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ALEXANDRE DUMAS

ALExANDRE Dumas (known as Dumas Pére) was born on
July 24, 1802 at Villers-Cotterets, a small town about forty-
five miles north-east of Paris. His father, General Dumas,
was a mulatto; the natural son of Alexandre Antoine Davy
de la Pailleterie, a nobleman who had settled in St. Domingo,
and of a black slave girl, named Louise-Cézette Dumas.
General Dumas had a distinguished career during the wars
of the French Republic and under Bonaparte. At the time
of his son’s birth, General Dumnas was living in retirement
at Villers-Cotterets where in the year 1792 he had married
Marie Louise Labourct. He died in 1806, leaving his widow
and small son in straitened circumstances.

However for Alexandre Dumas, the years of childhood
and adolescence were carcfree enough; his education was
scanty. At sixteen he became a clerk with a local solicitor,
.and in 1823, determined to make his way in life, he went
to Paris. He succceded in obtaining a post on the scerctarial
staff of the Duc d’Orléans (the future King Louis-Philippe)
at a yearly salary of 1200 francs.

Soon Dumas established contact with young men of the
literary world. Hc read avidly—especially history and the
works of great writers—frequented the theatre and soon he
himself began to write for the stage.

After a number of false starts and two minor successes
his romantic play Henry III et sa Cour was accepted by the
Théatre-Frangais and given its first performance in 1829,
It established his fame, litcrally, over night and brought
him the friendship of Victor Hugo, Vigny and other writers
and poets, The Duc d’Orléans gave him the sinccure of a
librarian at 1200 francs a year,

Alrcady, then, Dumas found himself up against a problem
which was 1o trouble him all his life and was later to agsume
gigantic proportions—he could not adapt expenditure to
revenue, It was a problem deeply rooted in traits of his
character e.g. in his extravagant tastes, his vanity, his lack
of common scnsc,\fhig& generosity, Another incxhaustible
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ALEXANDRE DUMAS

source of trouble throughout his life was his unending
amorous entanglements. During the first wecks in Paris
(1823) he formed a liaison with a young woman, Marie
Lebay, by whom he had a son in 1824 whom he fully
acknowledged in 18g1. In 1831 also he had another child
—a daughter—by another mistress. His marriage (18.}0)
to the actress Ida Ferrier, was of short duration.

Afier Henry III Dumas wrote further plays in rapid
succession, among them Anfony, a modern romantic drama
the success of which even surpassed the success of Henry I11.
In 1830 he participated in a somewhat comic opera fashion
in the July revolution, and again in 1832, having only just
recovered from the cholera, took part in a rising against
Louis-Philippe his former protector. In 1844 appeared The
Three Musketeers, the first and perhaps the most famous ol
Dumas historical romances which, in three distinct cycles,
cover almost three centuries of French history. In 184 also
he produced The Count of Monte Cristo, the romantic adventure
story of the prisoner of Chateau d’[f. Dumas’ industry was
prodigious. For nearly forty years, during which he lived
as {ull a life as any man could ever wish to live, he poured
out books, plays and articles in an uninterrupted stream.
Ye was frequently accused during his life-time of having
employed (and exploited) others to write the books which
brought him fame and fortunc. The truth is that he employed
collaborators who supplied and arranged maiterial and sub-
mitted ideas for plots.

At the height of his success, Dumas’ prosperity and
extravagance of living knew no bounds. Fe built himself a
fantastic castle which he called ‘Monte Cristo,” (it was later
sold piecemeal by order of his creditors), financed theatres
and lavished hospitality ‘on friends and strangers alike. In
1851 he went to live in Brussels where he worked on his
Mémoires. Back in Paris he launched into some newspaper
ventures which kept him in the public limelight but
ultimately failed. Years of wandering followed. He went to
Russia (1858), travelling in the style of a potentate, and
soon after his return he set out for Sicily where he joined
Garibaldi in whose cause he worked enthusiastically for
four years.

The last years of his life Dumas spent in an atmosphere
of ever increasing financial chaos, of loneliness, domcstic
difliculties and failing health. He died at his son’s house in
Dieppe on December 5th 187%0.. H. p. R.
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INTRODUCTION

ArexANDRE Dumas the elder, the author of The Three
Mousketeers, was born in 1802. His father was born in the
island of Saint Domingo and was the natural son of a
T'rench marquis and a negress mother. He gained consider-
able military distinction during the Napoleonic wars, and
was at one time Commander-in-Chief of the army of the
Pyrenecs. The appearance of Alexandre Dumas betrayed
his descent from a negress grandmother. His histrionic
vivacity had in it, too, something that was curiously un-
Turopean, and he has been vividly described by Stevenson
as ‘that ventripotent mulatto.” In his early twenties Dumas
hegan to write for the theatre and, with Victor Hugo, was
one of the two outstanding figures of the beginning of the
romantic period of French drama. While it was said that
for his dramas Victor Hugo needed ‘the cast-off clothes of
history,’ Alexandre Dumas required ‘no more than a room
in an inn, where people met in riding cloaks, to move the
soul to the last degree of terror and of pity.’

The Three Musketeers, the first of the Dumas novels, was
published in 1844. Dumas oncc boasted to Napoleon 1r
that he had written twelve hundred volumcs. Whether or
not this is true it is certain that no great writer has ever
written so much, and of his output of fiction it may be quite
safely said that his finest achievements are The Three
Musketeers and its sequels Tiwenty Years After and The Vicomte
de Bragelonne. This triology was written in collaboration with
Auguste Maquet. As a matter of fact, a large proportion of
the Dumas fiction was created in collaboration. It is possible
that much of the less worthy work was entirely writien by
the collaborator, Dumas being content merely to put his
namg on the title-page. The proof, however, that it was
the genius of Dumas and that alonc that has given immort-
ality to his grcat books is the fact that without him his
collaborators were nothing but second-rate hacks whose
work has long ago heen forgotien. Addressing Dumas in his
Letters to Dead Authors, Andrew Lang says: ‘These ghosts,
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INTRODUCTION

when uninspired by you were faint and impotent as “the
s:rengthless tribes of the dead” in Homer’s Hadces, before
Odysseus had poured forth the blood that gave them a
momentary valour. It was from you and your ineshaustible
vitality that these collaborating spectres drew what life they
possessed; and when they parted from you they shuddered
back into their nothingness.’

The historical material for The Three Aluskeleers was found
in the Mémoires de Monsienr D’ Artagnan, published at the
beginning of the cighteenth century, but Dumas added 1o
the dry bones of history the pulsing flesh ane blood of his
own imagination. In a sensc the characters in Dumas are
types rather than individuals. In The Three Afusketeers,
D’Artagnan is the typical Gascon adventurer, Athos is the
typical gentleman of the period despite his happily unusual
.melancholy, Aramis is the typical worldly pricst. Porthos,
the thick-headed gallant giant, alone has definite individu-
ality. But types though they may be, the Dumas characters
are infinitely attractive, and all the world will agree with
Stevenson when he says: ‘Perbaps my dearest and best
friend outside of Shakespeare is ID’Artagnan . ... I know
not a more human soul, nor, in his way, a finer; I shall
be very sorry for the man who is so much of a pedant in
morals that he cannot lcarn from the Captain of Musketeers.’

The Three Musketeers and its sequels arc really a sevies of
dramatic incidents bound together so far as the {irst of them
is concerned by the plots and intrigues of Milady. In this,
his first success as a novelist, Dumas owed a great deal (o
his experience as a writer of drama, for cach incident is
carried to its proper climax and finishes with an cflective
‘curtain.’ It has often becn pointed out that one of ihe
charms of Dumas is that ‘though his romances ceal with
bard-living soldiers and generally anything but prudish
ladies, they are extraordinarily free from any real offunce,
This is certainly true of The Three Mousketeers, with the
exception of D’Artangan’s indefensible relations with M. ilady,

Thanks again to the fact that he began his literary lite
as a dramatist, Alexandre Dumas is a master of dialogue.
In this respect he is the superior of Walter Scott. He con-
tinually makes his characters tell their own story. A notable
example of this in The Three Musketeers is the famous scene
at the Bastion Saint-Gervais, Dumas is the master story-
teller. He never intrudes his own personalily into lis
narratives, and he is far more interested in incidents than in
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_character. Incident is piled on incident with unfa;lmg'
“invention, a wealth of colour and never-flagging vivacity.
The novelist catches hold of his rcader at the beginning and
nzver lets him go until the last chapter is finished. As a
creator of character there is no question that Dumas is
Scott’s inferior. As a story-teller he has few equals in literary
history, and though he is magnificently indifferent to
accuracy of detail, his novels reflect the atmosphere of the
period with which they deal and aflord more important
information concerning past ages than can possibly be
obtained from the dry-as-dust historian. The Richelieu, the
Louis xm1, the Anne of Austria, the Buckingham of The
Three Musketeers, are in esscntials the personages as they
lived in the world and played their parts in the European
drama, though it must be admitted that from the novel
alone one would learn little of the greatncss of Richelieu or
of his essentially constructive statesmanship.

I'ew historical characters, indeed, have becn more
maligned and misrepresented in romance than Cardinal
Richelicu, and it is one of the qualities of The Three Musketeers
that although it tells only a little of the real man, what it
does tell—his courage, his persistence, his ruthlessness in
achieving his purpose—is certainly true. The capture of
La Rochelle, which supplies some of the most thrilling events
in the novel, was a necessary part of Richelieu’s political
policy. At the beginning of his period of power he declared
his intention ‘to ruin the Huguenot party, lower the pride
of the nobles, lead all subjects to their duty, and restore the
country’s name among foreign nations.” The Huguenots had
set up a state within a staic and their power had to be
destroyed, but after the fall of La Rochelle, Richelicu
persuaded the king to re-affirm thé privileges granted to the
Protestants by Henry 1v, and thanks to him they had fifty
years’ prosperity before the era of persccution that began
with the Revocation of the Ldict of Nantes by Louis xiv.
It is, of course, suggested by Dumas, and it has been often
repeated, that Richcelien was in love with Anne of Austria,
and that her preference for the Duke of Buckingham was
the rcason for his hatred of the queen and her lover, As a
matter of fact, Richelicu was jcalous of Anne’s influence
with the king and regarded her, not without reason, as a
political enemy. As for Buckingham, his intrigues in Spain
and his futile patronage of the Huguenots marked him as
the enemy of France. There is no reason to believe that

21



b
INTRODUCTION
Richelieu had, as Dumas relates, anything to do with the
Puritan fanatic who assassinated Buckingham at Portsmouth.
But if such a plan for removing his enemy had seemed to
him feasible he certainly would have adopted it.

Alexandre Dumas himself was an amazing person, He
earned large sums of money and spent prodigally. He built
himseclf a huge house at Saint Germain-en-Laye, called
Monte Cristo, which was filled all the year round by a
crowd of men and women who lived on his bounty. He
founded a theatre, particularly for the performance of his
own plays. He started a daily paper, He travelled in Africa
and in Russia. In 1860 he fought with Garibaldi in Sicily
and aftcrwards lived for four vears in Naples. Finally, worn
out and weary, he dicd at his son’s house near Dicppe in
1870. No two men were cver more unlike than the hearty,
rcckless Alexandre Dumas, the father, and the rather
priggish and precise Alexandre Dumas, the son. ‘Alexandre
loves preaching overmuch,” Dumas once said of his son, and
no man had less paticnce with moralists and moralising.
There is a striking description of Dumas in 1865 in the
famous Fournal of the de Goncourts.

‘He is a sort of giant with a negro’s hair now turncd
pepper and salt, with a little hippopotamus-like eye, clear
and sharp, and which watches even when it seems covered
over, and an enormous face with features resembling
the vaguely hemispherical cutlines which caricaturists in-
wroduce into their versions of the moon. There is, I cannat
say how, something about him of a showman, or of a
traveller from The Thousand and One Nights. He talks a great
deal without much brilliancy, without much biting cuality,
and without much colour; he only gives us facts, curious
facts, paradoxical facts, stunning facts which he draws with
a hoarse voice from an immense store of memories. Ancl
he talks always of himself, but with a childlike vanity in
which there is nothing irritating.’

Edmond de Goncourt was a venomous old gentleman
whose descriptions of his contemporaries never suffered from
excessive good nature, but this is probably a very accurate
picture of the author of The Three Musketeers in the later
years of his life.

Swoney DArk
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AUTHOR’S PREFACE

It is about a year ago, that in making researches in the
Bibliotheque Nationale for my History of Louis the Four-
teenth, I by chance met with the Memoirs of Monsieur
d’Artagnan, printed by Peter the Red at Amsterdam—as
the principal works of that period, when authors could not
adhere to the truth without running the risk of the Bastile,
gencrally were. The title attracted my notice; I took the
Mecmoirs home, with the permission of the librarian, and
actually devoured them.

Tt is not my intention here to make analysis of this curious
work, but to satisfy myself by referring such of my readers
to the work itsell as appreciate the pictures of those times.
They will there discover portraits traced by the hand of 2
master; and although these sketches are mostly drawn on
the doors of a barrack, or the walls of an inn, they will not
find them less true than those likenesses of Louis xim, of
Annc of Austria, of Richelicu, Mazarin, and the majority
of the courticrs of that age, drawn by M. Anguetil.

But, as cvery one knows, that which strikes the eccentric
mind of the poet, does not always make an impression on
the great mass of rcaders. So, whilst admiring (as all others
doubtless will do) the details which we have described, the
thing which strikes us most, is one which certainly had not
attracted the attention of any other person. D’Artagnan
relates, that on his first visit to M. de¢ Treville, Captain of
the Royal Musketeers, he met threc young men in the
ante-chamber, serving in the illustrious corps into which he
solicited the honour of being admitted, and bearing the
names of Athos, Porthos, and Aramis.

We confess that these forcign names struck us much, and
we suspected that they were feigned appellations, by which
d’Artagnan had perhaps concealed the names of illustrious
persons; if, perchance, the bearers of them had not them-
selves chosen them, when, through caprice, discontent, or
lack of fortune, they had donned the simple coat of a
Musketeer, Therefore we could not rest satisfied till we had
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AUTHOR’S PREFACQE

found in contemporary literature some trace of the cxtra-
ordinary titles which had so forcibly excited our curiosity.
The mere catalogue of the books we read to gain this end
would fill a whole chapter, which would perhaps be very
instructive, but certainly far from amusing, to our readers,
We will, therefore, content ourselves with saying, that af the
very moment when, discouraged by such fruitless investig-
ations, we were about to abandon our rescarches, we at last,
guided by the counsels of our illustrious and learned friend,
Paulin Paris, discovered a manuscript folio, numbered 4772,
or 4773, we forget which, having for its title—

THE MEMOIRS OF M. LE COMTE DE LA FERE;
RELATING 170 SOME OF THE EVINTS WHICH PASSED IN FRANCE
ABout THE Enp oF THE REIGN or Louss X111,

AND THE BEGINNING OF THE RRIGN
or Lours XIV

Our pleasure may be gucssed, when, in turning over this
manuscript, our last hope, we [ound at the twenticth page
the name of Athos; at the twenty-{irst, the name of Aramis;
at the twenty-seventh, the name of Porthos.

The discovery of a manuscript entirely unknown, at a
period when historical knowledge was raised to such a high
pitch, appeared to be almost a miracle. We theretore quickly
requested permission to print it, that we might one day
introduce ourselves 1o the Academy of Inscriptions and
Belles Lettres with the goods of others, if we do not happen
(as is very probable) to enter the French Academy on our
own merits,

This permission was most graciously accorded; which we
here declare, to give a public contradiction to those mal-
evolent persons who pretend that government is not inclined
to indulge authors.

We offer to-day the first part of this valuable manuseript
to our readers, restoring to it the title which suits it, and
promising, if (as we doubt not) this should meet with the
success it merits, to publish immediately the sccond.

In the meantime, as the godfather is a second father, we
invite our readers to look to us, and not to the Comte de la
Fere, for his amusement or his ennui.
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‘ ", The Three Presents of M. D’ Artagnan, the Father

ON the first Monday of the month of April, 1625, the small
town of Meung, the birthplace of the author of the ‘Romance
of the Rose,” appeared to be in a state of revolution, as
complete as if the Huguenots were come to make a second
siege of La Rochelle. Many of the townsmen, observing the
flight along the high street, of women who left their children
to squall at the doorsteps, hastened to don their armour, and,
fortifying their courage, which was inclined to fail, with a
musket or a partisan, proceeded towards the inn of the Jolly
Miller, to which a vast and accumulating mob was hastening
with intense curiosity.

At that period alarms were frequent, and few days passed
without some bourg or other registering in its archives an
event of this description. There were the nobles, who made
war on each other; there was the king, who made war on the
cardinal; there was the Spaniard, who made war on the king;
then, besides these wars, concealed or overt, secret or public,
there were bandits, mendicants, Huguenots, wolves and
lacqueys, who made war on the whole world.: The townsmen
always armed themselves against the bandits, the wolves, and
the lacqueys; frequently against the nobles and the Hugue-
nots; somectimes against the king; but never against the
cardinal or the Spaniard. From this custom, therefore, it
arose, that on the aforesaid first Monday in the month of
April, 1625, the burghers, hearing a noise, and seeing neither
the yellow and red flag, nor the livery of the Duke of
Richelicu, rushed towards the inn of the Jolly Miller. Having
reached it, every one could see and understand the cause of
this alarm. A young man—

But let us trace his portrait with one stroke of the pen.
Fancy to yourself Don Quixote at eighteen—Don Quixote
peeled, without his coat of mail or greaves—Don Quixote
clothed in a woollen doublet, whose blue colour was changed
to an undyable shade, a shade between the lees of wine and
a cerulean blue. The countenance long and brown; the
cheek-bones high, denoting acuteness; the muscles of the jaw
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THE THREE MUSKETEERS

enormously developed—an infallible mark by which a Gascon
may be rccognised, even without the cap, and our youth
wore a cap, adorned with a sort of feather; the eye full and
intelligent; the nose hooked, but finely formed; the whole
figure too large for a youth, yet too small for an adult; an
inexperienced eye would have taken him for the son of a
{armer on a journey, had it not been for the long sword,
which, hanging from a leathern belt, banged against the
heels of its owner whilst he was walking, and against the
rough coat of his steed when he was mounted ;—for our youth
had a sieed, and this steed was at the same time so remark-
able as to attract obscrvation. It was a Beaunese sheltie, of
about twelve or fourteen years ol age, yellow as an orange,
without any hair on its tail, but abundance of galls on its legs,
and which, whilst carrying its head lower than its knces,
making the application of a martingale unnccessary, yet
managed gallantly its cight leagues a day., Unfortunately,
these useful qualities of the steed were so well concealed
under its strange coat and eccentric gait, that at a time when
every one knew something of horses, the apparition of the
aforesaid sheltic at Meung, which it had entered about a
quarter of an hour before, by the gate of Beaugency, pro-
duced a somewhat unfavourable sensation or impression,
which extended cven to its master. And this impression was
the more painful to young d’Artagnan (for that was the name
of the Don Quixote of this second Rozinante), that he could
not conceal from himself the ridiculous light in which he,
albeit so good a horseman, wag placed by such a steed. e
had, therefore, sighed deeply when he accepted the gift from
M. d’Artagnan, his father: he knew that such a beast was
worth about twenty {rancs. It is true that the words which
accompanied the present were abowve price.

‘My son,” said the Gascon gentleman, in that pure
Beaunese patois or dialect, which Henry IV, could never
entircly shake off—‘my son, this horse was born in the
paternal homestcad about thirteen years ago, and has
remained in it ever since, which ought to make you regard
it with affection. Never sell it; let it die honourably of old
age, and in tranquillity; and should you make a campaign
with it, take as much care of it as you would of an old servant,
At the court, if you should ever have the honour to be
presented—an honour, however, to which your long line of
noble ancestors entitles you—support with dignity the name
of gentleman, which has been honourably borne by your
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THREE PRESENTS OF M. D’ARTAGNAN

ancestors, for the sake of you and yours, for more than 500
years. Never submit quietly to the slightest indignity, except
it proceed from the cardinal or the king. It is by his courage
—mark this well—it is by his courage alone, that a gentle-
man makes his way nowadays. Whoever hesitates one
moment, lets perhaps that chance escape him, which fortune,
for that moment alone, has offered him. You are young, and
ought to be brave, for two reasons: the first, because you are
a Gascon; the second, because you are my son. Have no fear
of many imbroglios, and look about for adventures. You have
been taught to handle the sword; you have muscles of iron,
a wrist like steel; fight whenever you can, the more so
because ducls are forbidden, and consequently it requires
twice as much courage to fight. I have to give you but fifteen
crowns, my son, besides the horse, and the advice which you
have heard. Your mother will add to them the recipe for a
certain balsam, which she received from a Bohemian woman,
and which has the miraculous power of curing every wound
which has fallen short of the heart. Take advantage of all,
and live long and happily. I have only one word more to add,
and it is the offer of an example: not my own, for I have
never been at court; I have only served in the religious wars
as a volunteer. I wish to speak to you of M. de Treville, once
my neighbour, who has had the honour of playing, whilst a
boy, with our king, Louis XIII, whom God prescrve. Some-
times their play turncd to battles, and in these battles the
king did not always conquer; yet his conquests by M. de
‘Treville imbued him with a great deal of esieem and f{riend-
ship for him. Afterwards, M. de Treville fought other battles;
indeed, mercly during his journey to Paris, he fought five
times; from the dceath of the late monarch, to the majority of
the young king, he has fought seven times, without reckoning
campaigns and sieges; and since that majority till now, per-
haps a hundred times! And yet, in spite of cdicts, ordinanccs,
and writs, behold him now captain of the Musketcers; that
is, chief of a legion of Casars, upon whom the king mainly
depends, and who are feared by the cardinal, who, as every
onc knows, is not easily alarmed. Moreover, M. de Treville
gains ten thousand crowns a year, and therefore is a man of
consequence. He began the world as you do. Go to him with
this letter, and let your conduct be regulated by him, that
you may mect with the same results.”

Hereupon M. d’Artagnan, the father, girded his own
sword upon his son, tenderly kissed him on cither cheek, and
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gave him his blessing. Leaving the patérnal chamber, the
young man found his mother waiting with the famous recipe,
which, from the advice he had just received, it seemed very
probable that he would require to usc pretty often. The
adieus were longer and more tender on this side than on the
other; not but that M. d’Artagnan loved his son, who was
his only child, but that M. d’Artagnan was a man who would
have considered it unworthy of himself to give way to any
sentiment; whilst Madame d’Artagnan was a woman, and,
what is more, a mother. She wept much; and, to the credit
of M. d’Artagnan the younger, we may as well say that,
whatever efforts he made to remain firm, as became the
future Musketeer, nature gained the day, and he shed many
tears, some of which he had great difficully in concealing.
Our youth took his way the same day, furnished with the
three paternal gifts, which were, as we have said, the fifteen
crowns, the steed, and the letter to M. de Treville. As may
be well imagined, the advice was thrown into the bargain.
With such a vade mecum, d’Artagnan found himself, morally
and physically, the counterpart of the hero of Cervantes, to
whom we so happily compared him, when our duty as his
historian obliged us to draw his portrait. Don Quixote took
windmills for giants, and sheep for armies; d’Artagnan
considered every smile an insult, and even a look a provo-
cation. Therefore, his fist was doubled from Tarbes to
Meung; and, from one cause or another, his hand was on
the pommel of his sword ten times a day. However, the fist
did not descend upon any jaw, nor did the sword leave its
scabbard. It was not that the unlucky yellow sheltie did not
excite many a smile on the countenances of passers-by; but
as beside the said yellow sheltie clashed a sword of respect-
able length, and above the sword glistened an eye rather
stern than fierce, the wayfarers repressed their mirth, or, if
their mirth surpassed their prudence, they took care only to
" laugh on one side of their faces, like the ancient masques.
D’Artagnan, therefore, remained dignified and uninter-
rupted in his susceptibility, even to this fatal town of Meung.
But there, when he dismounted at the door of the Jolly
Miller, without any one, ecither landlord, waiter, or hostler,
coming to hold the stirrup of his horse, d’Artagnan perceived
at the open window of a room, on the ground-floor, a gentle-
man of distinguished air and handsome figure, although
with a countenance slightly grim, conversing with two
persons wh9 appeared to listen to him with ' deference.
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THREE PRESENTS OF M. D’ARTAGNAN

D’Artagnan naturally thought, according to his usual
custom, that they were talking about him, and listened
accordingly. This time, however, he was partly correct: fe
was not the subject of conversation, but his horse was. The
gentleman appeared to be enumerating to his hearers all
his qualities; and since, as I have said, his hearers appeared
to pay him great deference, they every moment laughed
heartily.

Now, since even the slightest smile was sufficient to rouse
the anger of our youth, we may well imagine what effect
such unbounded mirth was likely to produce upon him.
Nevertheless, d’Artagnan wished first to examine the count-
enance of the impertinent felow who thus laughed at him.
He therefore fixed his stern look upon the stranger, and saw
a man from forty to forty-five years of age, with eyes black
and piercing, complexion pale, nose strongly-marked, and
moustache black and ¢arefully trimmed. He was attired ina
violet-coloured doublet and breeches, with points of the same
colour, with no other ornament than the sleeves through
which the shirt passed. This doublet and these breeches,
though new, displayed divers wrinkles and creases, as if they
had been for some time packed up in a portmanteau.
D’Artagnan made these observations with the rapidity of a
most minute observer, and doubtless with an instinct which
told him that this unknown was to have a vast influence on
his future life.

At the very moment that d’Artagnan fixed his eyes upon
the gentleman with the violet doublet, that individual made
one of his wisest and most profound remarks upon the
Beaunese sheltie. His two auditors roared with laughter, and
he himself, contrary to his usual custom, permitted a sort
of sickly smile to wander over his countenance. This time
there was no room for doubt. D’Artagnan was really insulted.
Being convinced of this, he pulled his cap over his eyes, and
trying to imitate the courtly airs which he had seen among
some chance Gascon nobility in their provincial visits, he
placed one hand on the guard of his sword, and the other on
his hip. Unfortunately, the nearer he advanced, the more
angry he grew, so that instead of the high and dignified
language which he had prepared as the prelude to his
challenge, he found nothing at the tip of his tongue but a
rough personality, which he accompanied with a furious
gesture.

‘Hollo, sir!” he cried; ‘you, sir, who hide yourself behind
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the shutter—yes, you! tell me what you are laughing at, and
we will laugh together.’

The gentleman slowly turncd his cyves from the steed to
his rider, as if it required some time to comprehend that these
strange reproaches were addressed to himsclf; then, when he
could no longer doubt it, he slightly knit his brows, and,
after a pretty long pause, with an accent of irony and
insolence impossible to describe, answered d’Artagnan, '
am not speaking to you, sir.’

‘But ] am speaking to you,’ cried the young man, cxas-
perated by this mixture of insolence and good manners—
this polite contempt.

The unknown regarded him yet a moment with a slight
smile, and then lcaving the window, slowly sauntered out of
the inn, and stationed himsclf opposite the horse, at two
paces from d’Artagnan. His calm face and jeering aspect
redoubled the mirth of his companions, who still remained
at the window. D’Artagnan, seeing him come out, drew his
sword a foot out of its scabbard.

“This horse decidedly is, or rather /as been, a butiercup,’
continued the unknown, pursuing his remarks, and addres-
sing his auditors at the window, without appcaring to notice
the exasperation of d’Artagnan, who, nevertheless, swelled
and strutted between them; ‘it is of a colour,” he continued,
‘well known in botany, but as yet very rare amongst horses.’ |

‘A man may laugh at a horse, who would not dare 1o
laugh at its master,’ cried the disciple of Treville with fury.

‘T do not often laugh, sir,’ answered the unknown, ‘as you
may yourself discover by the expression of my countepance;
but yet I mean to preserve the right of laughing when I
please.’

‘And 1,’ roared out d’Artagnan, ‘do not permit any one
to laugh when I do not please.’ .

“Really, sir!’ continued the unknown, more quietly than
ever; ‘well, that is sound sense;’ and turning on his heel, he
essayed to re-enter the inn by the front door, opposite which
d’Artagnan, on arriving, had ohscrved a horse ready saddled,

But d’Artagnan was not the man to lct any one who had
had the insolence to mock him thus escape; he therefore
drew his sword and pursued him, exclaiming, “T'urn, turn,
Master Jester, that I may not strike you behind P

‘Strike me!’ said the other, quickly turning round, and
regarding the youth with as much astonishment as contempt;
‘go along with you, my dear boy; you are mad.’ Then, in a
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low voice, as if he were speaking to himself, he added, ‘It is
annoying: what a prize for his majesty, who is everywhere
seeking fire-eaters to recruit his guards.’

He had scarcely finished, when d’Artagnan made such a
furious thrust at him, that, had he not jumped back briskly,
it is probable the jest would have been his last. Perceiving
+ow, however, that the affair was bgyond a joke, the unknown
drew his sword, saluted his adversary, and gravely put him-
self on guard; but at the same moment his two auditors,
accompanied by the host, fell pell-mell upon d’Artagnan,
with sticks, shovels, and tongs. This caused such a complete
diversion of the attack, that, whilst d’Artagnan himself
turned to face this shower of blows, his opponent put up his
sword with the same calm as before, and, from an actor,
became a spectator of the combat—a character which he
supported with the same imperturbability, yet all the time
muttering, ‘Plague upon these Gascons! Put him on his
orange-coloured horse, and let him go.’

‘Not before I have slain you, you coward!’ cried d’
Artagnan, all the time making the best resistance he could,
and not yielding one step to his three opponents, who
showered their blows upon him.

‘Yet another gasconade!” murmured the gentleman;
‘upon my word these Gascons are incorrigible; keep up the
dance, since he actually wishes it; when he is tired he will
say that he has had enough.’ .

But the stranger did not yet know with what a stubborn
personage he had to deal. D’Artagnan was not the man ever
to sue for quarter. The contest therefore continued for some
moments longer, until at last, completely worn out,
d’Artagnan dropped his sword, which was broken in two by
a blow from a stick, while at the same instant another blow,
which cut open his forehead, stretched him on the ground
almost senseless.

It was now that all the burghers hastened to the scene of
action. Fearing a disturbance, the landlord, assisted by his
servants, carried the wounded man into the kitchen, where
some care was given him. As for the stranger, he returned to
the window, and viewed the crowd with evident marks of
impatience, seeming rather annoyed at their refusal to go
away.

‘Well, how is that madman now?’ said he, turning, and
addressing the host, who came to inquire in what state his
guest was.,
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“‘Is your excellency safe and well?’ demanded the host.

‘Yes, perfectly so, mine host; but I wish to know what is
become of this youth.’

‘He is better,’ replied the host; ‘but he was quite senseless.’

‘Indeed!’ said the gentleman.,

‘But before he quite lost his senses, he rallied all his
strength to challenge and defy you,’ added the landlord.

‘Well, this young fellow is the very devil himself,” said
the gentleman.

‘Oh, no, your excellency, oh, no,’ replied the host, with
a contemptuous grin, ‘he is not the devil, for while he was
senseless we rummaged his outfit, and in his bundle we found
but one shirt, and in his pocket only twelve crowns, which
fact, however, did not prevent his saying, just before he
fainted, that, had this happened in Paris, you should quickly
have repented it, but as it has taken place here you will not
have to repent it until later.’

‘Therefore,” coolly observed the stranger, *he doubtless is
a prince of the blood in disguise.’

‘I give you this information, sir,’ said the host, ‘that you
may keep yourself on your guard.’

‘And did he not name any one in his anger?’

‘Yes, he slapped his pocket, and said, ‘We shall see what
M. de Treville will say to this insult offered to his protégé.’

‘M. de Treville?” said the unknown, becoming more
attentive; ‘he slapped his pocket, and mentioned the name
of M. de Treville>—Let us see, my good host: whilst this
young man was senseless, you did not fail, I am sure, to
examine that pocket: what did it contain?

‘A letter, adressed to M. de Treville, captain of the
Musketeers.’

‘Really?’

‘Just as I have the honour to tell your excellency,” said
the host.

The latter, who had no great penetration, did not remark
the expression which these words brought upon the count-
enance of the stranger, who now left the windowsill, on
which his elbow had rested, and frowned like 2 man disturb-
ed all of a sudden.

“The devil!’ muttered he between his ieeth; ‘could Treville
have sent this Gascon? He is very young; but a thrust of a
sword is a thrust of a sword, whatever may be the age of him
that gives it, and one distrusts a boy less than an oldster;
a slight obstacle is sufficient to thwart a project.’ And the
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stranger fell into a reverie which lasted some minutes. ‘Come,
mine host,” at length he said, ‘will you not rid me of this
madman? I cannot conscientiously kill him, and yet,” he
added with a menacing air, ‘he much annoys me. Where
is he?’

‘In my wife’s chamber, on the first storey, where they are
dressing his wounds.’

‘Are his clothes and his bag with him? Has he taken off
his doublet?’

‘On the contrary, they are below in the kitchen,’ said the
host; ‘but since this young madman annoys you—’

‘Doubtless; he causes a disturbance in your inn, which no
respectable people can bear. Go to your room, make out my
bill, and give orders to my servants.’

‘What, sir, must you be off?’

‘Yes. I ordered you to saddle my horse; have I not been
obeyed?’

“Yes; and your excellency may see your horse standing
under the grand entrance, quite ready for the road.’

‘Very well; then do as I have ordered.’

‘Heyday!’ said the host to himself; ‘can he be afraid of
this young boy?’ But a commanding look from the siranger
cut him short; he humbly bowed, and left the apartment.

‘My lady must not see this strange fellow,” said the
stranger; ‘as she is already late, she must soon pass. I had
better mount my horse and go to meet her. If I could only
just learn the contents of that letter addressed to Treville.”
And thus muttering, the unknown descended to the kitchen.

In the meantime, the landlord, who doubted not that this
youth’s presence drove the stranger from his inn,*had gone
to his wife’s chamber, and found that d’Artagnan had
regained consciousness. Then, whilst he made him com-
prehend that the police might be severe on him for having
attacked a great lord (for, according to the host’s idca, the
stranger could be nothing less than a great lord), he persu-
aded him, in spite of his weakness, to resume his Jjourney.

D’Artagnan, half stunned, without doublet, his head
completely bandaged, arose, and, pushed out by the host,
began to descend the stairs; but on reaching the kitchen, the
first object he saw was his opponent, who was quietly talking
at the door of a heavy carriage, drawn by two large Norman
horses. The person with whom he conversed was a woman of
from twenty to twenty-two years of age, whose hcad
appeared, through the window of the carriage, like a picture
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in a frame. We have already said how rapidly d’Artagnan
caught the expression of a countenance; he saw, therefore,
at the first glance, that the lady was young and attractive.
Now, this beauty was thé¢ more striking to him, as it was
completely different from that of his own southern country.
She was a pale, fair person, with long curling hair falling on
her shoulders, large blue languishing eyes, rosy lips, and
alabaster hands. She conversed with the unknown with
great vivacity.

‘So, his eminence commands me ’ said she.

‘To return immediately to England, and apprise him,
with all speed, whether the duke has left London,’ said the
unknown.

‘And as to my other instructions? demanded the fair
traveller.

“They are enclosed in this box, which you will not open
until you are on the other side of the Channel.’

‘Good; and you? What are you going to do?’

‘I return to Paris.’

‘Without chastising this insolent boy?’ demanded the lady.

