelancholy nmanner, allowed the onelet to
slip into the spinach, and the spinach onto the fl oor

“"Now this is the moment to consecrate your existence to the King
of kings," said D Artagnan, "if you persist in offering hima
civility. NON INUTILE DESI DERI UM OBLATI ONE. "

"Go to the devil with your Latin. Let us drink, ny dear

D Artagnan, MORBLEU' Let us drink while the wine is fresh! Let
us drink heartily, and while we do so, tell me a little of what
is going on in the world yonder."

27 THE WFE OF ATHOS

"We have now to search for Athos," said D Artagnhan to the

vi vaci ous Aram s, when he had informed himof all that had passed
since their departure fromthe capital, and an excell ent dinner
had made one of them forget his thesis and the other his fatigue.

"Do you think, then, that any harm can have happened to hinP"
asked Aranmis. "Athos is so cool, so brave, and handles his sword
so skillfully."

"No doubt. Nobody has a hi gher opinion of the courage and skil
of Athos than | have; but | |ike better to hear ny sword cl ang
agai nst |ances than agai nst staves. | fear |est Athos should
have been beaten down by serving nmen. Those fellows strike hard,
and don't leave off in a hurry. This is why | wish to set out
agai n as soon as possible."

"I will try to accompany you," said Aram's, "though | scarcely
feel in a condition to mount on horseback. Yesterday | undertook
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to enploy that cord which you see hangi ng agai nst the wall, but

pain prevented ny continuing the pious exercise."

"That's the first tinme | ever heard of anybody trying to cure

gunshot wounds with cat-o'-nine-tails; but you were ill, and

illness renders the head weak, therefore you may be excused."”

"When do you nean to set out?"

"Tonorrow at daybreak. Sleep as soundly as you can tonight, and
tomorrow, if you can, we will take our departure together."

"Till tonmorrow, then," said Arams; "for iron-nerved as you are,
you nust need repose.”

The next norning, when D Artagnan entered Aranis's chanber, he
found him at the w ndow

"What are you | ooking at?" asked D Artagnan
"My faith! | amadmring three magnificent horses which the
stabl e boys are | eading about. It would be a pleasure worthy of

a prince to travel upon such horses.™

"Well, ny dear Aram's, you nmmy enjoy that pleasure, for one of
those three horses is yours."

"Ah, bah! Which?"

"Wi chever of the three you like, | have no preference."
"And the rich caparison, is that mne, too?"

"Wt hout doubt."

"You | augh, D Artagnan."

"No, | have left off |aughing, now that you speak French."

"What, those rich holsters, that vel vet housing, that saddle
studded with silver-are they all for nme?"

"For you and nobody el se, as the horse which paws the ground is
nm ne, and the other horse, which is caracoling, belongs to

At hos. "

"PESTE! They are three superb animals!"

"I am gl ad they please you."

"Why, it nust have been the king who made you such a present.”

"Certainly it was not the cardinal; but don't trouble yourself
whence they come, think only that one of the three is your
property."

"I choose that which the red-headed boy is |eading."
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"It is yours!™

"Good heaven! That is enough to drive away all ny pains; | could
nmount himwith thirty balls in my body. On ny soul, handsone
stirrups! HOLA, Bazin, come here this mnute."

Bazi n appeared on the threshold, dull and spiritless.

"That last order is useless,"” interrupted D Artagnan; "there are
| oaded pistols in your holsters.”

Bazi n si ghed.

"Conme, Monsieur Bazin, nmeke yourself easy," said D Artagnan
"people of all conditions gain the kingdom of heaven."

"Monsi eur was al ready such a good theol ogi an," said Bazin, alnpst
weepi ng; "he m ght have beconme a bi shop, and perhaps a cardinal."

"Well, but ny poor Bazin, reflect alittle. O what use is it to
be a churchman, pray? You do not avoid going to war by that
nmeans; you see, the cardinal is about to make the next canpaign,
hel m on head and partisan in hand. And Monsieur de Nogaret de |a
Val ette, what do you say of hin? He is a cardinal |ikew se. Ask
his | ackey how often he has had to prepare lint of him"

"Alas!" sighed Bazin. "I knowit, nonsieur; everything is turned
topsy-turvy in the world nowadays."

Whi |l e this dial ogue was goi ng on, the two young nen and the poor
| ackey descended.

"Hold nmy stirrup, Bazin," cried Arams; and Aranis sprang into
the saddle with his usual grace and agility, but after a few
vaults and curvets of the noble animal his rider felt his pains
come on so insupportably that he turned pal e and becane unsteady
in his seat. D Artagnan, who, foreseeing such an event, had kept
his eye on him sprang toward him caught himin his arns, and
assisted himto his chamber.

"That's all right, my dear Aranmis, take care of yourself," said
he; "I will go alone in search of Athos."

"You are a man of brass," replied Aram s

"No, | have good luck, that is all. But how do you nean to pass
your tinme till | conme back? No nore theses, no nore glosses upon
the fingers or upon benedictions, hey?"

Aramis smled. "I will nake verses," said he.

"Yes, | dare say; verses perfuned with the odor of the billet

fromthe attendant of Madanme de Chevreuse. Teach Bazin prosody;
that will console him As to the horse, ride hima little every
day, and that will accustomyou to his maneuvers."
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"Oh, nake yourself easy on that head,"” replied Aramis. "You will
find me ready to follow you."

They took | eave of each other, and in ten mnutes, after having
commended his friend to the cares of the hostess and Bazin,
D Artagnan was trotting along in the direction of Aneins.

How was he going to find Athos? Should he find himat all? The
position in which he had left himwas critical. He probably had
succunbed. This idea, while darkening his brow, drew severa

sighs fromhim and caused himto fornulate to himself a few vows
of vengeance. O all his friends, Athos was the eldest, and the
| east resenbling himin appearance, in his tastes and synpathi es.

Yet he entertained a marked preference for this gentleman. The
nobl e and di stingui shed air of Athos, those flashes of greatness
which fromtine to tine broke out fromthe shade in which he
voluntarily kept hinself, that unalterable equality of tenper

whi ch nmade hi mthe nost pleasant conpanion in the world, that
forced and cynical gaiety, that bravery which m ght have been
termed blind if it had not been the result of the rarest

cool ness-such qualities attracted nore than the esteem nore than
the friendship of D Artagnan; they attracted his admration

I ndeed, when placed beside M de Treville, the el egant and nobl e
courtier, Athos in his nost cheerful days mnight advantageously
sustain a conparison. He was of niddle height; but his person
was so admirably shaped and so well proportioned that nore than
once in his struggles with Porthos he had overcone the giant
whose physical strength was proverbial anmong the Miusketeers. His
head, with piercing eyes, a straight nose, a chimcut |ike that
of Brutus, had altogether an indefinable character of grandeur
and grace. His hands, of which he took little care, were the
despair of Aram s, who cultivated his with al nond paste and
perfumed oil. The sound of his voice was at once penetrating and
nmel odi ous; and then, that which was inconceivable in Athos, who
was always retiring, was that delicate know edge of the world and
of the usages of the mpost brilliant society-those manners of a
hi gh degree which appeared, as if unconsciously to hinself, in
his | east actions.

If a repast were on foot, Athos presided over it better than any
ot her, placing every guest exactly in the rank which his
ancestors had earned for himor that he had made for hinself. |If
a question in heraldry were started, Athos knew all the noble
fam lies of the kingdom their geneal ogy, their alliances, their
coats of arnms, and the origin of them Etiquette had no minutiae
unknown to him He knew what were the rights of the great |and
owners. He was profoundly versed in hunting and fal conry, and
had one day when conversing on this great art astoni shed even
Louis XIlIl hinself, who took a pride in being considered a past
mast er therein.

Like all the great nobles of that period, Athos rode and fenced
to perfection. But still further, his education had been so
little neglected, even with respect to schol astic studies, so
rare at this tinme anong gentl enen, that he smled at the scraps
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of Latin which Aranmis sported and which Porthos pretended to
understand. Two or three tinmes, even, to the great astoni shment
of his friends, he had, when Aranmi s allowed sone rudinmental error
to escape him replaced a verb in its right tense and a noun in
its case. Besides, his probity was irreproachable, in an age in
whi ch sol diers conprom sed so easily with their religion and
their consciences, lovers with the rigorous delicacy of our era,
and the poor with God's Seventh Conmmandnent. This Athos, then,
was a very extraordi nary man.

And yet this nature so distinguished, this creature so beauti ful
this essence so fine, was seen to turn insensibly toward materia
like, as old nmen turn toward physical and noral inbecility.
Athos, in his hours of gloomand these hours were frequent-was
extingui shed as to the whole of the |um nous portion of him and
his brilliant side disappeared as into profound darkness.

Then the dem god vani shed; he renmi ned scarcely a man. Hi s head
hangi ng down, his eye dull, his speech slow and painful, Athos
woul d | ook for hours together at his bottle, his glass, or at

G i maud, who, accustomed to obey himby signs, read in the faint
gl ance of his master his | east desire, and satisfied it

i mediately. |If the four friends were assenbled at one of these
nonments, a word, thrown forth occasionally with a violent effort,
was the share Athos furnished to the conversation. |n exchange
for his silence Athos drank enough for four, and w thout
appearing to be otherwi se affected by wine than by a nore marked
constriction of the brow and by a deeper sadness.

D Artagnan, whose inquiring disposition we are acquainted with,
had not-whatever interest he had in satisfying his curiosity on
this subject-been able to assign any cause for these fits of for
the periods of their recurrence. Athos never received any
letters; Athos never had concerns which all his friends did not
know.

It could not be said that it was w ne which produced this
sadness; for in truth he only drank to conbat this sadness, which
wi ne however, as we have said, rendered still darker. This
excess of bilious hunor could not be attributed to play; for
unl i ke Porthos, who acconpani ed the variations of chance with
songs or oaths, Athos when he won renmi ned as unnoved as when he
lost. He had been known, in the circle of the Musketeers, to win
in one night three thousand pistoles; to |ose themeven to the
gol d-enbroi dered belt for gala days, win all this again with the
addition of a hundred louis, wthout his beautiful eyebrow being
hei ghtened or |l owered half a line, w thout his hands |osing their
pearly hue, w thout his conversation, which was cheerful that
eveni ng, ceasing to be cal mand agreeable.

Neither was it, as with our neighbors, the English, an

at nospheric influence which darkened his countenance; for the
sadness generally becane nore intense toward the fine season of
the year. June and July were the terrible nonths with Athos.

For the present he had no anxiety. He shrugged his shoul ders
when peopl e spoke of the feature. H's secret, then, was in the
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past, as had often been vaguely said to D Artagnan

This mysterious shade, spread over his whole person, rendered
still nore interesting the man whose eyes or nouth, even in the
nost conpl ete intoxication, had never reveal ed anythi ng, however
skillfully questions had been put to him

"Well," thought D Artagnan, "poor Athos is perhaps at this nonent
dead, and dead by ny fault-for it was | who dragged himinto this
affair, of which he did not know the origin, of which he is

i gnorant of the result, and from which he can derive no

advant age. "

"W t hout reckoning, nonsieur," added Planchet to his master's
audi bl y expressed reflections, "that we perhaps owe our lives to
him Do you renenber how he cried, 'On, D Artagnan, on, | am
taken'? And when he had di scharged his two pistols, what a
terrible noise he nade with his sword! One m ght have said that
twenty men, or rather twenty mad devils, were fighting."

These words redoubl ed the eagerness of D Artagnan, who urged his
horse, though he stood in need of no incitenment, and they
proceeded at a rapid pace. About eleven o'clock in the norning
they perceived Aneins, and at half past eleven they were at the
door of the cursed inn.

D Artagnan had often neditated agai nst the perfidi ous host one of
those hearty vengeances which offer consolation while they are
hoped for. He entered the hostelry with his hat pulled over his
eyes, his left hand on the pommel of the sword, and cracking his
whip with his right hand.

"Do you renmenmber me?" said he to the host, who advanced to greet
hi m

"I have not that honor, nonseigneur," replied the latter, his
eyes dazzled by the brilliant style in which D Artagnan travel ed.

"What, you don't know me?"

"No, nonseigneur."

"Well, two words will refresh your nenory. What have you done
with that gentl eman agai nst whom you had the audacity, about
twel ve days ago, to nmmke an accusation of passing fal se noney?"
The host becane as pale as death; for D Artagnan had assuned a
threatening attitude, and Planchet nodel ed hinself after his
mast er .

"Ah, nonseigneur, do not nmention it!" cried the host, in the npst
pitiable voice inmaginable. "Ah, nonseigneur, how dearly have |
paid for that fault, unhappy wetch as | anl"

"That gentleman, | say, what has becone of hinP"

"Deign to listen to ne, nonseigneur, and be merciful! Sit down,
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in mercy!"

D Artagnan, nmute with anger and anxiety, took a seat in the
threatening attitude of a judge. Planchet glared fiercely over
t he back of his arncthair.

"Here is the story, nonseigneur," resunmed the trenbling host;
"for I nowrecollect you. It was you who rode off at the nonent
I had that unfortunate difference with the gentleman you speak
of . "

"Yes, it was |I; so you may plainly perceive that you have no
mercy to expect of you do not tell me the whole truth.”

"Condescend to listen to ne, and you shall know all."
“I listen."

"I had been warned by the authorities that a cel ebrated coi ner of
bad nmoney would arrive at nmy inn, with several of his companions,
al | disguised as Guards or Misketeers. Monseigneur, | was
furnished with a description of your horses, your |ackeys, your
count enances-nothing was onmtted."

"Go on, go on!" said D Artagnan, who qui ckly understood whence
such an exact description had cone.

"I took then, in conformity with the orders of the authorities,
who sent nme a reinforcenent of six men, such neasures as |

t hought necessary to get possession of the persons of the

pr et ended coi ners. "

"Again!" said D Artagnan, whose ears chafed terribly under the
repetition of this word CO NERs.

"Pardon nme, nonseigneur, for saying such things, but they formny
excuse. The authorities had terrified me, and you know that an
i nnkeeper must keep on good terms with the authorities.”

"But once again, that gentleman-where is he? What has becone of
hin? 1Is he dead? 1s he living?"

"Patience, nonseigheur, we are comng to it. There happened then
that which you know, and of which your precipitate departure,"”
added the host, with an acuteness that did not escape D Artagnan
"appeared to authorize the issue. That gentleman, your friend,
def ended hinsel f desperately. His |ackey, who, by an unforeseen
piece of ill luck, had quarreled with the officers, disguised as
stabl e | ads-"

"M serable scoundrel!" cried D Artagnan, "you were all in the
plot, then! And | really don't know what prevents nme from
exterm nating you all."

"Al as, nonseigneur, we were not in the plot, as you will soon
see. Mnsieur your friend (pardon for not calling himby the
honor abl e name whi ch no doubt he bears, but we do not know t hat
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nane), Monsieur your friend, having disabled two nen with his
pistols, retreated fighting with his sword, with which he disable
one of ny nmen, and stunned me with a blow of the flat side of
it."

"You villian, will you finish?" cried D Artagnan, "Athos-what has
beconme of Athos?"

"While fighting and retreating, as | have told Mnsei gneur, he
found the door of the cellar stairs behind him and as the door
was open, he took out the key, and barricaded hinself inside. As
we were sure of finding himthere, we left himalone.”

"Yes," said D Artagnan, "you did not really wish to kill; you
only wished to inprison him™"

"Good God! To inprison him nonseigneur? Wy, he inprisoned
himsel f, | swear to you he did. 1In the first place he had nmade
rough work of it; one man was killed on the spot, and two others
were severely wounded. The dead man and the two wounded were
carried off by their conrades, and |I have heard nothing of either
of themsince. As for nyself, as soon as | recovered ny senses |
went to Monsieur the Governor, to whom | related all that had
passed, and asked, what | should do with ny prisoner. Mbnsieur
the Governor was all astonishnent. He told nme he knew not hi ng
about the matter, that the orders | had received did not cone
fromhim and that if | had the audacity to nmention his nane as
bei ng concerned in this disturbance he woul d have me hanged. It
appears that | had made a ni stake, nonsieur, that | had arrested
t he wrong person, and that he whom | ought to have arrested had
escaped. "

"But Athos!" cried D Artagnan, whose inpatience was increased by
the disregard of the authorities, "Athos, where is he?"

"As | was anxious to repair the wongs | had done the prisoner,"
resunmed the i nnkeeper, "I took my way straight to the cellar in
order to set himat liberty. Ah, nonsieur, he was no |onger a
man, he was a devil! To ny offer of liberty, he replied that it
was not hing but a snare, and that before he canme out he intended
to inpose his own conditions. | told himvery hunbly-for I could
not conceal fromnyself the scrape | had got into by |aying hands
on one of his Majesty's Misketeers-1 told himl was quite ready
to submit to his conditions.