The unknown was about to reply, but ere he could do so,
d’Artagnan, who had heard every word, rushed to the door-
way. ‘It is that insolent boy,’ he cried, ‘who chastises others,
and I hope that this time he who deserves chastisement will
not escape him.’

‘Will not escape him?’ echoed the unknown, knitting his
brows.

‘No, in the presence of a woman you would hesitate to fly,
I presume.’

‘Consider,’ said the lady, seeing the gentleman place his
hand to his sword, ‘consider that the slightest delay might
ruin all.’

‘You are right,” said the gentleman; ‘you go your way,
and I will go mine;’ and, saluting the lady with a bow, he
got into the saddle, whilst the coachman whipped his horses.
The lady and gentleman therefore went off at a gallop
towards the opposite ends of the street.

‘Hollo! your bill!” shouted mine host, whose affection for
the traveller was changed to the most profound contempt
when he saw him departing without paying.

‘Pay, rascal,’ cried the traveller, as he galloped off, to his
valet, who threw three or four pieces of silver at the feet of
the landlord, and set off at full speed the way his master
went, '
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‘Oh, coward! wretch! false-hearted gentleman!’ crie.
d’Artagnan, rushing after the valet. But he was still too feeble
from his wounds to bear such an effort. Scarcely had he gone
ten paces, before his ears tingled, a vertigo seized him, a
cloud passed before his eyes, and he fell down in the street,
with a final cry of ‘Coward! coward! coward !’

‘He is a sad coward verily,” murmured the host, who now,
approaching d’Artagnan, endeavoured to soothe him by
this flattery, as the heron in the fable her friend the snail.

‘Yes, a sad coward,” murmured d’Artagnan; but ske is
beautiful.’

‘Who is she?’ said the landlord.

‘My lady!’ murmured d’Artagnan, and again fainted
away.

‘l\g,ever mind,’ said the host; ‘although I have lost two,
at any rate I have secured this one, whom I am sure of
keeping for some days; at all events, I shall gain cleven
crowns.’

It must be borne in mind that eleven crowns was the exact
sum which remained in d’Artagnan’s purse; and the host
had reckoned upon eleven days’ illness, at a crown a day.
On this point, however, he reckoned without his guest.
The following day d’Artagnan left his couch, went down to
the kitchen, and, besides certain ingredients, the names of
which have not descended to posterity, demanded some wine,
oil, and rosemary, which, with his mother’s recipe in his
hand, he compounded into a salve, wherewith he anointed
his numerous wounds, renewing his plasters himsclf, and
not allowing the interposition of any leech.

Thanks, no doubt, to the Bohemian salve, and perhaps
also to the absence of the leech, d’Artagnan found himself
on foot in the evening, and almost cured by the next day.
But at the moment he was paying for this wine, oil and
rosemary, the sole expense he had incurred (for he had been
completely abstinent, whilst, on the contrary, if one believed
the hostler, the yellow horse had eaten three times as many
oats as one would have supposed possible from his size),
d’Artagnan found nothing in his pocket but his little purse,
with its eleven crowns. As for the letter to M. de Treville,
that was gone. The young man began by looking very
patiently for this letter, turning out and rummaging his
pockets and fobs twenty times, rummaging his valise again
and again, and opening and shutting his purse; but when he
was quite convinced that the letter was not to be found, he
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irave full vent to another fit of rage in a manner which was
like to make necessary a second decoction of wine and spiced
oil. For, upon beholding this young scatter-brain raging,
and threatening to destroy everything in his establishment,
if the letter were not found, the host had already seized upon
a spit, his wife upon the handle of a broom, and the servants
upon the same weapons they had wielded the evening before.

‘My letter of introduction!’ cried d’Artagnan, ‘my letter
of introduction! or, by St. Denis, I will spit you all like so
many ortolans.’

One circumstance prevented the youth from accomphsh-
ing his threat, which was, that his sword, as we have said,
had unfortunately been broken in two in the first struggle
—a mischance he had entirely forgotten; consequently, when
d’Artagnan went to draw it in earnest, he found himsclf
armed only with the stump, about eight or ten inches long,
which the host had carefully thrust into the scabbard. As
for the rest of the blade, the cook had adroitly set it asidé for
a larding-pin. And yet it is probable that this deception
would not have stopped our fiery youth, had not the host
reflected that the demand which his guest made was
perfectly just.

‘But after all,’ said he, lowering his spit, ‘where is this
letter?

“Yes, where is this letter?’ roared d’Artagnan; ‘and let me
tell you that this letter is for M. de Treville, and that it must
be found, otherwise M. de Treville will know to have it
found—I’ll answer for it!’

This threat completely frightened mine host. Next to the
king and the cardinal, M. de Treville was the man whose
name was most frequently in the mouths of the military, and
indeed of the citizens. There was, certainly, Father Joseph;
but kis name was never mentioned except in an undertone;
so great was the terror which his gray eminence, as the
familiar of the cardinal was called, inspired. Therefore,
throwing away his spit, and ordering his wife to do the same
with her broom-handle, and the servants with their weapons,
he himself set the example by commencing a diligent search
for the letter.

‘Did this letter contain anything valuable? said he, after
some moments of fruitless search.

‘I should rather think it did,” cried the Ga.scon, who
calculated on the letter to make hxs way at court} ‘it con-
tained my fortune.’
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“Were they bills on the Bank of Spain?’ demanded the
host, much disturbed.

‘Bills on the private treasury of his majesty! replied
d’Artagnan, who, calculating on entering the king’s service
through this letter of introduction, thought he might, with-
out lying, make this somewhat rash reply.

‘The devil!’ exclaimed the host, at his wit’s end.

But it is of no consequence,’ continued d’Artagnan, with
his native assurance; ‘the money is nothing, the letter is all
I want. I had rather have lost a thousand pistoles than that!’
He might as well have made it twenty thousand, but a
certain youthful modest restrained him. A sudden flash of
light illumined the mind of the host, who was uttering
maledictions at finding nothing. )

“This letter is not lost!> he cried.

‘Isn’t it?’ said d’Artagnan.

‘No it has been taken from you.’

‘Taken! and by whom?’

‘By the stranger, yesterday; he went into the kitchen,
where your doublet was lying; he was there for a time
entirely alone; and I will lay a wager it was he who stole
it from you.’

‘You really think so?’ said d’Artagnan, only half con-
vinced, for he knew better than anybody the strictly personal
value of the letter, and saw nothing in it to excite cupidity.
The fact is, that none of the servants or travellers who were
there could have gained anything by the theft.

‘You say, then,’ continued d’Artagnan, ‘that you suspect
this impertinent gentleman?’ -

‘I tell you that I am quite certain of it,” said the host;
‘when I informed him that your worship was the protégé of
M. de Treville, and that you had a letter for that illustrious
noble, he appeared much disturbed, demanded where the
letter was, and immediately went into the kitchen, where
your doublet was lying.’

“Then he is the robber,’ said d’Artagnan; ‘I will complain
to M. de Treville, and he will lay my complaint before his
majesty.’

And he majestically drew from his pocket two crowns,
which he handed to the host, who followed him cap in hand,
to the archway, where he remounted his yellow horse, which
carried him without further accident to the gate of St.
Antoine, at Paris. There its owner sold the animal for three
crowns ; which was a good price, considering that d’Artagnan
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had over-ridden him in the last part of the journey. The
dealer to whom he sold the sheltie for these nine francs, did
not conceal from the young man that he paid this exor-
bitant sum merely on account of the originality of his eolour.

D’Artagnan therefore entered Paris on foot, carrying his
small valise under his arm, and proceeded until he found a
lodging suitable to his slender resources. This chamber was
a sort of garret, situated in the Rue des Fossoyeurs, near the
Luxembourg. Having paid the luck-penny, he took posses-
sion of his lodging, and passed the remainder of the day in
sewing on his doublet and breeches sundry laces which his
mother had secretly taken from a nearly new doublet of the
elder M. d’Artagnan. He then repaired to the Quai de la
Feraille, to procure a new blade for his sword; after which
he returned to the Louvre, and learned from the first
musketeer he met where M. de Treville’s hotel was situated.
This he ascertained to be in the Rue de Vieux Colombier;
. that is, in the very neighbourhood where he had himself
taken up his abode; a circumstance which he construed into
a happy omen of the success of his expedition.

These matters disposed of, and satisfied. with the manner
in which he had behaved at Meung, without remorse for
the past, confident in the present, and full of hope for the
future, he went to bed and slept the sleep of the brave.
This sleep, still that of a rustic, lasted till nine o’clock in the
morning, the hour at which he rose to repair to the hotel of
this famed M. de Treville, who, according to d’Artagnan’s
father, was the third personage in the realm.

2

The Antechamber of M. de Treville

M. pe TROISVILLE, as his family was yet called in Gascony,
or M. de Treville, as he called himself in Paris, had actually
begun life like d’Artagnan; that is to say, without being
worth a sou, but with that fund of audacity, esprit, and
resolution, which makes the poorest Gascon gentleman often
inherit more in imagination than the richest' nobleman of
Perigord or Berri receives in reality. His daring and haughty
courage—still more haughty i success—at the time when
blows fell thick as hail, had raised him to the top of that
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difficult ladder which is called court favour, and which he
had climbed four rungs at a time. He was the confidential
friend of the king, who, as every one knows, greatly honoured
the memory of his father, Henry IV. The father of M. de
Treville had served the latter so faithfully in his wars against
the League, that, for want of ready money—(a commodity
which, during his life, was very scarce with the Bearnese,
who constantly paid his debts with what he never had
occasion to borrow, that is to say, with his genius)—for
want of ready money, as we have said, he had authorised him,.
after the reduction of Paris, to take for his arms—‘Un lion
d’or passant, sur gueules,” with the motto, Hfidelis et jfortis.’
It was a great deal of honour, but not much profit; therefore,
when the illustrious companion of Henri the Great died, the
sole inheritance he left his son was his sword, with the arms
and motto. Thanks, however, to this double legacy, and to
the name without tarnish which accompanied it, M. de
TFreville was admitted into the household of the young prince,
where he made such good use of his sword, and was so true to
his motto, that Louis XIII., one of the best hands with the
rapier in his own kingdom, used to say, that if he had a
friend who was going to fight, he would advise him to take
for a second, first himself, and then Treville, or even perhaps
Treville before himself. On this account Louis had a real
affection for Treville; a royal affection, an egolistical affection,
it must be allowed, but an affection nevertheless. In those
unhappy days it was an important considération to surround
oneself with men of Treville’s stamp. Many could take for
their device the epithet of [forsis,” which formed the second
part of the motto, but very few men could claim the epithet
‘fidelis,” which formed the first part of it. Treville was one of
the few: his was one of those rare organisations with the
intelligence and obedience of the mastiff, and a blind
courage, and a ready hand, one to whom the eye had been
given only to see whether the king was dissatisfied with any
one, and the hand only to strike the offending person—a
Besme, a Maurevers, a Poltrot de Méré, a Vitry; in short,
Treville only wanted an opportunity; but he watched for it,
and was resolved to seize it by its three hairs if ever it came
within reach of his grasp. Louis XIII. therefore appointed
Treville captain of the musketeers, who, by their devotion,
or rather fanaticism, became what his ordinary troops were
to Henry IIT., and his Scottish guard to Louis XI. In this
respect the cardinal was not behind the king; for when he
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saw the formidable picked guard with which Louis surround-
ed himself, this second, or rather this first, king of France,
wished also to have his own guard; he therefore, as well as
the king, had his musketeers; and these two potent rivals
were seen selecting for their service, from all the provinces
of France, and even from all foreign countries, men famous
for their skill as swordsmen. It was not rare for Richelieu and
the king, over their game of chess in the evening, to dispute
concerning the merits of their respective followers. Each boast-
ed of the deportment and the courage of his own ; and whilst
openly inveighing against duels and imbroglios, they secretly
excited their respective partisans to fight, and experienced
immoderate delight, or intense chagrin, at theirrespective vic-
tories or defeats. Thus at least says the memoir of one who was
concerned insome of these defeats, and many of these victories.

Treville had seized on the weak point in his master’s
character; and to this knowledge he owed the long and
constant favour of a king who has not lefi behind him the
reputation of having been constant in his friendships. He
paraded his musketeers before "the cardinal' Armand
Duplessis with an air of insolence which made the gray
moustache of his eminence curl with anger. Treville also
thoroughly understood the war of that period, when, if you
lived not at the expense of the enemy, you lived at that of
vour countrymen. His soldiers formed a legion of very devils,
under no discipline but his own. Swaggering bullies, given
to wine, the king’s musketeers, or rather M. de Treville’s,
spread themselves through the taverns, the public walks,
and the theatres, talking loud, curling their moustaches,
jingling their swords, hustling the guards of the cardinal
when they met them, indulging, in the open street, in a
thousand jokes; sometimes killed, but then certain of being
lamented and avenged; sometimes killing, but then quite
certain not to languish in prison, since M. de Treville was
always at hand to procure their pardon and release. There-
fore M. de Treville was lauded in every tone, sung of in every
key, by these men, who adored him; yet, hang-dogs as they
were, they trembled before him as scholars before their
master, obedient to a word, and ready to meet death to wipe
away any reproach. M. de Treville had used this powerful
lever, first, for the king and his friends, and next, for himself
and his own friends. The captain of the musketeers was,
therefore, admired, feared, and loved, which state constitutes
the apogee ¢ of human affairs.

42



THE ANTECHAMBER OF M. DE TREVILLE

Louis XIV. absorbed all the lesser stars of his court, by
his vast brilliancy; but his father, ‘Sol pluribus impar,
jmparted his personal splendour to many of his favourites
—his individual valour to each of his courtiers. Besides the
king’s levee, and that of the cardinal, there were then at
Paris at least two hundred smaller ones, fairly exclusive; and
amongst these two hundred smaller levees, that of M. de
Treville was one of those most frequented. From six o’clock
in the morning during summer, and cight in the winter, the
courtyard of his hotel, in the Rue du Vieux Colombicr,
resembled a camp. From fifty to sixty musketeers, who
appeared to relieve each other, and to present a number
always imposing, were stalking about incessantly, armed to
the teeth, and ready for anything. From one end to the other
of one of those long staircases, on whose space our modern
civilisation would build an entire mansion, ascended and
descended those petitioners who sought favours; with
provincial gentlemen, eager to be enrolled; and liveried
lacqueys of every colour, in the act of delivering messages
from their masters to M. de Treville. In the antechamber, on
long circular benches, reclined the élite, that is, such of them
as had assembled; a continual buzzing prevailed from
morning till night; whilst M. de Treville, in his cabinet
adjoining the antechamber, received visits, listened to com-
plaints, gave his orders, and, like the king in his balcony at
the Louvre, had only to place himself at his window to
review his men and their arms.

On the day when d’Artagnan presented himself, the
assembly was very imposing, especially to a provincial just
arrived in Paris. It is true, this provincial was a Gascon, and
at this period more especially, d’Artagnan’s countrymen had
the reputation of not being easily intimidated. In fact, as
soon as any one had passed the threshold of the massive door,
studded with long square nails, he found himself in the
midst of a troop of swordsmen, who were cruising about the
court, talking, quarrelling, and jesting with each other. To
clear a path through these eddies, it was necessary to be an
officer, a man of rank, or a pretty woman. It was, thereforc,
in the midst of this crowd and disorder that our youth,
holding his long rapier against his slender legs, and the rim
of his beaver in his hand, advanced with palpitating heart,
yet with that sort of half smile of provincial cmbarrassment
which wishes to create a good impression. When he had
passed one group, he breathed more freely; but he perceived
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that they turned to look at him, and d’Artagnan, who to
that day had invariably entertained a pretty good opinion
of himself, for the first time in his life thought himself ri-
diculous. When he had reached the staircase it was still worse;
on the first step were four musketeers, who amused them-
selves in the following manner, whilst ten or a dozen of their
companions waited on the landing-place till it was their turn
to have a share in the game. One of them on a higher step,
with a naked sword in his hand, prevented, or endeavourcd
to prevent, the other three from mounting the stairs; whilst
these three skirmished with him very actively with their
swords. D’Artagnan at first took these swords for foils, and
thought they were butioned; but he soon found, by certain
scratches, that each weapon was as sharp as possible, and at
each of these scratches, not only the spectators, but the actors
themselves, laughed most heartily. The one who held the
higher step at that time, kept his opponents at bay in a
dexterous manner. A circle was formed round him, the
condition of the game being, that at every hit, he who
was struck should relinquish the pastime, and surrender his
turn of reception by M. de Treville to the one who had
touched him. In five minutes three were grazed, onc on the
hand, one on the chin, and another on the ear, by this
defender of the staircase, who was himself untouched—a
proof of his skill which, according to the rules of the game,
entitled him to three turns of favour. This sport surprised
our young traveller, although he did not wish it to appear
that he was astonished. He had. seen in his own province
(that province where, moreover, the fiery passions are so
promptly roused) a good many provocatives to duels, and
yet the gasconade of these four players appeared much
stronger than any he had heard of even in Gascony. He
fancied he was transported into that famous country of giants
where Gulliver afterwards went, and was so much frightened.
And yet he had not reached the end: the landing-place and
antechamber still remained. On the landing-place they did
not fight, but recounted histories of th« fair sex; and in the
antechamber, tales of the court. On the landing-place
d’Artagnan blushed; in the antechamber he shuddered.
But if his good manners were shocked on the landing-place,
his respect for the cardinial was scandalised in the ante-
chamber. There, to his great astonishment, he heard the
policy which made all Europe tremble, openly criticised, as
well as the private life of the cardinal, which so many
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powerful men had been punished for attempting to scrutinise.
That great man, whom d’Artagnan’s father had so deeply
reverenced, M. de Treville and his men made their buti,
deriding his bandy legs and crooked back. Some sang carols
on Madame d’Aiguillon, his mistress, and Madame de
Combalet, his niece; whilst others planned adventures
against the pages and guards of the cardinal duke himself.
All these things appeared to d’Artagnan monstrous impos-
sibilities. Nevertheless, when the name of the king accident-
ally slipped out in the midst of these jokes on the cardinal,
a sort of momentary gag stopped all their jeering mouths;
they looked around with hesitation, and seemed to doubt the
discretion of the wall of M. de Treville’s cabinet. But some
allusion soon brought back the conversation to his eminence.
The wit was of the most brilliant kind, and none of his actions
was uncommented upon. ‘Verily,” thought d’Artagnan with
terror, ‘these gentry will soon be put into the Bastile and
hanged. Doubtless, I shall accompany them, for having heard
all they have said. I shall, without doubt, be taken for an
accomplice. What would my father say—he who enjoined
me so strongly to respect the cardinal—if he knew that I was
in the company of such reprobates?’

Of course, while d’Artagnan dared not join in the conver-
sation, he kept his eyes and ears wide open, and every sense
on the alert, that he might lose nothing; and in spite of the
paternal advice, he found himself drawn by his tastes and
instinct, rather to praise than blame the incredible things
he heard around him. Nevertheless, as he was absolutely a
stranger to the crowd of M. de Treville’s courtiers, and it
was the first time he had been seen there, some one came to
inquire what he wanted. At this question he humbly gave
his name, relying on his being a countryman, and requested
the servant to solicit a moment’s audience of M. de Treville
—a request which the inquirer, in the tone of a protector,
promised to make at the proper time. '

D’Artagnan, a little recovered from his first surprise, had
now time to study t.e dresses and countenances of those
around him. In the midst of the most animated group was
a musketeer of great height, of a haughty countenance, and
so fantastical a costume as to attract general attention. He
did not wear his uniform tunic, which was not absolutcly
indispensable at that period of less liberty, yet greater
independence, but a close coat of celestial blue, slightly
faded and worn, and on this coat a magnificent border of
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gold embroidery, which glittered like scales upon a sunlit
stream; a long mantle or cloak of crimson velvet hung
gracefully from his shoulders, discovering the front alone of
his splendid belt, from which depended his cnormous rapicr.
This musketeer, who had just come {rom guard, complainced
of having caught cold, and coughed occasionally with great
affectation. Therefore, as he averrced, he had taken his cloak;
and whilst he was talking loudly over the group, and proudly
curling his moustache, every one much admired the embroid-
ered belt, and d’Artagnan morc than any one clse.

‘What would you have?’ said the musketeer. ‘It is the
fashion; I know very well that it is foolish, but it is the
fashion; besides, one must spend one’s hereditary property
on something or other.’

‘Ah, Porthos! cried onc of the bystanders, ‘do not try to
make us believe that this lace comes from the paternal
gencrosity: it was given you by the veiled lady with whom I
met you the other Sunday, near the gate of St. Honore.”

‘No, upon my honour, and by the faith of a gentleman,
I bought it with my own money,’ said hc whom they called
Porthos.

“Yes, as I bought this new purse with what my mistress
put in the old,” cried another musketeer.

‘But it is truc,’ said Porthos, ‘and the prool'is, that X paid
twelve pistoles for it.’

The wonder and admiration were redoubled, though the
doubt still existed.

‘Is it not so, Aramis?’ inquired Porthos, turning to another
musketecr.

The person thus appealed to formed a perfect contrast to
the one who thus questioned him, and who designatecd him
by the name of Aramis. He was a young man, not more than
twenty-two or twenty-three years of age, with a soft and
ingenuous countcnance, a black and mild eye, and checks
rosy and damask as an autumnal peach; his slender
moustache marked a perfect straightline along his upper lip;
his hands appeared to dread hanging down, for fuar of
making their veins swell; and he was continually pinching
the tips of his ears, to make them preserve a delicate and
transparent carnation hue. Habitually he talked little and
slowly, often bowed, laughed quietly, merely showing hig
teeth, which were good, and of which, as of the rest of his
person, he appearcd to take the greatest care, He replied
to his friend’s question by affirmative inclination of the head,
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and this affirmation appeared to settle all doubt concerning
the embroidery. They therefore continued to admire it, but
said no more about it; and by a sudden change of thought,
the conversation at once passed to another subject.

‘What do you think of this story of Chalais’s squire?
inquired another musketeer, not addressing any one in
particular, but the company in general.

‘And what does he say?’ demanded Porthos in a con-
ceited tone.

‘He says that he found Rochefort, the tool of the cardinal,
at Brussels, disguised as a Capuchin friar; and that this
cursed Rochefort, thanks to his disguise, had deceived M.
de Laignes, simpleton as he is.’

‘He 75 a simpleton,’ said Porthos; ‘but is it a fact?’

‘I heard it from Aramis,” answered the musketeer.

‘Really !’

‘Ah, you know it well enough, Porthos, said Aramis.
‘I told it you myself vesterday evening; co not let us talk
any more about it.”

‘Not talk any more about it! that’s your view of the
matter,’ said Porthos; ‘not talk any more about it! Egad,
you would make short work of it. What! the cardinal sets
a spy upon a gentleman, robs him of his correspondence
through a traitor, a robber, a gallowsbird; cut Chalais’s
throat through this spy, and by means of this correspondence,
under the flimsy pretext that he desired to kill the king, and
marry monsieur to the queen! No one knew one word of
this enigma; you told us of it yesterday evening, to the great
astonishment of every one; and whilst we are still all amazed
at the news, you come to-day and say to us, ‘Let us talk no
more about it!>’

‘Well, then, since it better suits your humour, let us talk
about it,” calmly replied Aramis.

‘Were I poor Chalais’s squire,” cried Porthos, ‘this
Rochefort would pass a bad minute with me!’

‘And the red duke would make but short work with you,
replicd Aramis.

‘Ah, the red duke! bravo, bravo, the red duke!’ exclaimed
Porthos, with an approving nod, and clapping his hands;
‘the red duke is charming! Rest assured, my dear fellow,
that I will disseminate the title. What a genius he has, this
Aramis! what a pity that you could not follow your vocation,
my dear fellow; what an exquisite abbé you would have
made!’
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‘Oh, it is a mere transitory delay,” replicd Aranmis; ‘one
day or other 7 shall be onc; for you well know, Porthos, that
I continue to study theology with that intention.’

‘He will actually do as he says,” replicd Porthos; ‘he will
do it, sooner or later.’

‘Very soon,’ said Aramis.

‘He only waits for one thing to decide what he will do,
and to resume his cassock, which is hung up behind his
uniform,’ replied another musketcer.

‘And what event does he wait for?’ inquired another.

‘He waits till the queen has given an heir to the crown
of France.’

‘Let us not jest on this subject, gentlemen,’ said Porthos;
‘thank God, the qucen is yet of an age to give it one.’

‘It is said that the Duke of Buckingham is in Irance,’
observed Aramis with a mocking laugh, which gave to his
remark, simple as it was in appearance, a meaning
sufficiently scandalous.

‘Aramis, my friend, this time you are wrong,’ rejoined
Porthos, ‘and your wit always leads you too far. It would
be the worse for you if M. de¢ Treville heard you talking in
this manner.’

‘Do not lecture me, Porthos,” cricd Aramis, in whose soft
eye something like the lightning’s flash now passed.

‘My dear f{cllow, be either musketeer or abbé; be one or
the other; but not one and the other,” exclaimed Porthos:.
“You may remember that Athos told you the other day, that
you eat at every rack, But let us not dispute, I besecch you;
it would be perfectly useless. You know what is settled
between you and mec and Athos: you go to Madame
d’Aiguillon’s, and you pay Aer attentions; you then repair to
Madame de Bois Tracy, the cousin of Madame de Cie-
vreuse, and a woman in'whose good graces you are thouglit
to stand highly. Nay, my dear fellow, confess not your good
fortune: no ane demands your secret; every one knows your
discretion; but since you possess this virtue yourself, surely
you will not grudge some portion of it to the queen. Let
who will talk about the king and the cardinal, but the queen
is sacred; and if you discuss her at all, Iet it be respectfully.’

‘Porthos, you are as presumptuous as Narecissus!® said
Aramis; ‘you know that I detest moralising, except from
Athos. As 1o you, my dear fellow, you have rather too
splendid a belt to be powerful on that subject. I will be an
abbé if it suits me; in the meantime I am a musketeer, in
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which character I say what I choose, and at this moment
I choose to tell you that you irritate me.’

‘Aramis!’

‘Porthos!’

‘That will do! gentlemen! gentlemen!’ cried out all
around them.

‘M. de Treville awaits M. d’Artagnan,’ interrupted the
lackey, opening the door of the cabinet.

At this declaration, during which the door remained
open, every one was silent; and in the midst of this general
silence the young Gascon, passing through part of the
aatechamber, entered the cabinet of the captain of the
musketeers, felicitating himself with all his heart upon just
escaping the conclusion of this singular quarrel.

3
The Audience

M. pr TREVILLE was at this moment in a very bad humour;
neveriheless, as the young man bowed to the ground, he
politely saluted him, and smiled on ‘receiving ‘his compli-
ments, which in their accent, recalled both his youth and
his country at the same time—a double recollection, which
makes a man smile at every period of his life. But going
towards the antechamber, and making a sign with his hand
to d’Artagnan, as if requesting permission to finish with others
before he began with him, he called three times, raising his
voice each time so as to run through the intermediate scale
between the tone of command and that of anger—°Athos!’
—*Porihos’—*Aramis!” The two musketeers, whose acquaint-
ance we have already made, and who answered to the two
last of these three names, immediately quitted the group of
which they formed a portion, and advanced towards the
cabinet, the door of which was closed immediately they had
passed its threshold. Their bearing, although not quite calm,
was at the same time full of dignity and submission, and
their apparent indifference excited the admiration of
d’Artagnan, who saw in these men a species of demi-gods,
and in their chief an Olympian Jupiter, armed with all
his thunders.

When the two musketeers had entered, and the door was
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closed behind them—when the murmuring buzz of the
antechamber, to which the summons that had been given had
doubtless furnished a new topic, had recommenced— when,
lastly, M. de Treville had paced the whole length of his cab-
inet three or four times in silence, but with a frowning brow,
passing each time before Porthos and Aramis, upright and
mute as on parade, he suddenly stopped dircetly in front of
them, and measuring them from top to toc with anangry look,
exclaimed, ‘Do you know what the king said to me, and
that not later than last evening? Do you know, gentlemen?’

‘No,” answered the two musketeers, alter a moment’s
silence; ‘no, sir, we do not.’

‘But we hope you will do us the honour of informing us.”
added Aramis in his most polished tone, and with the most
graceful bow.

‘He told me that, {or the future, he should recruit his
musketeers from those of the cardinal.’

‘From those of the cardinal! And why?’ demanded Porthos
with heat.

‘Because he saw very well that his thin dregs required to
be enlivened by some good and generous wine!’

The two musketcers blushed up to the very eyes.
D’Artagnan knew not where he was, and wished himself a
hundred feet below the earth.

‘Yes, yes,” continucd M. de Treville, becoming more
warm, ‘yes, his majesty was right; for, upon my henour, the
musketeers cut but a sorry figure at court, Yesterday, whilst
playing with the king, the cardinal recounted, with an air
of condolence which much annoyed me, that on the previovs
day these cursed musketeers, these devils incarnate-—and he
dwelt on these words with an ironical accent,which annoycd
me the more—these cutters and slashers—(locking at me
with the eye of a tiger)—had loitered beyond closing time
in a tavern in the Rue Ferou, and that a picquct of his
guards (I thought he would laugh in my face) had been
obliged to arrest the disturbers, *Od’s-life! you ought to
know something about this. Arrest the musketeers! You were
amongst them—you, sirs! do not deny it; you were recog
nised, and the cardinal named you. But it is all my own fault;
yes, my fault; for I choose my own men. Look ye, Aramis!
why did you ask me for a tunic, when a cassock suited you
so well? Hark ye, Porthos! have you got such a splendid belt,
only to hang to it a sword of straw? And Athos-—I do not
see Athos; where is he?’
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‘Sir,’ answercd Aramis, in a melancholy tone, ‘he is ill,
very ill.?

‘II1! very ill, say you? and ol what disorder?’

‘We fear it is the small-pox,” answered Porthos, anxious
to put in a word; ‘and this would be very disiressing, since
it would certainly spoil his face.’

“The small-pox! This is a marvellous story you are telling
me, Porthos! Ill of small-pox at his age! No, no; but doubt-
less he is wounded, perhaps killed. Ah! if I were certain of
this! Zounds, gentlemen, I do not understand why you haunt
such loose places, why you quarrel in the streets, and play
with the sword in the crossways; and I do not wish you to
afford mirth for the cardinal’s guards, who are brave men,
quiet, and skilful, who never throw themselves open to an
arrest, and who, moreover, would not allow themselves to
be arrested, not they! I am sure they would rather die than
be arrested or escape! It is you who fly! who scamper away!
A fine thing for the royal musketeers, indeed!’

Porthos and Aramis shook with rage. They could have
strangled M. de Treville, had they not perceived that his
great affection for them was the foundation of all he said.

As it was, they stamped on the carpet, bit their lips till
the blood ran, and grasped the hilts of their swords with all
their might. ‘ ’

M. de Treville’s summons for Athos, Porthos, and Aramis
had, as we have said, been heard outside the room; and
those who remained in the antechamber had concluded,
from the sound of his voice, that he was in a towering rage.
Ten curious heads, therefore, rested against the tapestry, and
grew pale with anger, for their ears, glued to the door, lost
not onc word of what was said, whilst they rapidly repeated
the taunting language of their captain to all who were in
the antechamber. In an instant the whole hotel, from the
door of the cabinet to the outer gatc, was in a state of
commotion.

‘So! the musketeers of the king allow themselves to be
arrested by the guards of the cardinall’ continued M. de
Treville, not less excited within than were his soldiers with-
out, but jerking out and mincing his words, and plunging
them, as one may say, one by one, like poniards, into the
bosoms of his auditors. ‘So, six of his excellency’s guards arrest
six of his majesty’s musketeers! Sangdieu! I have taken my
resolve, I will go hence to the Louvre, where I shall tender to
the king my resignation as captain of the musketeers, and
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demand a lieutenancy in the cardinal’s guards; and il I fuil
in this, mortdieu, I will turn abbdé !’

At these words the murmurs without broke into a regular
explosion; nothing but oaths and curses were everywhere
heard. ‘Morbleu!’ ‘Sangdieu!” and ‘Death to all the devils!®
resounded through the hotcl. D’Artagnan hastily glanced
around the cabinet in search of some tapestry bechind which
he might hide himself, and failing in this, fclt an almost
uncontrollable desire to get under the table.

‘Well, captain,’ said Porthos, almost beside himsclf, ‘the
truth is, we were six against six, but were unawares sct
upon, and before we had time to draw our swords, two of
our party fell dead, and Athos was so grievously wounded
as to be scarcely in better plight. You know him well, caplaing
twice he endeavourcd to rise, and twice he fell back; and
yet we did not yield ourselves up. No, we were dragaed
away by force; but escaped on the road. As for Athos, they
believed him dead, so quictly left him on the ficld of batile,
not thinking he was worth carrying away. That is the truth,
Zounds! captain, one cannot gain cvery battle; even the
great Pompey lost that of Pharsaliaj and Francis, who, I have
heard, was as brave as most men, lost the battle of Pavia.’

‘And I can assure you that I killed one fellow with his
own sword,” said Aramis, ‘for mine broke at the {irst parry.
Killed or poniarded him, as you pleasc!’

‘I did not know these circumstances,’ said M. de Treville,
in a somewhat milder tonc; ‘from what I now learn, the
cardinal must have exaggerated.’

‘But I beseech you, sir—' said Aramis, who secing his
captain more calm, ventured to hazard a request—‘I
beseech you, sir, do not say that Athos is wounded ; he
would be in despair if it came to the king’s cars; as the
wound is very severe, having, after passing through the
shoulder, penetrated the chest, it is not impossible—m—?

At this moment the door opened, and a noble and
beautiful face, but frightfully pale, appeared.

‘Athos!’ exclaimed both the gentlemen.

‘Athos!” repeated M. de Treville himself,

“You inquired for me,’ said Athos, to M. de Treville, in a
perfectly calm but fecble voice. ‘My comrades informed me
that you commanded my presence, and I hastened to obey
you; here I am, sir; what do you require me for? And with
these words the musketeer, perfectly arrayed, and girded as
usual, entered the cabinet with a firm step.
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M. de Treville, touched to the heart by this proof of endur-
ance, rushed towards him. ‘I was just going to tell these
gentlemen,’ added he, ‘that I forbid my musketeers to expose
their lives unnecessarily; for brave men are dear to the king,
and his majesty knows that his musketeers are the bravest
on the earth. Your hand, Athos!” And without waiting till
he responded to this proof of affection, M. de Treville
seized his hand, and pressed it with much warmth, and
without observing that Athos, notwithstanding his command
over himsell, uttered a cry of pain, and became even more
pale than before, if it were possible.

In spite of the secrecy which had been observed respecting
it, the severe wound which Athos had received was well
known to his comrades, and his unlooked-for arrival had
produced a great sensation amongst them. The door of the
cabinet had, since his entrance, remained ajar; and, as two
or three heads were, in the warmth of the general feeling,
thrust through the opening of the tapestry, a simultaneous
burst of applause followed the last words of their captain.
M. de Treville would, doubiless, have sternly and instantly
checked this infraction of the laws of propriety; but at the
moment he suddenly felt the hand of Athosgrasphisown, and,
on looking at him, perceived that he was fainting. He had
rallied all his powers to struggle against his pain during the
interview; but he could now no longer sustain it, and fell
senseless upon the carpet.