"‘In the first place,' said he, 'I wish my |ackey placed with ne,
fully arnmed.'" W hastened to obey this order; for you will

pl ease to understand, nonsieur, we were disposed to do everything
your friend could desire. Monsieur Ginmaud (he told us his name,
al t hough he does not tal k nuch)-Monsieur Ginmaud, then, went down
to the cellar, wounded as he was; then his master, having
adnmitted him barricaded the door afresh, and ordered us to
remain quietly in our own bar."

"But where is Athos now?" cried D Artagnan. "Were is Athos?"
“In the cellar, nonsieur."
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"What, you scoundrel! Have you kept himin the cellar all this
ti me?"

“Merciful heaven! No, nonsieur! We keep himin the cellar! You
do not know what he is about in the cellar. Ah! [If you could
but persuade himto come out, nonsieur, | should owe you the
gratitude of nmy whole life; | should adore you as ny patron
saint!"

"Then he is there? | shall find himthere?"

"Wt hout doubt you will, nonsieur; he persists in renaining
there. W every day pass through the air hole sonme bread at the
end of a fork, and some neat when he asks for it; but alas! It
is not of bread and neat of which he nakes the greatest
consunption. | once endeavored to go down with two of ny
servants; but he flewinto terrible rage. | heard the noise he
made in | oading his pistols, and his servant in |oading his
nmusket oon. Then, when we asked them what were their intentions,
the master replied that he had forty charges to fire, and that he
and his | ackey would fire to the |ast one before he would allow a
single soul of us to set foot in the cellar. Upon this |I went
and conplained to the governor, who replied that | only had what

| deserved, and that it would teach me to insult honorable

gentl emren who took up their abode in ny house."

"So that since that tine-" replied D Artagnan, totally unable to
refrain fromlaughing at the pitiable face of the host.

"So fromthat tinme, nonsieur," continued the latter, "we have |ed
the nost miserable life imginable; for you nust know, nonsieur
that all our provisions are in the cellar. There is our wine in
bottles, and our wine in casks; the beer, the oil, and the

spi ces, the bacon, and sausages. And as we are prevented from
goi ng down there, we are forced to refuse food and drink to the
travel ers who come to the house; so that our hostelry is daily
going to ruin. If your friend remains another week in my cellar

| shall be a ruined man."

"And not nore than justice, either, you ass! Could you not
percei ve by our appearance that we were people of quality, and
not coi ners-say?"

"Yes, nonsieur, you are right," said the host. "But, hark, hark

There he is!™
"Sonmebody has disturbed him w thout doubt,"” said D Artagnan

"But he nust be disturbed,"” cried the host; "Here are two English
gentlenen just arrived."

“wel | 2"

"Well, the English like good wi ne, as you may know, nonsieur
t hese have asked for the best. M w fe has perhaps requested
permni ssion of Monsieur Athos to go into the cellar to satisfy
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t hese gentl enen; and he, as usual, has refused. Ah, good heaven!
There is the hull abal oo | ouder than ever!™

D Artagnan, in fact, heard a great noise on the side next the
cellar. He rose, and preceded by the host winging his hands,
and followed by Planchet with his nusketoon ready for use, he
approached the scene of action.

The two gentl enen were exasperated; they had had a long ride, and
were dying with hunger and thirst.

"But this is tyranny!" cried one of them in very good French

though with a foreign accent, "that this madman will not all ow
t hese good people access to their own w ne! Nonsense, |let us

break open the door, and if he is too far gone in his nmdness,
well, we will kill him"

"Softly, gentlemen!" said D Artagnan, drawing his pistols from
his belt, "you will kill nobody, if you please!"

"Good, good!" cried the cal mvoice of Athos, fromthe other side
of the door, "let themjust conme in, these devourers of little
children, and we shall see!"

Brave as they appeared to be, the two English gentlenen | ooked at
each other hesitatingly. One nmight have thought there was in
that cellar one of those fam shed ogres--the gigantic heroes of
popul ar | egends, into whose cavern nobody could force their way
with inpunity.

There was a nonent of silence; but at length the two Englishnmen
felt ashamed to draw back, and the angrier one descended the five
or six steps which led to the cellar, and gave a kick against the
door enough to split a wall

"Planchet," said D Artagnhan, cocking his pistols, "I wll take
charge of the one at the top; you look to the one below. Ah,
gentl emen, you want battle; and you shall have it."

"Good CGod!" cried the hollow voice of Athos, "I can hear
D Artagnan, | think."

"Yes," cried D Artagnhan, raising his voice in turn, "I am here
my friend."

"Ah, good, then,"” replied Athos, "we will teach them these door
breakers!"

The gentl emen had drawn their swords, but they found thensel ves
take between two fires. They still hesitated an instant; but, as
before, pride prevailed, and a second kick split the door from
bottomto top.

"Stand on one side, D Artagnan, stand on one side," cried Athos.
"I amgoing to firel™

"Centl enen," exclainmed D Artagnan, whom reflection never

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com




The Three Musketeers

abandoned, "gentlenen, think of what you are about. Patience,
At hos! You are running your heads into a very silly affair; you

will be riddled. M lackey and | will have three shots at you,
and you will get as many fromthe cellar. You will then have out
swords, with which, | can assure you, ny friend and I can play
tolerably well. Let me conduct your business and ny own. You
shall soon have sonething to drink; | give you nmy word."

"If there is any left," grunbled the jeering voice of Athos.

The host felt a cold sweat creep down his back

"How '"If there is any left!" nmurnured he.

"What the devil! There nust be plenty left,"” replied D Artagnan
"Be satisfied of that; these two cannot have drunk all the
cellar. Gentlenmen, return your swords to their scabbards."”

"Well, provided you replace your pistols in your belt."
"WIllingly."

And D Artagnan set the exanple. Then, turning toward Pl anchet,
he made hima sign to uncock his nusket oon

The Englishnmen, convinced of these peaceful proceedi ngs, sheathed
their swords grunblingly. The history of Athos's inprisonnent
was then related to them and as they were really gentlemen, they
pronounced the host in the wong.

"Now, gentlenen," said D Artagnan, "go up to your room again; and
inten mnutes, | will answer for it, you shall have all you
desire."

The Englishnmen bowed and went upstairs.

“"Now | am al one, my dear Athos,
| beg of you."

said D Artagnan; "open the door

"Instantly," said Athos.

Then was heard a great noi se of fagots being renoved and of the
groani ng of posts; these were the counterscarps and bastions of
At hos, which the besieged hinself denolished.

An instant after, the broken door was renoved, and the pale face
of Athos appeared, who with a rapid glance took a survey of the
surroundi ngs.

D Artagnan threw hinself on his neck and enbraced himtenderly.
He then tried to draw him from his noi st abode, but to his
surprise he perceived that Athos staggered.

"You are wounded, " said he.

"Il Not at all. | amdead drunk, that's all, and never did a
man nore strongly set about getting so. By the Lord, nmy good
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host! | nust at |east have drunk for ny part a hundred and fifty
bottles.™

"Mercy!" cried the host, "if the |lackey has drunk only half as
much as the nmaster, | ama ruined nman."

"Gimud is a well-bred | ackey. He would never think of faring
in the sane nmanner as his master; he only drank fromthe cask.
Hark! | don't think he put the faucet in again. Do you hear it?
It is running now "

D Artagnan burst into a | augh which changed the shiver of the
host into a burning fever.

In the neantinme, Ginmaud appeared in his turn behind his master,
with the nusketoon on his shoulder, and his head shaking. Like
one of those drunken satyrs in the pictures of Rubens. He was
noi st ened before and behind with a greasy liquid which the host
recogni zed as his best olive oil

The four crossed the public room and proceeded to take possession
of the best apartnent in the house, which D Artagnan occupi ed
with authority.

In the neantime the host and his wife hurried down with | anps
into the cellar, which had so | ong been interdicted to them and
where a frightful spectacle awaited them

Beyond the fortifications through which Athos had nade a breach
in order to get out, and which were conposed of fagots, planks,
and enpty casks, heaped up according to all the rules of the
strategic art, they found, swimmng in puddles of oil and w ne,
the bones and fragnents of all the hans they had eaten; while a
heap of broken bottles filled the whole |eft-hand corner of the
cellar, and a tun, the cock of which was |eft running, was
yielding, by this means, the last drop of its blood. "The inage
of devastation and death,"” as the ancient poet says, "reigned as
over a field of battle."

O fifty |large sausages, suspended fromthe joists, scarcely ten
remai ned.

Then the | anentations of the host and hostess pierced the vault
of the cellar. D Artagnan hinmself was noved by them Athos did
not even turn his head.

To grief succeeded rage. The host arned hinself with a spit, and
rushed into the chanber occupied by the two friends.

"Some wine!" said Athos, on perceiving the host.
"Sonme wine!" cried the stupefied host, "sonme wi ne? Wy you have
drunk nore than a hundred pistoles' worth! | ama ruined man,

| ost, destroyed!"

"Bah," said Athos, "we were always dry."
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"If you had been contented with drinking, well and good; but you
have broken all the bottles."

"You pushed me upon a heap which rolled down. That was your
fault."

"All ny oil is lost!"

"Gl is a sovereign balmfor wounds; and ny poor Gimaud here was
obliged to dress those you had inflicted on him"

"All ny sausages are gnhawed!"

"There is an enornous quantity of rats in that cellar."

"You shall pay me for all this," cried the exasperated host.
"Triple ass!" said Athos, rising; but he sank down again

i mediately. He had tried his strength to the utnost.

D Artagnan cane to his relief with his whip in his hand.

The host drew back and burst into tears.

"This will teach you," said D Artagnan, "to treat the guests God
sends you in a nore courteous fashion."

"God? Say the devill"

"My dear friend," said D Artagnan, "if you annoy us in this
manner we will all four go and shut ourselves up in your cellar
and we will see if the m schief is as great as you say."

"Ch, gentlenen," said the host, "I have been wong. | confess
it, but pardon to every sin! You are gentlenen, and | am a poor
i nnkeeper. You will have pity on ne."

"Ah, if you speak in that way," said Athos, "you will break ny
heart, and the tears will flow fromny eyes as the wi ne fl owed
fromthe cask. W are not such devils as we appear to be. Cone
hither, and let us talk."

The host approached with hesitation.

"Cone hither, | say, and don't be afraid," continued Athos. "At
the very nmonment when | was about to pay you, | had placed ny
purse on the table."

"Yes, nonsieur."

"That purse contained sixty pistoles; where is it?"

"Deposited with the justice; they said it was bad noney."

"Very well; get me my purse back and keep the sixty pistoles."

"But Monsei gneur knows very well that justice never lets go that
which it once lays hold of. If it were bad noney, there m ght be
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some hopes; but unfortunately, those were all good pieces.”

"Manage the matter as well as you can, ny good man; it does not
concern nme, the nore so as | have not a livre left."

"Conme," said D Artagnan, "let us inquire further. Athos's horse,
where is that?"

“In the stable."

"How nuch is it worth?"

"Fifty pistoles at nost."

"It's worth eighty. Take it, and there ends the matter."
"What," cried Athos, "are you selling nmy horse--ny Bajazet? And

pray upon what shall | make ny canpai gn; upon Gri maud?"

"I have brought you another,"” said D Artagnan

" Anot her ?"
"And a nagnificent one!" cried the host.

"Well, since there is another finer and younger, why, you may
take the old one; and let us drink."

"What ?" asked the host, quite cheerful again

"Some of that at the bottom near the laths. There are twenty-
five bottles of it left; all the rest were broken by ny fall.
Bring six of them"

"Why, this man is a cask!" said the host, aside. "If he only
remai ns here a fortnight, and pays for what he drinks, | shal
soon re-establish nmy business."”

"And don't forget," said D Artagnan, "to bring up four bottles of
the sane sort for the two English gentlenen.”

"And now," said Athos, "while they bring the wine, tell ne,
D Artagnan, what has becone of the others, cone!"

D Artagnan rel ated how he had found Porthos in bed with a
strained knee, and Aranmis at a table between two theol ogians. As
he finished, the host entered with the wine ordered and a ham

whi ch, fortunately for him had been left out of the cellar

"That's well!" said Athos, filling his glass and that of his
friend; "here's to Porthos and Aramis! But you, D Artagnan, what
is the matter with you, and what has happened to you personally?
You have a sad air."

"Alas," said D Artagnan, "it is because | amthe npst
unfortunate? Tell nme.”
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"Presently," said D Artagnan

"Presently! And why presently? Because you think I am drunk?
D Artagnan, renmenber this! M ideas are never so clear as when
have had plenty of wine. Speak, then, | amall ears."

D Artagnan related his adventure with Mre. Bonaci eux. Athos
listened to himw thout a frown; and when he had finished, said,
"Trifles, only trifles!"™ That was his favorite word.

"You al ways say TRIFLES, ny dear Athos!" said D Artagnan, "and

that come very ill fromyou, who have never |oved."

The drink-deadened eye of Athos flashed out, but only for a
nonment; it becane as dull and vacant as before.

"That's true," said he, quietly, "for my part | have never
| oved. "

"Acknow edge, then, you stony heart," said D Artagnan, "that you
are wong to be so hard upon us tender hearts."”

"Tender hearts! Pi erced hearts!" said Athos.

"What do you say?"

"I say that love is a lottery in which he who wi ns, w ns death!
You are very fortunate to have |ost, believe nme, my dear

D Artagnan. And if | have any counsel to give, it is, always

| ose! ™

"She seened to | ove ne so!"

"She SEEMED, did she?"

"COh, she DID | ove ne!"

"You child, why, there is not a man who has not believed, as you
do, that his mstress loved him and there |ives not a man who
has not been deceived by his mistress.”

"Except you, Athos, who never had one."

"That's true," said Athos, after a nonent's silence, "that's

true! | never had one! Let us drink!"
"But then, philosopher that you are," said D Artagnan, "instruct
me, support me. | stand in need of being taught and consol ed.”

"Consol ed for what?"
"For ny msfortune."
"Your msfortune is |aughable," said Athos, shrugging his

shoul ders; "I should like to know what you would say if | were to
relate to you a real tale of Iove!”
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"Whi ch has happened to you?"

"Or one of ny friends, what matters?"
"Tell it, Athos, tell it."

"Better if | drink."

"Drink and relate, then."

"Not a bad idea!" said Athos, enptying and refilling his glass.
"The two things agree marvel ously well."

"I amall attention," said D Artagnan

At hos collected hinself, and in proportion as he did so,

D Artagnan saw t hat he becane pale. He was at that period of

i ntoxication in which vulgar drinkers fall and sleep. He kept

hi nsel f upright and dreamed, without sleeping. This somanbulism
of drunkenness had something frightful init.

"You particularly wish it?" asked he.
"I pray for it," said D Artagnan

"Be it then as you desire. One of ny friends--one of ny friends,
pl ease to observe, not nyself," said Athos, interrupting hinself
with a nmelancholy smle, "one of the counts of my province--that
is to say, of Berry--noble as a Dandol o or a Montnorency, at
twenty-five years of age fell in love with a girl of sixteen,
beautiful as fancy can paint. Through the ingenuousness of her
age beaned an ardent mnd, not of the woman, but of the poet.
She did not please; she intoxicated. She lived in a snmall town
with her brother, who was a curate. Both had recently cone into
the country. They came nobody knew whence; but when seeing her
so |l ovely and her brother so pious, nobody thought of asking
whence they came. They were said, however, to be of good
extraction. M friend, who was seigneur of the country, night
have seduced her, or taken her by force, at his will--for he was
master. Who woul d have conme to the assistance of two strangers,
two unknown persons? Unfortunately he was an honorabl e man; he
married her. The fool! The ass! The idiot!"

"How so, if he |l ove her?" asked D Artagnhan

"Wait," said Athos. "He took her to his chateau, and nade her
the first lady in the province; and in justice it nmust be all owed
t hat she supported her rank becom ngly."

"Wel | ?" asked D Artagnan

"Well, one day when she was hunting with her husband," continued

Athos, in a |l ow voice, and speaking very quickly," she fell from

her horse and fainted. The count flew to her to help, and as she
appeared to be oppressed by her clothes, he ripped them open with
his poinard, and in so doing |aid bare her shoul der

D Artagnan, " said Athos, with a mani acal burst of [aughter
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"guess what she had on her shoul der."

"How can | tell?" said D Artagnan

"A FLEUR-DE-LIS," said Athos. "She was branded."

At hos enptied at a single draught the glass he held in his hand.
"Horror!" cried D Artagnan. "Wat do you tell ne?"

"Truth, my friend. The angel was a denon; the poor young girl
had stolen the sacred vessels froma church.”

"And what did the count do?"

"The count was of the highest nobility. He had on his estates
the rights of high and low tribunals. He tore the dress of the
countess to pieces; he tied her hands behind her, and hanged her
on a tree."

"Heavens, Athos, a nurder?" cried D Artagnan

"No less," said Athos, as pale as a corpse. "But nmethinks | need
wi ne!" and he seized by the neck the |ast bottle that was |eft,
put it to his nmouth, and enptied it at a single draught, as he
woul d have enptied an ordinary gl ass.

Then he let his head sink upon his two hands, while D Artagnan
stood before him stupefied.

"That has cured ne of beautiful, poetical, and |oving wonen,"
said Athos, after a considerabl e pause, raising his head, and
forgetting to continue the fiction of the count. "God grant you
as nmuch! Let us drink."

"Then she is dead?" stammered D Artagnan

"PARBLEU' " said Athos. "But hold out your glass. Sone ham ny
boy, or we can't drink."

"And her brother?" added D Artagnan, timdly.

“Her brother?" replied Athos.

"Yes, the priest."

"Ch, | inquired after himfor the purpose of hanging him

i kewi se; but he was beforehand with nme, he had quit the curacy
the night before.™

"Was it ever known who this niserable fell ow was?"

"He was doubtless the first |over and acconplice of the fair
lady. A worthy man, who had pretended to be a curate for the

purpose of getting his mstress married, and securing her a
position. He has been hanged and quartered, | hope."
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"My God, ny God!" cried D Artagnan, quite stunned by the relation
of this horrible adventure.

"Taste some of this ham D Artagnan; it is exquisite," said
Athos, cutting a slice, which he placed on the young man's pl ate.

"What a pity it is there were only four like this in the cellar
I could have drunk fifty bottles nore."

D Artagnan could no | onger endure this conversation, which had
made him bewi | dered. Allowing his head to sink upon his two
hands, he pretended to sl eep

"These young fellows can none of themdrink," said Athos, |ooking
at himwith pity, "and yet this is one of the best!"

28 THE RETURN

D Artagnan was astounded by the terrible confidence of Athos; yet
many thi ngs appeared very obscure to himin this half revel ation
In the first place it had been nade by a nman quite drunk to one
who was half drunk; and yet, in spite of the incertainty which
the vapor of three or four bottles of Burgundy carries with it to
the brain, D Artagnan, when awaki ng on the follow ng norning, had
all the words of Athos as present to his nmenory as if they then
fell fromhis nouth--they had been so i npressed upon his mnd

All this doubt only gave rise to a nore lively desire of arriving
at a certainty, and he went into his friend' s chanber with a
fixed determ nation of renewi ng the conversation of the preceding
eveni ng; but he found Athos quite hinmself again--that is to say,
the nost shrewd and i npenetrable of nmen. Besides which, the
Musket eer, after having exchanged a hearty shake of the hand with
him broached the matter first.

"I was pretty drunk yesterday, D Artagnan," said he, "I can tel
that by nmy tongue, which was swollen and hot this norning, and by
my pul se, which was very tremulous. | wager that | uttered a

t housand extravagances. "

While saying this he |ooked at his friend with an earnestness
t hat enbarrassed him

“No," replied D Artagnan, "if | recollect well what you said, it
was not hing out of the common way."

"Ah, you surprise me. | thought |I had told you a nost |anentable
story.” And he | ooked at the young man as if he would read the
bottom of his heart.

"My faith," said D Artagnan, "it appears that | was nore drunk
than you, since | renenber nothing of the kind."

Athos did not trust this reply, and he resumed; "you cannot have
failed to remark, ny dear friend, that everyone has his
particul ar ki nd of drunkenness, sad or gay. M drunkenness is
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al ways sad, and when | amthoroughly drunk ny mania is to rel ate
all the lugubrious stories which ny foolish nurse inculcated into
ny brain. That is my failing--a capital failing, | admt; but
with that exception, | am a good drinker."

At hos spoke this in so natural a manner that D Artagnan was
shaken in his conviction.

"It is that, then," replied the young man, anxious to find out
the truth, "it is that, then, | remenber as we renenber a dream
We were speaki ng of hanging."

"Ah, you see howit is,"” said Athos, beconming still paler, but
yet attenpting to laugh; "I was sure it was so--the hanging of
people is my nightrmare."

"Yes, yes," replied D Artagnan. "I renmenber now, yes, it was
about--stop a mnute--yes, it was about a woman."

"That's it," replied Athos, beconming alnost livid; "that is ny
grand story of the fair lady, and when | relate that, | nust be
very drunk."

"Yes, that was it," said D Artagnan, "the story of a tall, fair
| ady, with blue eyes."

"Yes, who was hanged."

"By her husband, who was a nobl eman of your acquai ntance,"
continued D Artagnan, |ooking intently at Athos.

"Well, you see how a man nmmy conprom se hi nsel f when he does not
know what he says," replied Athos, shrugging his shoulders as if
he thought hinself an object of pity. "I certainly never will

get drunk again, D Artagnan; it is too bad a habit."

D Artagnan renmai ned silent; and then changing the conversation
all at once, Athos said:

"By the by, | thank you for the horse you have brought ne."

"I's it to your m nd?" asked D Artagnan

"Yes; but it is not a horse for hard work."

"you are nistaken; | rode himnearly ten | eagues in less than an
hour and a half, and he appeared no nore distressed than if he
had only nmade the tour of the Place St. Sul pice."

"Ah, you begin to awaken ny regret."”

"Regret?"

"Yes; | have parted with him?"

" How?"
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"Why, here is the sinple fact. This nmorning | awoke at six

o' clock. You were still fast asleep, and | did not know what to
do with nyself; | was still stupid fromour yesterday's debauch
As | canme into the public room | saw one of our Englishman
bargaining with a dealer for a horse, his own having died
yesterday from bl eeding. | drew near, and found he was bidding a
hundred pistoles for a chestnut nag. 'PARDEU,' said |, 'ny good
gentleman, | have a horse to sell, too.' '"Ay, and a very fine
one! | saw himyesterday; your friend s |ackey was | eading him'
"Do you think he is worth a hundred pistoles? 'Yes! WII you
sell himto me for that sun?" 'No; but I will play for him'
"What?' ' At dice.' No sooner said than done, and | [ost the
horse. Ah, ah! But please to observe I won back the equi page,’
cried Athos.

D Artagnan | ooked nmuch di sconcert ed.

"This vexes you?" said Athos.

"Well, | nust confess it does,"” replied D Artagnan. "That horse
was to have identified us in the day of battle. It was a pl edge,
a renenbrance. Athos, you have done wrong."

"But, ny dear friend, put yourself in ny place," replied the
Musketeer. "I was hipped to death; and still further, upon ny
honor, | don't |ike English horses. |If it is only to be

recogni zed, why the saddle will suffice for that; it is quite
remar kabl e enough. As to the horse, we can easily find sone
excuse for its di sappearance. Wy the devil! A horse is nortal;
suppose m ne had had the gl anders or the farcy?"

D Artagnan did not smle

"It vexes nme greatly," continued Athos, "that you attach so nmuch
i mportance to these animals, for | amnot yet at the end of ny
story."

"What el se have you done."

"After having |lost ny own horse, nine against ten--see how near--
| fornmed an idea of staking yours."

"Yes; but you stopped at the idea, | hope?"

“"No; for | put it in execution that very mnute."

"And t he consequence?" said D Artagnan, in great anxiety.
"I threw, and | lost."

"What, ny horse?"

"Your horse, seven against eight; a point short--you know the
proverb."

"At hos, you are not in your right senses, | swear."
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"My dear |ad, that was yesterday, when | was telling you silly
stories, it was proper to tell nme that, and not this norning. |
lost himthen, with all his appointnents and furniture."

"Really, this is frightful."

"Stop a minute; you don't know all yet. | should nake an
excellent ganbler if | were not too hot-headed; but | was hot-
headed, just as if | had been drinking. WlIl, | was not hot-

headed then--"
"Well, but what else could you play for? You had nothing |eft?"

"Ch, yes, ny friend; there was still that dianond |eft which
sparkl es on your finger, and which | had observed yesterday."

"This dianpond!" said D Artagnan, placing his hand eagerly on his
ring.

"And as | am a connoi sseur in such things, having had a few of ny
own once, | estimated it at a thousand pistoles.”

"I hope," said D Artagnan, half dead with fright, "you nmade no
menti on of ny di anond?”

"On the contrary, ny dear friend, this dianond becane our only
resource; with it | mght regain our horses and their harnesses,
and even nobney to pay our expenses on the road."

"At hos, you make me trenble!" cried D Artagnan

"I mentioned your dianond then to ny adversary, who had |ikew se

remarked it. What the devil, ny dear, do you think you can wear
a star from heaven on your finger, and nobody observe it?
| npossi bl e!'”

"Go on, go on, ny dear fellow" said D Artagnan; "for upon ny
honor, you will kill me with your indifference."

"We divided, then, this dianmond into ten parts of a hundred
pi stol es each."

"You are laughing at me, and want to try ne!" said D Artagnan
whom anger began to take by the hair, as Mnerva takes Achilles,
in the ILLIAD.

"No, | do not jest, MORDIEU | should like to have seen you in
ny place! | had been fifteen days w thout seeing a human face,
and had been left to brutalize nyself in the conpany of bottles."
"That was no reason for staking ny dianond!" replied D Artagnan
closing his hand with a nervous spasm

"Hear the end. Ten parts of a hundred pistoles each, in ten
throws, without revenge; in thirteen throws | had lost all--in
thirteen throws. The nunber thirteen was always fatal to nme; it
was on the thirteenth of July that--"
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"VENTREBLEU!' " cried D Artagnan, rising fromthe table, the story
of the present day meking himforget that of the preceding one.

"Patience!" said Athos; "I had a plan. The Englishman was an
original; | had seen himconversing that morning with G i naud,
and Grinaud had told nme that he had made hi m proposals to enter
into his service. | staked Ginaud, the silent Gimaud, divided
into ten portions."

"Well, what next?" said D Artagnan, laughing in spite of hinself.
"Grimaud hinmsel f, understand; and with the ten parts of Gimud,
which are not worth a ducatoon, | regained the dianond. Tell ne,
now, if persistence is not a virtue?"

"My faith! But this is droll," cried D Artagnan, consol ed, and
hol di ng his sides with [aughter

"You may guess, finding the luck turned, that | again staked the
di anond. "

"The devil!" said D Artagnan, beconi ng angry again

"I won back your harness, then your horse, then ny harness, then
my horse, and then | lost again. |In brief, | regained your
harness and then nine. That's where we are. That was a superb
throw, so | left off there.”

D Artagnan breathed as if the whole hostelry had been renoved
fromhis breast.

"Then the dianond is safe?" said he, timdly.

“Intact, ny dear friend; besides the harness of your Bucephal us
and mne."

"But what is the use of harnesses w thout horses?"

"I have an idea about them"

"At hos, you make me shudder."

"Listen to ne. You have not played for a long tine, D Artagnan."”
"And | have no inclination to play."

"Swear to nothing. You have not played for a long time, | said;
you ought, then, to have a good hand."”

"Well, what then?"

"Well; the Englishman and his conpanion are still here. |
remarked that he regretted the horse furniture very much. You
appear to think nmuch of your horse. In your place | would stake

the furniture against the horse."”
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"But he will not wish for only one harness."”
"Stake both, PARDIEU! | am not selfish, as you are."

"You woul d do so?" said D Artagnan, undecided, so strongly did
the confidence of Athos begin to prevail, in spite of hinself.

"On ny honor, in one single throw "

"But having lost the horses, | amparticularly anxious to
preserve the harnesses."

"Stake your dianond, then."
"This? That's another matter. Never, never!"

"The devil!" said Athos. "I would propose to you to stake

Pl anchet, but as that has already been done, the Englishman woul d
not, perhaps, be willing."
"Decidedly, nmy dear Athos," said D Artagnan, "l should Iike
better not to risk anything."”

"That's a pity," said Athos, cooly. "The Englishman is
overflowing with pistoles. Good Lord, try one throw One throw
is soon made!"

"And if | |ose?"
"You will win."
"But if | |ose?"
"Well, you will surrender the harnesses."

"Have with you for one throw" said D Artagnan

At hos went in quest of the Englishman, whom he found in the
stabl e, exam ning the harnesses with a greedy eye. The
opportunity was good. He proposed the conditions--the two

har nesses, either against one horse or a hundred pistoles. The
Engl i shman cal cul ated fast; the two harnesses were worth three
hundred pistoles. He consented.

D Artagnan threw the dice with a trenbling hand, and turned up
the nunber three; his paleness terrified Athos, who, however,
consented hinmself with saying, "That's a sad throw, conrade; you
wi |l have the horses fully equi pped, nonsieur."

The Englishman, quite triunphant, did not even give hinself the
trouble to shake the dice. He threw themon the table wi thout

| ooking at them so sure was he of victory; D Artagnan turned
aside to conceal his ill hunor.

"Hold, hold, hold!" said Athos, wit his quiet tone; "that throw
of the dice is extraordinary. | have not seen such a one four
times inny life. Two aces!”
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The Englishman | ooked, and was seized with astonishment.
D Artagnan | ooked, and was seized with pleasure.

"Yes," continued Athos, "four tines only; once at the house of
Monsi eur Crequy; another time at my own house in the country, in
nmy chateau at--when | had a chateau; a third tinme at Mnsieur de
Treville's where it surprised us all; and the fourth tine at a
cabaret, where it fell to ny lot, and where | lost a hundred

| ouis and a supper on it."

"Then Monsi eur takes his horse back again,"” said the Englishman.
"Certainly," said D Artagnan

"Then there is no revenge?"

"Qur conditions said, 'No revenge,' you will please to
recol l ect.”

"That is true; the horse shall be restored to your | ackey,
nonsi eur . "

"A nonent," said Athos; "with your perni ssion, nonsieur, | w sh
to speak a word with ny friend."

"Say on."
At hos drew D Artagnan aside.

"Well, Tenpter, what nore do you want with nme?" said D Artagnan
"You want nme to throw again, do you not?"

“No, | would wish you to reflect.”

"On what ?"

"You nean to take your horse?"

"Wt hout doubt."

"You are wrong, then. | would take the hundred pistoles. You

know you have staked the harnesses agai nst the horse or a hundred
pi stol es, at your choice."

"Yes.
"Well, then, | repeat, you are wong. What is the use of one
horse for us two? | could not ride behind. W should | ook |ike

the two sons of Annon, who had lost their brother. You cannot
think of humliating me by prancing along by ny side on that
magni fi cent charger. For ny part, | should not hesitate a
monment; | should take the hundred pistoles. W want noney for
our return to Paris."

"I amnmuch attached to that horse, Athos."
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"And there again you are wong. A horse slips and injures a
joint; a horse stunbles and breaks his knees to the bone; a horse
eats out of a manger in which a gl andered horse has eaten. There
is a horse, while on the contrary, the hundred pistoles feed
their master."

"But how shall we get back?"

“Upon our |ackey's horses, PARDI EU. Anybody nay see by our
bearing that we are people of condition."

"Pretty figures we shall cut on ponies while Aram s and Porthos
caracole on their steeds.”

“"Aram s! Porthos!" cried Athos, and | aughed al oud.

"What is it?" asked D Artagnan, who did not at all conprehend the
hilarity of his friend.

"Not hi ng, nothing! Go on!"
"Your advice, then?"

"To take the hundred pistoles, D Artagnan. Wth the hundred
pi stoles we can live well to the end of the nonth. W have
undergone a great deal of fatigue, renenber, and a little rest
will do no harm"

"I rest? OCh, no, Athos. Once in Paris, | shall prosecute ny
search for that unfortunate woman!"”

"Well, you may be assured that your horse will not be half so
serviceabl e to you for that purpose as good golden |ouis. Take
the hundred pistoles, ny friend; take the hundred pistoles!"

D Artagnan only required one reason to be satisfied. This |ast
reason appeared convincing. Besides, he feared that by resisting
| onger he shoul d appear selfish in the eyes of Athos. He

acqui esced, therefore, and chose the hundred pistoles, which the
Engl i shman pai d down on the spot.

They then determined to depart. Peace with the landlord, in
addition to Athos's old horse, cost six pistoles. D Artagnan and
At hos took the nags of Planchet and Gimaud, and the two | ackeys
started on foot, carrying the saddl es on their heads.

However ill our two friends were nmounted, they were soon far in
advance of their servants, and arrived at Creveccoeur. Froma
di stance they perceived Aram s, seated in a nelancholy manner at
his wi ndow, |ooking out, like Sister Anne, at the dust in the
hori zon.