‘A surgeon!’ cried M. de Treville; ‘mine—or, rather, the
king’s—a surgeon! or my brave Athos will die!’ At these
exclamations of M. de Treville, every one rushed into the
cabinet, and before he could stop them, pressed round the
wounded man. But this eagerness would have been useless,
had not the surgeon been found in the hotel. Forcing his
way through the spectators, he approached Athos, who was
still insensible; and as the pressure of the crowd occasioned
him much inconvenience, he directed as the first step of all,
that the guardsman should be instantly conveyed into an
adjoining apartment. M. de Treville immediately opened a
door, and pointed out the way to Porthos and Aramis, who
bore off their comrade in their arms.

The cabinet of M. de Treville, that place usually deemcd
sacred, became for the moment an adjunct to the ante-
chamber, and one in which every one discoursed, talked
loud, swore, and consigned the cardinal and all his guards
to the infernal regions. In a few moments Porthos and Aramis
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re-entered, having left M. de Treville and the surgeon with
the wounded man. At length M. de Treville himself {ollowed,
and announced that Athos had recovered his senses; whilst
the surgeon declared that therc was nothing in his situation
to alarm his friends, his weakness being occasioned entirely
by the loss of blood.

Upon a signal from M. de Treville, every one now retired
except d’Artagnan, who did not abandon his audience, but,
with truc Gascon tenacity, held his ground. When all the
intruders had left the room, and the door was again closed,
M. de Treville turned round, and found himscll alone with
the young man. The event which had just taken place had
in some measure disarranged the previous train of his idcas;
and he therefore now inquired what this persevering visitor
required. D’Artagnan repeated his name; and M. de Preville
recalling the past and present, instantly became aware of
his situation.

‘Pardon,’ said he smiling, ‘pardon, my dear countryman,
but I had entirely forgotten you. What do you wami? A
captain is merely the father of a family, but burdened with
a heavier responsibility than an ordinary parent; for soldiers
are great children; but, as I maintain, it is my duty to sce
that the orders of the king, and more especially those of the
cardinal, arc carefully exccuted.’

D’Artagnan could not repress a smile; and this smile
satisficd M. de Treville that he was not dealing with a fool.
Therefore he came at once to the point, and, at the same
time, changed the subject.

‘I have loved your [ather,’ said he; ‘what can I do for his
son? Tell me quickly, for my time is not my own.’

‘Sir,” said d’Artagnan, ‘in quitting Tarbes, and coming
here, I wished to ask from you, as a memorial of the friend-
ship which you have not forgotten, the uniform of a mus-
keteer; but [rom what I have seen during these last iwo
hours, I more fully comprehend the extreme importance of the
favour, and tremble lest I may not be deemed a fit recipient.’

‘It is truly a great favour, young man,’ said M. de Treville;
‘but it cannot be so far above you as you believe, or, at least,
seem to believe. However, a decision his majesty has provided
for this case; and I regret to inform you, that no one is
received among the musketeers who has not passed the
ordeal of somc campaigns, performed certain hrilliant
actions, or served for two years in some less favourtd
;regiment than our own.’
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D’Artagnan bowed in silence, but at the same time
feeling more cager to don the uniform of the musketeers,
since that object could only be obtained with great difficulty.

‘But,” continued M. de Treville, fixing his piercing look
upon his countryman, as if he wished to penetrate the inmost
recesses of his heart, ‘but for the sake of my ancient friend,
your father, I wish to do something for you. Young man, we
cadcts of Bearn are not in general overburdened with wealth,
and I fear that matters are not much improved in this respect
since I left the province. Your purse, therefore, can scarce
be as full as it was.’

D’Artagnan drew himself up with a proud air, which
seemed to say, ‘I ask charity of none.’

‘It is well, young man, it is very well; I understand your
feelings. I came to Paris myself with only four crowns in my
pocket, and I would have fought any one who had dared to
dispute my ability to purchase the Louvre.’

D’Artagnan assumed a still prouder air. Thanks to the
sale of his horse, he began the world with four crowns more
than M. de Treville.

‘I should say, therefore, that however large may be the
sum you really possess, you ought to preserve it. In the
meantime you must perfect yourself in all those accom-
plishments which become a gentleman, and I will this day
write a letter to the director of the Royal Academy, who will
receive you to-morrow without any fee. Do not refuse this
trifling favour. Gentlemen of the highest rank and wealth
often solicit without being able to obtain it, the same gift.
You will there learn to ride, to fence, and to dance; you will
form a circle in good society ; and from time to time you must
personally apprise me of your progress, and let me know if
I can do anything for you.’

D’Artagnan, ignorant as he was of the manners of high
socicty, felt the coldness of this reception.

‘Alas, sir,” said he, ‘I now deeply feel the want of the
letter of introduction which my father gave me for you.’

‘I am, in truth, somewhat surprised,’ replied M. de
Treville, ‘that you should have undertaken so long a journey
without that viaticum, so essential to every Bearnese.’

‘I had one, sir and a good one—thank God!’ cried
d’Artagnan, ‘but was perfidiously robbed of it;’ and with
a degree of warmth and an air of truth which charmed M.
de Treville, he recounted his adventure at Meung, accurately
describing his unknown adversary.
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‘It was very strange,’ said M. de Treville musingly.
“You spoke of me openly, did you?®

“Yes, sir, I certainly committed that imprudence; but such
aname as’yours served me as ashicld on my journ'cy ;‘tllcrcﬁ.n'(:
you can guess if I frequently covered myself vyxth it or nol’

It was an age of flattery, and M. de Treville loved the
incense as well as a king or a cardinal. He could not help
smiling, therefore, with evident satisfaction; but this snile
soon passed away, and returning to the adventure at
Meung, he continucd—

“Tell me, had not this geutleman a slight scar on the
cheek?’

“Yes, as if left by a pistol-ball.’

“‘Was he not a man of commanding air??

‘Yes.?

‘Of a tall figure?

‘Yes.’

‘With an olivine complexion?’

“Yes, yes, that is he: but do you know this man, sir? Al!
if I ever meet him—and I will find him, I swear to you,
even were he in hell ?

‘He attended a woman did he not?’ continued M. de
Treville.

‘At least he departed after he had conversed a moment
with the one he had attended.’

‘Do you know the subject of their conversation?’

‘He gave her a box, which he said contained her
instructions, and desired her not to open it until she arrived
in London.’

‘Was this woman an Englishwoman?’

‘He called her ‘my lady.’ *

‘It is he,” murmured Treville: ‘it must be; I thought he
was at Brussels.’

‘Oh, sir,’ exclaimed d’Artagnan, ‘if you know this man,
tell me who and whence he is, and I will hold you absolved
even of your promise to admit me amongst the musketeers;
for before and above everything else, I long to avenge mysclf.’

‘Beware, young man,’ said M. de Treville. ‘Should you
perceive this man walking on the one side of the strect,
instead of seeking your revenge, proceed yourself on the
opposite side; precipitate not yourself against such a rock,
upon which you will assuredly be shattered like glass.’

‘That fear will not deter me, should I ever meet him,’
said d’Artagnan,
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‘In the meantime, do not seek him,’ replied Treville.
‘If you take my advice——’

But all at once M. de Treville paused, as if struck by a
sudden suspicion: the deadly hatred which the young
traveller so openly avowed for this man who had deprived
him of his father’s letter—which was in iiself a very improb-
able circumstance—might not this apparent enmity conceal
some perfidy? Was not this young man sent by his eminence?
Did not he come to lay a trap for him? Was not this
pretended d’Artagnan an emissary of the cardinal, whom the
latter sought to introduce into his house, and whom he
wished to place near him to worm himself into his confidence,
and afterwards to betray him, as was often done in similar
cases? He looked more earnestly at d’Artagnan than at first,
and was but slightly reassured by the appearance of that
countenance, beaming with acute talent and affected
humility. ‘I know very well that he is a Gascon,’ thought he;
‘but he is just as likely to be one for the cardinal as for me.
Yet I will try him further.’

‘Young man,’ said he slowly, ‘as the son of mine ancient
friend—for I consider the history of this lost letter as true—
I wish, in order to compensate for the coolness which you
perceived in my first reception, to reveal to you the secreis
of our politics. The king and the cardinal are the best of
friends; their apparent disputes are merely to deceive fools;
and I do not wish that my countryman, a handsome cavalier,
a brave youth, formed to rise in the world, should be the
dupe of all these pretences, and, like a simpleton, rush head-
long into the snare which has made awful examples of so
many others. Rest assured, that I am entirely devoted to
these two all-powerful masters, and that all my serious
proceedings can never have any other object in view than
the service of the king, and of the cardinal, who is one of the
most illustrious geniuses that France has ever produced.
Now, young man, regulate your conduct by this; and
should you, through your family or connections, or even
your instincts, bear the slightest hostility towards the
cardinal, such as you may have seen burst forth occasionally
amongst our nobility, take your leave, and quit me. I can
assist you in a thousand ways, without attaching you to my
own person. At all events, I hope my frankness will make you
my friend, for you are the first young man to whom I have
as yet spoken in this manner.’

Treville ceased speaking, but he thought to himself,

57



THE THRELE MUSKETRERS

‘I the cardinal has really sent me this young fox. he would
not surely fail—he knows how much I loathe hfm—“m.lcll
his spy that the best way of paying court to me, is to rail at
himself. Therclore, in spite of my protestalions, the cuuning
fellow will doubtless say that he holds his eminence in
detestation.’

The result, however, was far diflerent from M. de
Treville’s anticipations. D’Artagnan replied, with the
utmost simplicity, ‘Sir, I am come to Paris with sentiments
and intentions exactly similar to those you have just expres-
sed. My father charged me 10 obey no one but the king, the
cardinal, and yourself, whom he considers the three
greatest men in France.’ D’Artagnan, it will be per-
ceived, added M. de Treville to the others, but he considered
that this addition would do no harm. ‘Hencee,” he continued,
‘I have the greatest veneration for the cardinal, and the
most profound respect for his actions. It is, thercfore, so
much the better for me, sir, if, as you say, you speak frankly
to me, since you will then do me the honour to esteem this
similarity of opinions; but if, on the contrary, as may be
very natural, you entertain any feclings of distrust respects
ing me, so much the worse, as I shall then feel that [ am
ruined by speaking the truth. But in any case, you will at
least honour me with your csteern, which 1 vulue more
than anything else.’

M. de Treville was astonished. So much penctration, and
yet so much candour, excited his admiration, although they
failed in wholly removing his doubts. The more superior
this youth was to other young men, the more formidable a
traitor would he make. Nevertheless, he grasped L Artag-
nan’s hand, and said to him, *You are an honest {ellow; but
at present I can only do for you what I have promised. In
the meantime, my hotel shall always be open to you; so
that, having access to me at all times, and being ready to
take advantage of every opportunity, you will probably
hereafter obtain what you desire.’

‘That is to say,’ replied d’Artagnan, ‘that you will wait
till I have become worthy of it. Very well,” he added, with
Gascon familiarity; ‘rest assured that you will not have to
wait long;’ and he bowed to retire, as if the future lay
with himself,

‘But wait a moment,’ said M. de Treville, stopping him;
‘T promised you a letter to the director of the Academy.
Are you too proud to accept it, my little gentleman?’

58



ATIIOS, PORTHOS, AND ARAMIS

‘No, sir,” replied d’Artagnan; ‘and I will answer for it
that the same fate that overtook my father’s letter shall not
occur to this, which I will take good care shall reach its
destination; and woe be to him who shall attempt to
deprive me of it.’

M. de Treville smiled at this gasconade, and leaving his
young countryman in the embrasure of the window, where
they had been talking, sat down to write the promised letter
of introduction. In the meantime, d’Artagnan, who had
nothing better to do, beat a march on the window, looking at
the musketeers, who had followed each other, and watching
them rounding the corner of the street. M. de Treville,
having written the letter and sealed it, approached the
young man to give it to him; but at the very moment when
d’Artagnan held out his hand to receive it, M. de Treville
was astonished to perceive his protdgé spring up, redden
with anger, and rush out of the cabinet, exclaiming—

¢ ’0Od’s blood! he shall not escape me this time!’

‘And who is he? demanded M. de Treville.

‘It is he—the robber!’ replied d’Artagnan. ‘Oh, what a
traitor ’—and he vanished.

‘Deuce take the madman!’ murmured M. de Treville,
‘unless it is, after all, a clever mode of glvmg me the sllp,
secing that he has faxlcd in his attempts.’

4

The Shoulder of Athos, the Belt of Porthos, and the .
Handkerchief of Aramis

D’ARrTAGNAN, quite furious, had passed through the ante-
chamber in three bounds, and rcached the staircase, which
he was about to dcscend by four steps at a time, when he
suddenly ran full butt against a musketeer, who was leaving
M. de Treville’s suite of rooms by a private door, and
butting his shoulder, made him utter a cry, or rather a
howl. ‘Excuse me,’ said d’Artagnan, trying to continue his
coursc; ‘excuse me; I am in a great hurry.’

But he had hardly descended the first step, before a hand of
jron seized him by the scarf and stopped him. ‘You are in a
hurry!” exclaimed the musketeer, as pale as a sheet, ‘and
under this pretest you dash against me. Yousay, ‘Txcuse me,’
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and think that is sufficient. But it is not s0, my young man.
Do you imagine, because you heard M. de Treville address
us somewhat bluntly to-day that any one may speak to us
as he speaks? Undeceive yoursclf, comrade: you are not
M. de Treville?’

‘Upon my word—"’ said d’Artagnan, sceing that it was
Athos, who, after the treatment of the surgcon, was now
returning to his apartments—‘upon my word, I did not run
against you on purpose; and not having done it on purposc,
I said, ‘Excuse me.’ It appears to me, thercfore, quite
sufficient. Nevertheless, I repeat—and this time perhaps it
is an excess of courtesy—that, upon my honour, I am in a
hurry, a confounded hurry: loose me therclore, I beseech
you, and permit me to go about my business.’

‘Sir,’ said Athos, releasing him, ‘you are by no mecans
polite; it is evident that you come from a distance.’

D’Artagnan had already descended three or four steps,
b it at the remark of Athos, he stopped short. ‘Sir,” said he,
‘from whatever distance I may come, I assure you that
you are not the individual to give me a lesson in good
manners.’

‘Perhaps I am,’ replied Athos.

‘Ah! would that I were not in such a hurry,” exclaimel
d’Artagnan, ‘and that I were not running after some one!

‘Monsicur in a hurry! you will find me without running;
do you understand?’

‘Near the Carmes-Deschaux.’

‘At what hour?’

‘About twelve o’clock.’

‘Very well, I will be there.”

“Take care that you do not make me wait too long,’ said
Athos, ‘for I tell you plainly, at a quarter past twelve, it is I
that will run after you, and cut off your cars as you go!’

‘Good!’ exclaimed d’Artagnan; ‘but I will take special
care to be there at ten minutes before twelve.’

And he commenced running again as if possessed by
devils, hoping still to catch the unknown, whose slow pace
could not yet have carried him beyond his reach. But at the
corner of the street Porthos was talking with one of the
soldiers on guard, and between these two there was just
space enough for a man to pass. D’Artagnan fancied that
this space was sufficient for him, and he shot forward to
rush like an arrow between the two. He had not, however,
made allowance for the wind, which, whilst he was passing,
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actually bellied out the enormous cloak of Porthos, into
which he fairly plunged. Doubtless Porthos had cogent
reasons for not abandoning this most essential portion of
his dress; and therefore, instead of letting go the corner which
he held, he drew it more closely towards him, so that d’Artag-
nan found himself rolled up in the velvet, by a rotatory
motion which is clearly explained by the obstinate resistance
of Porthos.

D’Artagnan, hearing the musketeer swear, wished to
escape from under the cloak, which completely blinded him,
and sought for an outlet from the folds. Above all things he
feared that he had injured the freshness of the magnificent
belt, of which we have heard so much; but on recovering
his powers of vision he found his nose jammed between the
shoulders of Porthos; that is, exactly on the belt. Alas! like
the majority of the fine things of this world, which are only
made for outward show, the belt was of gold in front, and
of simple leather behind. In fact, Porthos, proud as he was,
being unable to afford a belt entirely of gold, had procured
one of which the half at least was of that metal. And this may
perhaps account for the cold under which Porthos had avow-
ed himself as suffering, and the consequent need of the cloak.

¢ ’0Od’s-boddikins !’ cried Porthos, making every effort to
free himself from d’Artagnan, who kept poking his nose
into his back; ‘you are mad to throw yourself in this manner
upon people.’

‘Excuse me,’ said d’Artagnan, reappearing from beneath
the shoulder of the giant, ‘but I was in a hurry; I am running
after some one ?

‘Do you shut your eyes when you run?’ demanded Porthos.

‘No,” answered d’Artagnan, somewhat piqued, ‘no; and,
thanks to my eyes, I can see what others do not seec.’

Whether Porthos understood him or not, he yet gave way
to his anger. ‘Sir,’ said he, ‘you will get yourself chastised,
if you thus rub against the musketeers.’

‘Chastised, sir!’ said d’Artagnan ; ‘your expression is harsh.’

‘It is such as becomes a man who is accustomed to face
his enemies.’

‘Ah, by St. Denis,’ replied d’Artagnan, ‘I know well that
you would not turn your back upon yours!’ and the young
man, delighted with his joke, marched off, laughing
outrageously.

Porthos foamed with anger, and was hastening after him;
but d’Artagnan turned and said—
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‘By and by, by and by, when you are without your cloak.’

‘At one o’cleck, then, behind the Luxembourg,’ shouted
Porthos.

‘Very well, at one o’clock,” answered d’Artagnan, as he
turned into the strect adjoining.

But ncither in the street which he had just traversed, nor
in that down which he looked, did he see any one. Slowly as
the stranger had walked, he had disappeared. Perhaps he
had entered some house. D’Artagnan inquired after him of
every one he met; he even went down to the ferry, returned
by the Rue de Secine and La Croix Rouge, but no onc,
actually no one, was to be seen. This pursuit, however, was
so far serviceable to him, that, as the perspiration bathed
his forehead, his heart grew cool, and he then began to
reflect on the events which had just transpired. They were
numerous and inauspicious. It was scarcely eleven o’clock
and already the morning had brought with it the loss of M,
de Treville’s favour, since he must have deemed the mode in
which d’Artagnan left him extremely abrupt; beside this,
he had picked up good duels, with two men, each of them
capable of slaying three d’Artagnans; and, lastly, these
duels were with musketecrs, with two of those very men
whom he esteemed so highly as to rank them in his mind
and heart above all the world. The Fates were against him;
sure of being killed by Athos, it is clear our youth did not
care much about Porthos. However, as hope is the last thing
which is extinguished in man’s heart, he began to hope hc
might survive—it might be, to be sure, with some terrible
wounds; and under the impression that he should survive,
he gave himself the following rebukes as a guard for the
future :—‘What a hare-brained fellow I am! What a booby!
This brave and unlucky Athos was wounded on the shoulder,
against which I must therefore run full butt like a ram. The
only thing which surprises me is, that he did notkill me at
once. He would have been justified in doing so, for the pain
I caused him must have been excruciating. As for Porthos—
oh! as for Porthos, upon my word, it is even more droll.’
And in spite of all his efforts to restrain himself, the youth
began to laugh, at the same time looking round lest this
solitary merriment, which to those who might see him must
appear without cause, should offend any one passing. ‘As
to Porthos,’ he continued, ‘it is more droll; but I am not
the less a miserable giddy-pate, to throw myself thus upon
people, without saying ‘take care.’” And, besides, does any
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one look under a person’s cloak to search for what ro one sup-
poses to be there? He would doubtless have pardoned me,
had I not spoken to him of that cursed belt. It was, it is true,
oaly by insinuation—yes, but a neat insinuation. I’faith a
pretty business! Foolish Gascon that I am—a pretty kettle
of fish I shall make. Come, my friend, d’Artagnan,’ he
continued, addressing himself with all the amenity to which
he thought himself entitled; ‘should you escape, which is
not very probable, you must practise courtesy for the future;
hereafter every one must admire you, and must quote you
as a model. To be obliging and polite is not to be cowardly.
Observe Aramis: he is softness and grace personified. And
yet did any one ever pretend to say that Aramis was a
coward? No; and for the future I will in all points make him
my model. Ah! singular enough, here he is.’

D’Artagnan, thus walking and soliloquising, had arrived
within a few paces of the hotel d’Aiguillon, and before this
hotel he perceived Aramis talking gaily with three gentlemen
of the king’s guards. On the other hand, although Aramis

"perceived d’Artagnan, he had not forgotten that it was
before this young man that M. de Treville had given way
to passion, and a witness of the reproaches that the muske-
teers had received was by no means agreeable to him. He
therefore pretended not to see him; but d’Artagnan, full ¢f
his new-formed plans of conciliation and courtesy,
approached the four young men, making them a profound
obeisance, accompanied by a gracious smile. Aramis bowed
slightly, but did not smile. Silence fell upon the group.
D’Artagnan had acuteness enough to perceive that he was
" an intruder; but he was not sufficiently skilled in the ways
of polite society to withdraw himself dexterously from a
f\lse position, such as is generally that of 2 man who joirs
those he scarcely knows, and intrudes himself into a conver-
sation in which he has no interest. He therefore sought
within himself for some means of retreat which might be
the least awkward, when he suddenly perceived that Aramis
had dropped his handkerchief, and, inadvertently no
doubt had put his foot upon it. The moment appeared to be
favourable for repairing his ill-timed intrusion; he there-
fore stooped down with the most graceful air imaginable,
drew the handkerchief from under the musketeer’s foot,
notwithstanding the efforts he made to retain it thers, saying,
as he presented it to Aramis, ‘I believe, sir, this'is a hand-
kerchief which you would be sorry to lose.’
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The handkerchief was, in fact, richly embroidered, and
had a coronet and arms in one of its corners. Aramis blushed
excessively, and snatched, rather than took, the handker-
chief from the hands of the Gascon.

‘Ah! ah!’ said one of the guards, ‘will you still insist, most

discreet Aramis, that you are on bad terms with Madame
de Bois Tracy, when that gracious lady condescends to lend
you her handkerchief?’
. Aramis threw such a glance at d’Artagnan, as makes a
man understand that he has gained a mortal enemy. Then,
resuming his soft air, “You guess wrong, comrades,’ said he;
‘this handkerchief is not mine, and I know not why this
gentleman has had the fancy to give it to me, rather than to
one of you; and as a proof of what I say, here is my own in
my pocket.” So saying, he drew from his pocket his own
nandkerchief, a very handsome omne, of fine cambric,
although cambric at that time was very dear; but it was
without embroidery, without arms, and adorned with a
simple cipher, that of its owner.

This time d’Artagnan was silent. He had discovered his mis-
take. But the friends of Aramis would not allow themselves
to be convinced by his denial; and one of them, addressing
the young musketeer with an affected air of solemnity, said—

‘If the fact is as you assert, my dear Aramis, I shall be
compelled to demand possession of the handkerchief, de
Bois Tracy being, as you are aware, one of my most intimate
friends, and I should not wish any ome to display his wife’s
property by way of a trophy.’ '

“You make this demand with a bad grace,’ replied Aramis;
‘and on this ground alone, even were I to admit its justice
fundamentally, I should still refuse compliance with your
request.’ .

“The fact is,” modestly observed d’Artagnan, ‘I did not
se: the handkerchief fall from the pocket of M. Aramis;
he had his foot upen it, however, and hence my reason for
supposing that it belonged to him.’

‘And you were mistaken, sir,” coldly replied Aramis, not
very grateful for the apology. Then, turning to the guards-
man who had avowed himself the friend of de Bois Tracy,
he added, ‘Besides, on reflection my worthy comrade, I am
the friend of de Bois Tracy as well as yourself, and this hand-
kerchief, strictly speaking, might have come from your
pocket as well as from mine.”

‘No. unon my honour,’ said the musketeer.
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‘You swear by your honour, and I pledge my word;
therefore one of us must evidently lie. But come, Monterau,
let us do something better than indulge in counter assertions
and denials: let each of us take half.’ '

‘Of the handkerchief?*

“Yes.’

‘Perfectly fair,’ cried the other two guardsmen; ‘decidedly
the judgement of Solomon. Aramis, you are certainly
eram-ful of wisdom!” exclaimed the young men, indulging
in hearty laughter; and the affair, as may be imagined, was
thus deprived of further importance. Immediately after-
wards the conversation ceased, and the friends separated,
with a cordial shaking of hands, the three guardsmen going
one way, and Aramis another. .

‘Now is my opportunity for making my peace with this
gentleman,’” mentally ejaculated d’Artagnan, who had kept
somewhat aloof during the latter part of the conversation, and
who now, impelled by this good feeling, approached Aramis,
who was departing without taking any further notice of him.

‘T hope, sir, that you will excuse me,’ said he, addressing
Aramis,

‘Sir,” rejoined the latter, ‘you must permit me to remark,
that you have not acted in this affair as a man of good
breeding ought to have done.’ .

‘What inference, sir, am I to draw irom your remark?’

‘Why, sir, I take it for granted that you are not a fool ; and
that, although coming from Gascony, you must be well
aware that no one walks upon pocket-handkerchiefs without
. sufficient reason for so doing. Zounds, sir, Paris is not paved
with cambric!’ ‘

“You do me injustice, sir, in thus endeavouring to mortify
me,’ said d’Artagnan, in whom the inherent love of quarrel-
ling began to operate much more forcibly than his previous
pacific intentions. ‘I am a Gascon, it is true; and, as you do
not require to be informed, the Gascons are not very long-
suffering; therefore, when they have once apologised, even
should it be for some imprudence, they consider that they
have done one halt more than they ought to do.’

‘What I have said to you, sir,” retorted Aramis, “is not for
the purpose of seeking a quarrel with you. Thank God! I am
no bully; and being a musketeer only temporarily, I never
fight except when I am compelled, and then with . the
utmost reluctance. This. however, is a serious affair, for a
lady here is compromised by you.’
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‘Say rather by us,’ cried d’Artagnan.

‘Why did you perpetrate such a stupid blunder as to gwe
me this handkerchief?’

‘Why were you so stupid as to let it fall?’

‘I have declared, and I repeat, sir, that this handkerclnef
did not come from my pocket.’

‘Well, then, you have twice lied; for I myself saw it fall
from your pocket.’

‘Ah, is this the tone you choose to assume, Sir Gascon?
Well. I must teach you how to behave better.’

‘And 1 will send you back to your missal, M. Abbé¢; so
draw, if you please, this instant?’

‘No, I thank you, my fine fellow; not here, at any rate,
Do you not perceive that we are opposite the hotel d’Aiguil-
lon, which is full of the cardinal’s creatures. In fact, who can
say that it is not his eminence who has commissioned you to
procure my head for himm Now, as it happens that I entertain -
what may appear to you a ridiculous affection for my head,
provided it remains tolerably firm on my shoulders, I wish, be:
fore parting with it, to kill you. But keep yourself quite easy on
that score; I will kill you atleisure, in a retired and secret spot,
where you may not be able to boast of your death to any one.’

‘I am quite agreeable,” replied d’Artagnan; ‘but do not
be puﬁ'ed up; and here, take away 'your handkerchief,
whether it belongs to you or not probably you may have
tears to dry.’

‘Spoken like a true Gascon, sir,’ said Aramis.

‘Yes; but that is no reason why you should delay our
little affair, un]ess, indeed, you are influenced by more
prudential motives.’

‘I know well that prudence, although indispensable to
churchmen, is a virtue unknown to the musketeers,” replied
Aramis, ‘and being, as I have informed you, only "a soldier
temporarily, I am resolved to remain prudent. At two
o’clock I shall have the honour of awaiting you at the hotel
‘of M. de Treville, whence I will conduct you to a more
convenient spot.” '

The two young #én then bowed to each other, and
parted. Aramis proceeded towards the Luxembourg; whilst
d’Artagnan, finding that the time approached. took the
road to the Carmes Deschaux, all the while inwardly
e_]aculatmg-—‘Posnwely, I cannot escape! but at all cvenls,
if I am killed, it will be by a musketeer. ‘
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The King’s Musketeers and the Cardinal’s Guards

D’ARTAGNAN was friendless in Paris. He therefore went to
meet Athos without being provided with a second, having
made up his mind to be satisfied with those which accom-
panied his adversary. Besides, he fully intended to offer the
brave musketeer all suitable apologies, but, at the same time,
to betray nothing having the slightest appearance of timidity
or weakness. He also feared such a result from this duel as
may be naturally anticipated in an affair of the kind, where
a young and vigorous man fights with an opponent who is
wounded and enfeebled; and in which, should the former be
vanquished, the triumph of his opponent is doubled; whilst,
should the former prove the conqueior, he is not only
accused of being brave at small risk, but even his courage
is regarded as extremely doubtful. Morcover, unless we have
been unsuccessful in our attempt to portray the true
character of our adventurer, the reader must have already
remarked, that d’Artagnan was no common type. Therefore,
although he could not divest himself of the idea that his
death was inevitable, he had by no means resolved quietly to
resign himself to his fate with that patience which another
less courageous than himself might perhaps have displayed
in such a case. He pondered upon the different characters
of those with whom he was about to engage, and at length
began to obtain a clearer view of his situation. By means of
the sincere apology which he contemplated, he hoped to
conciliate Athos, whose aristocratic air and austere manner
quite delighted him. Then he flattered himself that he might
intimidate Porthos by the adventure of the belt, whose story,
if he were not instantaneously killed, he might relate to
every one, so as to overwhelm him with ridicule. Lastly, as
regarded the quiet, Aramis, he entertained very slight
apprehensions; for, supposing that he should survive to fight
him, he entertained no doubt of his ability to make short work
of him, or, at all events, by wounding him in the face (as
Czsar recommended his men to do with Pompey’s soldiers),
to spoil for ever that beauty of which he was so vain. In fine,
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d’Artagnan now brought into action those principles of
unconquerable and steady resolve which the counsels of his
father had implanted in his heart—counsels which, as we
know, had instructed him to submit to nothing like indignity
unless it proceeded from the king, the cardinal, or M. de
Treville.

Full of these ideas, he sped as if on wings towards the
convent des Carmes Deschaux—a building without windows,
adjoining a chapel of ease of the Pré-aux-Clercs, and sur-
rounded by dry meadows, which generally served as a
rendezvous for those combatants who had no time to lose.
As d’Artagnan came in sight of the small open space in
front of the convent, it struck the hour of noon, and Athes
had already been about five minutes on the ground He
was therefore as punctual as the Samaritan woman, and the
most rigorous casuist in the laws of duelling could have found
nothing to censure.

Athos, who continued to suffer severely from his wound,
although it had again been dressed by M. de Treville’s
surgeon, had seated himself on a large stone, where he
awaited his adversary with that air of calmness and dignity
which never forsook him. As d’Artagnan approached, he
arose, and politely advanced some steps to meet him; whilst
d’Artagnan, on his part, went towards his antagonist bowing
until his plume touched the ground,

‘Sir,” said Athos, ‘I expected two of my friends who are
to act as my seconds, but they are not yet arrived. I am
surprised that they should be so late, as they are generally
punctual ’

‘I have no second, sir,’ said d’Artagnan; ‘I only arrived
in Paris yesterday; consequently I am unknown to any one
here except M. de Treville, to whom I was introduced by
my father, who has the honour to claim his friendship.’

Athos mused for an instant, and then said: ‘So M. de
Treville is your only acquaintance®

“Yes, sir, I know no one but him.’

‘Oh, then,’ continued Athos sotto voce, ‘if I should kill you,
I shall acquire the reputation of a'child-eater.’

‘Not entirely so, sir,” answered d’Artagnan, with a bow
which was not devoid of dignity, ‘not quite so; since you do
me the honour to draw your sword against me whilst suf-
fering from a wound which must occasion you great
inconvenience.’ ' '

‘Inconvenience! Upon my honour I assure you that you
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hurt me confoundedly. But I will use my left hand, as I
usually do under such circumstances. Yet do not imagine
that by this means I do you a favour, as I fight equally well
with either hand. Indeed, it will rather be a disadvantage
to you, a left-handed man being a very trying opponent to
one who is not used to it. I regret, therefore, that I did not
apprise you sooner of this circumstance.’

‘Really, sir,” said d’Artagnan, again bowing, ‘you are so
very courteous that I cannot be sufficiently grateful.’

“You overwhelm me,” replied Athos, with the air of a
well-bred man; ‘if it be not disagreeable to you, pray let us
converse upon some other subject. Ah! how you did hurt me!
how my shoulder still burns!’

‘Would you permit me——?’ said d’Artagnan, some-
what timidly.

“To do what, sir?’ inquired Athos.

‘I have a salve which is quite a panacea for wounds— a
salve which my mother gave me, and which I have tried
upon myself with success.’

‘And what of it?’ continued Athos.

‘Why, sir, I am certain that in less than three days this
salve would cure you; and at the end of that time, when
your cure is completed, it would be a great honour for me
to cross swords with you.’

D’Artagnan uttered these words with a simplicity which
did honour to his courtesy, without in the slightest degree
detracting from his courage.

‘By my faith! exclaimed Athos, ‘this is a proposition
which much pleases me; not that I should think of accept-
ing it; but it savours of the perfect knight, and it was thus
that, in the days of Charlemagne, those brave men, whom
every man of honour should make his model, spoke.
Unfortunately, however, we do not live in the times of the
great emperor, but in those of the cardinal; and three days
hence, however well we might preserve our secret, it would
be known that we were going to fight, and we should be
prevented. But,” he added, with some impatience, ‘these
seconds are laggards.’

“If you are in haste, sir,’ said d’Artagnan, with the same
simplicity that had the moment before characterised his
proposition to put off the duel for three days—"if you are in
haste, and should wish to dispose of me at once, dispense
with the seconds, I beseech you.’

“This speech of yours pleases me still more,” said Athos,
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gracefully bowing to d’Artagnan, ‘it does uot seem that of
a man who lacks either head or heart. I'admire men of your
stamp, and, if we are spared, I shall hereaficr have sincere
pleasure in your acquaintance. Meantime, let us wait for
these gentlemen, I pray you. I have plenty of time, and it will
be more according to rule. Ah!see, here comes one of them.’

And as he spoke, the gigantic form of Porthos was seen at
the end of the Rue de Vaugirard.

‘What!’ exclaimed d'Artagnan. ‘is M. Porthos one ol
your seconds!’

“Yes, have you any objection to him?’

‘Oh, certainly not!’

*And here is the other.’

D’Artagnan looked in the direction indicated by Athos.
and beheld Aramis.

‘What!® cried he, in a tone of yet greater astonishment,
‘is M. Aramis the other of your seconds?’

‘Certainly; are you not aware that one is rarely scen with»
out the other, and that amongst the musketeers and guards,
at court and in the town, we are known as Athos, Porthos,
and Aramis, or the three inseparables? But as you come
from Dax or Pau—-

‘From Tarbes,” said d’Artagnan.

“You may very naturally be ignorant of all this.’

‘Really, gentlemen,’ said d’Artagnan, ‘you are well
named; and should my adventure become known, it will at
least prove that like draws to like.’

In the meantime Porthos approached, shook hands with
Athos, and turning towards d'Artagnan, seemed lost in
astonishment. We may mention, in passing, that he had
changed his belt, and laid aside his cloak. ‘

‘It is with this gentleman that I am about to tight,’ said
Athos, pointing towards d’Artagnan, and at the same time
saluting him.

‘And T also am gomng to fight him,’ replied Porthos.

‘But not till one o’clock’ interrupted d’Artagnan,

‘And I also—it is with him that Jam to fight,” said Aramis,
who had arrived on the ground, just after Porthos.
+.‘Qur appointment, however, is for two o’clock.’ replied
d’Artagnan, with the same coolness. .