"HOLA, Aramis! \What the devil are you doing there?" cried the
two friends.

"Ah, is that you, D Artagnan, and you, Athos?" said the young
man. "I was reflecting upon the rapidity with which the
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bl essings of this world | eave us. M English horse, which has

just disappeared am d a cloud of dust, has furnished ne with a

living image of the fragility of the things of the earth. Life
itself may be resolved into three words: ERAT, EST, FUT."

"Whi ch neans--" said D Artagnan, who began to suspect the truth.

“Whi ch neans that | have just been duped-sixty louis for a horse
whi ch by the manner of his gait can do at |east five | eagues an
hour."

D Artagnan and At hos | aughed al oud.

"My dear D Artagnan," said Aranmis, "don't be too angry with me, |
beg. Necessity has no | aw, besides, | amthe person punished, as
that rascally horsedeal er has robbed ne of fifty louis, at |east.
Ah, you fellows are good nmanagers! You ride on our |ackey's
horses, and have your own gallant steeds |led along carefully by
hand, at short stages.”

At the sanme instant a market cart, which sonme minutes before had
appeared upon the Amiens road, pulled up at the inn, and Pl anchet
and Ginmaud came out of it with the saddles on their heads. The
cart was returning enpty to Paris, and the two | ackeys had
agreed, for their transport, to slake the wagoner's thirst al ong
the route.

"What is this?" said Aramis, on seeing themarrive. "Nothing but
saddl es?”

"Now do you understand?" said Athos.
"My friends, that's exactly like me! | retained ny harness by
instinct. HOLA Bazin! Bring ny new saddle and carry it al ong

with those of these gentlenen."

"And what have you done with your ecclesiastics?" asked
D Artagnan.

"My dear fellow, | invited themto a dinner the next day,"
replied Aramis. "They have sone capital w ne here-please to
observe that in passing. | did ny best to nake them drunk. Then

the curate forbade nme to quit my uniform and the Jesuit
entreated me to get himnade a Misketeer."

"Wthout a thesis?" cried D Artagnan, "wi thout a thesis?
demand t he suppression of the thesis.”

"Since then," continued Aram s, "I have |lived very agreeably.
have begun a poemin verses of one syllable. That is rather
difficult, but the merit in all things consists in the
difficulty. The matter is gallant. | will read you the first
canto. It has four hundred lines, and |lasts a minute."

"My faith, ny dear Aramis,"” said D Artagnan, who detested verses
al nost as nmuch as he did Latin, "add to the merit of the
difficulty that of the brevity, and you are sure that your poem

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com

273



The Three Musketeers

will at | east have two nmerits."”

"You will see,” continued Aram s, "that it breathes

i rreproachabl e passion. And so, nmy friends, we return to Paris?
Bravo! | amready. W are going to rejoin that good fell ow,
Porthos. So nuch the better. You can't think how | have nissed
him the great sinpleton. To see himso self-satisfied
reconciles nme with nyself. He would not sell his horse; not for
a kingdom | think I can see himnow, nounted upon his superb
ani mal and seated in his handsone saddle. | amsure he will | ook
like the Great Mgul!"

They made a halt for an hour to refresh their horses. Arams
di scharged his bill, placed Bazin in the cart with his conrades,
and they set forward to join Porthos.

They found himup, |less pale than when D Artagnan left himafter
his first visit, and seated at a table on which, though he was

al one, was spread enough for four persons. This dinner consisted
of meats nicely dressed, choice wi nes, and superb fruit.

"Ah, PARDI EU " said he, rising, "you come in the nick of tine,
gentlenen. | was just beginning the soup, and you will dine with
me. "

"Ch, oh!" said D Artagnan, "Musqueton has not caught these
bottles with his | asso. Besides, here is a piquant FRI CANDEAU
and a fillet of beef."

"I amrecruiting nyself,"” said Porthos, "I amrecruiting nyself.
Not hi ng weakens a man nore than these devilish strains. Did you
ever suffer froma strain, Athos?"

"Never! Though | renenber, in our affair of the Rue Ferou, |
received a sword wound which at the end of fifteen or eighteen
days produced the sane effect."

"But this dinner was not intended for you al one, Porthos?" said
Aram s.

"No," said Porthos, "I expected sonme gentlenen of the
nei ghbor hood, who have just sent nme word they could not cone.
You will take their places and | shall not |ose by the exchange.

HOLA, Mousqueton, seats, and order double the bottles!"

"Do you know what we are eating here?" said Athos, at the end of
ten m nutes.

"PARDI EU'" replied D Artagnan, "for ny part, | ameating vea
garni shed with shrinps and vegetables."

"And | sone | anb chops," said Porthos.
“"And | a plain chicken," said Aram s

"You are all m staken, gentlenen," answered Athos, gravely; "you
are eating horse.”
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"Eating what?" said D Artagnan
"Horse!" said Aramis, with a grimce of disgust.
Port hos al one nmade no reply.

"Yes, horse. Are we not eating a horse, Porthos? And perhaps
his saddle, therewith."

"No, gentlenen, | have kept the harness," said Porthos.

"My faith," said Arams, "we are all alike. One would think we
had tipped the wink."

"What could | do?" said Porthos. "This horse nade ny visitors
ashanmed of theirs, and | don't like to hunmiliate people.”

"Then your duchess is still at the waters?" asked D Artagnan

"Still," replied Porthos. "And, ny faith, the governor of the
provi nce--one of the gentlenmen | expected today--seened to have
such a wish for him that | gave himto him"

"Gave hinmP" cried D Artagnan

"My God, yes, GAVE, that is the word," said Porthos; "for the
animal was worth at |east a hundred and fifty louis, and the
stingy fellow would only give ne eighty.”

"W thout the saddl e?" said Aram s.
"Yes, without the saddle."

"You will observe, gentlenen," said Athos, "that Porthos has nade
the best bargain of any of us."

And then comrenced a roar of laughter in which they all joined,
to the astoni shment of poor Porthos; but when he was informed of
the cause of their hilarity, he shared it vociferously according
to his custom

"There is one confort, we are all in cash," said D Artagnan

"Well, for nmy part," said Athos, "I found Aram s's Spani sh w ne
so good that | sent on a hanper of sixty bottles of it in the
wagon with the | ackeys. That has weakened my purse.”

"And |," said Arami s, "imagined that | had given al nost ny | ast
sou to the church of Montdidier and the Jesuits of Amiens, wth
whom | had made engagenents which | ought to have kept. | have
ordered Masses for myself, and for you, gentlenen, which will be
said, gentlenen, for which | have not the |east doubt you will be
mar vel ously benefited."

"And |," said Porthos, "do you think nmy strain cost me nothing?--
wi t hout reckoni ng Mbusqueton's wound, for which | had to have the
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surgeon twice a day, and who charged ne double on account of that
foolish Mousqueton having all owed hinself a ball in a part which
peopl e generally only show to an apothecary; so | advised himto
try never to get wounded there any nore."

"Ay, ay!" said Athos, exchanging a smle with D Artagnan and
Aramis, "it is very clear you acted nobly with regard to the poor
lad; that is |like a good nmaster."

“I'n short," said Porthos, "when all mnmy expenses are paid, | shal
have, at nost, thirty crowns left.”

"And | about ten pistoles,” said Arams.

"Well, then it appears that we are the Croesuses of the society.
How much have you left of your hundred pistoles, D Artagnan.?"

"Of nmy hundred pistoles? Wy, in the first place | gave you
fifty."

"You think so?"

" PARDI EU! "

"Ah, that is true. | recollect."

"Then | paid the host six."

"What a brute of a host! Wiy did you give himsix pistoles?”
"You told ne to give themto him?"

"It is true; | amtoo good-natured. In brief, how nuch remains?"

"Twenty-five pistoles," said D Artagnan

"And |," said Athos, taking sone small change from his pocket,

[oon
"You? Nothing!"

"My faith! So little that it is not worth reckoning with the
general stock."

“"Now, then, let us cal culate how nmuch we posses in all."
"Porthos?"

"Thirty crowns."

"Aram s?"

"Ten pistoles.”

"And you, D Artagnan?"

"Twenty-five."
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"That makes in all?" said Athos.

"Four hundred and seventy-five livres,
reckoned |i ke Archinedes.

said D Artagnan, who

"On our arrival in Paris, we shall still have four hundred,
besi des the harnesses," said Porthos.

"But our troop horses?" said Aranm s

"Well, of the four horses of our |ackeys we will nmake two for the
masters, for which we will draw lots. Wth the four hundred
livres we will nake the half of one for one of the unnounted, and
then we will give the turnings out of our pockets to D Artagnan
who has a steady hand, and will go and play in the first gam ng
house we cone to. There!"

"Let us dine, then," said Porthos; "it is getting cold."

The friends, at ease with regard to the future, did honor to the
repast, the remains of which were abandoned to Mousquet on, Bazin,
Pl anchet, and Gri maud.

On arriving in Paris, D Artagnan found a letter fromM de
Treville, which informed himthat, at his request, the king had
prom sed that he should enter the conpany of the Misketeers.

As this was the height of D Artagnan's worldly anbition--apart,
be it well understood, fromhis desire of finding Mre.

Bonaci eux--he ran, full of joy, to seek his conrades, whom he had
left only half an hour before, but whom he found very sad and
deeply preoccupi ed. They were assenbled in council at the

resi dence of Athos, which always indicated an event of sone
gravity. M de Treville had intimated to themhis Majesty's
fixed intention to open the canpaign on the first of My, and
they must i medi ately prepare their outfits.

The four philosophers | ooked at one another in a state of
bewi | derment. M de Treville never jested in matters relating to
di sci pli ne.

"And what do you reckon your outfit will cost?" said D Artagnan

"Oh, we can scarcely say. W have made our cal culations with
Spartan econony, and we each require fifteen hundred livres."

"Four tinmes fifteen makes sixty--six thousand livres," said

At hos.

"It seens to nme," said D Artagnan, "with a thousand livres each--
I do not speak as a Spartan, but as a procurator--"

This word PROCURATOR roused Porthos. "Stop," said he, "I have an
i dea. "
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"Well, that's sonething, for | have not the shadow of one," said
At hos cooly; "but as to D Artagnan, gentlenen, the idea of

bel onging to OURS has driven himout of his senses. A thousand
livres! For ny part, | declare | want two thousand."”

"Four times two nakes eight," then said Aramis; "it is eight

t housand that we want to conplete our outfits, toward which, it
is true, we have already the saddles."

"Besides," said Athos, waiting till D Artagnan, who went to thank
Monsi eur de Treville, had shut the door, "besides, there is that
beautiful ring which beams fromthe finger of our friend. What
the devil! D Artagnan is too good a conrade to |eave his
brothers in enbarrassnent while he wears the ransom of a king on
his finger."

29 HUNTI NG FOR THE EQUI PMENTS

The nost preoccupied of the four friends was certainly

D Artagnan, although he, in his quality of Guardsnman, would be
much nore easily equi pped than Messieurs the Misketeers, who were
all of high rank; but our Gascon cadet was, as nmay have been
observed, of a provident and al nost avarici ous character, and
with that (explain the contradiction) so vain as alnost to riva
Porthos. To this preoccupation of his vanity, D Artagnan at this
nonent j oi ned an uneasi ness nmuch | ess selfish. Notw thstanding
all his inquiries respecting Me. Bonaci eux, he could obtain no
intelligence of her. M de Treville had spoken of her to the
queen. The queen was ignorant where the nercer's young w fe was,
but had prom sed to have her sought for; but this prom se was
very vague and did not at all reassure D Artagnhan

Athos did not | eave his chanber; he made up his mnd not to take
a single step to equip hinself.

"We have still fifteen days before us," said he to his friends.
"well, if at the end of a fortnight | have found nothing, or
rather if nothing has cone to find nme, as | a, too good a
Catholic to kill myself with a pistol bullet, I will seek a good
quarrel with four of his Em nence's Guards or with eight

Engli shnen, and | will fight until one of them has killed ne,

whi ch, considering the nunber, cannot fail to happen. It wll

then be said of ne that | died for the king; so that | shall have
performed my duty without the expense of an outfit."

Porthos continued to wal k about with his hands behind him
tossing his head and repeating, "I shall follow up on ny idea."

Aram s, anxious and negligently dressed, said nothing.

It may be seen by these disastrous details that desol ation
reigned in the conmunity.

The | ackeys on their part, |ike the coursers of Hi ppolytus,
shared the sadness of their masters. Mousqueton collected a
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store of crusts; Bazin, who had al ways been inclined to devotion,
never quit the churches; Planchet watched the flight of flies;
and Grimaud, whom the general distress could not induce to break
the silence inposed by his master, heaved sighs enough to soften
t he stones.

The three friends--for, as we have said, Athos had sworn not to
stir a foot to equip hinmself--went out early in the norning, and
returned |late at night. They wandered about the streets, |ooking
at the pavenent a if to see whether the passengers had not left a
purse behind them They mi ght have been supposed to be follow ng
tracks, so observant were they wherever they went. When they net
they | ooked desol ately at one another, as nmuch as to say, "Have
you found anyt hi ng?"

However, as Porthos had first found an idea, and had thought of

it earnestly afterward, he was the first to act. He was a nan of
execution, this worthy Porthos. D Artagnan perceived himone day
wal ki ng toward the church of St. Leu, and foll owed him
instinctively. He entered, after having twi sted his nustache and
el ongated his inperial, which always announced on his part the
nost triunphant resolutions. As D Artagnan took sone precautions
to conceal hinself, Porthos believed he had not been seen

D Artagnan entered behind him Porthos went and | eaned agai nst
the side of a pillar. D Artagnan, still unperceived, supported
hi nrsel f agai nst the other side.

There happened to be a sernon, which nade the church very full of
people. Porthos took advantage of this circunmstance to ogle the
wonen. Thanks to the cares of Musqueton, the exterior was for
from announcing the distress of the interior. H's hat was a
little napless, his feather was a |little faded, his gold | ace was
alittle tarnished, his laces were a trifle frayed; but in the
obscurity of the church these things were not seen, and Porthos
was still the handsonme Porthos.

D Artagnan observed, on the bench nearest to the pillar against
whi ch Porthos | eaned, sort of ripe beauty, rather yellow and
rather dry, but erect and haughty under her black hood. The eyes
of Porthos were furtively cast upon this |ady, and then roved
about at | arge over the nave.

On her side the lady, who fromtinme to tine blushed, darted with
the rapidity of lightning a glance toward the inconstant Porthos;
and then i medi ately the eyes of Porthos wandered anxiously. It
was plain that this node of proceeding piqued the lady in the

bl ack hood, for she bit her lips till they bled, scratched the
end of her nose, and could not sit still in her seat.

Porthos, seeing this, retwi sted his nustache, elongated his

i mperial a second tinme, and began to nmake signals to a beautifu
| ady who was near the choir, and who not only was a beautifu

| ady, but still further, no doubt, a great |ady--for she had
behi nd her a Negro boy who had brought the cushion on which she
knelt, and a fenmale servant who held the enbl azoned bag in which
was placed the book from which she read the Mass.
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The lady with the black hood followed through all their
wanderings the | ooks of Porthos, and perceived that they rested
upon the lady with the velvet cushion, the little Negro, and the
mai d- servant .

During this tinme Porthos played close. It was al npst

i mperceptible notions of his eyes, fingers placed upon the |ips,
little assassinating smles, which really did assassinate the

di sdai ned beauty.

Then she cried, "Ahenm " under cover of the MEA CULPA, striking
her breast so vigorously that everybody, even the lady with the
red cushion, turned round toward her. Porthos paid no attention
Nevert hel ess, he understood it all, but was deaf.

The lady with the red cushion produced a great effect--for she
was very handsone--upon the lady with he black hood, who saw in
her a rival really to be dreaded; a great effect upon Porthos,
who thought her nuch prettier than the |lady with the bl ack hood;
a great effect upon D Artagnan, who recognized in her the |ady of
Meung, of Calais, and of Dover, whom his persecutor, the man with
the scar, had saluted by the name of M| ady.

D Artagnan, wi thout |osing sight of the Iady of the red cushion
continued to watch the proceedi ngs of Porthos, which anmused him
greatly. He guessed that the |ady of the black hood was the
procurator's wife of the Rue aux Qurs, which was the nore
probabl e fromthe church of St. Leu being not far fromthat
locality.

He guessed, |ikew se, by induction, that Porthos was taking his
revenge for the defeat of Chantilly, when the procurator's wife
had proved so refractory with respect to her purse.