‘But what are you going to fight about, Athos?
demanded Aramis, . -

‘Upon my faith, I do not well know, except that he hurt
my.shoulder.”, . e
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. ‘And you, Porthos?®

‘I fight because I fight,’ replied Porthos colourmg

Athos, whom nothing escaped, percelved a slight smile
curling the lips of the Gascon.

‘We had a dispute about dress,” said d’Artagnan

‘And you, Aramis?’ demanded Athos.

‘Me? I fight on account of a theological dxspute, answered
Aramis, making a sign to d’Artagnan that he wished him
to conceal the true cause of their duel.

‘Rcally" said Athos, who observed d’Artagnan smile
again.

‘Yes, a point of St. Augustine, on which we could not
agree,’ said the Gascon.

‘Decidedly he is a man of spirit,’ murmured Athos

‘And now that you are all arrived, gentlemen,’ said
d’Artagnan, ‘permit me to offer my apologies.’

A frown passed over the brow of Athos, a haughty smile
glided over the lips of Porthos, and a negative sign was the
reply of Aramis.

‘You do mot rightly understand me, gentlemen,” said
d’Artagnan, elevating his head, on which a sunbeam played,
gilding its fine and manly lines. ‘I wish to apologise because
it is improbable that I shall be able to pay my debt to all
three; for M. Athos has the right to kill me first, which
greatly decreases the value of your bill, M. Porthos, whilst
it renders yours, M. Aramis, of scarcely the slightest value.
Therefore, gentlemen, on that account alone, I.again repeat
my offer of apology. And now upon your guard !’

And with the most gallant and fearless mien he drew
his sword.

His blood was fairly roused, and at that moment he would
have drawn his sword against all the musketeers in the king-
dom with as little hesitation as he then did against Athos,
Porthos, and Aramis.

It was a quarter past twelve, the sun was at its meridian,
and the situation chosen for the encounter was cxposed to
its fierce heat.

‘It is very hot,” said Athos, drawing his sword, ‘and yet
1 cannot take off my doublet, for just now I perceived that
my wound bled, and I fear to distress this gentleman by
showing him blood which he has not drawn from me himself.’

‘True, sir,” replied d’Artagnan, ‘but I assure you that,
whether drawn by myself or by any other person,.I shall
always see with regret the blood of so brave a gentleman; I
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will therefore follow your example, and fight in my doublet.”

‘Come,’ said Porthos, ‘a truce to these compliments.
Remember that we also await our turn.’

‘Speak for yoursell only, Porthos, when you choose to be
so rude,’ interposed Aramis. ‘As for me, 1 consider the
courtesies which have passed between these gentlemen as
worthy of men of the highest honour.’

‘When you please, sir,” said Athos, placing himself on
his guard.

‘T was at your service,’ said d’Artagnan, crossing his sword.

But the two rapiers had scarcely met, when a party of the
cardinal’s guards, commanded by M. de Jussac, appearcd
at the corner of the convent.

“The cardinal’s guards! exclaimed Porthos and Aramis
at the same moment. °‘Sheathe swords—gentlemen-—
. sheathe swords!’

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

‘Hollo!’ cried Jussac, advancing towards them, and
giving a signal to his men to do the same. ‘Hollo, musketeers!
What, fighting here? And the edicts—-are they forgotten, ¢h?’

‘You are extremely gencrous, gentlemen of the guards,
said Athos, in a tone of the most bitter animosity, for Jussac
had been one of the aggressors on the night before last. ‘If
we saw you fighting, I promise you that we should not
prevent it; therefore let us alone, and you will enjoy the
spectacle without any of the pain.’

‘Gentlemen,’” answered Jussac, ‘it is with regret I declare
that what you request is impossible. Duty must take pre-
cedence of everything else. Sheathe, therefore, if you please,
and follow us.’ :

‘Sir,’ said Aramis, parodying Jussac’s manner, ‘if it
depended upon ourselves, we should accept your polite
invitation with the utmost pleasure; but unfortunately the
thing is impossible. M. de Treville has forbidden it. Move on,
therefore; it is the best thing you can do.’

This mockery exasperated Jussac. “We will charge you,’
said he, ‘if you disobey.’

‘They are five,’ said Athos in a low voice, ‘and we are
only three; we shall be beaten again, and we must die here;
for I positively swear that I will not again appear before the
captain a vanquished man.?

Athos, Porthos, and Aramis closed up to each other,
whilst Jussac drew up his men. This moment of delay.sufficed
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for d’Artagnan to form his resolution. It was one of those
moments weighed with a man’s whole destiny; it was a
choice, once made, must be adhered to. To fight was to
disobey the law, to risk his head, and, by one blow, to make
an enemy of a minister more powerful than the king himself.
All this the young man plainly perceived, and we must do
him the justice to declare that he did not hesitate a single
instant.

‘Gentlemen,’ said he, ’you must allow me to correct one
thing which you have said. You affirmed that you were but
three; but it appears to me that there are four of us.’

“You are not one of us,” said Porthos.

‘True,’ replied d’Artagnan, ‘I have not the dress, but'I
have the heart and soul of a musketeer; I feel it, sir, and it
impels me along, as it were, by force.’

‘Hark ye, young man!® cried Jussac, who doubtless, {from
d’Artagnan’s gestures and the expression of his countenance,
had divined his intentions; ‘you may retire; we permit you;
save your skin, and that quickly.’

But d’Artagnan moved not a step.

‘You are unquestionably a man of spirit,’ said Athos,
pressing the young man’s hand.

‘Come, come; decide, decide!’ exclaimed Jussac.

‘We must make up our minds,’ said Porthos and Aramis.

‘You are truly generous,’ said Athos to d’Artagnan.

But all three thought of d’Artagnan’s youth, and feared
his inexperience.

‘We are but three, and one of us wounded, exclusive of
this boy,’ remarked Athos; ‘and yet it will be said that we
were four men.’

‘Ay, but to retreat!’ said Porthaos,

‘It is difficult,’ said Athos.

‘Quite impossible!’ said Aramis.

D’Artagnan comprehended the cause of their irresolution.
‘Gentlemen,’ said he, ‘only try me, and I pledge you my
honour that I will not leave this spot except as a conqueror.’

‘What is your name, my fine fellow?’ said Athos,

‘D’Artagnan, sir.’

‘Well, then, Athos, Porthos, Aramis, and d’Artagnan,
forward !’ exclaimed Athos.

‘So, you have made up your minds, gentlemen?’ cried
Jussac for thc third time. e

‘Quite so,’ rephcd Athos. ». :

. ‘And what is your resolve?’ demanded Jussac. ‘
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‘We are about to have the honour of charging you,”
replied Aramis, raising his hat with one hand, and drawing
his sword with the other. .

‘Ah! you resist!’ cried Jussac.

‘Mortdieu! Does that surprise you?’

And the nine combatants rushed upon each other with
a fury which did not, however, exclude a kind of method.
Athos took Cahusac, one of the cardinal’s favourites;
Porthos selected Biscarrat; and Aramis found himself
opposed to two adversaries. As [or d’Artagnan, he sprang
towards Jussac himself.

The heart of the young Gascon throbbed violently, not
with fean~but ‘With eagerness. He fought with the fury of
an enra?éd ger, turning round his adversary, and every
moment changing his guard and position. Jussac, as we
have before said, was a most skillul and experienced swords-
man; nevertheless, he found the utmost difficulty in delend-
ing himself against his adversary, who, active and nimble,
perpetually deviated from all the received rules of fencing,
attacking on all sides at once, and yet at the same iime
guarding himself like one who had the greatest respect in the
world for his own person. At length the struggle was brought
to a conclusion by Jussac’s rashness. Furious at being thus
held at bay by one whom he regarded as a mere boy, he
became less cautious; and committed various indiscretions;
whilst d’Artagnan, who, although deficient in practice, had
a profound knowledge of the theory of the art, redoubled
his agilify; Jussac, eager to dispatch him, made a tremendous
lunge, at‘the same time breaking ground; but d’Artagnan
parried the thrust, and whilst Jussac recovered himself, he
glided like a serpent under his weapon, and passed his sword
through his body; Jussac fell heavily on the ground.

D’Artagnan now cast a rapid and anxious glance over the
field of battle. Aramis had already killed one of his adver-
saries, but the other pressed him sharply. He was, however,
in very good trim, and could well defend himself, Biscarrat
and Porthos had both received wounds, Porthos in the arm,
and his adversary in the thigh; but as neither of these wounds
was severe, they only fought the more fiercely. Athos,
wounded afresh by Cahusac, looked more and more pale,
but did not yicld an inch; he had merely changed hands,
and fought with his Jeft. According to the laws of duelling at
that period, d’Artagnan was-at liberty to assist any one of

- his companions; and whilst he sought to astertain which of
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them most required his aid, he caught a glance from Athos,
‘which served instead of speech, Athos would have died
sooner than call for assistance; but his look plainly denoted
how much he required support. D’Artagnan at once com-
prehended his meaning, and with a single bound he fell on
Cahusac’s flank, exclalmmg, ‘Turn, sir guardsman, or I
kill you!’

Cahusac did turn, just as Athos, whom his extreme courage
had alone sustained, sunk upon one knee. ‘Hollo, young
man!’ exclaimed Athos, ‘do not kill him, I beseech you;
I have an old affair to settle with hxm when I am cured.

Disarm him only; deprive him hx s ’s it—good,
very good!” "7
ving

This exclamatlogmcaped Athos on perce1 e sword
of Cahusac flying from his hand a distance of twenty paces.
D’Artagnan and Cahusac both rushed forward to secure the
weapon; but d’Artagnan being the most active, reached it
first, and placed his foot upon it. Cahusac then went to the
guardsman killed by Aramis, seized his rapier, and was
returning to d’Artagnan; but on his way he encountered
Athos, who during this momentary pause had recovered his
breath, and fearing that d’Artagnan might kill his opponent,
wished to renew the contest. D’Artagnan perceived that he
would offend Athos if he did not permit him to have his
own way; and in a few minutes Cahusac fell pierced in the
throat. At the same moment Aramis placed the point of his
sword at the breast of his fallen adversary, and compelled
him to sue for mercy. (‘g Ci \® A

Porthos and Biscarrat “alone remained hghun Porthos,
whilst fighting, indulged himself in a thousand fantastic jests
and humours, asking Biscarrat what time of day it was, and
congratulating him on the company his brother had just
obtained in the regiment of Navarre. This jesting, however,
gained him no advantage; for Biscarrat was one of those
indomitable spirits who die, but do not surrender. It was
time, however, to stop the fight, as the guard might arrive,
and arrest all the combatants, whether wounded or not,
whether royalists or cardinalists. Athos, Aramis, and
d’Artagnan, therefore, surrounded Biscarrat, and summoned
him to surrender. Although alone against all four, and with
a wound which had passed through his thigh, Biscarrat
refused to yield; but Jussac, raising himself on his elbow,
requested him to desist. Biscarrat, however, like d’Artagnan,
was a'Gascon: he therefore only laughed, and pretended not
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to hear; and finding time, between the parries, (o point with
his sword to the ground at his feet—

‘Here,’ said he, ‘will Biscarrat die, the sole survivor of
those that were with him.’

‘But they are four—{our against one!’ cried Jussac; ‘yield,
I command you!’

‘Ah, if you command me, it is another thing,’ said Biscarrat
‘you are my commander, and I must obey.’

And suddenly springing backwards, he broke his sword
across his knee, in order that he might not give it up, threw
the pieces over the wall of the convent; and then, crossing
his arms, he whistled a cardinalist air.

Bravery is always respected, even in an encmy. ‘The
musketeers saluted Biscarrat with their swords, and rcturned
them to their scabbards. D’Artagnan did the same; and
then, assisted by Biscarrat, the only one who remained on
his legs, he carried Jussac, Cahusac, and that one of the
adversaries of Aramis who was only wounded, under the
porch of the convent. The fourth, as we have said, was dead.
They then rang the bell, and confiscating four out of the
five swords, they set off, intoxicated with joy, towards
M. de Treville’s hotel. They proceeded arm in arm,
occupying the whole breadth of the street; and as they
detained every musketeer they met, the march soon became
like a triumphal procession. D’Artagnan’s heart was in a
delirium of exultation, as he marched between Athos and
Porthos.

‘If I am not yet a musketeer,” said he to his new [riends,
whilst passing the threshold of M. de Treville’s hotel, ‘I am
at least next door to one. Is it not so?’

6
His Majesty King Louis the Thirteenth

Tae affair made a great noise. M. de Treville strongly cen-
sured his musketeers in public; but privately they heard
only his congratulations. As, however, it was essential that
no time should be lost in gaining the king, M. de Treville
hastened to the Louvre. But he was too late; the king was
closetgd with the cardinal, and M. de Treville was informed
that His majesty was engaged, and could ndt then sée any
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one. In the evening, M. de Treville returned. The king was
at play, and was winning; and his majesty, being very
covetous, was in an excellent humour. Therefore, as spon
as he saw M. de Treville, he exclaimed—

‘Come here, my captain, that I may chide you. Are you
aware that his eminence came to complain to me of your
musketeers, and with so much emotion as to be indisposed?
Well, really, these musketeers of yours are perfect devils—
thorough hang-dogs!’

‘No, sire," replied M. de Treville, who at the first glance
saw the turn the affair was likely to take ‘No, on the
contrary, they are good creatures, gentle as lambs, and who,
I am confident, have only one wish, that their swords
should never leave their scabbards except in time of war.
But what are they to do? the guards of the cardinal are
continually seeking opportunities of quarrelling with them;
and, for the honour of the regiment, the poor young men
are obliged to defend themselves.”

‘Hark ye, M. de Treville,” said the king; ‘hark ye! Is this
a religious fraternity—these men of yours—that you are
speaking of? Truly, my dear captain, I am half inclined to
deprive you of your command, and bestow it upon Made-
moiselle de Chemerault, to whom I have promised an abbey.
Do not suppose, however, that I give implicit credence to
this simple story of yours. I am called Louis the Just;
M. de Treville; and soon, very soon, we shall see

‘And it is because I confide in that justice, sire, that I
shall calmly and patiently await your majesty’s good
pleasure.’

‘Wait then, sir, waxt then,’ said the king,” and it will not
be long.’

In fact, at that moment the chances of the game turned
against the king, who began to lose what he had before
gained. Theretore he was not sorry to find an excuse (to use
an expression of the gaming table, of which we confess we
know not the origin) for making Charlemagne. The king
therefore rose, and putting into his pocket the money which
was before him, and most of which he had won—

‘La Vieuville,’ said he, ‘take my place. I must talk with
M. de Treville on an affair of importance. Ah! I had eighty
louis before me: lay down the same sum, that those who have
lost may not want their revenge. Justice above all things!®

Then turning towards M. de Treville, and walking wﬂh
him towards a recess in one of the windows—
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“Well, s!r, continued he, ‘you affirm that it is the guards
of his eminence who seek quarrels with your musketeers?” .

“Yes, sire; invariably.’

‘Well, and how did this affair happen? Relate the facts;
for you know, my dear captain, a judge must hear both
parties.’

‘Oh! by my faith, in the most simple and natural manger:
three of my best soldiers, whom your majesty knows by
name, and whose services you have ofien appreciated, and
who, I can assure your majesty, are wholly devoted to your
service—three of my best soldiers, Athos, Porthos, and
Aramis, had made a party of pleasure with a young Gascon,
a volunteer, whom I had iniroduced to them the same
morning, The party was to be held at St. Germain’s, 1
believe; and the rendezvous was fixed at Carmes-Deschau,
when it was interrupted by de Jussac, Cahusac, Biscarrat,
and two other musketeers of the cardinal who doubtless did
not assemble there in such force without some intention in
opposition to the edicts.’

‘Ah! you give me ground for a conjccture. said the king;
‘doubtless they came there to have an affair of honour,’

‘I do not accuse them, sire, but T lcave your majesty to
judge what five armed men could be doing in a spot so
retired as is the ncighbourhood of the convent.’

‘Very true, Treville; yes, you are right.’

‘But, when they saw my musketeers, they changed their
intentions, and forgot their individual and personal hatred,
to indulge their enmity towards our corps; for your majesty
well knows that the musketeers, who are wholly for the
king, and nothing but the king, are the natural enemies of
the guards, who are for the cardinal alone,’

“Yes, Treville,” said the king sorrowlully; ‘and it is a sad
thing, believe me, thus to sce two parties in France—two
royal heads, as it were, under one crown. But this must be
brought to an end. You say, then, that the guards sought
a difference with the musketcers?’

‘I say it is probable that this was the case, but I do not
swear to it, sire. Your majesty well knows how difficult it
is to d:scovcr the truth, unless, indeed, one were gifted with
that admirable penetration which has cauwsed Louis XITI.
to be named the Fust.’

" “There again you are right, Treville. But your musketeers
were not alone; there was a boy with them.’

“Yes, sire, and a wounded man; so that three of the king’s
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musketeers, of whom one was wounded, and this boy, not
only made head against five of the most formidable of the
cardinal’s guards, but even bore four of them (o the earth.’

‘Why, it is a complete victory!’ exclaimed the king,
radiant with joy—°‘a most complete victory!’

“Yes, sire, as complete as that of the bridge of Cé.’

‘Four men—of whom one was wounded, and another a
boy—do you say?’

‘A stripling ; but who behaved sonobly on this occasion, that
I shall take the hberty of recommending him to your majesty.*

‘What is his name?’

‘D’Artagnan, sire; he is the son of one of my oldest
friends—the son of a man who was engaged in the Partizan
war on the side of the king your father, of glorious memory.’

‘And you say this youth acquitted himself bravely? Tell
me all about it, Treville, for you know how I love to hear
of war and combats.’

And the king placed himself in an attentive posture, at
the same time twirling his moustache in a military manner.

‘Sire,’ replied M. de Treville, ‘as I have already told you,
M. d’Artagnan is almost a child ; and as he has not the honour
of being a musketéer, he was in plain clothes. The cardinal’s
guards, perceiving his youth and also that he was a civilian,
invited him to retire before they commenced their assault.’

“Thus we may clearly perceive, Treville,” interrupted the
king, ‘that it was the guards who began the attack.’

‘Most assuredly, sire, there cannot be a doubt on the
subject. They therefore warned him to retire; but he replied
that as he was at heart a musketeer, and wholly devoted
to his majesty, he should remain with the musketeers.’

‘Brave youth!” murmured the king.

‘And he did remain with them; and in him your majesty
has the resolute and valiant champion who gave Jussac that
terrific sword thrust which has so much enraged the cardinal.’

‘He who wounded Jussac? exclaimed the king. ‘He—a
boy! Treville, it is impossible!’

‘It is as I have the honour to inform your majesty.’

‘Jussac! one of the best duellists in the realm!’

‘Yes, sire; but he has now found his master.’

‘Treville, I must see this young man,’ said Louis; ‘I must
see him; and if I can do anythmg However, we will
think about that.’ !

‘When will your majesty condescend to receive him?’

‘To-morrow, at twelve, Treville.?
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‘Shall I bring him alone®

‘No, bring the other three. I wish to thank them all at
the same time. Men so brave are rare, Treville, and such
devotion ought to be rewarded.’

‘At twelve, sire, we will be at the Louvre.’

‘By the private staircase, Treville—-by the private stair-
case; it is unnecessary to let the cardinal know it.

“Yes, sire.’

‘You understand, Treville; an edict is always an edict;
at all events, fighting is forbidden by the law.’

‘But this combat,’” said Treville, ‘is altogether different
from the common duels; it was a sudden hrawl; and the
proof of it is, that there were five of the cardinal’s guards
against three of the musketcers and M. d’Artagnan.’

‘It is quite true,’ said the king; ‘yet, nevertheless, Treville,
come by the private staircase.’

Treville smiled; but conceiving that he had already
secured an important advantage, by thus inducing the pupil
to rebel against his master, he respectfully saluted the king,
and, with his permission, made his retiral.

The same evening the three musketeers were apprised o
the honour intended for them. As they had long known the
king. they were not much enchanted by the news; but
d’Artagnan, with his Gascon imagination, saw in it his future
fortunes, and passed the night amid golden dreams. By cight
in the morning he was with Athos, whom he found dressed.
and ready to go out. ‘

As they were not to see the king until twelve o’clock, and
Athos had engaged to meet Porthos and Aramis at a tennis-
court, near the Luxcmbourg stables, to play a match of
tennis, he invited d’Artagnan to join them. Although
ignorant of the game, which he had never played, d’Artagnan
accepted the invitation, not knowing how otherwise to
dispose of his time in the interval. Porthos and Aramis were
already there, knocking the balls about. Athos, who was
very skilful in all athletic games, went to one side with
d’Artagnan, and challenged them. But at the first movement
which he made, although he played with his left hand, he
found that his wound was too fresh to permit such an
exertion. D’Artagnan, therefore, remained alone; and as he
declared that he was too unskilful to play a regular game,
they only sent the balls about, without counting the points,
One of these balls, however, driven by the Herculean hand
of Porthos, passed so near d’Artagnan as. to.satisfy him that,
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had it hit him full in the face, instead of going on one side,
hisroyal audience would have been lost, as, in all probability,
he would thereby have been rendered unfit to be presented
to the king. Now, since, in his Gascon imagination, all his
fortune depended upon this audience, he politely saluted
Porthos and Aramis, declaring that he would not renew the
game until he was up to their standard, and then took his
station near the ropes and the gallery.

Unfortunately for d’Artagnan, amongst the spectators
there was one of the cardinal’s guards, who was irritated by
the previous night’s defeat of his companions, and had
resolved to take the first opportunity of avenging it. He now
believed that this opportunity had arrived, and addressing
a bystander—

‘It is no wonder,’ said he, "that this young man is afraid
of the ball; he is, doubtless, a musketeer recruit.’

D’Artagnan turned as if bitten by a serpent, and looked
fiercely at the guardsman who had uttered this insolent
remark.

‘Tfaith,” continued the latter, proudly curling his
moustache, ‘you may look at me as much as you please, my
little gentleman. What I have said, I mean.’

‘And since what you have said explains itself,’ replied
d’Artagnan, in a low voice, ‘I will thank you to follow me.’

‘Ah! ffideed! and when, pray?’ said the guardsman, with
the same air of mockery.

‘Immediately, if you please.’

‘Doubtless you know who I am?

‘I have not the slightest idea; and, what is more, I do
not care.’ '

‘And yet you are wrong; for if you knew my name,
perhaps you would be less courageous.’

‘Indeed! and pray what is your name? said d’Artagnan,

‘Bernajoux, at your service.’

+ ‘Well, M. Bernajoux,’ replied d’Artagnan with the utmost
tranquillity, ‘I shall await you at the gate.’

‘Proceed, sir; I will follow you.’

‘But do not be in too great haste, sir,’ said d’Artagnan,
‘lest it should be perceived that we go out together; for,
considering how we are about to he engaged, you must be
aware that too many witnesses might prove inconvenient.’

‘There is some sense in that,” replied the guardsman, much
surprised that his name had not praduced a greater effect
on the young man. : :
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The name of Bernajoux was indced hnown o ¢veary one,
except d’Artagnan, for he was one of those who constantly
figured 1n the daily brawls which all the edicts of the king
and the cardinal could not suppicss

Porthos and Aramis were so much occupied by then
game, and Athos was watching thcm so atientivcly, that
they did not even percerve the departure of thaun young
companion, who, as he had pronused, waitcd a moment at
the door for his opponent In fact, d'Airtagnan had no tume
to lose, considering the expected audience, which was fived
for twelve o’clock He therefore cast his cyes around, and
scemg that there was no one mn the stiect—-

‘Faith, sir,” said he to lus adversary, ‘although vour name
1 Bernajoux, 1t 1s very fortunate for you that you bhave to
deal with a musketeer rectuit only EHowever, be content
I will do my best On your guatd, sn?’

‘But,’ said he whom d’Artagnan thus addresseel, ‘st appears
to me this place 1 badly chosen, and that we shoulel 1x
better behind the abbey of St Gormain, o1 it the Pré=aus-
Cletes’

‘Tiuc enough,’ replicd d’Artagnan, ‘but, unfottunately,
my true 15 precious, as I have an mmportant engagomeunt
preciscly at twelve, therclore drw, siry draw?”

Bernajoux was not the man to wait the 1 petiion ol such
a comphment In an imnstant, therclore, s sword glittered
in his hand, and he rushied upon his adversary, whon, on
account of his extreme youth, he hoped to mtumdate,

But d’Artagnan had served his apprenticeslup the evemng
before, and now fresh, and clated with lus victory, as well
as mnflamed with hopes of [uture favour, he was fully resolve d
not torecede aninch The two swords were thercfore ¢ ngage
even to the guard, and as d’Artagnan kept hi ground
firmly, his adversary was obliged to retreat a single step
By this movement Beinajoun’s sword dewiated from
‘opposttion,’ and d’Artlagnan sewing the opportunity, made
a lunge which wounded his adversary i the shoulder He
mmmediately stepped back one pace, and raised his sword,
but Bernajoux, declaring that 1t was nothing, made a blind
thrust at d’Artagnan, and impaled himsell upon his sworcl
Nevertheless, as Bernajoux neither fell, nor declared himself
vanquished, but merely retreated towards the hotel of M. de
la Tremouulle, 1n whose scrvice he had a relative, d’Artagnan,
ignorant of the sevenity of hus adversary’s wound, pressed
hum closely, and doubtless would have despatched him by
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a third thrust, had not the clash of the rapiers reached the
tenns-court, from which now rushed, swoird i hand, two
of the guardsman’s {riends (who had heard him exchange
words with d’Artagnan), and fell upon the conquero:r But
Athos, Porthos, and Aramis, now also joined the fiay, and
at the moment when the iwo guardsmen attacked thar
young comuade, forced them to turn At that instan’
Bernajoux f{cll, and as the guaids were then only two
against four, they began to cry out—‘To our aid! hotel dc
la Tremouwlle” At this cty, all the inmates of the hotel
rushed out, and fell upon the four friends, who, on thcn
side, exclaimed ‘Help, mushetecrs!?’

The latter cry was very common, for it was known that
the musheteers hated the cardinal, and they were beloved
for the very hatred they bore towaids hus eminence Hence,
m those quarrels the guards of all the other regiments,
excepting those actually belonging to the Red Dule, as
Aramis had designated the caidinal generally sided wath
the king’s musketeers Of thiee guaidsmen, who were
passing, of the company of M des Essarts, two came to the
assistance of the four friends, wh.lst the third ran to the
hotel of M de Trewville, ctying, ‘Help! musketeers, help!”
As usual, M de Trewlle’s hotel was (ull of soldiers, who ran
to the assistance of thewr comrades, and the baitle became
general But the superiority of lorce was with the musketeers,
and the cardinal’s guards, with M de la Tremoulle’s
pcople, retired into the hotel, the doors of which they
secured 1 time to exclude their opponents As for the
wounded man, he had been carried away at first, and, as
we have said, 1n very bad phght

Excitement amongst the musketeers and their allies was
at 1ts height, and they dchiberated whether they should
not set fire to the hotel, to purush the insolence of M dc la
Iremouille’s retamners, who had piesumed to chaige the
king’s musketcers The proposition had been made and
received with enthusiasm, when f{oriunately 1t struck eleven
o’clock, and d’Artagnan and his companions, remembering
therr audicnce, and not wishing a feat so daring to be
performed without their aid, succeeded in quelling the
commotion, they therefore contented themselves with
throwing some stones at the door, and then left the place
Besides, those whom they regarded as their leaders had just
left them to proceed towards the hotel of M de Trewille,
who, already awsive of this fresh 1nsult, awaited their arnival
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‘Quuck, to the Louvre! saud he, ‘to the Louvie, without
losing one moment, and let us cndeavowr 1o see the kg
before the cardinal prejudices him We will nartate the
aflair as a consequence of that of yesterday, and the two
will be disposed of together ’

M de Tiewille, accompanicd by the four youns mui n, hast-
cned towards the Louwie, but to the grcat surprse of the
captain ot the musketects, he was informed that the king had
gone to the chase 1 the {orest of St Germain M de Ixewille
caused this intelhgence to be twice repeated, and cach tme
his companions observed his countenance become datker

‘Had his majesty formed the intcnuon of huntng,
yesterday? demanded he

‘No, your excellency * replied the valet “The master of the
hounds came this morning io announce that he hael 10used
astag, at finst the king said he would not go, but submcquently
he could not resist the pleasure which the chase prommed
him, and he set out aftcr dinner ?

‘And has the king seen the cardmnal® demanded M cle
I'reville

‘In all probability,” 1eplied the valet, ‘for this morning
I saw the horses harnessed to the cardimals carnage, |
inquired where 1t was going and was told to St Guman ?

‘We are anuapated,’ said M de Trewille I shall see the
king this evening, but, as for you, T would not ¢ ounsel you
at present 10 attempt it ’

"The advice was too reasonable, especially as that of a man
who knew the king too well, to be opposed by the young m¢n
M de Tiewille theretore requested them to return to (hewr
respective homes, and await s orders

On reaching his hotdl, 1t occurred to M de ‘Lieville that
1t would be prudent to be 1n advance with his complamt
He therefore despatched a letter to M de la Tremowlle,
requesting hum to dismuss from his house the cardmal’
guards, and, further, to reprimand his own people tor
charging the musketeers M de la Tremouille, howewcr,
being already prejudiced by his equerry, whose relative
Bernajoux was, rephed that neither M de Treville nor hus
musketeers had a right to complain, but, on the contrary,
he himself, the musketeers having not only attacked and
wounded his people, but also threatened to burn his mansion.
Now, as a dspute between two such great men mght last
a long time, each being likely to adhere obstinately to hu
opinion, M de Treville thought of an expedient to bring 1t
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to a close; and this was to go himself to M. de la Tremouille.
He therefore repaired 1o his hotel, and caused himself to
be announced.

The two noblemen saluted each other politely, for,
although they were not friends, they yet esteemed each
other. They were both brave and honourable men; and as
M. de la Tremouille was a protestant, and therefore rarely
saw the king, he intrigued on no side, and had contracted few
prejudices in his social relations. On the present occasion,
however, his reception of his visitor, though polite, was
colder than usual.

‘Sir,’ said M. de Treville, ‘we each believe that we have
cause of complaint against the other, and I am now here to
see if we cannot together clear up the matter.’

‘Most willingly,” replied M. de la Tremouille, ‘but I tell
‘you beforehand that I have full information, and am satisfied
all the blame rests with your musketeers.’

‘You are too just a man, sir, and too reasonable,’ observed
M. de Treville, ‘not to accept the proposition I shall now
make to you.’

‘Proceed, sir; I will hear it.’

‘How is M. Bemayoux, the relative of your equerry"”

‘Why, sir,” replied Tremouille, ‘he is very ill indeed.
Besides the wound which he received in the arm, and which
is not dangerous, he has also received another, which has
passed through his lungs; so that the physician gives but a
poor account of him.’

‘But does the wounded man retain his senses? inquired
Treville.

‘Perfectly.’

‘Can he speak?’

‘With difficulty; but still he can speak.’

‘Well, then, sir, let us interview him. Let us adjure him in
the name of that God before whom, perhaps, he is about to
appear, to tell the truth. I will acknowledge him as the
judge, even in his own cause; and I will abide by his
explanation.’

M. de la Tremouille reflected for a moment, and as it
would have been difficult to conceive a more reasonable
proposition, he agreed to it.

They therefore proceeded together to the chamber of the
wounded man, who, when he saw them enter his apartment,
endeavoured to raise himself in bed; but being too feeble,
and, exhausted by the effort, he fell back, almost insensible.
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* M. de la Tremouille approached his bed, and by the
application of some smelling-salts, restored him to con.
sciousness. Then, in order to avoid any future imputation
of having influenced the guardsman, M. de la Tremouille
invited M. de Treville to question him himself.

The result was as M. de Treville had foreseen. Lingering
as he was between life and death, Bernajoux had not the
slightest idea of concealing the truth, and therefore gave a
true narration of the occurrence. This was all that M. de
Treville required; so wishing Bernajoux a speedy recovery,
he took leave of M. de la Tremouille; and having regained
his own hotel, he immediately summoned the four (riends
to dine with him.

M. de Treville reccived the best company; but, of cowse,
all were anti-cardinalists. [t may be readily imagined, there-
tore, that the conversation turncd upon the two defeats
which the cardinal’s guards had sustained; and as d’Artag-
nan had been the hero of the last two days, he received all
the congratulations; which Athos, Porthos. and Aramis
yielded to him with pleasure, not only as true comrades,
but as men who had had their turn too often not to let
him have his.

About six o’clock, M. de Treville announced his intention
of proceeding to the Louvre; but, as the original hour of
audience was past, instead of obtaining admission by the
private staircase, he placed himsell' in the antechamber, with
the four young men. The king was not yet returned from the
chase; but our friends had scarcely waited half an hour
amongst the crowd of courtiers, before the doors were opened
and his majesty was announced.

This announcement caused d’Artagnan to shudder with
emotion. The important moment was arrived upon which,
in all probability, his future fate depended. His eyes, there-
fore, were fixed with intense anxiety on the door through
which the king was about to enter.

Louis XIII. appeared, followed by his attendants. He was
attired in his hunting-dress, still covered with dust; he was
heavily booted; and in his hand he held his riding-whip. At
the first glance, d’Artagnan perceived that the king was n
a violent rage. This humour, though distinctly visible in his
majesty’s features, did not prevent the courtiers from ranging
themselves along the sides of the room; and as, in the royal
antechamber, it is better to be seen by an irritable and
angry eye, than not to be seen at all, the, thres musketsers
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did not hesitate to step forward; although-d’Artagnan, on
his part, concealed himself'behind them as much as possible.
Yet though Athos, Porthos, and Aramis were personally
known to the king, he passed on as if he had never seen them
before, without either looking at or addressing them. But
when his eyes rested for a moment upon M. de Treville, the
latter met them with so much firmness, that the king turned
aside his 'gaze, and, muttering to himself, entered his
apartment.

‘The aspects are unfavourable,’ said Athos smiling; ‘we
shall not be knighted this time.’

‘Wait here ten m.mutes, said M. de Treville, ‘and if I do
not return to you in that time, proceed to my hotel as it will
be useless for you to wait longer for me.’

The young men waited ten minutes, a quarter of an
hour, even twenty minutes; and then, finding that M. de
Treville did not return, they departed very uneasy with the
turn things were taking.

M. de Treville, who had boldly entered the royal cabinet,
found his majesty in a very bad humour; he was seated in
an arm-chair, venting his irritation by striking his boots with
the handle of his whip. This, however, M. de Treville did
not appear to notice, but with the utmost composure he
inquired after his majesty’s health. oo

‘Bad, very bad,” replied the king. ‘I am dull and
dlspmted ?

This was, in fact, the worst malady of Lows XIII., who
often withdrew to a window with one of his courtlcrs, saylng
to him, ‘Come, sir, let us be bored together.’

‘I regret to find your majesty thus,” said M. de Treville.
‘Have you not, then, enjoyed the pleasure of the chase?’

‘A fine pleasure, truly! By my faith, all goes to ruin, and
I know not whether it is the game that is no longer so swift
a-foot, or the dogs that have no noses. We roused a stag of
ten tines; we ran him for six hours; and when we were on
the point of taking him, and just as Saint Simon was about
to place his horn to his mouth, to sound the ‘mort’—crac,
all the pack went off on the wrong scent, in pursuit of
a brocket. You will thus see that I must now renounce
the chase with hounds, as I have already relinquished
it with falcons. Ah! I am a most unhappy king, M. de
Treville; I had only one ger-falcon remaining, and he died
yesterday.’