Amid all this, D Artagnan renmarked al so that not one countenance
responded to the gallantries of Porthos. There were only
chineras and illusions; but for real love, for true jealousy, is
there any reality except illusions and chimeras?

The sernon over, the procurator's wi fe advanced toward the holy
font. Porthos went before her, and instead of a finger, dipped
his whole hand in. The procurator's wife smled, thinking that
it was for her Porthos had put hinmself to this trouble; but she
was cruelly and pronptly undeceived. Wen she was only about
three steps fromhim he turned his head round, fixing his eyes
steadfastly upon the lady with the red cushion, who had risen and
was approaching, followed by her black boy and her woman.

When the | ady of the red cushion came close to Porthos, Porthos
drew his dripping hand fromthe font. The fair worshipper
touched the great hand of Porthos with her delicate fingers,
sm | ed, made the sign of the cross, and left the church

This was too much for the procurator's wife; she doubted not

there was an intrigue between this |ady and Porthos. |If she had
been a great |ady she woul d have fainted; but as she was only a
procurator's wife, she contented herself saying to the Misketeer
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with concentrated fury, "Eh, Monsieur Porthos, you don't offer ne
any holy water?"

Port hos, at the sound of that voice, started |ike a man awakened
froma sleep of a hundred years.

"Ma- madane! " cried he; "is that you? How is your husband, our
dear Monsi eur Coquenard? |Is he still as stingy as ever? \here
can ny eyes have been not to have seen you during the two hours
of the sernmon?”

"I was within two paces of you, nonsieur,” replied the
procurator's wife; "but you did not perceive nme because you had
no eyes but for the pretty lady to whom you just now gave the
holy water."

Porthos pretended to be confused. "Ah," said he, "you have
remar ked- - "

"I must have been blind not to have seen.”
"Yes," said Porthos, "that is a duchess of ny acquai ntance whim|
have great trouble to neet on account of the jeal ousy of her
husband, and who sent nme word that she should cone today to this
poor church, buried in this vile quarter, solely for the sake of
seeing nme."

"Monsi eur Porthos," said the procurator's wife, "will you have
t he kindness to offer ne your armfor five mnutes? | have
something to say to you."

"Certainly, madanme," said Porthos, winking to hinself, as a
ganbl er does who | aughs at the dupe he is about to pluck

At that nonment D Artagnan passed in pursuit of Mlady; he cast a
passi ng gl ance at Porthos, and beheld this triunphant | ook

"Eh, eh!" said he, reasoning to hinself according to the
strangely easy norality of that gallant period, "there is one who
will be equipped in good tine!"

Porthos, yielding to the pressure of the armof the procurator's
wife, as a bark yields to the rudder, arrived at the cloister St.
Magloire--a little-frequented passage, enclosed with a turnstile
at each end. In the dayti ne nobody was seen there but nendicants
devouring their crusts, and children at play.

"Ah, Monsieur Porthos,"” cried the procurator's w fe, when she was
assured that no one who was a stranger to the popul ati on of the
locality could either see or hear her, "ah, Monsieur Porthos, you
are a great conqueror, as it appears!”

"I, madanme?" said Porthos, drawi ng hinmself up proudly; "how so?"
"The signs just now, and the holy water! But that nust be a
princess, at least--that lady with her Negro boy and her maid!"
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"My God! Madane, you are deceived," said Porthos; "she is sinply

a duchess.™

"And that running footman who waited at the door, and that

carriage with a coachman in grand livery who sat waiting on his

seat ?"

Porthos had seen neither the footnman nor the carriage, but with
he eye of a jeal ous womman, Mme. Coquenard had seen everything.

Porthos regretted that he had not at once nmade the |ady of the
red cushion a princess.

"Ah, you are quite the pet of the | adies, Mnsieur Porthos!"
resunmed the procurator's wife, with a sigh

"Well," responded Porthos, "you may inmagine, with the physi que
with which nature has endowed nme, | amnot in want of good |uck."

"Good Lord, how quickly nen forget!" cried the procurator's wife,
rai sing her eyes toward heaven.

"Less quickly than the wonen, it seens to me," replied Porthos;

"for I, madanme, | may say | was your victim when wounded, dying,
| was abandoned by the surgeons. |, the offspring of a noble
famly, who placed reliance upon your friendship--I was near

dyi ng of ny wounds at first, and of hunger afterward, in a
beggarly inn at Chantilly, w thout you ever deigning once to
reply to the burning letters | addressed to you."

"But, Monsieur Porthos,” murmured the procurator's wife, who
began to feel that, to judge by the conduct of the great |adies
of the tinme, she was w ong.

"I, who had sacrificed for you the Baronne de--"

"I know it well."

"The Cont esse de--"

"Monsi eur Porthos, be generous!"”

"You are right, madane, and | will not finish."

"But it was my husband who woul d not hear of |ending."

"Madane Coquenard,” said Porthos, "renmenber the first letter you
wrote ne, and which | preserve engraved in my nenory."

The procurator's wife uttered a groan.

"Besides," said she, "the sumyou required ne to borrow was
rather large."

"Madane Coquenard, | gave you the preference. | had but to wite
to the Duchesse--but | won't repeat her name, for | amincapable
of conpromi sing a woman; but this | know, that | had but to wite
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to her and she woul d have sent ne fifteen hundred."

The procurator's wife shed a tear.
"Monsi eur Porthos," said she, "I can assure you that you have
severely punished ne; and if in the tinme to cone you should find
yourself in a simlar situation, you have but to apply to ne."

"Fie, madanme, fie!" said Porthos, as if disgusted. "Let us not
tal k about money, if you please; it is huniliating."

"Then you no longer |love nme!" said the procurator's wife, slowy
and sadly.

Porthos mai ntai ned a ngjestic silence.
"And that is the only reply you make? Alas, | understand."

"Think of the offense you have comitted toward nme, madane! It
remai ns HERE!'" said Porthos, placing his hand on his heart, and
pressing it strongly.

"I will repair it, indeed I will, ny dear Porthos."

"Besides, what did | ask of you?" resuned Porthos, with a
novenent of the shoulders full of good fellowship. "A |oan,

not hing more! After all, | amnot an unreasonable man. | know
you are not rich, Madame Coquenard, and that your husband is
obliged to bleed his poor clients to squeeze a few paltry crowns
fromthem GCh! |If you were a duchess, a marchioness, or a
countess, it would be quite a different thing; it would be

unpar donabl e. "

The procurator's wife was piqued.

"Pl ease to know, Monsieur Porthos," said she, "that nmy strongbox,
the strongbox of a procurator's wife though if nmay be, is better
filled than those of your affected m nxes."

"The doubles the offense,"” said Porthos, disengaging his armfrom
that of the procurator's wife; "for if you are rich, Madane
Coquenard, then there is no excuse for your refusal."

"When | said rich," replied the procurator's wife, who saw t hat
she had gone too far, "you nust not take the word literally.
am not precisely rich, though I ampretty well off."

"Hol d, madane," said Porthos, "let us say no nore upon the
subject, | beg of you. You have m sunderstood nme, all synpathy
is extinct between us."

"Ingrate that you are!"

"Ah! | advise you to conplain!" said Porthos.
"Begone, then, to your beautiful duchess; | will detain you no
| onger."
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"And she is not to be despised, in nmy opinion."

"Now, Monsieur Porthos, once nore, and this is the last! Do you
| ove ne still?"

"Ah, nmadane," said Porthos, in the nost nelancholy tone he could
assunme, "when we are about to enter upon a canpaign--a canpaign,
in which ny presentinents tell me | shall be killed--"

"Ch, don't talk of such things!" cried the procurator's wife,
bursting into tears.

"Sonmet hi ng whi spers ne so," continued Porthos, beconing nore and
nore nel anchol y.

"Rat her say that you have a new | ove."

"Not so; | speak frankly to you. No object affects nme; and

even feel here, at the bottom of nmy heart, sonething which speaks
for you. But in fifteen days, as you know, or as you do not

know, this fatal canpaign is to open. | shall be fearfully
preoccupied with ny outfit. Then |I nust nmake a journey to see ny
famly, in the lower part of Brittany, to obtain the sum
necessary for my departure."

Port hos observed a | ast struggle between | ove and avari ce.

"And as," continued he, "the duchess whom you saw at the church
has estates near to those of ny famly, we nean to nmake the
journey together. Journeys, you know, appear nuch shorter when
we travel two in conpany."

"Have you no friends in Paris, then, Monsieur Porthos?" said the
procurator's wife.

"I thought | had," said Porthos, resum ng his nelancholy air
"but | have been taught ny m stake."

"You have sone!" cried the procurator's wife, in a transport that
surprised even herself. "Conme to our house tonorrow. You are
the son of my aunt, consequently ny cousin; you come from Noyon,
in Picardy; you have several |awsuits and no attorney. Can you
recol l ect all that?"

"Perfectly, madane."

"Cone at dinnertine."

"Very well."

"And be upon your guard before my husband, who is rather shrewd,
notwi t hstandi ng his seventy-six years."

"Seventy-six years! PESTE! That's a fine age!" replied Porthos.
"A great age, you nean, Monsieur Porthos. Yes, the poor man may
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be expected to | eave ne a wi dow, any hour," continued she,
throwing a significant glance at Porthos. "Fortunately, by our
marriage contract, the survivor takes everything.”

" Al | ?Il

“Yes, all."

"You are a woman of precaution, | see, ny dear Madane Coquenard,"
sai d Porthos, squeezing the hand of the procurator's wife
tenderly.

"We are then reconcil ed, dear Mnsieur Porthos?" said she,
si nperi ng.

"For life," replied Porthos, in the sanme manner.
"Till we neet again, then, dear traitor!"

"Till we neet again, my forgetful charmer!"”
"Tonorrow, ny angel!"”

"Tonorrow, flanme of ny lifel™

30 D ARTAGNAN AND THE ENGLI SHVAN

D Artagnan followed M| ady w thout being perceived by her
He saw her get into her carriage, and heard her order the
coachman to drive to St. Gernain.

It was useless to try to keep pace on foot with a carriage
drawn by two powerful horses. D Artagnan therefore returned
to the Rue Ferou.

In the Rue de Seine he net Planchet, who had stopped before
the house of a pastry cook, and was contenplating with
ecstasy a cake of the npbst appetizing appearance.

He ordered himto go and saddle two horses in M de
Treville's stables--one for hinself, D Artagnan, and one for
Pl anchet--and bring themto Athens's place. Once for all
Treville had placed his stable at D Artagnan's servi ce.

Pl anchet proceeded toward the Rue du Col onbier, and

D Artagnan toward the Rue Ferou. Athos was at hone,
enptying sadly a bottle of the fanmpus Spani sh wi ne he had
brought back with himfromhis journey into Picardy. He
made a sign for Grinaud to bring a glass for D Artagnan, and
G i maud obeyed as usual

D Artagnan related to Athos all that had passed at the
church between Porthos and the procurator's wife, and how
their conrade was probably by that tinme in a fair way to be
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equi pped.

"As for nme," replied Athos to this recital, "I amquite at
my ease; it will not be wonen that will defray the expense
of ny outfit."

"Handsone, well-bred, noble lord as you are, ny dear Athos,
nei ther princesses nor queens woul d be secure from your
anmorous solicitations.”

"How young this D Artagnan is!" said Athos, shrugging his
shoul ders; and he nade a sign to Ginmaud to bring another
bottle.

At that nonent Planchet put his head nodestly in at the
hal f - open door, and told his master that the horses were
ready.

"What horses?" asked Athos.

"Two horses that Monsieur de Treville lends me at ny
pl easure, and with which I amnow going to take a ride to
St. Germain."

"Well, and what are you going to do at St. Gernmi n?" then
demanded At hos.

Then D Artagnan descri bed the neeting which he had at the
church, and how he had found that |ady who, with the
seigneur in the black cloak and with the scar near his
tenple, filled his mnd constantly.

"That is to say, you are in love with this lady as you were
wi t h Madanme Bonaci eux," said Athos, shrugging his shoul ders
contenptuously, as if he pitied human weakness.

"I'? not at all!" said D Artagnan. "I amonly curious to
unravel the mystery to which she is attached. | do not know
why, but | imagine that this worman, wholly unknown to nme as

she is, and wholly unknown to her as I am has an influence
over ny life."

"Well, perhaps you are right," said Athos. "I do not know a
woman that is worth the trouble of being sought for when she
is once |lost. Madane Bonacieux is lost; so much the worse
for her if she is found."

"No, Athos, no, you are mistaken," said D Artagnan; "Il |ove
my poor Constance nore than ever, and if | knew the place in
which she is, were it at the end of the world, | would go to

free her fromthe hands of her enemies; but | amignorant.
Al ny researches have been useless. Wat is to be said? |
nmust divert my attention!"

"Amuse yourself with Mlady, nmy dear D Artagnan; | w sh you
may with all ny heart, if that will amuse you."
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"Hear me, Athos," said D Artagnan. "lnstead of shutting
yourself up here as if you were under arrest, get on
hor seback and conme and take a ride with ne to St. Germain."

"My dear fellow, " said Athos, "I ride horses when | have
any; when | have none, | go afoot."

"Well," said D Artagnan, snmiling at the m santhropy of

At hos, which from any ot her person woul d have of fended him
"I ride what | can get; | amnot so proud as you. So AU
REVO R, dear Athos."

"AU REVO R, " said the Musketeer, making a sign to Ginaud to
uncork the bottle he had just brought.

D Artagnan and Pl anchet mounted, and took the road to St.
Ger nmai n.

Al'l along the road, what Athos had said respecti ng Mme.
Bonaci eux recurred to the nmind of the young man. Although
D Artagnan was not of a very sentinental character, the
mercer's pretty wife had nade a real inpression upon his
heart. As he said, he was ready to go to the end of the
world to seek her; but the world, being round, has nmany
ends, so that he did not know which way to turn. Meantine,
he was going to try to find out Mlady. Ml ady had spoken
to the man in the black cloak; therefore she knew him Now,
in the opinion of D Artagnan, it was certainly the man in
t he bl ack cl oak who had carried off Mre. Bonacieux the
second tine, as he had carried her off the first.

D Artagnan then only half-lied, which is lying but little,
when he said that by going in search of MIlady he at the
same time went in search of Constance.

Thinking of all this, and fromtine to tine giving a touch
of the spur to his horse, D Artagnan conpleted his short
journey, and arrived at St. Germain. He had just passed by
the pavilion in which ten years later Louis XIV was born.
He rode up a very quiet street, looking to the right and the
left to see if he could catch any vestige of his beautiful
Engl i shwoman, when fromthe ground floor of a pretty house,
whi ch, according to the fashion of the tinme, had no w ndow
toward the street, he saw a face peep out with which he

t hought he was acquainted. This person wal ked al ong the
terrace, which was ornanmented with flowers. Planchet
recogni zed himfirst.

"Eh, nonsieur!" said he, addressing D Artagnhan, "don't you
remenber that face which is blinking yonder?"

"No," said D Artagnan, "and yet | amcertain it is not the
first tinme | have seen that visage."

"PARBLEU, | believe it is not," said Planchet. "Wy, it is
poor Lubin, the |lackey of the Conte de WArdes--he whom you

t ook such good care of a nonth ago at Calais, on the road to
t he governor's country house!”
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"So it is!" said D Artagnan; "I know himnow. Do you think
he woul d recol |l ect you?"

"My faith, nonsieur, he was in such trouble that | doubt if
he can have retained a very clear recollection of nme."

"Well, go and talk with the boy," said D Artagnan, "and neke
out if you can from his conversation whether his naster is
dead. "

Pl anchet di smounted and went straight up to Lubin, who did
not at all renmenber him and the two | ackeys began to chat
with the best understandi ng possible; while D Artagnan
turned the two horses into a | ane, went round the house, and
came back to watch the conference from behind a hedge of
filberts.

At the end of an instant's observation he heard the noise of
a vehicle, and saw Ml ady's carriage stop opposite to him
He coul d not be mistaken; Mlady was in it. D Artagnan

| eaned upon the neck of his horse, in order that he m ght
see wi thout being seen.

M | ady put her charm ng blond head out at the w ndow, and
gave her orders to her nmid.

The latter--a pretty girl of about twenty or twenty-two
years, active and lively, the true SOUBRETTE of a great

| ady--junped fromthe step upon which, according to the
customof the tinme, she was seated, and took her way toward
the terrace upon which D Artagnan had perceived Lubin

D Artagnan foll owed the soubrette with his eyes, and saw her
go toward the terrace; but it happened that someone in the
house call ed Lubin, so that Planchet renai ned al one, | ooking

in all directions for the road where D Artagnan had di sappeared.

The mai d approached Pl anchet, whom she took for Lubin, and
holding out a little billet to himsaid, "For your nmaster."”