“Truly, sire, I can estimate your misfortune; it is;" indeed,
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very great; but there are yet, I believe, a goodly number of
falcons, hawks, and tercels, remaining.’

“But who is to train them? The falconers are all gone; and
1 alone now preserve the true art of venery. With me, all will
be lost, and the game will hereafter be taken by snares, pit-
falls, and traps. Oh! had I only leisure to instruct scholars!
But then there is the cardinal, who never leaves me any
leisure, and who is ever talking to me of Spain, of Austria,
and of England! But apropos of the cardinal, I am very
angry with you, M. de Treville.’

The latter had anticipated this turn of the conversation,
From his long and intimate knowledge of the king, he was
well aware that complaints of this nature were only a sort of
prelude, as it were, to arouse his majesty’s courage to the
proper pitch, which he had on this occasion attained.

‘In what have I had the misfortune to offend your majesty??
inquired M. de Treville {eigning the utmost astonishment,

‘Is it thus that you discharge your office, sir? continued
the king, answering one question by another; ‘was it for this
that I created you captain of my musketeers~~that they
should assassinate a man, excite a whole neighbourhood,
and threaten to burn all Paris, without your saying a word
to me on the subject? However,” added the king, ‘without
doubt you have come here to accuse yourself, and, having
committed all the rioters to safe custody, inform me that
Jjustice has been satisfied.’

‘Sire,” said M. de Treville, with the utmost composure,
‘I am, on the contrary, come to demand justice.’

‘And against whom?’ exclaimed the king.

‘Against calumniators!’ replied M. de Treville,

‘Ah! this is something quite new,’ rejoined the king. ‘Do
you pretend to say that your three confounded musketecrs,
and your Bearnese recruit, did not rush like madmen on
poor Bernajoux. and so ill-treat him, that he is probably
now dying? Do you also pretend to say, that they did not
lay siege to the hotel of the Duke de la Tremouille, and that
they did not propose to burn it—which, during a period of
war, would have been of little consequence, seeing it is merely
a nest of Huguenots, but which, nevertheless, in time of peace,
is a bad example. Say, are you about to deny these matters?’

‘And who has related to your majesty all this fine story?
quietly demanded M. de Treville.

‘Who has related to me this fine story, sir? Who should it
be, pray, but he who watches whilst I sleep; who labours
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whilst I amuse myself; who manages everything within and
without the realm; in Europe, as well as in France?’

‘Your majesty no doubt means God,’ said M. de Treville,
‘for I know no other being who can be so far ahove your
majesty.’

‘No, sir; I speak of the pillar of the state; of my only
servant—of my only friend—of the cardinal.’

‘His eminence is not his holiness, sir!’

‘What do you mean by that, sir?’

“That it is only the pope who is infallible; the infallibility
which he possesses does not extend to cardinals.’

“You would say, then,’ said the king, ‘that he deceives me;
you would say that he betrays me?’

‘No, sire,” said M. de Treville, ‘but I say that he deceives
himself; I say, that he has been deceived; I say, that he has
hastily accused his majesty’s musketeers, towards whom he
is unjust; and that he has not drawn his information from
authentic sources.’

“The accusation comes from M. de la Tremouille—fromn
the duke himself. What say you to that?’ asked the king.

‘I might say that he is too deeply interested in the question,
to be an impartal witness; but, far from doing that, sire, I,
knowing the duke for a loyal gentleman, willingly refer to
him, but on one condition.’

‘What is that?’ said the king.

‘Tt is that your majesty will send for him; will question
him, but by yourself, face to face. without witnesses; and that
I may see your majesty as soon as you have parted from
the duke.’

‘Ay, marry, indeed!’ said the king; ‘and you will be
Jjudged by what the duke may say?’

‘Yes, sire.”.

“You will accept his judgment?’

‘Without hesitation!’ replied Treville.

‘And you will submit to the reparations he may require?

‘Entirely!’

‘La Chesnayel’ exclaimed the king, ‘La Chesnaye, let
some one go immediately to inquire for M. de la Tremouille.
1 wish to speak with him this evening.’

“Your majesty gives me your word that you will not speak
with any one between M. de la Tremouille and myself?’
asked Treville.

‘With no one, on the word of a gentleman!’ replied
the king.
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‘To-morrow, then, sire?’

‘To-motrow, sir.”

‘At what hour will it please your majesty?”

‘At any hour you desire!’ :

‘But in coming too early in the morning, T fear T may
wake your majesty !’

‘Wake me! Do I sleep? I never sleep now, sir! I may
dream sometimes; nothing more. So come as carly as you
like, at seven o’clock if you choose; but T will not spare you,
if your musketeers are in fault!’

‘If my musketeers are guilty, sire, the guilty shall be
delivered up to your majesty to await your pleasure. Does
your majesty require anything else? You have but to speak
and you shall be obeyed!’

‘No, sir, no! It is not without reason that 1 have been
named Louis the Just. Farewell, then, till to-morrow,
sir! Farewell I’

‘May God preserve your majesty till then!’

However little the king might sleep, M. de Treville slept
even less. He had told the three musketeers and their com-
rade, to be with him at half-past six in the morning; and lie
took them with him without telling them anything, or
making them any promise; confessing to them that their
favour, as well as his own, was not worth more than the
chances of a cast of dice.

He left them at the foot of the staircase. If the kiug
remained angry with them, they were to go away unnoticed;
but, if his majesty consented to receive them, they would
be ready at a call.

On entering the king’s antechamber, M. de Treville found
Chesnaye there, who informed him that M. de la "I'remouille
could not be found the evening bcfore, and returned too
late to be presented at the Louvre; that he had, in fact, but
just arrived, and was now with the king.

This circumstance much pleased M. de Treville, who
was certain that nothing could come between M. de la
Tremouille’s deposition, and his own audience. Scarcely,
indeed, had ten minutes elapsed before the door of the king’s
cabinet opened, and de Treville saw M. de la Tremouille
come out, The duke immediately said to him,

- ‘M. de Treville, his majesty sent for me; to inquire into the
affair that happened yesterday morning at my hotel. I have
told him the truth, that the fault lay with my people, and
that T was ready to make you my excuses. As T have met you
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will you now receive them, and do me the favour always to
consider me as one of your friends!®

‘Sir,” said M. de Treville, ‘I was so convinced of your
loyalty, that I did not wish for any other defender with his
majesty than yourself. I see that I did not deceive myself;
and I thank you that there is still one man in France, of
whom I may say what I have said of you, without danger,
deception, or mistake.’

‘It is well! it is well!’ said the king, who had heard all
these compliments. ‘Only tell him, Treville, since he wishes
tor your [riendship, that I also wish for his, but that he
neglects me; that it is just three years since I have seen him;
and that he only comes to a levee when invited. Tell him
this for me; for those are the kind of things which a king
cannot say for himself!’

‘Thanks, sire! thanks!’ exclaimed the duke. ‘But let me
assure your majesty that it is not those whom you see every
day (I do not refer to M. de Treville) who are the most
devoted to you.’

‘Ah! you heard what I said! So much the better, duke! so
much the better!’ said the king, advancing to the door. ‘Ah!
it is you, Treville! where are your musketeers? I commanded
you the day before yesterday to bring them! Why are they
not here?’

“They are below, sire, and with your permission, Chesnaye
will call them up.’ ‘

‘Yes, yes! let them come directly; it will soon be eight o’
clock, and at nine I have an appointment. Go, duke! and,
above all things, forgot not to return, Come in, Treville!’

The Duke bowed and departed. The moment that
he opened the door, the three musketeers and d’Artag-
nan conducted by Chesnaye, appeared at the top of the
stairs.

‘Come, my brave lellows!" said the king, ‘I must
scold you!

The musketeers approached, with obeisances, d’Artagnan
tollowing behind.

" ‘What! the devill’ continued the king, ‘seven of his
eminence’s guards regularly doubled up by you four in two
days! It is too many, gentlemen; it is too many: at this rate,
his eminence will have to renew his regiment in three weeks,
and I shall have to enforce the edicts in their full rigour. I
say nothing of one by chance; but seven in two days, I repeat
it, are too many, a great deal too many!’. ...
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‘But your majesty perceives that they have come in sorrow
and repentance, to excuse themselves.’

‘In sorrow and repentance! hum! said the king. ‘I do
not put much trust in their hypocritical faces. There is,
above all, a Gascon face in the background there! Come
here, you, sir!

D’Artagnan, who comprehended that the compliment
was addressed to him, approached his majesty with a
desperately desponding look.

‘What! you told me it was a young man! But this is a
mere boy, M. de Treville, quite a boy. Did ke give that
terrible wound to Jussac?’

“Yes! And those two beautiful sword thrusts to Bernajoux,’
said M. de Treville.

‘Really!’

‘Without reckoning,” said Athos, ‘that if he had not
rescued me from the hands of Biscarrat, I should certainly
not have had the honour of paying my very humble revercnce
to your majesty.’

‘Why, M. de Treville, this Bearnese must be the very
devil. Ventre saint-gris, as the king, my sire, would have
said, at this rate many doublets must be riddled, and lots
of swords broken. Now, the Gascons are always poor, are
they not?’

‘Sire, I must say that they have found no mines of gold
in their mountains, though the Almighty owed them that
recompense for the manner in which they supporied the
cause of your father.’

‘Which is to say, is it not, Treville, that it was the Gascons
who made me king, as I am my father’s son? Well, Jet it be
so; I will not contradict it. La Chesnaye, go and see if, by
rummaging my pockets, you can find forty pistoles; and if
you find them, bring them to me. And now let me hear,
young man, with your hand on your heart, how this aflair
happened?’

D’Artagnan told all the circumstances of the adventure;
how, not being able to sleep, from the expectation of seeing
his majesty, he went to his friend’s house three hours before
the time of the audience; how they went together to the
tennis-court! and how, on account of the fear he betrayed
of being struck upon his face by the ball, he had bsen raliied
by Bernajoux, who had narrowly escaped paying for his
raillery with his life; and ‘M. de Tremouille, who was
innocent, with the loss of his hotel.
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fIt is exactly so,” murmured the king; ‘yes, it is exactly as
the duke recounted the affair. Poor cardinal! Seven men in
two days, and seven of his most valued soldiers, too! But
this is sufficient, gentlemen; do you understand? You have
taken your revenge for the’ Rue Ferou, and more than
enough. You ought now to be satisfied.’

‘So we are, if your majesty is,” said Treville,

“Yes! T am,’ replied the king; and taking a handful of
gold from the hand of Chesnaye, and putting it into d’
Artagnan’s, he added, ‘there is a proof of my satisfaction.’

At this period, the independent notions which are now
current were not yet in fashion. A gentleman received money
from the king’s hand, without being humiliated. D’Artagnan,
therefore, put the forty pistoles into his pocket, without any
other ceremony than that of warmly thanking his majesty
for the gift.

‘There,’ said the king, examining his watch, ‘now that it
is half-past eight, retire. I have told you that I have an
appointment at nine. Thanks for your devotion, gentlemen!
I may rely upon it, may I not?’

‘Oh! sire!’ replied the four at once, ‘we will allow our-
selves to be cut in pieces in your defence!’

‘Well! well! But it will be much better to remain whole,
and you will be far more useful to me in that state. Treville,’
added the king, in a low voice, as the others retired, “as
you have no commission vacant in the musketeers, and as
we have decided that it should be necessary to pass a certain
probation before entering that corps, place this young man
in your brother-in-law, M. des Essarts’, company of guards.
Ah! I quite enjoy the thought of the grimace that the
cardinal will make: he will be furious; but I do not care,
I am quite right this time.’

The king bowed to Treville, and the latter joined his
musketeers, whom he found sharing the forty pistoles which
his majesty had given d’Artagnan

The cardinal was in reality as furious as his master had
anticipated—so furious, in fact, that for eight days he took
no hand at the king’s card-table. But this did not prevent
the king from putting on the most charming face, and
asking, every time he met him, in a most insinuating tone—

‘Well! M. le Cardinal! how is your poor Bernajoux? and
your poor Jussat?’
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7
The Domestic Manners of the Musketeers

"WaEen d’Artagnan had left the Louvre, and had, consulted
his friends what he ought to do with his portion of the
forty pistoles, Athos advised him to order a good dinner,
and Porthos and Aramis to hire a lackey.

The dinner was accomplished on the same day; and the
lackey waited at table. The dinner had been ordered by
Athos; and the lackey, who had been provided by Porthos,
was a Picard, whom the glorious musketeer had enlisted,
on that very day, for that occasion, whilst he was sauntering
about on the bridge of Latournelle, spitting into the stream,
Porthos pretended that this occupation was a proof of a
meditative organization, and had hired him without any
other testimonial, The magnificent appearance of the
gentleman, on whose account he had been hired, secuced
Planchet, for that was the name of the Picard, He had,
indeed, been slightly disappointed when he found, on his
arrival, that the situation he expected was already held by
a brother lackey of the name of Mousqueton; and when
Porthos told him that his ménage, though on a large scale,
did not admit of two servants, and that he must therefore
wait on d’Artagnan. But when he attended at the dinner
which his master gave, and saw him, when paying, draw
from his pocket a handful of gold, he believed his fortune
made, and thanked Heaven that he had fallen into the
possession of such a Crossus. In that opinion he remained
until the feast was ended, and he had made up for his long
abstinence by an attack upon the remnants. But, on making
his master’s bed, the visions of Planchet all vanished. There
was only that one bed in the chambers, which consisted
merely of an anteroom and bedroom. Planchet slept upon
a coverlet, with which d’Artagnan from that time forward
dispensed, taken from d’Artagnan’s bed.

Athos, on his part, had a valet, whom he had drilled to
his service in a manner peculiar to himself, and whom he
called Grimaud. He was very taciturn, this worthy signor— -
‘we.mean Athos, not his man. For the four or five years -
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that he had lived in the closest intimacy with his companions,
Porthos and Aramis, these two had often seen him smile,
but never remembered to have heard him laugh. His words
were brief and expressive; saying what he wished them to
express, but no more; he employed no ornaments or
embellishments whatever. Although Athos was scarcely
thirty, and was possessed of great personal and mental
attractions, no one ever knew him to have had a mistress.
He never spoke of the female sex; and although he did riot
prevent such conversation from others, it was evident, from
bitter and misogynous remarks, that it was disagreeable to
him His reserve, austerity, and silence, made him almost
an old man, and he had therefore accustomed Grimaud,
that he might not interrupt his habits, to obey a simple
gesture, or cven a motion of his lips. He never addressed
him orally but in extreme cases. Sometimes Grimaud, who
feared his master like fire, but at the same time was greatly
attached to him believed he understood him perfectly.
rushed forward to execute his orders, and did something
directly contrary to what was wanted. Then Athos shrugged
his shoulders, and, in cold blood, belaboured h:m soundly.
On such days he spoke a little.

Porthos, as is easy to see, had a character diametrically
opposed to that of Athos: he not only spoke a great deal,
but in a loud voice. It must be owned, to do him justice,
that it was of little consequence to him, whether any one
attended to him or not; he talked for the mere pleasure of
speaking, or of hearing himself talk; and talked, ‘too, of
everything but the sciences, which he never alluded to but
to express the inveterate hatred he had from his infancy
entertained towards savants, He had not such an aristocratic
air as Athos, and the sense of his inferiority on that point
had, at the commencement of their connection, made him
" often unjust towards that gentleman, whom he endeavoured
to surpass by the splendour of his dréss. But, in his simple
uniform coat, merely, and by the manner in which he
carried himself, Athos took at once the rank to which he
was entitled, and sent the foppish Porthos back to the
second place. Porthos consoled himself by making M. de
Treville’s antechamber, and the guardroom of the Louvre,
ring with the account of his conquests—a subject upon
which Athos never spoke—and boasted of none lower than
a foreign princess, who was deeply enamoured of him.

An old proverb says, ‘Like master like man.’ Let us then
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pass from the valet of Athos, to the valet of Porthos, from
Grimaud 10 Mousqueton. Mousqueton was a Norman,
whose pacific name of Boniface, his master had changed to
the much more sonorous and warlike one of Mousqueton,
He had entered Porthos’ service on the sole payment of
dress, board, and lodging, but in a sumptuous manner; and
he only demanded two hours a day to provide for his other
wants. Porthos had accepted the bargain, and things went
on wonderfully well. He had old doublets and cloaks cut
up and turned in a manner that made Mousqueton cut a
very good figure.

As to Aramis, whose character we believe we have
sufficiently explained, and which, as well as those of his
comrades, we shall more [ully develop hereafter, his lackey
was named Bazin. Thanks to the hopes which his master
entertained of some day taking orders, he was always
dressed in black as became a churchman’s servant, Fe was
of the province of Berri; thirty-five or forty years of age;
mild, peaceable, and fat; and passed his leisure in reading
devotional treatises. He was dexterous in preparing a dinner
for two; of excellent quality, though of few dishes. In all
else he was dumb, blind, deal, and of approved fidelity.

Now that we know, at least superficially, the masters and
the men, let us turn to their habitations.

Athos dwelt in the Rue Ferou, at two paces from the
Luxembourg. His habitation, or lodging, consisted of two
small rooms in a very neatly-furnished house, whose mistress
was still young and pretty, but ogled him in vain. Some
few fragments of long-departed splendour adorned the walls
of this modest lodging; such as a richly-mounted sword,
which looked of the age of Francis I., and of which the
handle alone, encrusted with precious stones, might be worth
about two hundred pistoles. Nevertheless, Athos, even in
moments of the greatest distress, could never be persuaded
to dispose of or to pawn it. This sword had long excited the
envy of Porthos, who would willingly have given ten years
of his life for the possession of it. :

One day when, as he said, he had an appointment with
a duchess, he endeavoured to borrow it of Athos. But his
friend, without saying a word, emptied his pockets of ali
his money and trinkets, purses, points, and gold chains. and
offered them all to Porthos; but as for the sword, he said,
it was fixed to its place, and must only leave it when its
master quitted the lodging. Besides this sword, he had the
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portrait of a nobleman, of the time of Henry III., dressed
with great elegance, and adorned with the order of the
Saint-Esprit; and this portrait had some slight resemblance
to Athos, a certain family likeness, which denoted that this
great noble, a royal knight, was his ancestor. Lastly, a box
of splendid jewellery-work, with the same arms as the sword
and portrait, completed a mantel decoration, which clashed
fearfully with the furniture. Athos always carried the key
of this box; but one day he opened it before Porthos, and
Porthos could bear witness that it contained only letters and
papers; love-letters, and family records, no doubt.

Porthos inhabited a lodging of vast size, and of most
sumptuous appearance, in the Rue du Vieux Colombier.
Every time Porthos passed the windows of this house, at one
of which Mousqueton always appeared in splendid livery,
he raised his head and hand, saying, ‘Behold my habitation !’
But no one ever found him at home, nor did he ever ask
any one in; and it was therefore impossible to form an idea
of the reality of those riches which this sumptuous appearance
promised.

As for Aramis, he dwelt in a.small apartment, compnsmg
a drawing-room, a dining-room, and a sleeping chamber,
which were situate on the ground-floar, and had access to
a small garden, fresh, green, shady, and quite impenetrable
to the eyes of the surrounding neighbourhood.

We have already had occasion to know how d’Artagnan
was lodged, and have already formed an acquaintance with
his lackey, Master Planchet.

D’Artagnan, who was naturally very curious, as men of
talent generally are, made every effort to find out who
Athos, Porthos, and Aramis really were; for, under one of
those assumed appellations, each of these young men con-
cealed his real name.

It was evident they were of good origin, too, particularly
Athos, who might be known as a nobleman at a league’s
distance. He therefore tried from Porthos to get some
information concerning Athos and Aramis; and assailed
Aramis, to find out something concerning Porthos.

Unfortunately, Porthos knew no more of the life of his
silent comrade than that which has been told. It was said
that he had met with great misfortunes of the heart, and
that a terrible treachery had.for ever poxsoned the happiness
of this gallant man. What this treachery wag, no one knew.

. As for Porthos, except his real name, Wi whlch M. de
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. Treville alone was acquainted, as- well 'as with those of his
two comrades also, his life was easily discovered. Vain and
indiscreet, he was as easily seen through as crystal. The
only thing which could mislead the investigator would have
been a belief in all the good which he announced of himself,

As for Aramis, with the appearance of entire openness he
was enveloped in mystery. He replied but little to the
questions put to him about others, and entirely ¢luded those
which related to himself.” One day d’Artagnan, having
questioned him -a long time about Porthos, and baving
learned the report of his love affair with a princess, wished
to ascertain something of a similar nature as regarded
himself. I : ' ' )

‘And you, my dear companion,’ said he, ‘I have an
opinion that you are familiar with coats of arms: witness
a certain handkerchief.’ ' ’

Aramis was not angry this time, but he put on a most
modest air, and said, affectedly: ‘My dear fellow, do not
forget that I wish to enter the church, and that I fly from
all worldly things. That handkerchief was not a love-token
for me, but was left by mistake at my house by one of my
friends. I was obliged to take it for fear of compromising
him, and his mistress. As for myself, I am, like Athos,
indifferent to these affairs,’

‘But what the devil! you are not an abbé, but a muske-
teer!” exclaimed d’Artagnan,

‘A musketeer, my dear fellow, for a time, as the cardinal
says; a musketeer by accident, but a churchman at heart,
believe me. Athos and Porthos have foisted me in, to occupy
my time. I had, at the moment I was going to be ordained,
a slight difficulty with—— But that does not much interest
you, and I take up your valuable time,”

‘On the contrary,’ said d’Artagnan; ‘it interests me much,
and T have at present actually nothing to do.*’

“Yes, but I Have my breviary to say,” replied Aramis,
‘then some verses to compose, which Madame d’Aiguillon .
has requested of me; then I must go into the Rue St.
Honoré, to buy some rouge for Madame de Chevreuse
so you see, my dear friend, that though you are not in a
hurry, I am;* and Aramis, tenderly pressing his young
companion’s hand, took leave of him.

' D’Artagnan could not, with all his pains, learn any more
of his three new friends; he therefore determined to believe
all that was at present said of their past life, and hope for
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better and . more full mformatlon from the future. In the
meantime; he considered. Athos an Achxlles, Rorthos an )
Ajax, and Aramis a Joseph!

The days of the four young men passed happlly on.
Athos played, and always with ill-luck; yet he never
borrowed a sou of his friends, although he lent .to them
when he could. And, when he played on credit, he always
awoke his creditor, at six in the morning to pay him the
debt of the evening before. Porthos had his humours: one
day, if he gained, he was insolent and splend.ld and when
he lost, he disappeared ‘entirely for a time, and then came’
back, wan and thin, but with his pockets stored with coin.
As for Aramis, he never played; he was the worst musketeer, )
and the most unpleasant guest possible. He always wanted
to study; even in the middle of dinner, when all expected
him to spend two or three hours in the midst of the wine
and company, out came his watch, and he would say—rising
with a _graceful smile, and taking leave of the company—
that he .must consult a casuist wnh whom he had an
appointment.

Planchet, d’Artagnan’s valet, nobly supported his good
fortune. He received thirty sous 2 day;-and, during a month,
entered the lodgings gay as a chaffinch, and affable to his
master. When the wind of adversity began to blow on the
household of the Rue des Fossoyeurs—that is to say, when
Louis XIIL’s forty pistoles were eaten up, or nearly so—he
began to utter complaints which d’Artagnan found very
nauseous, Porthos indelicate, and Aramis' ridiculous: On
this account, Athos advised d’Artagnan to dismiss the rascal}
Porthos mshed him to thrash him first; and Aramis declared
that a master should never hsten to anyth?ng but his servant’
compl:ments -

‘It is very easy for you to talk replied d’Artagnan, “for
you, Athos, who' live mutely with Grimaud,” and forbid
him to speak; and, consequently, can never hear anythmg
unpleasant from him; for ‘you Porthos, who live magni-
ﬁccntly, and ‘are a sort of demigod to your valet, Mous-
queton for'you, in fine, Aramis, who, being always engaged
in thought; make your servant Bazin, whois a mild, religious
man, respect you; but I—who am without stablhty or
resources—I, who am neither mitsketeer rior guardsman—
what can I do to xnsp;re Planchet with aﬂ'ecnon, terror,
orrespect?”

" “The -thing is weighty,” answered the th.ree friends; ‘the
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discipline of your establishment is in the balance. With
valets, as with women, it is nccessary to prove master at
once. if you wish to keep them with you; let us therefore
reflect!”

D’Artagnan reflected, and resolved to thrash Planchet
provisionally, which was executed as conscientiously as he
acted 1 all other affairs. Then, after having drubbed himy
soundly, he torbade him to quit his service without per.
mussion. ‘For,’ said he, ‘the future cannot be unfavourable
to me; I have an mifallible expectation of better times, and
your fortune 1s therefore made i’ you remain with me.
Yes! I am too good a master to let your prospects be
sacrificed, by giving you the notice you demand.’

This manner o} proceeding gave the musketeers great
respect ror d’Artagnan’s policy: and Planchet was seized
with equal admuiration, and spoke no more ot leaving him,

The lives of the tour young men were now passed alike.
D'Artagnan. who had formed no habits whatever, as he
had but just arrived trom the provinces and tallen intwo the
mudst of a worid entirely new to him. immediately assumed
those of his rends,

They roc2 at eight in the winter, and at six 1w the summer;
and went to take the countersign and see what was doing
at M. de Treville’s. ID’Artagnan, though he was not a
musketeer, performed the duties of one with great punct.
uality. He was always on guard, as he always accompanied
that one of his triends whose rturn it chanced to be. Every
one at the hotel knew him, and regarded him as a comrade,
M. de Treville, who, at the first glance took his measure,
and had a sincere affection for him, did not cease to recom-
mend him to the king.

The three musketeers had, on their parts, a great affection
for their young companion. The friendship which umted
these four men, and the necessity of seeing each other three
or four times a day, whether the affair were one of honour
or of pleasure, made them run after each other like shadows;
and they were always to be seen seeking each other, from
the Luxembourg to the Place de Saint Sulpice, or from
the Rue du Vieux Colombier to the Luxembourg.

In the meantime, the promises of M. de Treville were
fulfilled. One fine day, the king commanded M. de Chevalier
des Essarts to take d’Artagnan, as a recruit, into his company
of guards. It was not without a sigh that d’Artagnan pus
o1, the uniform, which he would have exchanged for that
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of the musketeers at the cost of ten years of his existence.
But M. de Treville promised him that favour after a
cadetship of two years; a cadetship which. however. might
be abridged. if he should find an opportunity of distinguishing
himselt by some brilliant action. D’Artagnan retired with
this promise. and entered on his service the next day.

Then it was that Athos. Porthos, and Aramis, mounted
guard. in turn. with d’Artagnan. when the duty came to
him. The company of M. des Essarts. therefore, on the day
that it recerved the youthful Gascon, received four men, in
the place af onel

8
The Court Intrigue

NEVERTHELESS, the forty pistoles ot Louis XIII., like every-
thing etse 1 this world, after having had a beginning, had
also an end; and, atter the end, our four companions fell
‘into difficulties. Athos, at first, supported the association
from his own private funds; to him succeeded Porthos, and,
thanks to one of his occasional disappearances, he supplied
the necessities of his friends for about fifteen days. Lastly,
came the turn of Aramis. who performed his part with a
good grace, on the strength of a few pistoles. procured. as
he asserted, by the sale of some of his theological books.
After all these resources were exhausted, they had recourse
to M. de Treville, who made some advances of pay; but
these could not go very far with our musketeers, who had
had advances already; while the young guardsman had as
yet no pay due. When they were at last almost destitute,
they mustered, as a last resource, about eight or ten pistoles,
which Porthos staked.at play; but, being in ill-luck, he lost
.not only them, but twenty-five more, for which he gave
his word of honour. Their difficulties thus became trans-
formed to actual bankruptcy; and the four half-starved
soldiers, followed by their lackeys, were seen running about
the promenades and guard-rooms, picking up dinners
wherever they could find them; for whilst in prosperity they
had, by Aramis’s advice, sown repasts right and left, in
order that they might reap some in the season of adversity.
Athos received four invitations, and every time took his
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threé friends and their lackeys with him;- Porthos' had six
chances, of which, also, they all took advantage;-but Aramis
had eight, for he, as may be seen, was'a man who made
but little noise over a good deal of work. As for d’Artagnan,
who scarcely knew any one in the capital, he only tound
a' breakfast on chocolate at the house of a Gascon priest,
and one dinner with a cornet ot the guards. Fle took his
little army with -him -to .the - priest—whose two months’
stock of provisions it mercilessly consumed—and to the
cornet’s, who gave them quite a banquet; but, as Planchet
observed, however much we may devour, it still makes
only a single meal. S :

D’Artagnan, therefore, was somewhat humbled at re-
turning only one meal and a half for the feasts which Athos,
Porthos, and Aramis had procured him. He thought himself
a burden to the clique; forgetting, in his youthful sincerity,
that he had supported that clique throughout a whole
month: It was, by this reflection that his ardent mind was
set to work. He conceived that this coalition of four brave,
enterprising, and active young men, ought to have some
nobler aim than idle walks, fencing lessons, and more or
less amusing jests. In fact, four such men as they—so devoted
to each other, with their purses or their lives; so ready to
support each other without surrendering an inch; executing,
either singly or together, the common resolutions; menacing
the four cardinal points at one time, or concentrating their
united efforts on some single focus—ought inevitably, either
secretly or openly, either by mine or trench, by stratagem
“or force, to find a:-way to what they had in view, however
well defended or however distant. that object might be.
The only thing that surprised d’Artagnan was, that this
capacity had never yet occurred to his companions. He
himself now thought of it seriously, racking his brain to
find a direction for his individual power four times mul-
tiplied, with which he felt assured that he might, as with
the lever which Archimedes sought, succeed in moving the
world.—But his meditations were disturbed by a gentle
knock at the door. Co ‘

D’Artagnan roused Planchet, and told him to see who
wag there. But from this phrase of rousing Planchet, it must not
be supposed that it was night. No! it was four in the after~
noon; but two hours had elapsed since Planchet, on coming
to ask his master for some dinner, had been answered—

{He who sleeps, dines!’ :
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. And Planchet was having dinner on this economical fare.

A man of plain and simple appearancc, who had a
bourgeois air, was introduced. .

Planchet would have liked, by way of dessert, to hear
the conversation; but the man declared to d’Artagnan that
what he had to say being urgent and confidential, he would
wish to be alone with_him. D’Artagnan therefore dismissed
Planchet, and begged his visitor to be seated.

There was a momentary silence, during whlch the two
men regarded. one another inquisitively, after which
d’Artagnan bowed as a signal of attention.

‘T have heard M. d’Artagnan mentioned as a very brave
young man,’ said the citizen, ‘and this it is that has deter-
mined me to confide a secret to him.” .

‘Speak, . sir, speak!’ exclaimed . d’Artagnan, who in-
stinctively suspected something profitable:

The citizen paused; and then continued—‘I have a wife,
who is seamstress to the queen, and who is not without wit
or beauty. I was induced to marry her, three years ago,
though she had but a small dowry, because M. de la Porte,
the queen’s cloak-bearer, is her godfather and patron.’

‘Well, sir?’ demanded d’Artagnan.

‘Well, sir,’ replied the citizen, ‘she was abducted yesterday
morning, as she left her workroom.?

‘And by whom has she been abducted?’- inquired
d’Artagnan.

‘I do not know posmvely, sir,’ sald the other, ‘but I
suspect a certain person.’

‘And who is this person whom you suspect"”

‘One who has for a long time pursucd her.?

‘The deuce he has!’

‘But, allow me to tell you, sir, that there is less of love
than of policy in all this.

‘Less of love than of policy!’ exclaimed d’Artagnan, with
an air of profound reflection; ‘and whom do you suspect?’
‘I scarcely know whether I ought to mention names.’

‘Sir,’ said d’Artagnan, ‘permit me to observe, that I have
absolutely demanded nothing from you; it is you who have
come to me; it is you who told me that you had a secret
to confide to me; do then as you please, there is yct time
to draw back.’

‘No, sir, you have the air of an honourable man, and
I can trust you. I believe it is in consequence of no love
affair of her own that my wife has been entrapped, but be-
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cause of an amour of a lady of far more exalted station than
her own?’

‘Ah, ah! can it be on account of some amour of Madame
de Bois Tracy?’ asked d’Artagnan; who wished to appcar
familiar with Court circles.

‘Higher, sir, higher!’

‘Of Madame d’Aiguillon?’

‘Higher yet!’ said the citizen.

‘Of Madame de Chevreuse?’

‘Higher still!l—much higher!’

‘Of the

And here d’Artagnan paused.

‘Yes!’ answered the frightened citizen, in such a low
voice as scarcely to be audible.

‘And who is the other party? said d’Artagnan.

‘Who can it be, if not the Duke of- P replied the
mercer.

‘With the Duke of—?’

“Yes, sir,’ replied the citizen, in a still lower tone.

‘But how do you know all this?’

‘How do I know it!’ said the mercer.

‘Yes! How do you know it? You must tell me all or
nothing, you understand,’ said d*Artagnan,

‘I know it from my wife, sir—{rom my wife herself.’

‘And from whom does she know it

‘From M. de la Porte. Did I not tell you that she is his
god-daughter? Well! M. de la Porte, who is the confidential
agent of the queen, had placed her near her majesty, that
the poor thing—abandoned as she is by the king, watched
as she is by the cardinal, and betrayed as she is by all—
might at any rate have some one in whom she could confide.’

‘Ah; ah! I begin to understand,’ said d’Artagnan.

‘Now, sir, my wife came home four days ago. One of the
conditions of our marriage was, that she should come and
see me twice a week; for, as I have the honour to inform
you, she is my love as well as my wife. Well, sir, she came
to inform me, in confidence, that the queen is at the prcecnt
time'in great alarm.’

‘Really? said d’Artagnan.

‘Yes! the cardinal, as it appears, spies upon her and
prosecutes her more ‘than ever; he cannot pardon her the
gpisode of the Sarabande—you know the story of the
farabande, sir?’ -

-#Egad! I should think I dol’ replied d’Artagnan; who
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knew nothing at all about it, but would not for the world
appear ignorant.

‘So that it is no longer hatred now, but revenge!’ said
the citizen. :

‘Really!” replied d’Artagnan.

‘And the queen believes ?

‘Well! what does the queen believe?’

‘She believes that they have forged a letter in her name
to the Duke of Buckingham.’ '

‘In her majesty’s name?’

‘Yes, to entice him to Paris; and when they have got
him here, to lead him into some snare.”

‘The deuce! But your wife, my dear sir—what is her
part in all this?’

‘They know her devotion to the queen, and want to
separate her from her mistress; and either to intimidate her
into betraying her majesty’s secrets, or seduce her into
serving as a spy upon her.’

‘It seems probable!’ said d’Artagnan; ‘but, do you know
her abductor?’

‘I have told you that I believe I know him!’

‘His name?’

‘I have not an idea what it is; all I know is that he is a
creature of the cardinal—the minister’s tool.’

‘But you know him by sight?’

‘Yes; my wife pointed him out one day.’

‘Has he any mark by which he may be recognised?’

“Yes, certainly; he is a man of aristocratic appearance,
and has a dark skin, a tawny complexion, piercing eyes,
white teeth, and a scar on his forehead.’

‘A scar on his forehead!’ cried d’Artagnan; ‘and with
white teeth, piercing eyes, dark complexion, and proud
air—it is my man of Meung!’

‘Your man, do you say?

“Yes, yes!’ said d’Artagnan; ‘but that has nothing to do
with this affair. Yet I mistake! It has, on the contrary, a
great deal to do with it; for if your man is mine also, I
shall at one blow perform two acts of revenge.—But where
can I meet with him?’

‘I have not the slightest idea.’

‘Have you no clue to his abode?’ .

‘None whatever. One day, when I accompanied my wife
to the Louvre, he came out as she entered, and she pojnted
him out to me.’
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_ ‘Plague on it!” murmured d’Artagnan; ‘this is all very
vague. But how did you hear of the abduction of your
wife?’

‘From M. de la Porte.’

‘Did he tell you the detalls”

‘He knew none.’

“You have got no mformatwn from other quarters?

“Yes, I have received—"

‘What?’

‘But I know not whether I should inform you.’

. “You return to your hesitation; but permit me to observe,
that you have now advanced too far to recede.’

- ‘I do not draw back,’ exclaimed the citizen, accompanying
the assurance with an oath, to support his courage; besides,
on the honour of Bonancieux

. “Then your name is Bonancieux?’ interrupted d’Artagnan.

‘Yes, that is my name.’

‘You say, on the honour of Bonancieux! Pardon this
interruption, but the name appcars not to be unknown
to me.’

‘It is very possible, sir, for I am your landlord !

‘Ah, ah! said d’Artagnan, half rising, ‘ah, you are my
landlord?’

‘Yes, sir, yes; and as for the three months that you have
been in my house (diverted, no doubt, by your great and
splendid occupations), you have forgotten to pay me my
rent, and as, likewise, I have not once asked you for payment,
1 thought that you would have some regard on account of
my delicacy in that respect.’

‘Why, I have no alternative, my dear M. Bonancieux,’
answered d’Artagnan, ‘believe me, I am grateful for such
a proceeding, and shall, as I have said, be most happy if I
can be of use in any way.’

‘I believe you, I believe you,’ interrupted the citizen;
‘and as I said, on the honour of Bonancieux, I have con-
fidence in you.’

‘Then go on with your account.’

The citizen drew a paper from his pockct and gave it to
d’Artagnan.,

‘A letter!” exclaimed the young man.

‘Which I received this morning.’

P’Artagnan opened it, and, as the hght commenced to
wﬁme he approached the window, followed by Bonancieux.

“Do mot seek for your wife,” read d’Artagnan; “she will
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be returned to you when she is no lenger required. If you
make a single attempt to discover her, you are lost!” -« -

‘Well, this is pretty posmvc" continued d’Artagnan, ‘but;
after all, it is only a threat.’

“Yes, but this threat fnghtens me, sir: I am not at all
warlike, and I fear the Bastile.’ .

‘Humph ! said d’Artagnan, ‘I do not like the Bastxle any
more than you do; if it was only a sword thrust, now, it
would be o6f no consequence!’

‘And yet I had depended much on you.r assmtance

‘Quite right!’ :

‘Seemg you always- surrounded by musketee:s of haughty i
carriage, and perceiving that those- musketeers' belonged to
M. de Treville, and, consequently, were the enemies of the
cardinal, I thought that you and your friends, whilst gaining:
Jjustice- for ‘our poor queen, would- be enchanted at doing
his eminence an ill turn.’ “ ,

‘Unquestionably!’

‘And then I thought, that, owmg ‘me three months rent.
which I never demanded:

‘Yes, yes, you have already mentioned that reason, and
I consider it excellent.’

‘Reckoning, moreover, that as long as you will do me
the honour -of remaxmng in my house, I should make no
reference to rent

‘Good, again!’ said d’Artagnan.

‘And, added to that, calculating upon offering you fifty
pistoles, should you be at all dlstressed at: thls time, whlch
I dont’ say for a moment '

‘Wonderfully' good! You are. nch -then, my dear M
Bonancieux!’

‘Say, rather, in easy cucumstances, sir. I have amassed
something like two or three thousand crowns a year in the
linen-drapery . line; and meore particularly, by investing
something in the last voyage of the celebrated navigator,
Jean Mocquet ; so that you understand, sir— Ah! but—-"
exclaimed the citizen.

‘What?’ demanded d’Artagnan

‘What do I see there?"

‘Where?’

‘In the street, opposite your windows; in the opemng of
that entry—a man wrapped in a. cloak"

‘Tt is he)’ cried d’Artagnan and the citizen in one breath
each having at the same moment recognised his man.
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‘Ah!’ this time he shall not escape me!’ exclaimed
d’Artagnan, rushing out, sword in hand.

On the staircase he met Athos and Porthos, who were
coming to see him. They stood apart, and he passed between
them like a meteor.

‘Ah, where are you running to?’ cried the two musketeers,

‘The man of Meung!’ ejaculated d’Artagnan, as he
disappeared.

D’Artagnan had more than once related to his friends

his adventure with the stranger, and also the apparition
of the iair traveller, to whom this man appeared to confide
such an important missive. Athos was of opinion that
d’Artagnan had lost the letter during the quarrel, since a
gentleman, such as he had described the unknown to be,
must have been incapable of theft: Porthos only saw in
the affair an amorous appointment, which d’Artagnan and
his yellow horse had disturbed; and Aramis had said. these
kind of things being mysterious. had better not be searched
into. From the few words which escaped d’Artagnan. they
understood therefore, what was his object; and concluding
that he would return, after he had found his man, they
proceeded to his apartment.
' When they entered the room which d’Artagnan had just
quitted. they tound it empty; for the landlord, fearing the
consequences of the meeting and duel which he doubted
not was about to take place between the young man and
the stranger, had judged it most prudent to decamp.

9
D’ Artagnan Begins to Show Himself

As Athos and Porthos had anticipated, d’Artagnan returned
in half an hour. He had again missed his man, who had
disappeared as if by enchantment. The young Gascon had
run through all the neighbouring streets, sword in hand,
but found no one resembling him. Whilst d’Artagnan was
engaged in this pursuit, Aramis had joined his companions,
so that on his return he found the re-union complete.
_‘Well!’ exclaimed they, when they saw him enter, covered
With perspiration, and fugious. : ‘

€’ said he, throwing his sword on the hed; “this man
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must be the devil himself: he disappeared tike a phantom,
a shadow, a spectre!’

‘Do you believe in apparitions?’ demanded Athos and
Porthos.

‘T only believe in what I see; and as I have never seen
an apparition, I do not believe in them.’

‘The Bible declares that one appeared to Saull’ said
Arams. ‘

‘Be 1t how it may,’ said d’Artagnan, ‘man or devil, body
or shadow, illusion or reality, this man is born 1o be my
bane; tor his escape has caused us to lose a fine opportunity
—one, gentlemen, by which a hundred pistoles. or more,
were to be gained!’

‘How 15 that?’ asked Aramis and Porthos; but Athos, true
to his principle of silence, merely interrogated d’Artagnan
by a look.

‘Planchet,’ said d’Artagnan, ‘go to my landlord, M.,
Bonancieux, and tell him to send me half a dozen bottles
of Beaugency, which 1s my tavourite wine.’

‘Ah! then you have credit with your landlord?’ demanded
Porthos. .

‘Yes, trom this day,” said d’Artagnan; ‘and be assured
that if the wine is bad, we will send to him for better.’

“You should use, and not abuse,’ sententiously remarked
Aramus.

‘I always said that d’Artagnan had the best head ot the
four.” said Athos; who. having delivered himseli of this
opinion, which d’Artagnan acknowledged by a bow, relapsed
into his usual silence. .

‘But now let us hear what is the scheme,” demanded
Porthos.

“Yes,’ said Aramis, ‘confide in us, my dear friend; at least,
if the honour of some lady be not compromised.’

‘Be easy, ' replied d’Artagnan, ‘the honour of no one shall be
in danger from what I have to tell you.’ He then related, word
for word, his intercourse with his landlord; and how the man
who had carried off the worthy mercer’s wite was the same
with whom he had quarrelled at the Jolly Miller, at Meung.

“The thing looks well,” said Athos, after he had tasted the
wine like a connoisseur, and testified by an approving nod of
the head that it was good ; and bad calculated also whether it
was worth while to risk four heads for sixty or seventy pistoles.

‘But, observe,’ said d’Artagnan, ’that there is a womeii
in the case; a woman who is carried off, and ne- doubt

109



THE THREE MUSKETEERS

threatened, perhaps tortured, merely on account of her
fidelity to her royal mistress.”

‘Take care, d’Artagnan—take care,’ said Aramis; ‘in my
opinion you are too interested in Madame Bonancieux.
Woman was created for our destruction; and from her all
our miseries arise.’ .

Athos frowned, and bit his lip; whilst he listened to this
profound opinion. ’

‘It is not for Madame Bonancieux that I distress myself,’
said d’Artagnan, ‘but for the queen, whom the king
abandons, whom the cardinal persecutes, and who sees the
execution of all her truest friends in succession.’

‘But why will she love what we most detest—the English
and the Spaniards?’ asked Athos.

‘Spain is her country,’ replied d’Artagnan, ‘and it is but
natural that she should love the Spaniards, who are her
compatriots. As to your first reproach, I never heard that
she loved the English, but an Englishman.’

‘And truly,’ replied Athos, ‘one must confess, that that
Englishman is well worthy of being loved. I never saw a
man of a more noble air.” :

‘Besides, you do not consider the perfect style in which
he dresses,” said Porthos. ‘I was at the Louvre the day he
scattered his pearls, and I picked up two which I sold for
twenty pistoles. Do you know him, Aramis?

‘As well as you do, gentlemen; for I was one of those
who arrested him in the garden at Amiens, where the
queen’s equerry, M. de Putange, had introduced me. 1 was
at the seminary at that time, and the adventure appeared
to me to bear hard upon thé king.’ '

‘Which would not hinder me,” said' d’Artagnan, “from
taking him by the hatid, and conducting him to the queen;
if it were only to enrage the: cardinal. Qur one eternal
enemy is the cardinal; and if we could find the means of
doing him ‘some injury, I confess that I would willingly
risk my life to employ them.’ : "

‘And the mercer told you, d’Artagnan,’ said Athos, ‘that
the' queen thought they had: decoyed Buckingham into
France by some false information?’ ‘ ‘

““‘She fears so! And I am convinced,’ added )d’Artagnan,
‘that the abduction of this woman, one of tHéiqhieen’s suite,
has some connection with the circumstances of which we
are speaking, and perhaps with the presence of his grace
th&Puke of Buckingham in Paris,’
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“The Gaseon is full of imagmanon, said Porthos. =~ -

‘I like to hear him talk,’ said Athos ; ‘his dialect amusa me.’

‘Gentlemen,’ said Aramis, ‘listen? -

‘Let us attend to Aramis!’ exclaimed the thrée fnends.

‘Yesterday, ‘I was at the house of a learned doctor of
theology whom I sometimes consult on technical difficulties.’

Athos smiled.

‘He lives in a retired spot, convenient to his tastes'and
his profession. Now, just as I was leavmg his house-——
Here Aramis hesitated.

‘Well!’ said his audxtors— Just, as you were leaving his
house?

Aramis appeared to make an effort, like 2 man who, in
the full swing of making up a story, finds himself suddenly
arrested by an unforeseen obstacle; but, as the eyes of his
three friends were upon him, he could not by any means
draw back.

“This doctor has a niece, continued Aramis.

‘Oh! he has a niece,’ interrupted Porthos,

‘Yes, a lady of the highest morality,’ said Aramis.

The three friends began to laugh.

‘Ah! if you either laugh or make insinuations, you shall
hear no more,’ said Aramis.

‘We are credulous as the Mahometans, and dumb as
catafalks!’ said Athos.

‘Then I will continue,’ said Aramis. ‘This niece comes
sometimes to see her uncle, and as she was there by chance
yesterday at the same time that I was, I was obliged to
offer to conduct her to the carriage.’

‘Ah! the niece of this doctor has a carriage,’ interrupted
Porthos, whose chief fault consisted in having too long a
tongue. ‘A desirable connection, my friend!’

“Porthos,” said Aramis, ‘I have often intimated to you,
that you are very indiscreet, and it does you no good in the
eyes of gentlemen.’

‘Gentlemen,’ said d’Artagnan, who saw how the adventure
arose, ‘the thing is serious; let us endeavour to avoid joking.
Go on, Aramis; go on,’

‘All of a sudden a tall, dark man, with the manners of
a gentleman—like your man, d’Artagnan——’

‘The same, perhaps,’ said the Gascon.

‘It is possible!’ said Aramis; ‘however, he approached
me, accompanied by six or seven men, who followed him
at about ten paces’ distance, and then, in the most polite
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tone, said, ‘My lord duke, and you, madame,’ addressing
thelady——’

‘What! the doctor’s niece?’ said Porthos.

‘Silence, Porthos,” said Athos; “you are insupportable.’

‘“Please to enter that carriage, without resistance, and
in silence.”’

‘He took you for Buckingham?’ said d’Artagnan.

*Almost certainly,’ said Aramis.

‘But this lady?’ said Porthos.

‘He took her for the queen,’ said d’Artagnan.

‘Precisely!’ said Aramis.

“The Gascon is the devill’ said Athos; ‘nothing escapes
him?’

‘The fact 1s,” said Porthos, ‘that Aramis is about the
height, and has something of the figure, of the handsome
duke; and yet one would think that the uniform of a
musketeer: ?

‘I had on an enormous cloak.’

‘In the month of July! Excellent!’ cried Porthos; ‘was
the doctor afraid that you might be recognised?’

‘I can conceive,” said Athos, ‘that the spy might be
deceived by the figure; but the countenance?’

‘T had a large hat,’ replied Aramis.

‘Good heavens!’ exclaimed Porthos, ‘what extraordinary
precautions for studying theology?’

‘Gentlemen,” said d’Artagnan, ‘do not let us lose our
time in badinage; let us rather make inquiries, and discover
the mercer’s wife, who might prove a key to the intrigue.’

‘What! a woman of such an inferior condition! Do you
think it likely, d’Artagnan?’ asked Porthos, with a derisive
pout.

‘Have I not told you, gentlemen,’ said d’Artagnan, ‘that
she is the god-daughter of la Porte, who is the confidential
servant of the queen. Perhaps it is her majesty’s policy to
seek assistance from a source so humble, Lofty heads are
visible at a distance, and the cardinal has a good eys,’

‘Well, then,’ said Porthos, ‘come to terms with the mercer
immediately, and good terms.’

‘It is unnecessary,’ said d’Artagnan; ‘if he should not pay
us, we shall be well enough paid from another quarter.’

At this moment a noise of hasty steps was heard upon the
stairs; the door opened with a crash, and the unhapRy
Eﬁmer rushed into the room in which this council had
aken place.
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‘Oh, gentlemen!* he exclaimed, ‘save me, save me! Inthe
name of heaven save me! There are four men come to
arrest me!’

Porthos and Aramis arose.

‘One moment,’ cried d’Artagnan, making them a sign to
sheath their swords, which they had half drawn—‘wait one
moment; it is not courage, but diplomacy, that is necessary
herel® . '

‘Nevertheless,” said Porthos, ‘we will not permit—’

‘Give d’Artagnan a free hand,’ said Athos; ‘he is the
cleverest of the party, and, for my part, I declare that I will
obey him. Do what you like, d’Artagnan.’

As this speech was uttered, the four guards appeared at
the door of the ante-room, but seeing four musketecrs
standing there, with swords by their sides, they hesitated
to advance any farther.

‘Enter, gentlemen, enter,” said d’Artagnan; ‘you are in
my apartment, and we are all the loyal subjects of the king
and cardinal.’

‘Then, gentlemen, you will not oppose any obstacle to the
execution of our orders?’ demanded he who appeared to be
the leader of the party.

‘On the contrary, we would assist you were it necessary.’

“What is he saying?’ inquired Porthos.

“You are stupid!® said Athos. ‘Silence!’

‘But you promised to assistme!’ whispered the poor mercer.

‘We cannot assist you in prison,’ hastily replied d’Artag-
nan, in an undertone; ‘and if we appear to defend you, we
shall be arrested also.’

‘It seems to me, however: ’ said the poor man.

‘Come, gentlemen, come,’ said d’Artagnan aloud. ‘I have
no motive for defending this person; I saw him to-day for
the first time, and on what occasion he will himself tell you.
He came to demand his rent-—~did you not, M. Bonancieux?
—Answer!?

‘It is the plain truth !’ cried the mercer; ‘but the gentleman
does not add >

‘Silence about me! silencé concerning my friends! silence,
more especially, about the queen!’ whispered d’Artagnan,
‘or you will destroy us all, without saving yourself,—Go, go,
gentlemen, take away this man!’ '

So saying, d’Artagnan pushed the poor bewildered mercer
into the hands of the guard, at the same time exclaiming-—
" *You are a rascally niggard! You come to dema’nd money
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of me, a musketeer!—to prison with you! Gentlemen, I say
again, take him to-prison; and keep him under lock and key
as long as possible; that will give me time to pay.’

The officers overwhelmed d’Artagnan with thanks, and
carried off their prey.

As they were leaving, d’Artagnan detained the leader.

‘Suppose we drank to each other’s health? said he, filling
two glasses with the Beaugency, for which he was indebted
to the liberality of M. Bonancieux.

- ‘It will be'a great honour to me,’ replied the leader of the
guards; ‘and I accept the offer with gratitude.

‘Here’s to you, then, M. You have the advantage
of me, sir.’

‘Boisrenard.’

‘M. Boisrenard!’ ' ‘ :

‘T drink to you, sir, but, in return, you have the advantage
of me.’

“D’Artagnan.’

“To your health, M. d’Artagnan!’

‘And, above all,’ said d’Artagnan, as if carried away by
his enthusiasm, ‘to the health of the king and the cardinal.’

The officer might have doubted d’Artagnan’s sincerity
had the wine been bad; but it was excellent, and he was
satisfied.

‘But what devil’s own villainy have you done now?’
exclaimed Porthos, when the officer had joined his com-
panions, 'and the four friends found themselves alone. ‘For
shame! Four musketeers allow a miserable creature, who
implored their assistance, to be arrested in the midst of them!
and, more than that, a gentleman to tipple with a bajliff!’
" ‘Porthos,’ said Aramis, ‘Athos has already told you that
you are stupid; and I am of his opinion. D’Artagnan, you
are a great man; and when you are in M, de Treville’s
situation, I beg your interest to procure me an abbey.’

‘Ah! I am quite in the dark!’ said Porthos. ‘Do you also,
Athos, approve of what d’Artagnan has done?*

‘Most assuredly!’ said Athos. ‘I not only approve of it,
but I congratulate him.’ ‘

‘And now, gentlemen,’ said d’Artagnan, not deigning to
explain himself to Porthos—' ‘All for one——one for alll’
this is our motto, i8 it not?’ '

‘Nevertheless——' said Porthos. ‘

_ %Stretch out your hand and swear,’ cried Athos and
Alfiitiis at the same time.
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Conquered by the example, but muttcnng in a low tone,,
Porthos stretched out his hand and the four friends repeated ‘
with one voice the formal motto” ghctated by d’Artagnan—-

‘All for one; and one for alll>

“That is right. Now, retire to youi homes,’ said d’Artag-
nan, as if he had never been accustomed. t6 anyth.mg bt to
command others. ‘But,’ hé added ‘be watchful; for remem-
ber, that from this moment we are atissue with the cardmal!’

10
A Mousetrap of the Seventeenth Century

THE mousetrap is not a modern invention. As soon as
societies had, in eotabhshmg themselves, instifuted some
kind of pohce, that police in its turn invented mousetraps.

As our readers are perhaps not familiar with the slang of
the Rue de Jerusalem, and as it is, although we have been
engaged'in authorshlp for fifteen years, the first time that we
have used the word in this signification, let us explam to
them what a mousétrap is.

When an individual has been arrested, in any hoise what-
ever, on suspicion of some crime, his arrest is kept secret}
four or five men are placed in ambush in the front room of
this house; all who knock are admitted, and ‘also locked i in
and detained; and, in this manner, at thc end of three or
four days, they can lay thelr ﬁngers on all the frequenters
of the establishment. =~

This, reader, is a mousetrap! and into such a one wis M.
Bonancieux’s apartment 'transformed. Whoever applied
there, was seized and examined by the cardinal’s people.
But as there was a private court lead.mg to the first floor,
which d’Artagnan occupied, his visitors' were all exempt
from this detention. The three musketeers, however, were,
in fact, the only visitors he had; and each of thesé had, by
this time, commeneed a separate’search, but had discovered
nothing. Athos had even gone so far as to queéstion M. de
Treville—a circumstance which, 'cornisidering his habitual
taciturnity, had greatly surprised his- captain. But M. de
Treville knew nothing about it; excepting that the last time
he had seen either the king, the queen, and the cardinal, the
cardinal was very morose; the king -very uneasy, and tlife
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queen’s eyes were red from watching or weeping. But this
last circumstance had not attracted much of his notice, as
the queen had, since her marriage, both watched and wept
frequently.

Furihermore, M. de Treville strongly advised Athos to
be active in the king’s service, and more particularly in
the queen’s, and requested him to transmit the advice 1o
his companions.

As to d’Artagnan, he did not stir out ot his lodgings. He
had converted his room into an observatory. From his own
windows he saw everybody who came into the trap; and as
he had taken up some squares from the [loor, and dug up
the deafening, so that nothing but a ceiling separated him
from the room below, where the exanunations were made,
he heard all that passed between the inquisitors and the
accused. The interrogatories, which were preceded by a
strict search, were almost always in these terms-—

‘Has Madame Bonancieux entrusted you with anything
for her husband or any other person?’

‘Has M. Bonancieux entrusted you with anything for his
wife, or any one else?’

‘Has either of them made any verbal communication
to you?

‘If they knew anything, they would not put such questions
as these,” said d’Artagnan to himsclf. ‘But what are they
trying to find out? Whether the Duke of Buckingham is in
Paris at present; and if he has not had, or is not about to
have, an interview with the queen?

D’Artagnan stopped at this idea, which, after all that he
had heard, was not without its probability. In the meantime,
however, both the mousetrap and the vigilance of d’Artag-
nan remained in operation.

Just as it was striking nine on the evening of the day after
poor Bonancieux’s arrest, and just as Athos had left d’Artag-
nan to go o M. de Treville’s, whilst Planchet, who had not
made the bed, was about to do so, there was a knocking at
the street door, which was immediately opened, and shut
again: it was some new prey caught in the trap.

D’Artagnan rushed towards the unpaved part of his room,
and laid himself down to listen, In a short time cries were
heard, and then groans, which someone endeavouped
to stifle. .

There was no thought of examination.

, {The devill’ said d’Artagnan to himself; ‘it seerns to me
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to be a woman; they are searching her, and she resists; the
wretches are using violence!’

In spite of his prudence, d’Artagnan had some trouble to
restrain himself from interfering in the scene which was
being enacted underneath.

‘T tell you, gentlemen, that I am the mistress of the house;
I am Madame Bonancieux. I tell you that I am a servant of
the queen’s!’ exclaimed the unfortunate woman.

‘Madame Bonancieux!’ murmured d’Artagnan; ‘shall I
be so fortunate as to have found her whom everybody
searches for in vain?’

‘You are the very person we were waiting for,” replied
the officers.

The voice became more and more stifled. Violent
struggling made the wainscot rattle. The victim was
offering all the resistance that one woman could offer against
four men.

‘Forgive me, gentlemen, by——" murmured the voice,
which then uttered only inarticulate sounds.

‘They are gagging her! They are gomng to abduct her!’
ejaculated d’Artagnan, raising himself up with a bound.
‘My sword !—Right! it is by my side!—Planchet!’

‘Sir.’

‘Run, and seek Athos, Porthos, and Aramis; one of the
three must be at home; perhaps all. Tell them to arm them-
selves, and hasten here. Ah, now I remember Athos is with
M. de Treville.

‘But where are you going, sirP—Where are you going?’

‘I shall get down through the window,’ said d’Artagnan,
‘that I may be there sooner. Replace the squares, sweep
the floor, go out by the door, and hasten whither I have
told you.’

‘Oh! sir, you will be killed!’ cried Planchet.

‘Hold your tongue, idiot!’ exclaimed d’Artagnan.

Then, grasping the window-sill, he dropped from the
first storey, which was fortunately not high, without giving
himself even a scratch. He then went immediately and
knocked at the door, muttering—

‘I in my turn am going to be caught in the mouse-~
trap; but woe betide the cats who shall deal with such
a mouse!’ :

Scarcely had the knocker sounded beneath the young
man’s hand, ere the tumult ceased, and footsteps approached.
The door was opened, and d’Artagnan, armed with his
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naked sword, sprang into thé apartment of M. Bonancieux;:
The door; doubtless thoved by a spring, closed automatically
behind him. S e AR

Then might those who yet inhabited the untortunate
house of M. Bonancieux, as well as the nearest neighbours,
hear loud outcries, stampings, and the clashing of swords
and the continual crash of furniture. After a moment more;
those who had-looked from: their windows to learn the cause
of this surprising noise, might see the door epen, and four
men clothed in black, not merely go out, but fly like tright<
ened crows, leaving on the ground, and at the corners of the
house, their feathers and wings, that is to say, portions of
their coats and fragments of their cloaks.

D’Artagnan had come off victorious, without much
difficulty, ‘it must be confessed; for only one of the officers
was armed, and he had only gone through a form of defence.
It is quite true that the other three had endeavoured to
knock down the young man with chairs, stools, and crockery,
but two or three scratches from the Gascon’s sword had
scared them. Ten minutes had sufficed for their defeat, and
d’Artagnan had remained master of the field of battle.

The neighbours, who had opened their windows with the
indifference habitual to the inhabitants of Paris at that
season of perpetual-disturbances and riots, closed them again
when they saw the four men escape; their instinct told them
no more was to be seen for the time. Besides, it was getting
late; and then, as well as now, people went to bed early in
the quarter of the Luxembourg. o

‘When d’Artagnan was. left alone with Madame Bonan-
cieux, he turned towards her. The poor woman was recline
ing in/an easy chair, almost senseless. D’Artagnan examined
her with a rapid glance. B ‘

She was a charming woman, about twenty-two or
twenty-three years of age; with blue eyes, a nose slightly
turned up, beautiful teeth, and a complexion of inter-
mingled rose and opal. Here, however, ended the charms

- which might have confounded. her with a. lady of high
birth. Her hands were white, but not delicately formed;
and her feet did not indicate a -woman of quality.
Fortunately, d’Artagnan was not of an age to be nice in
these matters.

Whilst d’Artagnan was examining Madame Bonancieux,
and had got, as we have said, to her feet, he saw on-the
ground a fine cambric handkerchief; which, naturally, he
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picked up; and; at the corner of it; he discovered the same
cipher that he had seen on the handkerchief which had-
nearly caused him and Aramis to cut one another’s throats.

Since that time d’Artagnan had mistrusted all coronetted
handkerchiefs; and he now put that which he had picked

up into Madame Bonancieux’s pocket, without saying a

word. At that moment Madame Bonancieux recovered her

senses. She opened her eyes, looked around her in affright,.
and saw that the room was empty, and that she was alone

with her deliverer. She immediately held out her hands to.

him, with a smile—and Madame Bonancieux had the most

charmmg smile in the world.

- ‘Ah! sir,” said she, ‘it is you who have saved me; al.low me
to thank you!’

‘Madame,’ replied d’Artagnan, ‘I have only done what
any gentleman would have done in my situation. You owe:
me no thanks.’

“Yes, yes, sir, I do; and I hope to prove-to you that this
service has not been for naught. But what did these men,
- whom I at first took for robbers, want with me? and why
is not M. Bonancieux here?’

‘Madame, these men were far more dangerous than any
robbers would have been, for they are agents of the cardinal;
and as for your husband, M. Bonancieux, he is not here,
because he was t1ken yesterday to the Bastile.’ -

‘My husband in the Bastile!’ cried Madame Bonancxeux
‘Oh, my God! what can he have done, poor, dear man!
Why, he is innocence itself!’

And something like a smile glanced across the yet alarmed
countenance of the young woman,

‘As to what he has been domg, madame, said d’Artagnan,
‘I believe that his only crime consists in having at the same
time the good fortune and the misfortune of being your
husband.’

“Then, sir, you know?’ -

‘I know that you were carried off, madamc

‘But by whom? do you know that"‘ Oh, if you know, pray

tell me!’

‘By a man about forty or forty-five years of age, with
dark hair, a brown complexlon, and a scar on the left
temple.’

“Just so, just so: but his.name?’

‘Ah! his name—I don’t know it myself.> .

‘And did my husband know that I had been camed off?*
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‘He had been informed of it by a letter sent him by the
ravisher himself.’

‘And does he suspect,’ demancled Madame Bonancieux,
with some confusion, ‘the cause of this abduction?’

‘He attributes it, I believe, to some political cause,’

‘At first I doubted whether it was so, but now, as I think,
he does; and so my dear M. Bonancieux did not mistrust
me for a single instant?

‘Ah! so far from that, madame, he was too proud of your
prudence and your love.’ '

A second smile, almost imperceptible, glitled over the rosy
lips of the beautiful young woman.

‘But,” continued d’Artagnan, ‘how did you make your
escape?’

‘I profited by a moment in which I was left alone; and
as I learned this morning the cause of my abduction, by the
help of my sheets I got out of the window, and hurried here,
where I expected to find my husband.’ ,

‘To place yourself under his protection?

‘Oh, no! poor dear man! I knew that he was incapable
of protecting me; but, as he might be of some service to us,
I wished to put him on his guard.’

‘Against what?’ ‘

‘Alas! that is not my secret; and I dare not tell it
to you.’

‘Besides,” said d’Artagnan—*(pardon me, madame, if,
protector as I am, I remind you of prudence)—besices, T
think that we are scarcely in a situation suitable tor con-
fidences. The men whom I have put to flight will return
reinforced, and if they find us here, we shall be lost. I have
sent to suramon three of my friends, but it is uncertain
whether they may be at home!’

- ‘Yes! yes! you are right,” said Madame Bonancieux, in
alarm; ‘let us fly: let us escape!’

And seizing d’Artagnan by his arm, she v«gerly drew
him along,

‘But whither shall we fly? where shall we escape to?’
said d’Artagnan,

‘Let us get away from thls place first, and then, having
got clear of it, we shall see.’

Without taking the trouble to shut the door, the two
young people hastily passed down the Rue des Fossoyeurs,
crossed the Rue des Fosses Monsieur le Prince, and did not
stop until they reached the Place de St. Sulpice,

¥20



SEVENTEENTH CENTURY MOUSETRAP

‘And now, what next?’ inquired d’Artagnan; ‘and whither
would you like me to conduct you?’

‘I confess that I scarcely know whither,” said Madame
Bonancieux. ‘I had intended, through my husband, to
intimate my escape to M. de la Porte, so that the latter
might tell us exactly what has happened at the Louvre
within the last three days, and whether there would be
any danger in my presenting myself there.’

‘But I,’ said d’Artagnan, ‘can go and inform M. de la
Porte.’

“‘Undoubtedly; yet there is one difficulty. M. Bonancieux
is known at the Louvre, and would be allowed to enter;
whilst you, not being known, would not be admitted.’

‘Nonsense!’ said d’Artagnan: ‘there is doubtless a porter
at some wicket of the Louvre who is devoted to you, and who,
thanks to some countersign:

Madame Bonancieux looked earnestly at the young man.
‘And if I trusted you with this countersign,” said she,
‘would you undertake to forgot it as soon as you had made
use of it ,

‘On my word of honour! on the faith of a gentleman!’
said d’Artagnan, with that accent of truth which never can
mislead.

‘Well, I believe you! You look like 2 man of honour, and
your fortune perhaps may depend on your devotion.’

‘T will perform, without any promises, and conscien-
tiously, whatever I can to serve the king, and to be accept-
able to the queen,” said d’Artagnan; ‘use me, therefore,
as a‘friend!’

‘But what is to become of me in the meantime?’

‘Have you no acquaintance, to whose house M. de la
Porte can come for you?’

‘No, I would rather not trust to any one!’

‘Wait,” said d’Artagnan; ‘we are now just by Athos’s
door; yes, this is the best way!’

‘And who is Athos?’

+ ‘A friend of mine.’

‘But, if he is at home, and sees me?’

. ‘But he is not thc'rc, and I will take away the key when
I have placed you in his apar¢ment,’

‘Suppose he should return?’

‘He will not return; besides, if he should, he will be told
that I have brought a woman here, and that she is now in
his apartment.’ .
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‘But. don’t you see this will compromise me very much?*

‘What need you care! no one knows you. Besides, we are
not in a position to be particular.’

‘Well, let us go to your friend’s house, then; where does
he live?’

- ‘In the Rue Ferou—two steps from here.’

© ‘Clome, then,” And the two proceeded on their way. As
d’Artagnan had foreseen, Athos was not at home; so taking
the key, which they were in the habit of giving to him as a
friend of the musketeer, he ascended the stairs, and intro-
duced Madame Bonancieux into the little apartment which
we have already described.

‘You are now at home,’ said he. ‘Lock the door inside, and
do not open it to any one, unless you hear three knocks—
thus;’ and he tapped three times——two taps together, pretty
hard, and, after a short interval, a gentler tap.

“That will do,” said Madame Bonancieux; ‘and now let
me give you my instructions.’

‘I am all attention.’ .

‘Present yourself at the postern of the Louvre, on the
side of the Rue de I'Echelle; and ask for Germain.’

‘Very well; and what next??

‘He will ask you what you want; you must answer by
these words—‘Tours and Brussels’—and he will immediately
listen to your commands.’

‘And what shall I tell him to do?*

‘To go and find M. de la Porte, the qucen’s valet-de-
chambre.’ .

‘And when M. de la Porte has come?’

“‘You will send him to me.’

“Very well. But where, and how, shall I see you again?
. “Do you feel particularly anxious to see me again?’

‘Particularly.’

‘Well, then, leave that to my care; and be at ease.’

‘I rely upon your word,’

‘And quite right.’

' D’Artagnan took leave of Madame Bonancieux, with the
most amorous glance that he could possibly concentrate
upon her charming little person; and whilst he was descend-
ing the stairs, he heard the door behind him double locked,
In two bounds he was at the Louvre; and, as he entered
the small door in the Rue- de I'Echelle, it: struck ten; so
that all the evenis we have just related had transpired
within half an hour, ‘
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Everything happened. just as; Madame Bonancigux had
predicted. Germajn heard the watchword with,a bow, and
in ten minutes de la Porte was -in the porter’s lodge; and
in two words d’Artagnan told him what had occurred, and
where Madame Bonancieux was to be found. La Porte made
himself certain of the address by having it twice repeated,
and then hurried away. But he had scarcely taken ten steps,
before he returned.

‘Young man,’ said he, ‘let me glve you some good counscl 3

‘What is it?>. -~ .

“You may possibly get into some r.rouble on account of
this affair.’ - -

‘Do you think so?’

‘I do! Have youy any friend whose clock is slow?’

‘Suppose I have?’

‘Go and pay him a visit, that he may be able to bear
witness. that you were in his company at half-past nine.
In law, that is what is called an alibi.’

D’Artagnan thought the advice prudent. He therefore
took to his heels, and reached M. de Treville’s; but, instead
of entering the drawing-room, with the rest of the company,
he asked to be admitted into the cabinet, and as he was
one of. the habitual frequenters of the hotel, no objection
was .made to this; and M. de Treville was soon informed
that his young compatriot, having something of importance
to communicate, solicited a private interview.