"For ny master?" replied Planchet, astonished.
"Yes, and inportant. Take it quickly."

Ther eupon she ran toward the carriage, which had turned
round toward the way it canme, junped upon the step, and the
carriage drove off.

Pl anchet turned and returned the billet. Then, accustoned
to passive obedi ence, he junped down fromthe terrace, ran
toward the |ane, and at the end of twenty paces net

D Artagnan, who, having seen all, was coning to him

"For you, nonsieur,"
t he young man.

sai d Pl anchet, presenting the billet to
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"For ne?" said D Artagnan; "are you sure of that?"

"PARDI EU, nonsieur, | can't be nore sure. The SOUBRETTE said,
"For your master.' | have no other master but you; so-
a pretty little lass, ny faith, is that SOUBRETTE!"

D Artagnan opened the letter, and read these words:

"A person who takes nore interest in you than she is willing
to confess wishes to know on what day it will suit you to
wal k in the forest? Tonorrow, at the Hotel Field of the
Cloth of Gold, a lackey in black and red will wait for your

reply."

"Ch!" said D Artagnan, "this is rather warm it appears that
Ml ady and | are anxi ous about the health of the sane
person. Well, Planchet, how is the good Mnsieur de Wardes?
He is not dead, then?"

"No, nonsieur, he is as well as a man can be with four sword
wounds in his body; for you, without question, inflicted
four upon the dear gentleman, and he is still very weak,
having lost alnost all his blood. As |I said, nonsieur

Lubin did not know ne, and told ne our adventure from one
end to the other."

"Well done, Planchet! you are the king of |ackeys. Now junp
onto your horse, and let us overtake the carriage."”

This did not take long. At the end of five mnutes they
percei ved the carriage drawn up by the roadside; a cavalier
richly dressed, was close to the door

The conversation between M| ady and the cavalier was so
animated that D Artagnan stopped on the other side of the
carriage w thout anyone but the pretty SOUBRETTE perceiving
hi s presence.

The conversation took place in English--a | anguage which

D Artagnan coul d not understand; but by the accent the young
man plainly saw that the beautiful Englishwoman was in a
great rage. She termnated it by an action which left no
doubt as to the nature of this conversation; this was a bl ow
with her fan, applied with such force that the little
fem ni ne weapon flew into a thousand pieces.

The cavalier |aughed al oud, which appeared to exasperate
Ml ady still nore.

D Artagnan thought this was the nonent to interfere. He
approached the other door, and taking off his hat
respectfully, said, "Madanme, will you permt me to offer you
my services? It appears to ne that this cavalier has nade
you very angry. Speak one word, nadane, and | take upon
nmyself to punish himfor his want of courtesy."
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At the first word M1l ady turned, |ooking at the young nan

wi th astoni shnent; and when he had finished, she said in
very good French, "Monsieur, | should with great confidence
pl ace mysel f under your protection if the person with whom
quarrel were not my brother."

"Ah, excuse nme, then," said D Artagnan. "You nust be aware
that I was ignorant of that, nmadane."

"What is that stupid fellow troubling hinmself about?" cried
the cavalier whom M| ady had desi gnated as her brother

st oopi ng down to the height of the coach wi ndow. "Wy does
not he go about his business?"

"Stupid fell ow yoursel f!" said D Artagnan, stooping in his
turn on the neck of his horse, and answering on his side
through the carriage window. "I do not go on because it

pl eases me to stop here.”

The caval i er addressed some words in English to his sister

"I speak to you in French," said D Artagnan; "be kind
enough, then, to reply to ne in the sanme | anguage. You are
Madanme's brother, | learn--be it so; but fortunately you are
not mne."

It mght be thought that Mlady, timd as wonen are in
general, would have interposed in this conmencenment of
nmutual provocations in order to prevent the quarrel from
going too far; but on the contrary, she threw herself back
in her carriage, and called out coolly to the coachman

"Go on--hone!"

The pretty SOUBRETTE cast an anxi ous glance at D Artagnhan
whose good | ooks seened to have made an inpression on her.

The carriage went on, and left the two nen facing each
other; no material obstacle separated them

The cavalier nade a novenent as if to follow the carriage;
but D Artagnan, whose anger, already excited, was much

i ncreased by recognizing in himthe Englishman of Am ens who
had won his horse and had been very near w nning his dianond
of Athos, caught at his bridle and stopped him

"Well, nonsieur,” said he, "you appear to be nore stupid
than | am for you forget there is a little quarrel to
arrange between us two."

"Ah," said the Englishman, "is it you, my master? It seens
you nust al ways be playing sone gane or other."

"Yes; and that renminds nme that | have a revenge to take. W

will see, ny dear nonsieur, if you can handle a sword as
skillfully as you can a dice box."
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"You see plainly that I have no sword," said the Englishman
"Do you wish to play the braggart with an unarmed man?"

"1 hope you have a sword at hone; but at all events, | have
two, and if you like, I will throw with you for one of
them "

"Needl ess," said the Englishman; "I amwell furnished with

such pl ayt hi ngs. "

"Very well, my worthy gentleman," replied D Artagnan, "pick
out the |ongest, and cone and show it to ne this evening."

"Where, if you pl ease?"

"Behi nd the Luxenbourg; that's a charm ng spot for such
anusenents as the one | propose to you."

"That will do; | will be there."

“Your hour?"

"Six o'clock."

"A PROPCS, you have probably one or two friends?"

"I have three, who would be honored by joining in the sport
with me."

"Three? Marvelous! That falls out oddly! Three is just ny
number!”

"Now, then, who are you?" asked the Englishman.

"I am Monsieur D Artagnhan, a Gascon gentleman, serving in
the king's Miusketeers. And you?"

"l am Lord de Wnter, Baron Sheffield."

"Well, then, | am your servant, Monsieur Baron," said
D Artagnan, "though you have names rather difficult to
recollect.” And touching his horse with the spur, he

cantered back to Paris. As he was accustonmed to do in al
cases of any consequence, D Artagnhan went straight to the
resi dence of Athos.

He found Athos reclining upon a | arge sofa, where he was
waiting, as he said, for his outfit to come and find him
He related to Athos all that had passed, except the letter
to M de Wardes.

At hos was delighted to find he was going to fight an
Engl i shman. We ni ght say that was his dream

They imredi ately sent their |ackeys for Porthos and Aranis
and on their arrival made them acquainted with the
situation.
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Porthos drew his sword fromthe scabbard, and nade passes at
the wall, springing back fromtime to tinme, and making
contortions |ike a dancer.

Aram s, who was constantly at work at his poem shut hinself
up in Athos's closet, and begged not to be disturbed before
t he nonent of drawi ng swords.

At hos, by signs, desired Ginmaud to bring another bottle of
Wi ne.

D Artagnan enployed hinself in arranging a little plan, of
whi ch we shall hereafter see the execution, and which
prom sed hi m sone agreeabl e adventure, as night be seen hy
the smles which fromtinme to time passed over his

count enance, whose thoughtful ness they ani nmated.

31 ENGLI SH AND FRENCH

The hour having cone, they went with their four |ackeys to a
spot behind the Luxenbourg given up to the feeding of goats.
Athos threw a piece of noney to the goal keeper to wi thdraw.
The | ackeys were ordered to act as sentinels.

A silent party soon drew near to the sane encl osure,
entered, and joined the Musketeers. Then, according to
foreign custom the presentations took place.

The Englishnmen were all nmen of rank; consequently the odd
nanmes of their adversaries were for themnot only a matter
of surprise, but of annoyance.

"But after all," said Lord de Wnter, when the three friends
had been naned, "we do not know who you are. W cannot
fight with such nanes; they are names of shepherds.™

"Therefore your |ordship nmay suppose they are only assuned
nanes," said Athos.

"Which only gives us a greater desire to know the rea
ones," replied the Englishman.

"You played very willingly with us without know ng our
names, " said Athos, "by the sane token that you won our
horses. "

"That is true, but we then only risked our pistoles; this
time we risk our blood. One plays with anybody; but one
fights only with equals."

"And that is but just," said Athos, and he took aside the

one of the four Englishnmen with whom he was to fight, and
conmuni cated his nanme in a | ow voice.
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Porthos and Aram s did the sane.

"Does that satisfy you?" said Athos to his adversary. "Do
you find me of sufficient rank to do me the honor of
crossing swords with me?"

"Yes, nonsieur," said the Englishman, bow ng.

"Well! nowtell | tell you something?" added Athos, coolly.
"What ?" replied the Englishman.

"Why, that is that you would have acted much nore wisely if
you had not required ne to nake nmysel f known."

"Why so?"

"Because | am believed to be dead, and have reasons for

wi shing nobody to know | amliving; so that | shall be
obliged to kill you to prevent ny secret from roam ng over
the fields."

The Englishman | ooked at Athos, believing that he jested,
but Athos did not jest the least in the world.

"Gentlenen," said Athos, addressing at the sane tinme his
conmpani ons and their adversaries, "are we ready?"

"Yes!" answered the Englishnmen and the Frenchnen, as with
one voi ce.

"On guard, then!" cried Athos.

| medi ately eight swords glittered in the rays of the
setting sun, and the conbat began with an aninpsity very
natural between nmen tw ce enenies

At hos fenced with as nuch cal mess and nethod as if he had
been practicing in a fencing school

Port hos, abated, no doubt, of his too-great confidence by
his adventure of Chantilly, played with skill and prudence.
Arami s, who had the third canto of his poemto finish,
behaved Iike a man in haste.

Athos killed his adversary first. He hit him but once, but
as he had foretold, that hit was a nortal one; the sword
pi erced his heart.

Second, Porthos stretched his upon the grass with a wound
through his thigh, As the Englishman, w thout making any
further resistance, then surrendered his sword, Porthos took
himup in his arnms and bore himto his carriage.

Aram s pushed his so vigorously that after going back fifty
paces, the man ended by fairly taking to his heels, and
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di sappeared anid the hooting of the | ackeys.

As to D Artagnan, he fought purely and sinply on the

def ensi ve; and when he saw his adversary pretty well
fatigued, with a vigorous side thrust sent his sword flying.
The baron, finding himself disarnmed, took two or three steps
back, but in this novenent his foot slipped and he fell
backwar d.

D Artagnan was over him at a bound, and said to the
Engl i shman, pointing his sword to his throat, "I could kill
you, ny Lord, you are conmpletely in nmy hands; but | spare
your life for the sake of your sister.”

D Artagnan was at the height of joy; he had realized the
pl an he had i magi ned bef orehand, whose picturing had
produced the smiles we noted upon his face.

The Englishman, delighted at having to do with a gentl eman
of such a kind disposition, pressed D Artaghan in his arnms,
and paid a thousand conplinments to the three Musketeers, and
as Porthos's adversary was already installed in the
carriage, and as Aramis's had taken to his heels, they had
nothing to think about but the dead.

As Porthos and Aramis were undressing him in the hope of
finding his wound not nortal, a |large purse dropped from his
clothes. D Artagnan picked it up and offered it to Lord de
W nter.

"What the devil would you have nme do with that?" said the
Engl i shman.

"You can restore it to his famly," said D Artagnan.

"Hs family will care nuch about such a trifle as that! His
famly will inherit fifteen thousand |louis a year fromhim
Keep the purse for your |ackeys."”

D Artagnan put the purse into his pocket.

"And now, my young friend, for you will permt ne, | hope,
to give you that nanme," said Lord de Wnter, "on this very
evening, if agreeable to you, | will present you to ny

sister, Mlady Clarik, for | amdesirous that she should
take you into her good graces; and as she is not in bad odor
at court, she may perhaps on sonme future day speak a word
that will not prove useless to you.

D' Artagnan bl ushed with pleasure, and bowed a sign of
assent.

At this tinme Athos cane up to D Artagnan.
"What do you nean to do with that purse?" whispered he.
"Why, | meant to pass it over to you, ny dear Athos."
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"Me! why to ne?"
"Why, you killed hinml They are the spoils of victory."

"I, the heir of an eneny!" said Athos; "for whom then, do
you take nme?"

"It is the customin war," said D Artagnhan, "why should it
not be the customin a duel ?"

"Even on the field of battle, | have never done that."

Port hos shrugged his shoul ders; Aram s by a novement of his
i ps endorsed Athos.

"Then," said D Artagnan, "let us give the noney to the
| ackeys, as Lord de Wnter desired us to do."

"Yes," said Athos; "let us give the noney to the | ackeys--not
to our |ackeys, but to the | ackeys of the Englishmen.”

At hos took the purse, and threw it into the hand of the
coachman. "For you and your conrades."

This greatness of spirit in a man who was quite destitute
struck even Porthos; and this French generosity, repeated by
Lord de Wnter and his friend, was highly appl auded, except
by MM Ginmaud, Bazin, Musqueton and Pl anchet

Lord de Wnter, on quitting D Artagnan, gave himhis
sister's address. She lived in the Place Royal e--then the
fashi onabl e quarter--at Nunmber 6, and he undertook to cal
and take D Artagnan with himin order to introduce him

D Artagnan appoi nted eight o' clock at Athos's residence.

This introduction to Mlady Cl arik occupi ed the head of our
Gascon greatly. He renenbered in what a strange manner this
wormen had hitherto been mixed up in his destiny. According
to his conviction, she was sone creature of the cardinal

and yet he felt hinself invincibly drawn toward her by one
of those sentinents for which we cannot account. His only
fear was that M| ady would recognize in himthe man of Meung
and of Dover. Then she knew that he was one of the friends
of M de Treville, and consequently, that he bel onged body
and soul to the king; which would make him | ose a part of
hi s advantage, since when known to M| ady as he knew her, he
pl ayed only an equal gane with her. As to the comencenent
of an intrigue between her and M de Wardes, our

presunpt uous hero gave but little heed to that, although the
mar qui s was young, handsome, rich, and high in the
cardinal's favor. It is not for nothing we are but twenty years old, above
all if we were born at Tarbes.

D Artagnan began by meking his nost splendid toilet, then
returned to Athos's, and according to custom related
everything to him Athos listened to his projects, then
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shook his head, and reconmended prudence to himwi th a shade
of bitterness.

"What!" said he, "you have just | ost one wonman, whom you
call good, charm ng, perfect; and here you are, running
headl ong after another."

D Artagnan felt the truth of this reproach.

"I loved Madane Bonacieux with nmy heart, while I only |ove
Mlady with nmy head,” said he. "In getting introduced to
her, ny principal object is to ascertain what part she plays
at court."

"The part she plays, PARDIEU It is not difficult to divine
that, after all you have told me. She is sone em ssary of
the cardinal; a woman who will draw you into a snare in
which you will |eave your head."

"The devil! nmy dear Athos, you view things on the dark side,
nmet hi nks. "

"My dear fellow, | mstrust wonen. Can it be otherw se?

bought ny experience dearly--particularly fair wonen. M ady

is fair, you say?"
"She has the nost beautiful |ight hair inmaginable!"

"Ah, ny poor D Artagnan!" said Athos.

"Listen to ne! | want to be enlightened on a subject; then
when | shall have | earned what | desire to know, | will
wi t hdraw. "

"Be enlightened!" said Athos, phlegmatically.

Lord de Wnter arrived at the appointed tine; but Athos,
bei ng warned of his coming, went into the other chanmber. He
therefore found D Artagnan alone, and as it was nearly eight
o' clock he took the young man with him

An el egant carriage waited below, and as it was drawn by two
excel | ent horses, they were soon at the Place Royale.

Ml ady Clarik received D Artagnhan cerenoniously. Her hote
was remarkably sunptuous, and while the nobst part of the
English had quit, or were about to quit, France on account
of the war, Ml ady had just been |laying out much noney upon
her residence; which proved that the general neasure which
drove the English from France did not affect her

"You see," said Lord de Wnter, presenting D Artagnan to his
sister, "a young gentleman who has held ny life in his
hands, and who has not abused his advantage, although we
have been twi ce enenies, although it was | who insulted him
and al though | am an Englishman. Thank him then, madane,

if you have any affection for ne.”
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Ml ady frowned slightly; a scarcely visible cloud passed
over her brow, and so peculiar a snmle appeared upon her
lips that the young man, who saw and observed this triple
shade, al npst shuddered at it.

The brother did not perceive this; he had turned round to
play with Mlady's favorite nmonkey, which had pulled him by
t he doubl et.

"You are wel come, nonsieur,"” said Mlady, in a voice whose
si ngul ar sweetness contrasted with the synptons of ill-hunor
whi ch D Artagnan had just remarked; "you have today acquired
eternal rights to ny gratitude."”

The Englishman then turned round and descri bed the conbat

Wi thout omitting a single detail. Mlady listened with the
greatest attention, and yet it was easily to be perceived,
what ever effort she nmade to conceal her inpressions, that
this recital was not agreeable to her. The blood rose to
her head, and her little foot worked with inpatience beneath
her robe.

Lord de Wnter perceived nothing of this. Wen he had
finished, he went to a table upon which was a salver with
Spani sh wi ne and gl asses. He filled two gl asses, and by a
sign invited D Artagnan to drink

D Artagnan knew it was consi dered di sobliging by an
Englishman to refuse to pledge him He therefore drew near
to the table and took the second glass. He did not,
however, |ose sight of Mlady, and in a mrror he perceived
the change that cane over her face. Now that she believed
herself to be no | onger observed, a sentinment resenbling
ferocity ani mated her countenance. She bit her handkerchi ef
wi th her beautiful teeth.

That pretty little SOUBRETTE whom D Artagnan had al r eady
observed then cane in. She spoke some words to Lord de
Wnter in English, who thereupon requested D Artagnan's
perm ssion to retire, excusing hinmself on account of the
urgency of the business that had call ed himaway, and
charging his sister to obtain his pardon.

D Artagnan exchanged a shake of the hand with Lord de
Wnter, and then returned to MIlady. Her countenance, with
surprising mobility, had recovered its gracious expression
but some little red spots on her handkerchief indicated that
she had bitten her lips till the blood cane. Those lips
were magni ficent; they m ght be said to be of coral

The conversation took a cheerful turn. Ml ady appeared to
have entirely recovered. She told D Artagnan that Lord de
W nter was her brother-in-law, and not her brother. She had
marri ed a younger brother of the famly, who had left her a
wi dow with one child. This child was the only heir to Lord
de Wnter, if Lord de Wnter did not marry. All this showed
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D Artagnan that there was a veil which conceal ed sonet hi ng;
but he could not yet see under this veil

In addition to this, after a half hour's conversation

D Artagnan was convinced that M|l ady was his conpatriot; she
spoke French with an el egance and a purity that left no
doubt on that head.

D Artagnan was profuse in gallant speeches and protestations
of devotion. To all the sinple things which escaped our
Gascon, Mlady replied with a smle of kindness. The hour
cane for himto retire. D Artagnan took |eave of M ady,
and | eft the sal oon the happiest of nen.

On the staircase he net the pretty SOUBRETTE, who brushed
gently against himas she passed, and then, blushing to the
eyes, asked his pardon for having touched himin a voice so
sweet that the pardon was granted instantly.

D Artagnan cane again on the norrow, and was still better
received than on the evening before. Lord de Wnter was not
at honme; and it was Mlady who this tinme did all the honors
of the evening. She appeared to take a great interest in
him asked hi m whence he came, who were his friends, and
whet her he had not sonetines thought of attaching hinself to
t he cardi nal

D Artagnan, who, as we have said, was exceedingly prudent
for a young man of twenty, then renenbered his suspicions
regarding Mlady. He launched into a eulogy of his

Em nence, and said that he should not have failed to enter
into the Guards of the cardinal instead of the king's Guards
if he had happened to know M de Cavois instead of M de
Treville.

M | ady changed the conversati on without any appearance of
af fectation, and asked D Artagnan in the nobst carel ess
manner possible if he had ever been in Engl and.

D Artagnan replied that he had been sent thither by M de
Treville to treat for a supply of horses, and that he had
brought back four as speci nens.

Ml ady in the course of the conversation twice or thrice bit
her lips; she had to deal with a Gascon who pl ayed cl ose.

At the same hour as on the preceding evening, D Artagnan
retired. In the corridor he again net the pretty Kitty; that
was the name of the SOUBRETTE. She |ooked at himwith an
expressi on of kindness which it was inpossible to m stake;
but D Artagnhan was so preoccupied by the mistress that he
noti ced absol utely nothing but her

D Artagnan cane again on the nmorrow and the day after that,
and each day M| ady gave hima nore graci ous reception

Every evening, either in the antechanber, the corridor, or
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on the stairs, he net the pretty SOUBRETTE. But, as we have
said, D Artagnan paid no attention to this persistence of
poor Kitty.

32 A PROCURATOR S DI NNER

However brilliant had been the part played by Porthos in the
duel, it had not nmade him forget the dinner of the
procurator's wife.

On the norrow he received the |ast touches of Musqueton's
brush for an hour, and took his way toward the Rue aux Qurs
with the steps of a man who was doubly in favor with
fortune.

Hi s heart beat, but not like D Artagnan's with a young and
i mpatient love. No; a nore material interest stirred his
bl ood. He was about at last to pass that nysterious
threshold, to clinb those unknown stairs by which, one by
one, the old crowns of M Coquenard had ascended. He was
about to see in reality a certain coffer of which he had
twenty tinmes beheld the image in his dreans--a coffer |ong

and deep, |ocked, bolted, fastened in the wall; a coffer of
whi ch he had so often heard, and which the hands--a little
wrinkled, it is true, but still not w thout el egance--of the

procurator's wife were about to open to his adnmiring | ooks.

And then he--a wanderer on the earth, a man wi thout fortune,
a man without famly, a soldier accustomed to inns,

cabarets, taverns, and restaurants, a |lover of w ne forced
to depend upon chance treats--was about to partake of famly
nmeal s, to enjoy the pleasures of a confortable
establishnment, and to give hinmself up to those little
attentions which "the harder one is, the nore they please,"”
as old soldiers say.

To come in the capacity of a cousin, and seat hinmself every
day at a good table; to smoboth the yellow, winkled brow of
the old procurator; to pluck the clerks a little by teaching
t hem BASSETTE, PASSE-DI X, and LANSQUENET, in their utnost
nicety, and winning fromthem by way of fee for the | esson
he woul d give themin an hour, their savings of a nonth--al
this was enornmously delightful to Porthos.

The Musketeer could not forget the evil reports which then
prevail ed, and which i ndeed have survived them of the
procurators of the period--nmeanness, stinginess, fasts; but
as, after all, excepting sone few acts of econony which
Porthos had al ways found very unseasonabl e, the procurator's
wi fe had been tolerably liberal--that is, be it understood,
for a procurator's wife--he hoped to see a household of a

hi ghly confortabl e kind.

And yet, at the very door the Misketeer began to entertain
some doubts. The approach was not such as to prepossess
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people--an ill-snelling, dark passage, a staircase half-
lighted by bars through which stole a glimer froma
nei ghboring yard; on the first floor a | ow door studded with

enornmous nails, like the principal gate of the G and
Chat el et .
Porthos knocked with his hand. A tall, pale clerk, his face

shaded by a forest of virgin hair, opened the door, and
bowed with the air of a man forced at once to respect in
another |ofty stature, which indicated strength, the
mlitary dress, which indicated rank, and a ruddy

count enance, which indicated famliarity with good |iving.

A shorter clerk came behind the first, a taller clerk behind
the second, a stripling of a dozen years rising behind the
third. In all, three clerks and a half, which, for the
time, argued a very extensive clientage.

Al t hough the Miusketeer was not expected before one o'clock,
the procurator's wife had been on the watch ever since

m dday, reckoning that the heart, or perhaps the stomach, of
her | over would bring himbefore his tine.

Mre. Coquenard therefore entered the office fromthe house
at the sane nmonent her guest entered fromthe stairs, and
t he appearance of the worthy lady relieved himfrom an
awkwar d enbarrassment. The clerks surveyed himw th great
curiosity, and he, not knowi ng well what to say to this
ascendi ng and descendi ng scal e, renmi ned tongue-ti ed.

"It is my cousin!”™ cried the procurator's wife. "Cone in,
cone in, Monsieur Porthos!"

The nane of Porthos produced its effect upon the clerks, who
began to | augh; but Porthos turned sharply round, and every
countenance quickly recovered its gravity.

They reached the office of the procurator after having
passed through the antechanber in which the clerks were, and
the study in which they ought to have been. This | ast
apartnent was a sort of dark room littered with papers. On
quitting the study they left the kitchen on the right, and
entered the reception room

Al'l these roons, which comunicated with one another, did
not inspire Porthos favorably. W rds night be heard at a

di stance through all these open doors. Then, while passing,
he had cast a rapid, investigating glance into the kitchen
and he was obliged to confess to hinself, to the shame of
the procurator's wife and his own regret, that he did not
see that fire, that animation, that bustle, which when a
good repast is on foot prevails generally in that sanctuary
of good living.

The procurator had wi thout doubt been warned of his visit,
as he expressed no surprise at the sight of Porthos, who
advanced toward himwith a sufficiently easy air, and
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sal uted hi m courteously.

"We are cousins, it appears, Monsieur Porthos?" said the
procurator, rising, yet supporting his weight upon the arns
of his cane chair.

The old man, wapped in a |arge black doublet, in which the
whol e of his slender body was conceal ed, was brisk and dry.
Hs little gray eyes shone |like carbuncles, and appeared,
with his grinning mouth, to be the only part of his face in
which Iife survived. Unfortunately the |egs began to refuse
their service to this bony machine. During the last five or
six months that this weakness had been felt, the worthy
procurator had nearly beconme the slave of his wfe.

The cousin was received with resignation, that was all. M
Coquenard, firmupon his |legs, would have declined al
relationship with M Porthos.

"Yes, nonsieur, we are cousins," said Porthos, w thout being
di sconcerted, as he had never reckoned upon being received
ent husi astically by the husband.

"By the female side, | believe?" said the procurator,
mal i ci ously.

Porthos did not feel the ridicule of this, and took it for a
pi ece of simplicity, at which he laughed in his |arge

nmust ache. Mre. Coquenard, who knew t hat a sinpl e-m nded
procurator was a very rare variety in the species, smled a
little, and colored a great deal

M Coquenard had, since the arrival of Porthos, frequently
cast his eyes with great uneasi ness upon a | arge chest

pl aced in front of his oak desk. Porthos conprehended that
this chest, although it did not correspond in shape with

t hat which he had seen in his dreans, nust be the bl essed
coffer, and he congratul ated hinself that the reality was
several feet higher than the dream

M Coquenard did not carry his geneal ogical investigations
any further; but withdrawi ng his anxious | ook fromthe chest
and fixing it upon Porthos, he contented hinself wth saying,
"“Monsi eur our cousin will do us the favor of dining with us
once before his departure for the canpaign, will he not,
Madanme Coquenard?"

This time Porthos received the blow right in his stomach,

and felt it. It appeared |ikew se that Mme. Coquenard was
not | ess affected by it on her part, for she added, "MWy
cousin will not return if he finds that we do not treat him

kindly; but otherwise he has so little tine to pass in Paris,
and consequently to spare to us, that we nust entreat himto
give us every instant he can call his own previous to his
departure.”

"Ch, ny legs, ny poor |egs! where are you?" nmurnured
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Coquenard, and he tried to snile

Thi s succor, which canme to Porthos at the nonment in which he
was attacked in his gastronom c hopes, inspired nuch
gratitude in the Musketeer toward the procurator's wife.

The hour of dinner soon arrived. They passed into the eating
room-a | arge dark room situated opposite the kitchen.

The clerks, who, as it appeared, had snelled unusual perfunes
in the house, were of mlitary punctuality, and held their
stools in hand quite ready to sit down. Their jaws noved
prelimnarily with fearful threatenings.

"I ndeed!" thought Porthos, casting a glance at the three hungry
clerks-for the errand boy, as m ght be expected, was not
admitted to the honors of the nagisterial table. "in ny
cousin's place, | would not keep such gourmands! They | ook

i ke shi pwrecked sailors who have not eaten for six weeks."

M Coquenard entered, pushed al ong upon his arnchair with
casters by Mre. Coquenard, whom Porthos assisted in rolling
her husband up to the table. He had scarcely entered when
he began to agitate his nose and his jaws after the exanple
of his clerks.

"Ch, oh!" said he; "here is a soup which is rather
inviting."

"What the devil can they smell so extraordinary in this
soup?" said Porthos, at the sight of a pale |iquid, abundant
but entirely free fromneat, on the surface of which a few
crusts swam about as rare as the islands of an archi pel ago.

Mre. Coquenard smiled, and upon a sign from her everyone
eagerly took his seat.

M Coquenard was served first, then Porthos. Afterward Mre.
Coquenard filled her own plate, and distributed the crusts

wi t hout soup to the inpatient clerks. At this nmonment the
door of the dining roomunclosed with a creak, and Porthos
percei ved through the half-open flap the little clerk who,
not being allowed to take part in the feast, ate his dry
bread in the passage with the doubl e odor of the dining room
and ki tchen.

After the soup the maid brought a boiled fow--a piece of
magni fi cence whi ch caused the eyes of the diners to dilate
in such a manner that they seened ready to burst.

"One nmay see that you |ove your fam |y, Madame Coquenard, "
said the procurator, with a smle that was al nbost tragic.
"You are certainly treating your cousin very handsonely!"

The poor fow was thin, and covered with one of those thick
bristly skins through which the teeth cannot penetrate with
all their efforts. The fow nust have been sought for a
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long time on the perch, to which it had retired to die of
ol d age.

"The devil!" thought Porthos, "this is poor work. | respect
old age, but | don't much |like it boiled or roasted."”

And he | ooked round to see if anybody partook of his

opi nion; but on the contrary, he saw nothing but eager eyes
whi ch were devouring, in anticipation, that sublinme fow

whi ch was the object of his contenpt.

Mre. Coquenard drew the dish toward her, skillfully detached
the two great black feet, which she placed upon her
husband's plate, cut off the neck, which with the head she
put on one side for herself, raised the wing for Porthos,
and then returned the bird otherwise intact to the servant
who had brought it in, who disappeared with it before the
Musketeer had tinme to examine the variations which

di sappoi nt mrent produces upon faces, according to the
characters and tenperanents of those who experience it

In the place of the fow a dish of haricot beans made its
appear ance--an enornous dish in which sonme bones of nutton
that at first sight one m ght have believed to have sone
meat on them pretended to show t hensel ves.

But the clerks were not the dupes of this deceit, and their
[l ugubri ous | ooks settled down into resigned countenances.

Mre. Coquenard distributed this dish to the young men with
t he noderation of a good housewi fe.

The tinme for wine cane. M Coquenard poured froma very
smal |l stone bottle the third of a glass for each of the
young nen, served hinself in about the same proportion, and
passed the bottle to Porthos and Mme. Coquenard.

The young nen filled up their third of a glass with water

t hen, when they had drunk half the glass, they filled it up
again, and continued to do so. This brought them by the
end of the repast, to swallowing a drink which fromthe
color of the ruby had passed to that of a pale topaz.

Porthos ate his wing of the fow timdly, and shuddered when
he felt the knee of the procurator's wi fe under the table,
as it came in search of his. He also drank half a gl ass of
this sparingly served wine, and found it to be nothing but
that horrible Montreuil--the terror of all expert pal ates.

M Coquenard saw him swal |l owi ng this wi ne undiluted, and
si ghed deeply.

"WIl you eat any of these beans, Cousin Porthos?" said Mrme.
Coquenard, in that tone which says, "Take ny advice, don't
touch them"

"Devil take ne if | taste one of theml" nurnured Porthos to
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hi msel f, and then said al oud, "Thank you, ny cousin, | am no
| onger hungry."

There was silence. Porthos could hardly keep his
count enance.

The procurator repeated several tines, "Ah, Mdane
Coquenard! Accept my conplinents; your dinner has been a
real feast. Lord, how | have eaten!"

M Coquenard had eaten his soup, the black feet of the fow,
and the only mutton bone on which there was the | east
appear ance of neat.

Porthos fancied they were nystifying him and began to curl
his nmustache and knit his eyebrows; but the knee of Mre.
Coquenard gently advised himto be patient.

This silence and this interruption in serving, which were
unintelligible to Porthos, had, on the contrary, a terrible
meani ng for the clerks. Upon a |ook fromthe procurator
acconpanied by a smle from Mme. Coquenard, they arose
slowmy fromthe table, folded their napkins nore slowy
still, bowed, and retired.

"Go, young nen! go and pronote digestion by working," said
the procurator, gravely.

The cl erks gone, Mre. Coquenard rose and took from a buffet
a piece of cheese, some preserved quinces, and a cake which
she had herself made of al nonds and honey.

M Coquenard knit his eyebrows because there were too nmany
good things. Porthos bit his |ips because he saw not the
wherewithal to dine. He |ooked to see if the dish of beans
was still there; the dish of beans had di sappeared.

"A positive feast!" cried M Coquenard, turning about in his
chair, "a real feast, EPULCE EPULORUM Lucullus dines wth
Lucul lus. ™

Porthos | ooked at the bottle, which was Dear him and hoped
that with wi ne, bread, and cheese, he m ght nmake a di nner
but wi ne was wanting, the bottle was enpty. M and Mre.
Coquenard did not seemto observe it

"This is fine!" said Porthos to hinmself; "I amprettily
caught!'"