In five minutes M. de Treville was there, .and. asked
d’Artagnan what he could do for him, and to what ‘he.was
indebted for a visit at such a.late hour?

‘Forgive me, sir,” said d’Artagnan (who ha:l taken
advantage of the moment he was left alone, to put the clock
back three quarters of an. ‘hour), ‘but I thought, as it was
only twenty-five :mnutes past nine, it was not yet too late
to wait upon you

‘Twenty-five minutes past nine !’ cxclalmed M de Trevﬂle,
looking at the clock, ‘it is 1mposs1ble" .

‘Look for yourself, sir,’ said d’Artagnan, ‘the clock
shows it.’ .

‘You are right,’ rcphed M. de Trcvxlle I should have
thought it was later. But what can'I do for you?’

Then d’Artagnan entered into a long story about the
queen; expressing all the fears, that he entertained upon her
majesty’s account, and recounting all that he had heard
about the cardinal’s designs against Buckingham; and this
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with a degree of tranquillity and consistency by which M. de
Treville was the more readily duped, inasmuch as he had
himself, as we have already said, remarked that something
fresh was stirring between the cardinal, the king. and the
queen.

Just as the clock was striking ten, d’Artagnan arose, and
took his leave of M. de Treville, who thanked him for his
information, expressed on him an inccssant earnestness in
the service of the king and queen, and returned to his satoon,

But d’Artagnan remembered, at the bottom of the stairs,
that he had forgotten his cane; he therefore hastened up
again, re-entered the cabinet. and with one touch ot his
finger put the clock to its right time. so that it might not be
seen the next day to have been wrong: then, satisfied that
he had a witness there to prove his a/ibi, he again descended
the stairs, and soon found himself in the street,

3
The Intrigue Becomes Confused

WHEN his visit to M. de Treville was cnded, d’Artagnan
took, in pensive mood, the longest road to return to hig
own home.

But what were the meditations which thus led him from
his way; contemplating, with successive sighs and smiles,
the stars that glittered in the sky.

Alas! he was intent on Madame Bonancieux. To an
apprentice’ musketeer, the charms of that young person
raised her almost into an ideal of love, Pretty, mysterious,
and initiated into all the court secrets, which reflected so
much charming seriousness over her seductive features, he
supposed her, also. to be not wholly unimpassioned. which
is an irresistible attraction to novices in these engagements
of the heart. He felt, moreover, that he had delivered her
from the hands of miscreants who wished to search and
maltreat her; and this important service had prepossessed
her with a sentiment of gratitude towards him, which might
easily be made to take a character of greater tenderness,

So rapidly do our dreams travel on imagination’s wings,
that d’Artagnan already fancied himself accosted by some
messenger from Madame Bonandieuk, héiding to him an
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appointment for an interview, or a diamond or a chain of
gold. We have already intimated that the young cavaliers
were not then ashamed of accepting presents from their
king; and we may add, that, in those times of easy morality,
they were not more scrupulous in respect of their mistresses,
and that these latter almost always conferred upon them
some precious and durable memorials, as though they were
endeavouring to overcome the instability of their sentiments
by the solidity of gifts.

Men did not then blush at owing their advancement to
women; and we might refer to many amongst the heroes
of that age of gallantry, who would neither have won their
spurs at first, nor their battles afterwards, but for the better
or worse furnished purse which some mistress had suspended
at their saddle-bow.

Now, d’Artagnan possessed nothing. His provincial
hesitation—that superficial varnish, and ephemeral bloom,
that down on the peach—had evaporated in the storm of
somewhat unorthodox advice which the three musketeers
had given to their friend. According to the curious customs
of the time, he had come to look upon himself as being just
as much engaged in a campaign whilst he was at Paris, as
though he had been in Flanders. Spaniard there, woman
here: yet, in either case, there was an enemy to overcome,
and contributions to raise.

But let us not disguise that the young Gascon was, at
present, influenced by a nobler and more disinterested
feeling. The mercer had confessed to him that he was rich;
and it was easy to infer that, with a simpleton like Bonan-
cieux, the wife would be the keeper of the purse. But
nothing of this kind had contributed to that sentiment which
the sight of Madame Bonancieux had inspired, and selfish-
ness had been almost disregarded in the dawning love which
had arisen from his interview. We say almost—for the
assurance that a young, lovely, charming and witty woman
is rich also, has a tendency, not to diminish, but rather to
corroborate, this growth of sentiment. In easy circumstances,
there are a crowd of aristocratic cares and caprices which
accord well with beauty. A white and fine stocking, a silken
dress, a lace kerchief, a pretty little shoe, a becoming
ribband, do not make an ugly woman pretty, but they make
a pretty woman irresistible; whilst her hands, moreover, are
sure to be the gainers by her wealth; for the hands—in
women, especially—must remain idle to be beautiful.
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Now, as the reader very well knows—for we have made
no secret of the state of his finances—d’Artagnan was not
a man of large fortune. It is true that he quite expected
to become so, at some future time; but the date which he
bad himself fixed on for that happy transformation, was ag
yet far distant. In thc meantime, what sorrow would it be
to see the woman whom one idolizes sighing for the thousand
trifles in which so much of the happiness of womankind
consists, and to be unable to procure them for her. But
when the woman is rich, although the lover is poor, the gifts
which he cannot present, she can provide for herself; and
then, although it may most frequently be with the husband’s
money that these enjoyments are obtained, it is not com.
monly to this husband that the gratitude is shown,

"Thus disposed to become the most passionate of adrgjrers,
d’Artagnan had not ceased to be a devoted friend. In the
midst of his more tender feelings towards the mercer’s wife,
he was not forgetful of his companions. The pretty Madame
Bonancieux was the very woman to take on an excursion
to the plain of Saint Denis, or the fair at St. Germain, in
company with Athos, Porthos, and Aramis, to whom he
should be so proud to show his charming conquest, And
then—as d’Artagnan had happened to remark of late—after
a long walk one gets hungry; and they would have some of
those pleasant little dinners, during which one touches on
this side thie hand of a friend, on that the foot of a mistress,
Finally, in moments of emergency, in great extremities, might
it not be his happiness to be the saviour of his friends?

But what of M. Bonancieux, whom d’Artagnan had given
over to the keeping, of the officers; disowning him aloud,,
whilst, in a whisper, he assured him of his care? We must
confess to oyr readers, that d’Artagnan had never thought
of him at all; or, if he did think of him, it was merely to
congratulate himself, that he was very well where he was,
wherever 'that might be. Love is the most selfish of all our
passions. :
mthelcss,” let our readers take comfort: though
d’Artagnan forgets his landlord, or pretends to forget him,
under the excuse of not knowing where he has been taken, -
we have not forgotten him, and do know where he is, But,
for the present, let us act like the amorous Gascon. As for
the worthy mercer, we will return to him by and by.

'D’Artagnan, whilst meditating on his future love, and
conversing with the night, and smiling on the stars, pro-
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ceeded along the Rue de’ Cherche Midi, or Chasse- Midi;
as it was.then called: Being -id Aramis’s neighbourhood;
he thought he might as well pay ' him a visit; to explam
why he had sent Planchet with the mv1tatxon to' come
immediately to the mousetrap.

If Planchet had found Aramis at home, the latter had
probably hastened to the Rue des Fossoyeurs, and, finding
nobody there but his other two friends, perhaps, they would
all have been in ignorance of what the summons meant.
This dilemma needed some a:planatxon, or, at: least, so
said d’Artagnan aloud. -

But, in his inner soul, he thought that this call would give
him an opportunity ‘of talking of the pretty ‘Madame
Bonancieux, with whom his mind, if not his heart, was
already quite occupied. It is not in regard to a first love that !
we must look for discretion. Theé joy with which such a love
is attended is so exuberant, that it must everflow, or it would
suffocate us.

For the last two hours Paris had been dark and nearly
deserted. Eleven o’clock was striking from all the clocks of
the Faubourg St. Germain; the time was mild, and
d’Artagnan was passing down a small street’situated on the
ground where the Rue d’Assas now stands, where the air
was redolent of odours which were borne on the wind along
the Rue de Vaugiraud, from gardens that the evening dews
and the gentle gales refreshed. Afar off, though deadened
by substantial shutters, was heard the revelry of the wine
shops which were scattered over the flat quarters. Having
reached the end of this street, d’Artagnan turned to the left.
The house where Aramis lived was situated between the
Rue Cassette and the Rue Servandoni. ‘

D’Artagnan had already passed by the Rue Cassette, and
could just perceive the door of his friend’s house, embosomed
amidst sycamores and clematis, when he saw something like
a shadow which came out of the Rue Servandoni. This
something was enveloped in a cloak, and d’Artagnan at first
thought that it was a man; but from the smallness of its size,
the irresolution of its manner, and its impeded step, he soon
became convinced that it must be a woman. And, moreover,
this woman, as though she was uncertain of the house
she sought for, lifted up her eyes to examine, stopped,
turned back, and then retraced her steps. D’Artagnan was
at a loss. .

" ‘Suppose I should 'go and proﬁ'er my services!’ thought
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he. ‘By her manner it is evident that she is young, ag
perhaps she is pretty. Oh, yes! But then a woman who rug
about the streets at this hour, seldom goes out except 1,
meet her lover. Plague! if I should interrupt an appointment,
it would be but a bad kind of introduction.’

The young woman, however, still came forward, counti
the windows and the houses. This was not indeed a long o
difficult operation. There were but three hotels in that pan
of the street, and but two windows looking upon the
thoroughfare; of which one was that of a pavilion, parally
to the pavilion of Aramis, and the other that of Aramj
himself.

‘By Jove!’ said d’Artagnan to himself, as he sudden)
remembered the theologian’s niece—‘by Jove! it would he

i droll if this wandering dove is looking for my friend’s #ouge,
But, upon my soul, it seems very like it. Ah, my dear Aramis|
I will be. satisfied abqut it once and for all.’

Making himself as small as possible, d’Artagnan concealed
himself in the most obscure part of the street, near a stone
bench placed at the back of a niche. ‘

The young woman continued to advance; tor, besicles the
lightness of her step which had betrayed her, a slight, small
cough had also denoted a gentle voice. I)’Artagnan con.
cluded that this cough was a signal, .

Nevertheless, whether this cough had been answered by
some corresponding signal which had ended the uncertainties
of her nocturnal search, or whether, without any such
external aid, she perceived herself to have found her journey's
end, the lady advanced resolutely, and knocked three times,
at equal intervals, and with a bent finger, on the shuttey
of Aramis’s window.

‘It is really at Aramis’s house,” muttered d’Artagnan. ‘Ah,
Mr, Hypocrite, I catch you studying theology!’

Scarcely had the three taps been given, befors the inner
casement opened, and a light appeared, \

‘Ah, ah!’ said the listener, ‘not at the door, but the
window! Ah! ah! the visit was expected. Come, the shutter
Véﬂ;ig?,opened presently, and the lady will get in by escalade,

But, to his great astonishment, the shutter contin
dosed; and, what was more, the light, which had flashi !
for an instant, disappeared, and all became dark again.

D’Artagnan thought that this coudd not fast, and coRy
tinued to watch with all, hig eyes and ears. He was right
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in a few seconds, two knocks were heard from the inside;
and when the young woman of the street answered by one
knock, the shutter opened.

It may be judged if d’Artagnan did not look and listen

eagerly.

Unfortunately, the light had been removed into some
other room; but the eyes of the young man were accustomed
to the darknss Besides, it is said that the eyes of Gascons,
like those of cats, have the faculty of seeing in the night.

D’Artagnan was able, therefore, to see the young woman
take from her pocket something white, which she unfolded
quickly, and which took the form of a pocket handkerchief,
and she then drew the attention of the person she addr&ssed
to the corner of the object she unfolded.

This reminded d’Artagnan of the handkerchief he had
found at the feet of Madame Bonancieux, which, also, had
recalled to his recollection the one that he had drawn from
under the foot of Aramis.

‘What the deuce, then, could this handkerc}nef mean?

Situated as he was, d’Artagnan could not see the count-
enance of Aramis—we say Aramis, because the young man
had no doubt that it was his friend who was conversing
from the inside with the lady on the outside. His curiosity,
therefore, overcame his prudence; and, profiting by the
earnest attention which the sight of the handkerchief excited
in the two persons whom we have described. he left his place
of concealment, and, quickly as lightning, yet with cautious
step, placed himself near a corner of the wall, from which
his eye could completely overlook the inside of Aramis’s
apartment.

On reaching this spot, he was scarcely able to restrain an
exclamation of surprise. It was not Aramis who was con-
ferring with the midnight visitor, but a woman. D’Artagnan
could just discern enough to recognise the general aspect of
her vesture, but not to distinguish her features. At that
moment the woman in the room drew a handkerchief from
her own pocket, and exchanged it for the one which had
been shown to her. A few words were then pronounced by
the two women, the shutter was closed, and the woman in
the street returned, and, lowering the hood of her cloak
passed within four paces of d’Artagnan. But her precaution
had been taken too late; he had already recognised Madame
Bonancieux.

Madame Bonanci¢ix! The suspicion had already crossed
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his mind when he saw her take the handkerchief from her
pocket; but what probability was there that Madame
Bonancieux, who had sent for M. de la Porte, in order that
he might conduct her to the Louvre, should be coursing
through the streets of Paris at half-past eleven at night,
at the hazard of being .carried off a second time? It
must unquestionably be on some important affair; and
what affair is of importance to a woman of twenty-five but
love?

But was it on her own account, or that of some other
person, that she exposed herself to this risk? This was the
inward doubt of the young man, whom the demon of
jealousy was now tormenting, as though he had been an
acknowledged lover. To satisfy himself as to where Madame
Bonancieux was going, there was, in fact, one very simple
way, which was to follow her. So simple, indeed, did this
course appear, that d’Artagnan adopted it naturally, and
as it were by instingg.

But, at the sight of the young man who moved from the
wall, like a statue escaping from its alcove, and at the sound
of his steps behind her, Madame Bonancieux uttered a
faint scream, and fled.

D’Artagnan ran after her. It was no great difficulty
him to catch a woman encumbered by a large cloak, He
overtook her, in fact, before she had gone a third of the
length of the street. The poor woman was exhausted, not
by fatigue, but terror; and when d’Artagnan put his hand
upon her shoulder, she sunk upon one knee, exclaiming in
a suffocated voice—

‘T will die before you learn anything.’

D’Artagnan raised her up, by placing his arm round her
waist, but, perceiving by her weight that she was upon the
point of fainting, he hastened to encourage her by protest-
ations of devotion. These protestations were of no avail
against Madame Bonancieux, for they may easily be made
with the most mischievous intentions in the world; but the
voice was everything., The young woman thought that she
recognised that voice. She opened her eyes, threw one
glance upon the man who had so frightened her, and, seeing
that it was d’Artagnan, gave utterance to a cry of joy.

‘Oh! it is you, it is you,” said she. ‘God be thanked?’

“Yes, it is I,’ said d’Artagnan, ‘whom God has sent to
guard you.’ ‘ -

. “And was it with this intent that you followed me,’ asked
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the young woman, with a smile full of coquetry; for all her
fears had vanished, and her love of badinage had resumed
its ascendancy, on the instant that she recogmscd a friend
in him whom she had dreaded as a foe. :

‘No,’ replied d’Artagnan. ‘No, I confess that it is chance
which put me on your track. I saw a woman knocking at
the window of one of my friends.’

‘Of one of your friends!” interrupted Madame Bonancieux.

“Yes, ccrtainly! Aramis is one of my intimates.’

‘Aramis! who is he?’

‘Come, now, do you pretend to tell me that you do not
know Aramis?’

‘It is the first time that I ever heard his name.’

“Then it is the first time that you have visited this house?’

“Yes, indeed !’

‘And you did not know that a young man occupied it?’

‘No.’

‘A musketeer”

‘By no means.’

“Then it was not him that you came to look for?

‘Most assuredly not! Besides, you must have plainly seen
that the person whom I talked to was a woman.’

~¥Phat is true; but then this woman is one of Aramis’s
friends!?’

‘I know nothing about that.’

" “Why, she lodges at his house.’

“That is not my affair.’

‘But who is she?’

‘Oh! that is not my secret.’

‘My dear Madame Bonancieux, you are very charming,
but you are at the same time the most mysterious creature.’

‘Is that to my loss?’

‘No; on the contrary, it lends you enchantment}’

‘As that is the case, give me your arm.’

‘With great pleasure; what now?’

‘Now take care of me.’

‘Where to?’

‘Where I am going.’

‘But where may that be?’

‘You will see, since you will leave me at the door.’

‘May I wait for you there?’

‘That would be useless.’

“Then you will return alone?’

‘Possibly.’
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‘But the person who will accompany you afierwards—
will it be 2 man or a woman?’

‘I do not know yet.’

‘But I will find out.”

‘And how so?’

‘T will wait to see you come out.’

‘In that case, adieu!’

‘But, why?’

‘I do not want youl!’

‘But you claimed my protection.’

‘I claimed the assistance of a gentleman. and not the
vigilance of a spy.’

‘You are severe.’

‘How would you call those who follow people who don’t
want them?’

‘Indiscreet !’

“The term is too mild!’

‘Come, madame, I see that one must obey you.’

‘Why deprive yourself ot the merit of doing so at once?

‘Is there none in my repentance?’

‘But do you sincerely repent?’

‘I don’t know that myself. But I do know that I promise
to do just what you wish, if you will let me accomapany$
you where you are going.’

‘And you will leave me afterwards?”

‘Yes.’

‘Without awaiting my exit?’

‘Certainly.’

‘On your word of honour?

‘On the word of a gentleman!’

‘Then take my arm, and let us get on.’

D’Artagnan offered his arm, which Madame Bonancieux,
half laughing and halt trembling, accepted, and they reached
the top of the Rue de la Harpe; but the young woman
appeared to hesitate there, as she had hesitated before at
the Rue Vaugirard. Nevertheless, by certain marks, she
appeared to recognise a door, which she approached.

‘Now, sir,’ said she, ‘it is here that my business calls me.
I return you a thousand thanks for your good company,
which has saved me from all the dangers to which I should
have been exposed alone; but the time is now come for
you to keep your word. You must leave me here.’

‘And will you be exposed to no danger in returning?’

‘I shall only have to fear robbers.’

132



THE INTRIGUE BECOMES CONFUSED

‘Is that nothing?’

‘What could they take from me? I have not a farthing
in my possession!’

‘You forget that beautiful embroidered handkerchief,
with the arms on it.

‘Which?’

“That which I found at your feet, and replaced in your
pocket.’

‘Silence! Silence! you xmprudent man! Would you ruin
me?’

‘You see now that there is still some danger, since one
word makes you tremble, and you confess that if this word
was heard you would be ruined. Come now, madame,’
continued d’Artagnan, seizing her hand, ‘be more generous;
put some confidence in me; have you not read in my eyes
that my heart is full of sympathy and devotion?

‘Yes,” said Madame Bonancieux; ‘and do but ask me for
my own secrets, and I will trust you with them all; but
those of others are a different matter.’

‘Very welll’ replied d’Artagnan, ‘then I will find them
out. Since these secrets have an influence on your life, it is
necessary that they should become mine also.’

‘Have a care!’ exclaimed the young woman, in a tone of
seriousness which made d’Artagnan shudder involuntarily.
‘Oh! do not interfere in anything that concerns me; do not
seek to aid me in any of my undertakings;—avoid them,
I beseech you, in the name of the interest that you feel for
me, and in the name of that service which you rendered
to me, and which I never shall forget whilst my life lasts!
Let me advise you rather to think of me no more; let my
existence be obliterated from your mind; let me be to you
as though you had never chanced to see me.’

‘Would you like Aramis to do the same, madame?’ asked
d’Artagnan, full of jealousy.

‘This makes the second or third time that you have
mentioned that name, sir, although I have already told you
that I do not know the owner of it.’

‘You do not know the man at whose window-shutters you
went to knock? Come, madame, you must think me credulous
indeed !’

‘Confess that it is to keep me talkmg here, that you have
invented this tale, and this person.’

‘I invent nothing, ma.dame——-nothlng I am telling the
exact truth!’
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‘And you say that one of your friends lives in that house?

‘I say it, and I repeat it for the third time—that house
is inhabited by a friend of mine, and that friend is Aramis,’

‘All this will be explained by and by,’ murmured the
young woman; ‘and now, sir, be silent.’

‘If you could see into my heart,’ said d’Artagnan, ‘you
would discover so much curiosity, that you would have pity
on me: ard so much love, that you would dircctly satisfy
my curiosity. You ought not to distrust those who love you!’

‘You come quickly to love, sir,” said the young woman,
shaking her head. . ‘

"“It is because love has come quickly on me, and {or the
first time; and I am not yet twenty years of age.’

The young woman stole a glance at him.,

‘Listen,” continued d’Artagnan; ‘I am already on the
track: three months ago I was near fighting a duel with
Aramis on account of a handkerchief like that which you

showed the lady who was at his house; it was on account of

a handkerchief marked in the same manner, I am positive.’

‘Sir,” said the young woman, ‘you really bore me, I
declare, with these questions.’

‘But you, madame, prudent as you are, Suppose you were
arrested with this handkerchief upon you, and the hand-
kerchief was seized, would you not be compromised?’

‘How so? Are not the initials my own—C. B.—Constance
Bonancieux?’ : .

- ‘Or, Camille de Bois Tracy.’

‘Silence, sir! Again I say, silence! Oh, since the dangers
which I run do not deter you, think of those you may run
yourself.?

‘I?!

“Yes, you. There is the danger of imprisonment and death
in knowing me.’

“Then I will never leave youl’

‘8ir,” said the young woman, in a tone of supplication,
clasping her hands as she spoke; ‘in the name of heaven,
by the honour of a soldier, by the courtesy of a gentleman,
I implore you to leave me. See! it is now striking twelve,
the very hour at'which I am expected.’

‘Madame,’ said the young man, bowing, ‘I can refuse
nothing solicited in those terms. Be reassured; I leave you.’
. ‘But you will not follow—will not watch me? .

‘No, I shall return home immediately.’

‘Ah! I was convinced that you were an honourable man!’

+
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exclaimed Madame Bonancieux, offering one of her hands
to him, as she placed the other on the knocker of a small
door, which was well-nigh concealed in a recess.

D’Artagnan seized the hand which was offered to hlm,
and kissed it eagerly.

‘Alas!’ exclaimed d’Artagnan, with that unpolished
simplicity which women sometimes prefer to the delicacies
of politeness, because it illuminates the depths of thought,
and proves that feeling is more powerful than reason, ‘I wish
I had never seen youl’

‘Welll’ said Madame Bonancieux, in a tone almost
affectionate, and pressing the hand which held hers, ‘well!
T will not say the same as you do; that which is lost to-day
may not be lost for ever. Who knows whether, when I am
freed from my present embarrassments, I may not satisfy
your curiosity?’

‘And do you make the same promise regarding my love?
asked the overjoyed d’Artagnan.

‘Oh! I dare give no promises in that respect. It must
depend upon the sentiments with which you may inspire me.’

‘But, at present, madame?’

‘At present, sir, I have not got beyond gratitude.’

‘Alas! you are too charming; and only take advantage
of my love.’

‘No, I take advantage ot your generosity, that’s all. But
believe me, with some people, nothing can be wholly lost.’

“You make me the happiest of men. Oh! do not forget
this evening, and this promise?’

‘Be assured, I will remember everything at the right time
and place. But now go; go, in heaven’s name! I was expected
at midnight, and am behind my time.’

‘By five minutes.’

‘But, under certain circumstances, five minutes are five
ages.’ -

‘Yes! when one loves.’

‘Well, who has told you that this is not a love-affair?’

‘It is 2 man who expects you!’ cried d’Artagnan; ‘a man!*

‘There, now, the discussion is about to be repewed,” cried °
Madame Bonancieux, with a half smile, which was not
altogether exempt from impatience.

‘No!Iam going. I trust you; I wish to have all the merit of
my devotion, even if I ama fool for it! Adieu! madame,adieu.’

Then, as though hé felt himself too weak to relinquish the
fair hand he held but by a shock, he hastily ran off, whilst
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Madame Bonancieux rapped three times at the door, slowly
and regularly, as she had before done at the window-shutter,

At the corner of the street he turned, but the door had
been opened and closed again, and the mercer’s pretty wife
had disappeared.

D’Artagnan proceeded on his way. He had promised
Madame Bonancieux not to watch her; and, had his life
depended on a knowledge of the place that she was going
to, or the person who went with her, he would still have
gone home, as he had promised to do. In five minutes he
was in the Rue des Fossoyeurs.

‘Poor Athos,’ said he, ‘he will not understand this. He
will have fallen asleep waiting for me, or he will have
returned home, and will have learned that there has been
a woman there. A woman at Ais house! After all,’ continued
d’Artagnan, ‘there certainly was one at Aramis’s. All this
is very strange, and I shall be extremely curious to know
how it will end.’

. “Badly, sir, badly,’ replied a voice, which the young man
recognised as that of Planchet, for in soliloquising aloud, in the
manner of persons who are deeply occupied, he had entered
the passage, at the bottom of which was his own staircase.

‘How, badly! what are you saying, you fool?’ said
d’Artagnan, ‘and what has happened?’

‘All sorts of misfortunes.’

‘What misfortunes?’

*In the first place, M. Athos is arrested.”

‘Arrested! Athos arrested! and what for?’

‘He was found in your lodgings, and they mistook him
for you.’

‘And by whom has he been arrested?’

‘By the guard which was brought by the men in black
whom you put to flight.’

‘Why did he not give his name? Why not say that he was

- not concerned in this affair?’

‘He was very careful not to do that, sir. On the contrary,
he came near me and said—‘Thy master wants his liberty
just now, and I do not need mine; since he knows all, and
1 know nothing. They will believe him to be in custody, and
that will give him time; in three days I will declare who
I am, and they will be obliged to let me go.’

‘Brave Athos! noble heart!” muttered d’Artagnan. ‘I
recognise him well in that! And what did the officers do?’ :
- ‘Four of them took him either to the Bastile or to Fort ;
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I’Eveque; and two remained with the men in black, rum-
maging everywhere, and carrying away all your papers.
The other two mounted guard at the door whilst all this
was doing; and at last they went away, leaving the house
empty and the door open.’

‘And Porthos and Aramis?’

‘I could not find them; they have not been.’

‘But they may come at any moment, for you left word
that I was waiting for them.’

‘Yes, sir.’

‘Well, then, do not stir from here. If they should come,
tell them what has happened, and that they must wait for
me at the Pine-apple Tavern. There might be some danger
here; the house may be watched. I will run to M. de
Treville’s, to tell him all this, and then will rejoin them there.’

‘Very well, sir,” said Planchet.

‘But you will remain? you will not be afraid,” said
d’Artagnan, turning back a step to encourage his lackey.

‘Be easy, sir,” said Planchet; ‘you do not know me yet.
I am brave when I please to set about it; the great thing
is to get me in the right mind. Besides, I come from Picardy.’

‘Then it is all settled,’ said d’Artagnan; ‘you will rather
die than desert your post.’

‘Yes, sir; and I will stick at nothing to prove my attach-
ment to you.’

‘Good,’ said d’Artagnan to himself; ‘it is plain that the
method I have followed with this lad is decidedly a pfoper
one. I will adopt it henceforth on every occasion.’

And as fast as his legs, which were already somewhat
fatigued, could carry him, he ran towards the Rue de
Colombier.

M. de Treville was not at home. His company was on
guard at the Louvre; and he was at the Louvre with it

It was necessary, however, to see M. de Treville. It was
important that he should be informed of these events.
D’Artagnan determined, therefore, to obtain an entrance
at the Louvre. His uniform, as one of M. de Essarts’s guards,
ought to be a passport for admission.

He therefore went down the Rue des Petits-Augustins,
and along the Quai to reach the Pont-Neuf. He had balf a
mind to cross the ferry; but on reaching the side of the river
he mechanically put his hand into his pocket, and found
that he had not enough to pay the ferryman.

When he reached the top of the Rue Guénégaud, he saw
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But, unfortunately, the young volunteer had no oppor-
tunity of affording this proof of his devotion to the duke;
and the young woman and the handsome musketeer entered
the Louvre, by the wicket in the Rue de I’Echelle, without
encountering any interruption.

As for d’Artagnan, he went immediately to the Pineapple,
where he found Porthos and Aramis waiting for him,

But without giving them any further reason for the trouble
he had caused them, he told them that he had concluded
by himself the business for which he at first thought he
should have wanted their assistance.

And now, carried on as we have been by our history, let
us leave our three friends to return each to his own home,
whilst we follow, amidst the tortuous corridors of the Louvre,
the Duke of Buckingham and his guide.

12
George Villiers, Duke of Buckingham

Mapave Bonancieux and the duke entered the Louvre
without any difficulty; Madame Bonancieux was known to
be of the household of the queen; and the duke wore the
un&rm of the musketeers of M. de Treville, who, as we
haW® said, were on guard that evening. Besides, Germain
was devoted to the queen, and, if anything happened,
Madame Bonancieux would be accused of having introduced
her lover into the Louvre—that was all! She took the blame
‘upon herself; her reputation would be lost, it is true; but
of what value in the world was the reputation of a mercer’s
little wife? .

When they were once inside the court, the duke and the
young woman kept close to the wall for about twenty paces;
at the end of which Madame Bonancieux tried a small
private door, which was usually open during the day, but
closed at night. The door opened, and they both entered,
and found themselves in total darkness; but Madame
Bonancieux was well acquainted with all the turnings and
twistings of this part of the Louvre, which was appropriated
to the persons of the royal suite. She shut all the doom
behind her, took the duke by the hand and going somé
steps on tip-toe, seized hold of a banister, put a foot upofi/
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the staircase, and began to ascend it. The duke had alrez2;
counted two. flights, when she turned to the left, went
through a long corridor, descended another stage, walked
a few steps forward, introduced a key into a lock, opened
a door, and pushed her companion into a room lighted
only by a night-lamp, saying to him—‘Remain here, my
lord duke; some one will come immediately.’ Then she
went out by the same door, locking it after her, so that the
duke found himself literally a prisoner.

Yet though thus deserted, as it were, the duke, it must be
confessed, did not feel the slightest fear. One of the prominent
teatures of his character was the love ot adventure and
romance. Brave, determined, and enterprising, it was not
the first time he had risked his life in such adventures. He
had learned that this pretended message of Anne of Austria,
on the faith of which he had come to Paris, was a snare;
and, instead of returning to England, he had taken advantage
of his position, and assured the queen that he would not
depart without seeing her. The queen had at first positively
refused an interview; but, fearing lest the duke might be
guilty of some folly in his rage, she had resolved to see him,
and to entreat him to return directly; when, on the very
evening on which Madame Bonancieux was charged to
conduct him to the Louvre, that lady was herself carried off.
During two days it was not known what had become of her,
and everything continued in suspense. But Madame Bonan-
cieux once free, and in communication with la Porte, 2#airs
had resumed their course; and she had now accomplished
the perilous enterprise, which, but for her abduction, she
would have executed three days before. Buckingham being
ieft alone, approached a looking-glass. The dress of a
musketeer became him wondrously. At thirty-five years old,
he was justly considered as the handsomest man, and the
most complete gentleman, of France or England. The
favourite of two kings, rich as Croesus, all-powerful in a
realm which he disturbed and tranquillised as. he pleased,
George Villiers, Duke of Buckingham, had engaged in one
of those fabulous existences which remain, throughout the
course of ages, an astonishment to posterity. Confident in
himself, convinced of his power, and satisfied that the laws
which restrain other people could not reach him, he went
straight to the object he had fixed upon, even when that
object was so elevated, and so dazzling, that it would have -
been madness in another to have even glanced towards it.
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Tt was thus that he had managed to approach the beautiful
and haughty Anne of Austria many times, and to make her
love him for his brilliant qualities.

Placing himself before the glass, the duke arrayed his
beautiful fair hair, of which the pressure of his hat had dis-
arranged the curls, and put his moustache in order; and
then, his heart swelling with joy; happy and elated at having
reached the moment he had so long desired, he smiled to-
himself proudly and hopefully.

At that moment a door concealed in the tapestry opened,
and a woman appeared. Buckingham saw the reflection in
the glass; he uttered a cry; it was the queen!

Anne of Austria was at that time twenty-six or twenty-
seven years of age; that is, she was in all the glory of her
beauty. Her deportment was that of a queen, or a goddess,
Her eyes, which shone like emeralds, were perfectly beautiful,
but at the same time full of gentleness and majesty. Her
mouth was small and rosy; and though her under lip, like
that of the princes of the house of Austria, protruded slightly
beyond the other, her smile was eminently gracious, but at
the same time could be profoundly haughty in its scorn,
Her skin was celebrated for its velvet softness, and her hand
and arm were of such surpassing beauty as to be immortal-
ised, as incomparable, by all the poets of the time. Admir-
ably, too, did her hair, which in her youth had been fair,
but had now become chestnut, and which she wore plainly
dré#Rd, and with a great deal of powder, shade a face, on
which the most rigid critic could have desired only a little
less rouge, and the most fastidious sculptor only a little more
delicacy in the formation of the nose.

Buckingham remained an instant perfectly dazzled. Anne
of Austria never had appeared to him so beautiful even in
the midst of balls, and festivals, and entertainments, as she
now appeared, in her simple robe of white satin, and
accompanied by Donna Estefana, the only ome of her
Spanish ladies who had not been driven from her by the
jealousy of the king and the persecutions of the cardinal,

Anne of Austria advanced two steps; the duke threw him-
self at her feet, and before the queen could prevent him, had
kissed the hem of her robe. : ‘ '

‘My lord, you already know that it was not I who sent
for you from England? c '

‘Oh! yes! madame; yes, your majesty!’ exclaimed
Buckingham. ‘I know that I have been a fool, a madman, 16
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believe that the snow could have been animated, that the
marble could grow warm; but what would you expect? The
lover easﬂy believes in love; nor has my journey been entirely
in vam, since I behold you now.’

“Yes,” replied Anne, ‘but you know why, and how, I see
you, my lord. I see you because, insensible to all my distress,
you persist in remaining in a city where, by remaining, you
risk your own life, and my honour; I see you, to tell you that
everything separates us—the depths of the sea, the enmity of
nations, the sanctity of vows! It is sacrilege to struggle
against such things, my lord! And, lastly, I see you to tell
you, that I must never see you more.’

‘Speak, madame—speak, queen.’ said Buckingham; ‘the
softness of your voice repays the sternness of your words.
You speak of sacrilege; but the sacrilege is in the separation
of hearts, which God had formed for one another!

‘My lord,’ cried the queen, ‘you forget that I have never
said I loved you.’

‘But neither have you ever said that you did not love me;
and indeed, to say so, would be a proof of the greatest
ingratitude on the part of your majesty. For tell me, where
would you find a love like mine— a love, which neither time,
nor absence, nor despair can extinguish, and which is
recompensed by a riband, by a glance, a word? It is now
three years, madame, since I saw you for the first time, and
for three years have I adored you thus. Will you allow me to
describe to you your dress on that occasion, and to tellethe
detail of the ornaments you wore? Mark me! I seem to see
you now, seated, in the Spanish manner, upon cushions, wear-~
ing a dress of green satin, embroidered in silver and in gold,
with pendant sleeves, fastened around your beautiful arms by
large diamonds: you wore, also, 4 close ruff; and a small hat,
of the same colour as your dress and adorned with a heron’s
plume, upon your head. Oh! thus, thus, with closed eyes
do I behold you as you then were; and I open my eyes again,
only to see you now, a hundred times more lovely stilll’

‘What folly,” murmured Anne of Austria, who dared not
be offended with the duke for preserving her portrait so
faithfully in his heart: ‘what folly to nourish so useless a
passion on such memories as these!’