He passed his tongue over a spoonful of preserves, and stuck
his teeth into the sticky pastry of Mre. Coquenard.

"Now, " said he, "the sacrifice is consummted! Ah! if | had
not the hope of peeping with Madame Coquenard into her
husband' s chest!"

M Coquenard, after the luxuries of such a repast, which he
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call ed an excess, felt the want of a siesta. Porthos began
to hope that the thing woul d take place at the present
sitting, and in that same locality; but the procurator would
listen to nothing, he would be taken to his room and was
not satisfied till he was close to his chest, upon the edge
of which, for still greater precaution, he placed his feet.

The procurator's wife took Porthos into an adjoi ning room
and they began to lay the basis of a reconciliation.

"You can conme and dine three tines a week," said Mre.
Coquenar d.

"Thanks, madane!" said Porthos, "but | don't like to abuse
your kindness; besides, | nust think of ny outfit!"

"That's true," said the procurator's wife, groaning, "that
unfortunate outfit!"

"Alas, yes," said Porthos, "it is so."
"But of what, then, does the equi pnent of your conpany
consi st, Mbnsi eur Porthos?"

"Ch, of many things!" said Porthos. "The Miusketeers are, as
you know, picked soldiers, and they require nmany things
usel ess to the Guardsnen or the Swiss."

"But yet, detail themto ne."

"Why, they may anmount to--", said Porthos, who preferred
di scussing the total to taking them one by one.

The procurator's wife waited trenblingly.

"To how rmuch?" said she. "I hope it does not exceed--" She
st opped; speech failed her

"Oh, no," said Porthos, "it does not exceed two thousand
five hundred livres! | even think that with econony | could
manage it with two thousand livres."

"Good CGod!" cried she, "two thousand livres! Wiy, that is a
fortune!"

Porthos made a nost significant grimace; Mme. Coquenard
understood it.

"l wished to know the detail,"” said she, "because, having

many rel atives in business, | was al nost sure of obtaining
things at a hundred per cent |ess than you woul d pay
yoursel f."

"Ah, ah!" said Porthos, "that is what you nmeant to say!"

"Yes, dear Monsieur Porthos. Thus, for instance, don't you
in the first place want a horse?"
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"Yes, a horse.”
"Well, then! | can just suit you."

"Ah!" said Porthos, brightening, "that's well as regards ny
horse; but | nust have the appointnents conplete, as they

i ncl ude obj ects which a Miusketeer al one can purchase, and
which will not anbunt, besides, to nore than three hundred
livres."

"Three hundred livres? Then put down three hundred livres,"
said the procurator's wife, with a sigh.

Porthos smled. It may be remenbered that he had the saddle
whi ch cane from Bucki ngham These three hundred livres he
reckoned upon putting snugly into his pocket.

"Then," continued he, "there is a horse for ny |ackey, and
my valise. As to ny arns, it is useless to trouble you
about them | have them"”

"A horse for your |ackey?" resumed the procurator's wife,
hesitatingly; "but that is doing things in lordly style, ny
friend."

"Ah, nmadane!" said Porthos, haughtily; "do you take nme for a
beggar ?"

"No; | only thought that a pretty mule nmakes sonmetinmes as
good an appearance as a horse, and it seened to nme that by
getting a pretty nmule for Musqueton--"

"Well, agreed for a pretty nmule," said Porthos; "you are
right, | have seen very great Spani sh nobl es whose whol e
suite were mounted on nmules. But then you understand,
Madanme Coquenard, a nmule with feathers and bells.”

"Be satisfied,” said the procurator's wife.
"There remains the valise," added Porthos.

"Ch, don't let that disturb you," cried Mme. Coquenard. "M
husband has five or six valises; you shall choose the best.
There is one in particular which he prefers in his journeys,
| arge enough to hold all the world."

"Your valise is then enpty?" asked Porthos, with sinplicity.

"Certainly it is enpty,"” replied the procurator's wife, in
real innocence.

"Ah, but the valise | want,'
filled one, ny dear."

cried Porthos, "is a well-

Madame uttered fresh sighs. Mdliere had not witten his
scene in "L'Avare" then. Mme. Coquenard was in the dilenmma
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of Har pagan.

Finally, the rest of the equi pment was successively debated
in the same manner; and the result of the sitting was that
the procurator's wife should give eight hundred livres in
noney, and should furnish the horse and the nul e which
shoul d have the honor of carrying Porthos and Mousqueton to

glory.

These conditions being agreed to, Porthos took | eave of Mre.
Coquenard. The latter wished to detain himby darting
certain tender glances; but Porthos urged the commands of
duty, and the procurator's wife was obliged to give place to
t he ki ng.

The Musketeer returned hone hungry and in bad hunor.

33 SOUBRETTE AND M STRESS

Meantime, as we have said, despite the cries of his
conscience and the w se counsels of Athos, D Artagnan becane
hourly nore in love with MIlady. Thus he never failed to
pay his diurnal court to her; and the self-satisfied Gascon
was convinced that sooner or |ater she could not fail to
respond.

One day, when he arrived with his head in the air, and as
light at heart as a man who awaits a shower of gold, he
found the SOUBRETTE under the gateway of the hotel; but this
time the pretty Kitty was not contented with touching him as
he passed, she took himgently by the hand.

"Good!" thought D Artagnan, "She is charged with sone
message for me from her mstress; she is about to appoint
some rendezvous of which she had not courage to speak." And
he | ooked down at the pretty girl with the nost triunmphant
air imagi nabl e.

"I wish to say three words to you, Monsieur Chevalier,"
stamered the SOUBRETTE.

"Speak, ny child, speak," said D Artagnan; "I listen."

"Here? |npossible! That which | have to say is too |ong,
and above all, too secret."”

"Well, what is to be done?"

"If Monsieur Chevalier would follow me?" said Kitty,
timdly.

"Where you pl ease, ny dear child."

"Cone, then."
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And Kitty, who had not let go the hand of D Artagnan, |ed
himup a little dark, wi nding staircase, and after ascending
about fifteen steps, opened a door

"Cone in here, Mbnsieur Chevalier,
be al one, and can talk."

said she; "here we shal

"And whose roomis this, nmy dear child?"

"It is mne, Monsieur Chevalier; it conmunicates with mny
m stress's by that door. But you need not fear. She will
not hear what we say; she never goes to bed before

m dni ght, "

D Artagnan cast a glance around him The little apartnent
was charnming for its taste and neatness; but in spite of
hi msel f, his eyes were directed to that door which Kitty
said led to Ml ady's chamber.

Kitty guessed what was passing in the nmnd of the young man,
and heaved a deep sigh.

"You | ove nmy mstress, then, very dearly, Monsieur
Cheval i er?" said she

"Ch, nore than | can say, Kitty! | ammad for her!"

Kitty breathed a second sigh

"Al as, nonsieur," said she, "that is too bad."

"What the devil do you see so bad in it?" said D Artagnan

"Because, nonsieur,"
not at all."

replied Kitty, "my nmistress |oves you
"HEIN " said D Artagnan, "can she have charged you to tel
me so?"

"Oh, no, nonsieur; but out of the regard | have for you,
have taken the resolution to tell you so."

“Much obliged, my dear Kitty; but for the intention only--for
the information, you nust agree, is not likely to be at al
agreeable.”

"That is to say, you don't believe what | have told you; is
it not so?"

"We have al ways sone difficulty in believing such things, ny
pretty dear, were it only fromself-|ove."

"Then you don't believe ne?"
"I confess that unless you deign to give ne some proof of

what you advance--"
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"What do you think of this?"

Kitty drew a little note from her bosom

"For nme?" said Derogation, seizing the letter
“"No; for another."

"For anot her ?"

"Yes."

"H's nanme; his nane!" cried D Artagnan

"Read the address."

“Monsi eur El Conte de Wardes."

The renenbrance of the scene at St. Germain presented itself
to the mind of the presunptuous Gascon. As quick as

t hought, he tore open the letter, in spite of the cry which

Kitty uttered on seeing what he was going to do, or rather
what he was doi ng.

"Ch, good Lord, Mbnsieur Chevalier,
doi ng?"

said she, "what are you
"I?" said D Artagnan; "nothing," and he read,

"You have not answered ny first note. Are you indisposed,

or have you forgotten the glances you favored me with at the
ball of Mme. de Guise? You have an opportunity now, Count;
do not allowit to escape."

D Artagnan becane very pale; he was wounded in his SELF-
| ove: he thought that it was in his LOVE.

"Poor dear Monsieur D Artagnan," said Kitty, in a voice ful
of conpassion, and pressing anew the young man's hand.

"You pity me, little one?" said D Artagnhan

"Oh, yes, and with all my heart; for | know what it is to be
in love."

"You know what it is to be in |ove?" said D Artagnan
| ooking at her for the first tinme with much attention

"Alas, yes."

"Well, then, instead of pitying ne, you would do nuch better
to assist ne in avenging nmyself on your mstress."

"And what sort of revenge would you take?"
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"I would triunmph over her, and supplant nmy rival."

"I will never help you in that, Monsieur Chevalier," said
Kitty, warmy.

"And why not ?" demanded D Artagnan

"For two reasons."

"What ones?"

"The first is that nmy mstress will never |ove you."
"How do you know that ?"

"You have cut her to the heart."

"I? In what can | have offended her--1 who ever since | have

known her have lived at her feet like a slave? Speak, | beg

you!"

"I will never confess that but to the man--who should read to

the bottom of ny soul!"

D Artagnan | ooked at Kitty for the second tinme. The young
girl had freshness and beauty which nmany duchesses woul d
have purchased with their coronets.

"Kitty," said he, "I will read to the bottom of your sou
when-ever you like; don't let that disturb you." And he gave
her a kiss at which the poor girl becanme as red as a cherry.

"Ch, no," said Kitty, "it is not me you love! It is ny
m stress you love; you told me so just now. "

"And does that hinder you fromletting nme know t he second
reason?"

"The second reason, Mnsieur the Chevalier,” replied Kitty,
enbol dened by the kiss in the first place, and still further
by the expression of the eyes of the young nman, "is that in
| ove, everyone for herself!"

Then only D Artagnan renmenbered the |anguishing gl ances of
Kitty, her constantly nmeeting himin the antechanber, the
corridor, or on the stairs, those touches of the hand every
time she met him and her deep sighs; but absorbed by his
desire to please the great |ady, he had disdai ned the
soubrette. He whose gane is the eagle takes no heed of the
sparr ow.

But this tinme our Gascon saw at a glance all the advantage
to be derived fromthe love which Kitty had just confessed
so innocently, or so boldly: the interception of letters
addressed to the Conte de Wardes, news on the spot, entrance
at all hours into Kitty's chanmber, which was contiguous to
her m stress's. The perfidious deceiver was, as may plainly
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be perceived, already sacrificing, in intention, the poor
girl in order to obtain Mlady, willy-nilly.

"Well," said he to the young girl, "are you willing, ny dear
Kitty, that | should give you a proof of that |ove which you
doubt ?"

"What | ove?" asked the young girl.
"Of that which | amready to feel toward you.'
"And what is that proof?"

"Are you willing that |I should this evening pass with you
the tine | generally spend with your nistress?”

"Oh, yes," said Kitty, clapping her hands, "very willing."
"Well, then, conme here, ny dear," said D Artagnan
establishing hinmself in an easy chair; "come, and let ne

tell you that you are the prettiest SOUBRETTE | ever saw "

And he did tell her so nuch, and so well, that the poor
girl, who asked nothing better than to believe him did
believe him Nevertheless, to D Artagnan's great

astoni shnment, the pretty Kitty defended herself resolutely.

Ti me passes quickly when it is passed in attacks and
defenses. M dni ght sounded, and al nost at the sane tinme the
bell was rung in Ml ady's chamber.

"Good CGod," cried Kitty, "there is nmy mstress calling ne!
Go; go directly!"

D Artagnan rose, took his hat, as if it had been his
intention to obey, then, opening quickly the door of a |arge
closet instead of that leading to the staircase, he buried
hi msel f am d the robes and dressing gowns of M ady.

"What are you doing?" cried Kitty.

D Artagnan, who had secured the key, shut hinself up in the
cl oset without reply.

"Well," cried Mlady, in a sharp voice. "Are you asleep
that you don't answer when | ring?"

And D Artagnan heard the door of conmunicati on opened
violently.

"Here am 1, Mlady, here amI!" cried Kitty, springing
forward to neet her mstress.

Both went into the bedroom and as the door of conmunication
remai ned open, D Artagnan could hear Ml ady for sonme tine
scol ding her nmaid. She was at |ength appeased, and the
conversation turned upon himwhile Kitty was assisting her

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com

311



The Three Musketeers

m stress.

"Well," said MIlady, "I have not seen our Gascon this
eveni ng. "

"What, M Il ady! has he not conme?" said Kitty. "Can he be
i nconstant before bei ng happy?"

"Oh, no; he nmust have been prevented by Monsieur de Treville
or Monsieur Dessessart. | understand ny ganme, Kitty; | have
this one safe.”

"What will you do with him nadane?"

"What will | do with hin? Be easy, Kitty, there is
sonmet hi ng between that man and ne that he is quite ignorant
of: he nearly made nme lose ny credit with his Em nence. Oh,
I will be revenged!"

"l believed that Madane | oved him"

"I love hin? | detest hinl An idiot, who held the |life of
Lord de Wnter in his bands and did not kill him by which
m ssed three hundred thousand |ivres' incone."

"That's true," said Kitty; "your son was the only heir of
his uncle, and until his mgjority you woul d have had the
enj oynent of his fortune."

D Artagnan shuddered to the marrow at hearing this suave
creature reproach him wth that sharp voice which she took
such pains to conceal in conversation, for not having killed
a man whom he had seen | oad her with kindnesses.

"For all this," continued MIlady, "I should |Iong ago have
revenged nyself on himif, and I don't know why, the
cardi nal had not requested nme to conciliate him?"

"Oh, yes; but Madane has not conciliated that little woman
he was so fond of."

"What, the nercer's wife of the Rue des Fossoyeurs? Has he
not already forgotten she ever existed? Fine vengeance
that, on my faith!"

A cold sweat broke from D Artagnan's brow. Wy, this woman
was a nonster! He resumed his listening, but unfortunately
the toilet was finished.

"That will do," said Mlady; "go into your own room and
tomorrow endeavor again to get ne an answer to the letter |
gave you."

"For Monsieur de Wardes?" said Kitty.

"To be sure; for Mnsieur de Wardes."
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"Now, there is one," said Kitty, "who appears to ne quite a
different sort of a man from that poor Monsieur D Artagnan.”

"Go to bed, madenpiselle,"” said MIlady; "I don't I|ike
coments. "

D Artagnan heard the door close; then the noise of two bolts
by which M| ady fastened herself in. On her side, but as
softly as possible, Kitty turned the key of the |ock, and
then D Artagnan opened the cl oset door

"Oh, good Lord!"™ said Kitty, in a low voice, "what is the
matter with you? How pale you are!”

"The abom nabl e creature" nurnured D Artagnan

"Silence, silence, begone!" said Kitty. "There is nothing
but a wai nscot between nmy chanber and Ml ady's; every word
that is uttered in one can be heard in the other."

"That's exactly the reason | won't go," said D Artagnan
"What!" said Kitty, blushing.
"Or, at least, | will go--later."

He drew Kitty to him She had the |l ess notive to resist,
resi stance woul d nake so much noise. Therefore Kitty
surrender ed.

It was a novenent of vengeance upon Ml ady. D Artagnan
believed it right to say that vengeance is the pleasure of
the gods. Wth a little nore heart, he m ght have been
contented with this new conquest; but the principal features
of his character were anbition and pride. It must, however,
be confessed in his justification that the first use he nade
of his influence over Kitty was to try and find out what had
become of Mre. Bonaci eux; but the poor girl swore upon the
crucifix to D Artagnan that she was entirely ignorant on

t hat head, her m stress never adnmitting her into half her
secrets--only she believed she could say she was not dead.

As to the cause which was near naking M| ady | ose her credit
with the cardinal, Kitty knew nothing about it; but this
time D Artaghan was better informed than she was. As he had
seen M| ady on board a vessel at the nmonent he was | eaving
Engl and, he suspected that it was, al nmobst without a doubt,
on account of the dianond studs.

But what was clearest in all this was that the true hatred,
the profound hatred, the inveterate hatred of M| ady, was
i ncreased by his not having killed her brother-in-Iaw

D Artagnan cane the next day to Mlady's, and finding her