‘Alas! what would your majesty exact? I have nothmg
but memories; they are my happmess, my treasure, and my
hope. Each meeting with you is a new jewel that I enshrine
within the casket of my heart. This is the fourth of them that
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‘Alas! my lord! you have misunderstood me; I did not
mean to let you infer——’

‘Hush! hush!’ exclaimed the duke. ‘Be not so cruel as to
correct an error that is so full of happiness to me! You have
yourself told me that I have been drawn into a snare; and I
perhaps shall leave my life in it, for, strangcly enough, for
some time I have had presentiments of an approaching
death.’—And the duke smiled, with a sad, yet winning smile,

‘Oh, God !’ exclaimed the queen, in a tone of terror,
which manifested, more fully than she might have wished,
her interest in the duke.

‘But I did not tell you this to alarm you, madame. No,
it is even ridiculous to speak of it; and, believe me, I do not
give importance to such silly dreams. But the words which
you have just uttered, the hope which you almost gave me,
would be a recompense for everything, even for my lifel’

‘Oh! but I, said Anne of Austria—‘I also have had my
presentiments. I dreamed that I saw you stretched upon the
earth, all bloody from a wound.’

- ‘On the left side, and inflicted by a knife, was it not?
said the duke.

“Yes, my lord! it was in the left side, and by a knife. But
who could have told you of my dream? I have never spoken
of it but in my prayers to God.’

‘I ask for no more. You love me, madame! yes, you
love me!’

‘I love you?

‘Yes, you! Would God send to you the same dreams as to
me, if you did not love me? Should we be visited by the same
presentiments, if our two existences did not meet in our
bearts? Yes, queen, you love me, and you weep for mel!

‘Oh, my God! my God!’ exclaimed the queen, ‘this is
more than I can bear. In the name of heaven, my lord,
withdraw! I know not whether I love you or not; but this I
know, that I will never break my vow at the altar. Have
pity on me then, and leave this kingdom, Oh! if you should
be wounded in France—if you should die in France—if I
could imagine that your love for me had been the cause of
your death, I should never be consoled. The thought would
madden me! Depart then, depart, I beseech you.’

‘Oh! how beautiful you are now! How devotedly I love
you!’ exclaimed Buckingham. .

‘Depart, I implore you, and return hereafter,” continued
the queen. ‘Come back as an ambassador, as a minister;
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come back, surrounded by your guards who will defend you,
and your servants who will watch over you, and then I shall
have no fear for your life, and shall have some happiness in
seeing youl’

‘Oh! but is it really true what you now tell me?’

“Yes.?

‘Give me, then, some pledge of your regard—some object
which has once been yours—to satisfy me that I have not
been indulging in a dream; something that you have once
worn, and that I may wear now—a ring, a necklace, or
a chain!’ .

‘And will you go if I give you what you ask?

“Yes!’

‘Immediately?’

“Yes!’ .

“You will quit France, and will return to England?’

‘Yes, I swear I will.?

‘Wait, then; wait, sir.’

And Anne of Austria returned to her chamber, and came
back almost in an instant, holding in her hand a small
casket of rosewood, with her monogram encrusted in gold.

“Here my lord, here! keep this as a memorial of me!’

Buckingham took the casket, and again sank upon his
knee.

‘You promised me to go,’ said the queen.

‘And I will keep my word! Your hand, madame, and 1
leave you!’ -

Closing her eyes, and leaning on Donna Estefana—for she
felt her strength was failing her—Anne of Austria extended
her hand. ’

On that beautiful hand Buckingham pressed his lips
passionately, and then arose. ‘

‘Before six months have passed,’ said he, ‘if I be not dead,
I will see you again, if I must turn the world upside down
to accomplish it.’

And true to his promise, he rushed out of the room.

In the corridor he found Madame Bonancieux awaiting
him; and, with the same precaution, and the same good
fortune, she led him forth out of the Louvre.
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Monsieur Bonancieux

THERE was in all this affair, as might be remarked, a person
of whom, in spite of his precarious situation, we have
appeared to take very little notice. This person was M,
Bonancieux, a respectable martyr to the political and
amorous intrigues which so thoroughly entangled them-
selves together in that chivalrous and gallant age. Fortun-
ately, as our readers may or may not remember, we have
promised not to lose sight of him.

.« The officers who had arrested him, conducted him at once
to the Bastile, where he had to pass, all trembling as he was,
before a company of soldiers, who were charging their
muskets.

Taken from there into a partly subterrancous gallery, he
had to endure the most brutal insults and ill-treatment,
The attendants saw that he was not a nobleman, and they
treated him therefore like a beggar.

In about half an hour, a registrar came to put an end to
his tortures, but not to his anxiety, by ordering that he should
be conducted to the question chamber. They generally
questioned prisoners in their own cells, but they did not
observe so much ceremony with M., Bonancieux.

Two guards laid hold of the mercer, and made him cros
a court, and then, entering a corridor where there were
three sentinels, they opened a ‘door and pushed him into a
Iow room, which only contained a table, a chair, and a
commissary, The commissary was seated on the chair, and
was engaged in writing at the table. "

The two guards led the prisoner to the table, and at a
signal from the commissary, went out of earshot. The
commissary, who had till then kept his head bent dowa
over his papers, raised it up to see who he had before him.
This commissary was a man with a very crabbed look; a
-sharp nose; cheeks yellow and puffed ‘out; small, but pier-
cing eyes; and with a countenance reminding one, at the’
same time, of a polecat and a fox. His head, supported by
2 long and flexible neck, was thrust out of his full black robe,
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and balanced itself with a motion very much like that of a
turtle putting its head out of its shell.

He began by asking M. Bonancieux his christian.name
and surname, his age, profession, and place of abode.

The accused replied that his name was Jacques Bonancieux,
that his age was 51 years, that he was a retired mercer, and
lived in the Rue des Fossoyeurs, No. 11.

Instead of continuing his questions, the commissary then
made him a long speech on the danger of an obscure citizen
interfering in public affairs. With this exordium he combined
an exposition of the power and actions of the cardinal—that
incomparable minister, the conqueror of all preceding
ministers, and the example for all future ministers—whom
no one could oppose or thwart with impunity.

After this second part of his discourse, he fixed his hawk’s
eye on poor Bonancieux, and exhorted him to reflect upon
the seriousness of his situation.

This the mercer had already done: he wished M. de la
Porte at the devil for having put it into his head to marry
his god-daughter, and cursed the hour when that god-
daughter had been received into the queen’s service.

The foundation of M. Bomancieux’s character was
profound selfishness, mingled with sordid avarice, the whole
being seasoned with excessive cowardice. The love which he
entertained towards his young wife was quite a secondary
sentiment, and could not stand against those primary
feelings which we have just enumerated.

Bonancieux, in fact, reflected on what had been said
to him.

‘But, Mr. Commissary,” he timidly observed, ‘believe me,
that I know well and appreciate the incomparable merit of
his eminence, by whom we have the honour of being
governed.’

‘Really!’ said the commissary, with a doubtful look; ‘but
if this be true, héw came you to be in the Bastile?’

‘How I am there, or rather, why I am there,’ replied
Bonancieux, ‘is what it is utterly impossible for me to tell
you, seeing that I do not know myself; but most certainly it
is not for having offended the cardinal, consciously at least.’

‘It is certain, nervertheless, that you must have committed
some crime, as you are here accused of high treason.’

‘Of high treason!’ cried Bonancieux, confounded; ‘of high
treason! And how can you believe that a poor mercer, who
hates the Huguenots, and abhors the Spaniards, can be
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accused of high treason? Reflect, sir—the thing is a moral
impossibility.’ '

‘M. Bonancieux,’ said the commissary, regarding the
accused with his little eyes, as though he had the power of
looking into the very depths of his heart, ‘M. Bonancieux,
you have a wife.’

“Yes, sir,” replied the trembling mercer, perceiving that
it was on her account that he was now about to be incul-
pated; “that is to say, I had one.’

“What? you had one! And what have you done with her,
that you have her no longer?’

‘Some one has carried her off, sir!’

‘Some one has taken her from you?’ said the commissary,
€ Ah !,

Bonancieux perceived by this ‘ah!’ that matters were
getting worse and worse.

‘Some one has taken her from you,’ resumed the commis-
sary. ‘And do you know who has been guilty of this
abduction?’

‘I think I know.’ s

‘Who is it?’ A

‘Remember that I affirm nothing, Mr. Commissary—
only suspect.’

‘Whom do you suspect? Come, don’t hesitate to speak.’

. M. Bonancieux was in the greatest perplexity. Ought he
to deny everything, or to confess? From a total denial, it
might be inferred that he knew too much to admit; and,
by a general confession, he might give evidence of his
good faith.

He determined, therefore, to have no concealments.

‘I suspect,’ said he, ‘a tall, dark man, of lofty air, who
has all the appearance of a man of rank. He followed us,
I think, many times, when I went to fetch my wife from
the gate of the Louvre.’

The commissary appeared somewhat d&turbed.

‘And his name?’ said he.

‘Oh! as to his name, I do not know it; but if I should
meet him, I could recognise him amongst a thousand
persons.”

The brow of the commissary grew dark.

“You could recognise him amongst a thousand, you say?
continued he. . )

“That is to say,’ replied Bonancieux, who saw that he had
made a false step, ‘that is. to say——".
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“You have said that you could recognise him,’ said the
commissary; ‘very well, that is enough for to-day; it is
necessary, before we proceed any further, that some one
should be informed that you know the person who has
carried off your wife.’

‘But I did not tell you that I knew him!’ cried M. Bonan-
cieux, in despair. ‘I told you, on the contrary—’

‘Take away the prisoner!’ exclaimed the commissary to
the two guards.

‘Where to?’ asked the registrar.

‘To a dungeon.’

“To which?’

‘Oh! to the first that offers, provided it be securs,’
answered the commissary, with an indifference which filled
the breast of poor Bonancieux with horror and dismay.

‘Alas! alas!’ said he, ‘I am undone. My wife must have
committed some frightful crime; and I am supposed to be
an accomplice, and shall be punished with her. She must
have said something—have confessed that I was her con-
fidant. A woman is such a weak creature! A dungeon! The
first that offers! that’s it. A night is soon passed; and then,
to-morrow, to the wheel, to the gibbet! Oh! my God, my
God, have pity on me!’

Without in the least attending to the lamentations of
Master Bonancieux, that were of a kind to which they were
tolerably well accustomed, the two guards took him by the
arms, and led him away, while the commissary hastily wrote
a letter, for which his officer waited.

Bonancieux did not close an eye; not because his dungeon
was very uncomfortable, but because his anxiety was very
great, He sat upon his stool the whole night, trembling at
. every noise; and when the first rays of light penetrated his
chamber, Aurora herself appeared to him to be dressed in
funereal array.

Suddenly he Meard the bolts withdrawn, and gave a
terrible start. He believed that they were coming to conduct
him to the scaffold; and, therefore, when he saw that it
was only the commissary and his attendant, he was almost
ready to embrace them.

‘Your affair has become sadly complicated since Tast
evenirng, my fine fellow,’ said the commissary. ‘I advise you
to tell the whole truth, for your repentance alone can mmgate
the anger of the cardinal.’

‘But I am ready to tell everything,’ sa:d Bonancieux;|
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‘everything, at least, that I know; question me, I beseech
oul’
4 ‘In the first place, where is your wife?’

‘T bave just told you that some one has carried her off’

“Yes, but since five o’clock yesterday evening, thanks 10
you, she has escaped.’

‘My wife escaped!” cried Bonancieux; ‘oh! the wretch!
Sir, if she has escaped, I assure you it is not my fault!’

‘What were you doing, then, in the apartment of your
neighbour, M. d’Artagnan, with whom you had a long
conference in the course of the day?’

‘Ah, yes, Mr. Commissary, yes, that is true; and I confess
I was wrong in that; yes, I was in M. d’Artagnan’s apart-
ments.’

‘And why?’

“To entreat him to assist me in finding my wife. I thought
I had a right to reclaim her. I was mistaken, it appears,
and I humbly beg your pardon.’

‘And what answer did M. d’Artagnan give?’

‘M. d’Artagnan promised me his assistance; but I soon
perceived that he betrayed me.’

‘You would mislead justice! M. d’Artagnan made an
agreement with you; and in virtue of that agreement, he
put to flight the officers who had arrested your wife, and has
now secreted her from all our researches.’

‘M. d’Artagnan has hidden away my wife? Alas! what
do you tell me?’

‘Fortunately, M. d’Artagnan is in our power, and you
shall be confronted with him.’ :

‘Ah, faith! I desire nothing better,’ cried M. Bonancieux.
“I shall not be sorry to see the face of an acquaintance.’

‘Bring in M. d’Artagnan,’ said the commissary to the
two guards.

The guards brought in Athos.

‘M. d’Artagnan,’ said the commissary,saddressing Athos,
“declare what passed between you and that other gentleman.’

‘But,’ cried M. Bonancieux, ‘that is not M, d’Artagnan
that you show me there.’

‘What! not M. d'Artagnan?’ cried the commissary.

‘By no means,” answered Bonancieux. :

‘What is the gentleman’s name?’ demanded the com-

‘I cannot tell you; I don’t know him !’ replied Bonancieux.
_ 1 *What! you do net know him?’
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‘No.”

‘You have never set eyes on him?

‘Yes; but I do not know his name.’

‘Your name?’ demanded the commissary of Athos.

‘Athos!’ answered the musketeer.

‘But that is not the name of a man; it is the name of a
mountain!’ cried the unfortunate commissary, who began
to get confused.

‘It is my name,’ calmly replied Athos.

‘But you said your name was d’Artagnan.’

‘I said so?’ )

“Yes, you?’

“The fact is, that they said to me—you are M. d’Artagnan.
I replied—do you think s0? My guards said they were sure
of it. I did not wish to contradict them; besides, I might
be mistaken.’

‘Sir! you mock the majesty of justice.’

‘Not at all,’ calmly replied Athos.

“You are M. d’Artagnan?’

‘You see that you still tell me so.’

‘But,’ cried M. Bonancieux, ‘I tell you, Mr. Commissary,
‘that there is not the smallest doubt. M. d’Artagnan is my
lodger, and, consequently, as he does not pay his rent, I
know him only too well. M. d’Artagnan is a young man of
nineteen or twenty years of age, at most, and this gentleman
is at least thirty. M. d’Artagnan is in the guards of M. des
Essarts, and this gentleman is in the company of M. de
Treville’s musketeers: observe the uniform.’

‘By heavens! it is true!’ muttered the commissary. ‘It is
true, by God?!’ , :

At this instant the door was quickly opened, and one of
the turnkeys of the Bastile introduced a messenger, who
gave the commissary a letter.

‘Oh! the wretch!’ exclaimed the commissary.

‘What? of whom do you speak? It is not of my wife, I
hope.’

‘an the contrary, it is of her. Your affairs are in a nice
state.’

‘Do me the pleasure,” said the exasperated mercer, ‘to
tell me, sir, how my affairs can be made worse by what
my wife does whilst I am in prison?’

‘Because what she does is the consequence of an infernal
plan arranged between youl’

‘I swear to you, Mr. Commissary, that you are in the
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most_profound error; that I know nothing in the world of
my wife’s actions; that I am completely ignorant of what
she has done; and that, if she has committed follies, I
renounce her, I give her the lie, and I curse her.’

‘And now,’ said Athos, ‘if you have no further business
with me, dismiss me. Your M. Bonancieux is very tiresome.’

‘Take the prisoners back to their dungeons,’ said the
commissary, pointing to Athos and Bonancieux, ‘and guard
them more strictly than ever.’

‘Nevertheless,” said Athos, with his usual tranquillity,
‘your business is with M. d’Artagnan; I do not well see how
I can supply his place!’

‘Do what I have ordered,’ cried the commissary; ‘and
the most solitary confinement—do you hear?’

The two followed the guards, Athos shrugging his shoul-
ders, and M. Bonancieux uttering lamentations which might
have softened the heart of a tiger.

They took the mercer into the same dungeon where he
had passed the night, and left him there throughout the
whole day. Hour after hour did poor Bonancieux weep like
a very mercer; he was not at all a man of warlike soul, as
he himself told us.

About nine o’clock in the evening, just as he had made
up his mind to go to bed, he heard steps in his corridor.
These steps approached his dungeon, the door opened, and
the guards appeared.

‘Follow me,’ said a sergeant who commanded the guards.

‘Follow you!’ cried Bonancieux, ‘follow you at this time
of night! And where? my God!’

‘Where we have orders to conduct you.’

‘But that is no answer.’

‘It is, nevertheless, the only answer you will get.’

‘O Lord! O Lord!” muttered the poor mercer, ‘now T
am lost!’ ‘ :

He followed, mechanically, and without resistance.

He went down the same corridor as before, crossed a first
court, then a second floor; and then, at the entrance gate,
he found a carriage surrounded by four horse guards. They
made him enter this carriage; the sergeant placed himself
at his side; the door was locked, and they both found
themselves in a moving prison. ’ .

The ' carriage ‘proceeded slowly, Iike a funeral eoach.
Through the padlocked bars the prisoner could enly sce
thie horses and the pavement. But, like a true Pasdsian as he
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was, Bonancieux recognised each street by its corners, its
lamps, and its signs. At the moment they reached St. Paul,
where the criminals of the Bastile were executed, he nearly
fainted, and crossed himself twice. He thought the carriage
would have stopped there; but it went on, nevertheless.
Farther on, he was seized with great fear: it was in skirting
the cemetery of St. Jean, where the state criminals were
buried. One thing alone encouraged him, which was, that
before burying them, one generally cut off their heads; and
his head was yet upon his shoulders. But when the carriage
took the road to La Greve, and he perceived the painted
roof of the Hotel de Ville, and saw that the carriage went
under its colonnade, he thought it was all over with him,
and wished to confess himself to the sergeant; and, on the
refusal of the latter, uttered such piteous cries, that the
sergeant declared that if' he continued to deafen him so, he
would put a gag on him. This threat reassured him a little:
if they meant to execute him at the Greve, it was scarcely
worth while to gag him, as they had nearly reached the
place of execution. In fact, the carriage crossed this fatal
place without stopping. There was only the Croix du Trahoir,
_then, to fear; and the carriage took the exact road to it.

. This time there was no further room for doubt. It was at
the Croix du Trahoir that inferior criminals were executed.
Bonancieux had flattered himself, by considering that he
was worthy of St. Paul, or the place de Gréve. It was at
the Croix du Trahoir that his journey and his destiny would
end. He could not yet see this unhappy cross, but he felt
it, as it were, loom before him. When he was only about
twenty paces from it, he heard a noise, and the carriage
stopped. This was more than poor Bonancieux could bear:
already crushed by the successive emotions he had ex-
perienced, he uttered a feeble cry, or rather groan, which
might have been taken. for the last sigh of a dying man,
and fainted,
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THE mob that stopped the way was produced, not by the
expectation of seeing a man hanged, but by the con-
templation of man who was already hanging. After a
moment’s hindrance, the carriage proceeded on its way,
passed through the crowd, went along the Rue St. Honore,
and turning at the Rue des Bons Enfants, stopped at a low
doorway.

When the door opened, two guards, assisted by the
sergeant, received Bonancieux in their arms, and pushed
him into a court; they then made him ascend a staircase,
and placed him in an antechamber. All these operations
were performed nearly mechanically, as far as he was
concerned. He had walked as in a dream, he had seen things
as through a mist; he had heard without understanding;
and they might have executed him then without his making
the slightest resistance, or uttering an appeal for mercy.

" He remained passive on the bench, with his back resting
against,the wall, and his arms hanging down, on the very
spot where his guards had placed him.

And yet, as, in looking around him, he saw nothing
threatening, as no real danger was indicated, as the bench
was comfortably stuffed, as the wall was covered with
beautiful cordovan leather, and as long curtains of red
damask, held by gilt brackets, hung before the windows, he
became by degrees aware that his fears were exaggerated,
and began to move his head from right to left, and vertically,
At this motion, which no one opposed, he resumed a little
courage, ventured to draw up one leg, and then the other;
and, at last, supporting, himself upon his hands, he raised
himself on the bench, and feund h: seff an.his feet.

At this moment an offighr of ples ,appearance opened
a door, exchanged a few Vdeds yath$@me person in the next
room, and then, turning towa 4

Is it you who are calledBoogReicux?’

‘Yes, sir,” stammered the rifereér, more dead than alive,
‘at your service.’
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‘Enter!’

The officer bade the mercer precede him; and the latter,
obeying without reply, entered a room where he appeared
to be expected.

It was a large cabinet, the walls of which were furnished
with offensive and defensive weapons—a close and suffo-
cating room, in which there was already a fire, although it
was scarcely yet the end of September. A square table,
loaded with books and papers, and on which there was
unrolled an immense plan of the town o: Rochelle, occupied
the middle of the apartment. In front of the chimney-piece
there stood a man of middle height, with a proud and
haughty air, piercing eyes, a large forehead, and an emaci-
ated countenance, which was yet further elongated by an
imperial, surmounted by a pair of moustaches.

Although this man was scarcely thirty-six or thirty-seven
years old, both imperial and moustaches were beginning to
grow gray. His appearance, except that he wore no sword,
was military; and his buff leather boots, which were yet
slightly covered with dust, pointed out that he had been
on horseback during the day. .

This individual was Armand-Jean Duplesiss, Cardinal de
Richelieu; not as he is represented—broken down like an
old man, suffering like 2 martyr, his body shattered, his voice
extinguished, buried in an enormous easy-chair, no longer
living but by the power of his genius, and no longer sup-
porting the struggle against Europe but by the eternal energy
.of his extraordinary mind—but such as he really was at this
period; that is, a skilful and gallant cavalier, already feeble
in body, but upheld by that moral force which made him
one of the most unparalleled of mankind, and now preparing,
after sustaining the Duc dé Nevers in his duchy of Mantua,
and taking 'Nismes, Castres, and Elzes, to drive the English
from the Isle of Rhé, and to undertake the siege of La
Rochelle,

At first sight, nothing denoted that it was the cardinal,
and it was impossible for those who were unacquainted with
his appearance to guess in whose presence they were.

The poor mercer remained standing at the door, whilst
the eyes of the person we have been describing fixed th
selves upon him as if they would penetrate his sost s
thoughts. "

‘Is that this Bonancieux? he demanded, after a mop/
pause. - that
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“Yes, my lord!’ replied the officer.

‘Very well; give me those papers, and leave us.’

The officer took the papers indicated, gave them to him
who asked for them, bowed to the very ground, and left
the room.

In these papers Bonancieux recognised his examinations
at the Bastile. From time to time the man by the chimney-
piece lifted his eyes from the papers, and plunged them,
like two poniards, into the very heart of the poor mercer.

At the end of ten minutes’ reading, and ten seconds’
scrutiny of Bonancieux, he had made up his mind.

“That head has never conspired,” murmured the cardinal;
‘but never mind, let us see.’ Then he said slowly, ‘You are
accused of high treason.’

‘That is what they have already told me, my lord!’ said
Bonancieux, giving his interrogator the same title that he
had heard the officer give him; ‘but I give you my oath,
that I knew nothing about it.’

The cardinal suppressed a smile.

‘You have conspired with your wife, with Madame de
Chevreuse, and with my Lord Duke of Buckingham.’

‘I admit, my lord,> replied the mercer, ‘I have heard all
those names mentioned by her.’

‘And on what occasion?

‘She said that the Cardinal de Richelieu had enticed
the Duke of Buckingham to Paris, to destroy him and
the queen.’

‘She said that, did she? cried the cardinal, with great
violence. - _

“Yes, my lord; but I told her that she was wrong in saying
such a thing, and that his eminence was incapable—’

‘Hold your tongue—you are a fool!’ replied the cardinal,

“That is exactly what my wife said to me, my lord.’

‘Do you know who carried off your wife?’

‘No, my lord.’

‘But you had some suspxcxons?’

“Yes, my lord ; but-as these suspicions appeared to dlsplease
the commissary, I have them no longer.’.

“Your wife has escaped: did you know that?

. ‘Ne@a&‘&he time, sy lord; I learned it;-since I have been
prisom, from the commissary, who is 2 most amiable man.’
e cardinal suppressed another smile.

you do not know what has become of your wife

&eag’c"”
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- *Not positively, my lord; but she has probably returned
to the Louvre.’ i

‘Atoneo’clock this morning she had not yet returned there.”

‘Ah! good God! but what can have become of her?”

‘Have no fear—it will soon be known; nothing escapes
the cardinal; the cardinal knows everything.’

‘In that case, my lord, do you believe that the cardinal
will tell me what has become of my wife?’

‘Perhaps so; but it is necessary, first, that you should tell
me all you know 1n relation to the connection of your wife
with Madame de Chevreuse.’

‘But, my lord, I know nothing about it; I never saw her.’

“When you went to fetch your wife from the Louvre, did
she return directly to your house?

‘Scarcely ever. She had business to transact with the
queen’s drapers, to whom I convoyed her.’

‘And how many linen-drapers were there?’

“Two, my lord.’

‘Where do they live?

‘One in the Rue Vaugirard, and the other in the Rue
de la Harpe.’

‘Did you accompany your wife into these houses?’

‘Never, my lord. I always waited for her at the door.’

‘And what excuse did she make for entering alone?’

‘None: she told me to wait, and I waited.’

‘You are a most accommodating husband, my dear M.
Bonancieux,’ said the cardinal.

‘He has called me ‘my dear monsieur,” said the mercer
to himself. ’Pon my faith, things are taking a good turn.’

‘Should you know those doors again?’

“Yes.”

‘Do you know the numbers?’

“Yes.”

“What are they?

‘No. 25 in the Rue Vaugirard, and No. %5 in the Rue
de la Harpe.’

‘Good!® said the cardinal; and, taking a silver bell, he
rang it.

‘Go,’ said he in a low voice, to the officer who entered—
‘go and find Rochefort, and tell him to come here chrectly,
if he is within.” |

+ “The count is already here,’ said the ofﬁccr, ‘and requests
an immediate audience of your eminence.’

Your eminence!’ muttered Bonancieux, who kncw that
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such was the title ordinarily given to the cardinal; *your
eminence !’

‘Let him come in, then, let him come in!’ said Richelieu
eagerly.

The officer hurried out of the room with that rapidity with
which the cardinal was generally obeyed by his followers,

‘Your eminence!” again muttered Bonancieux, rolling his
eyes in astonishment.

Two seconds had scarcely elapsed after the officer left
the room before the door opened again, and another person
entered.

‘It is he!’ exclaimed Bonancieux.

‘Who is he?’ demanded the cardinal.

‘He who ran away with my wife.’

The cardinal rang a second time, and the officer re-
appeared.

‘Put this man into the hands of the two guards, and let
him wait till I send for him.’ .

‘No, my lord, no, it is not he!® exclaimed Bonancieux;
‘no, I was mistaken; it is another person, not at all like
him. The gentleman is an honest man.’

“Take away that simpleton!’ said the cardinal.

The officer took him by the arm, and led him to the
antechamber, where he was met by the two guards.

The person who had last entered impatiently followed
Bonancieux with his eyes till he was gone, and, when the
door was closed behind him— : )

‘They have met,” he said, eagerly approaching the
cardinal. .

‘Who? demanded the cardinal.

“Those two.’

“The queen and the duke!’ cried the cardinal. -

‘Yes.’

‘And where?’

‘At the Louvre !’

‘Are you sure?’

‘Perfectly sure!’

‘Who told you of it?’ .

‘Madame de Lannoy, who is entirely devotéd to your
eminence, as you well know!’

‘Why did she not tell you sooner?’

‘Either by chance, or by mistrust, the queen made
Madame de Surgis sleep in her room, and kept it throughout
the day.’ ‘
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‘Very well; we have been beaten; let us try to have our
revenge.’

‘Be assured that I will assist your eminence with all my
soul.’

‘How did this happen?’

‘At half-past twelve the queen was with her women.’

‘Where?’ )

‘In her bed-chamber, where a pocket-handkerchief was
brought her from her seamstress.’

‘Well??

‘The queen immmediately showed great emotion; and grew
pale, under her rouge.’

‘Well! what then?’

‘Nevertheless, she arose; and, in an agitated voice said,
‘ladies, wait ten minutes for me; I will return.’ Then,
opening the door of her alcove, she went out.’

‘Why did not Madame de Lannoy come and tell you
directly?®

‘There was no certainty about the matter; besides, the
queen had said, ‘ladies, wait for me.” And Madame de
Lannoy dared not discbey her majesty.’

‘And how long did the queen remain absent from her
room?’

‘Three-quarters of an hour.’

‘Did none -of her women accompany her?’

‘Only Donna Estefana.’

‘And she returned?’

“Yes, but only to take a small rosewood casket, bearing
her initials, with which she went out again directly.’

‘And when she came back, finally, did she bring the
casket with her?’

‘NoP

‘Does Madame de Lannoy know what the casket con-
tained?’

“Yes! the diamond studs which his majesty presented to
the queen.’

‘And she came back without the casket?’

“Yes.’

‘Then the opinion of Madame de Lannoy is, that she
gave this casket to Buckingham?’

‘She is sure of it.’

‘How so?’ ‘

' During the day, Madame de Lannoy, in her office of
" tirewoman to the ¢ueen, looked for this casket, appeared
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uneasy at not finding it, and ended by inquiring for it of
the queen.’

‘And then the queen: ?

‘The queen blushed deeply, and answered that, having
the evening before broken one of the studs, she had sent it
to her jeweller’s to be repaired.’

‘You must go there. and ascerta.n whether that is true,
or not.’

‘T have been.’

‘Well, and the goldsmith——?’

“The goldsmith has heard nothing about it.’

‘Good! good! Rochefort, all is not lost, and perhaps

-perhaps all is for the best!’

‘The fact is, that I have no doubt but what the genius
of your eminence——’

‘May repair the errors of my agent! Is that what you mean?’

‘It was just what I was about to say, if your eminence
had permitted me to finish the sentence.’

‘Now, do you know where the Duchess de Chevreuse and
the Duke of Buckingham concealed themselves?’

‘No, my lord; my agents have no positive information
upon that point.’

‘T know it myself, though.’

‘You! my lord?’

“Yes, or at least I have no doubt of it. They lived, the
one in the Rue Vaugirard, at No. 25, and the other in the
Rue de la Harpe, No. 75.

‘Would your eminence wish me to arrest them both?’

‘It is too late; they will be gone.’

‘Never mind; there is no harm in trying!’

‘Take ten of my guards, and ransack the two houses.’

‘It shall be done, my lord !’

So saying, Rochefort rushed from the room.

When the cardinal was left alone, he remained a moment
in thought, and then rang a third time.

The officer who had come before appeared again.

‘Bring in the prisoner,’ said the cardinal.

‘Master Bonancieux was again brought in, and, at a sign
from the cardinal, the officer withdrew. .

‘You have deceived me,’ said the cardinal, with great’
severity. - '

‘I cried Bonancieux; ‘I deceive your eminence!’

.. ‘When your wife went to the Rue Vaugirard, and the
Rue de la Harpe, she did not go to linen-drapers.’ .

162




THE MAN OF MEUNG-

- ‘Good God! To whom did sh® go, then?’

‘She went to see the Duchesse de Chevreuse, and the
Duke of Buckingham.’

‘Yes!” said Bonancieux, with a flash of recollection; ‘yes,
exactly so; your eminence is right. I often told my wife that
it was astonishing that linen-drapers sHould live in such
houses; in houses which had no signs; and every time I
said so, my wife began to laugh. Ah! my lord !’ he continued,
throwing himself at the feet of his eminence, ‘it is plain that
you are the cardinal, the great cardinal—the man of genius,
whom all the world reveres!’

The cardinal, small as was the triumph to be achieved
over a being so vulgar as was Bonancieux, did not the less
enjoy it for a moment. Then, as if a new idea struck
him, he smiled, and, stretching out his hand to the
mercer—

‘Rise, my friend,’ said he, ‘you are a, worthy fellow.’

‘The cardinal has taken my hand! I have touched the
hand of the great man!’ exclaimed Bonancieux; ‘the great
man has called me his friend !’

‘Yes, my friend, yes,’ said the cardinal, in that paternal
tone which he was sometimes able to assume, but which
only deceived those who did not know him; ‘and as you
have been unjustly suspected, we must make you some
amends. Here, take this bag of a hundred pistoles, ‘and
forgive me.’

‘I forgive you, my lord!’ said Bonancieux, hesitating to
take the bag, from a fear that this supposed gift was only
a jest. ‘But you were quite at liberty to have me arrested;
you are quite at liberty to send me to the torture; you are
quite at liberty to hang me; you are the master, and I
should not have the smallest word to say against it. Forgive
you, my lord! But you cannot mean that!’

‘Ah! my dear M. Bonancieux, you are very generous; I
see it, and I thank you. But you must take this bag, and then
you will go away not very discontented—will you?’

‘I go away perfectly enchanted, my lord!

‘Adieu, then; or, rather, au revoir; for I hope that we
shall see each other again.”

‘As often as my lord may please; T am at your eminence’s
command.’ ' )

‘It shall be often, depend upon it; for I have féund your
conversation quite charming.’ ) ‘

‘Oh! my-lord!” - o
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‘Farewell, till our next meeting, M. Bonancieus—till our
next meeting.’

Bonancieux, at a sign from the cardinal’s hand, bowed
to the very ground, and then backed himself out of the
room. When he was in the anteroom, the cardinal heard
him, in his enthusiasm, crying out, at the top of his voice;
‘Long live his eminence! long live the great cardinall’

Richelieu listened with a smile to this noisy manifestation
of the enthusiastic feelings of Master Bonancieux: and,
when his shouts were lost in the distance: “There,’ he said.
‘is 2 man who would henceforth die for me!’ .

The cardinal then set himself to examine with great
attention the map of La Rochelle, which was spread out
upon the table, and to mark with a pencil the position of
the famous breakwater which, eighteen months afterwards,
closed the port of the besieged city.

Whilst he was most deeply occupied with these strategic
meditations, the door opened, and Rochefort reappeared.

‘Well? said the cardinal, with vivacity, which proved
what consequence he attached to the intelligence that he
exreted from the count.

‘Well!’ said the latter, ‘a young woman, between twenty-
six and twenty-eight years old, and a man of about thirty-
five or forty years of age, have really lodged in the houses
indicated by your eminence; but the woman left last night,
and the man this morning.’

‘It was they!’ exclaimed the duke, whose eyes were fixed
upon the clock: ‘but now,’ he continued, ‘it is too late to
follow them. The duchess is at Tours, and the .duke at
Boulogne. It is in London that they must be overtaken.’

‘What are your eminence’s commands?’

‘Let not one word be said of what has passed. Let the
queen remain in perfect peace of mind; let her be ignorant
that we know her secret; let her believe that we are hunting
aft?: some conspiracy. Send me Séguier, the keeper of the
seals.’ :

‘And this man? What has your eminence done with him?

‘What man?’ demanded the cardinal.

“This Bonancieux.’ .

‘T have done all that could be done with him, I have set*
him to spy upon his wife.’ N

The Count de Rochefort bowed low, like a man who felt
the great superiority of his master, and withdrew. W
- As soon as the cardinal was again alone, he seated himself
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once more, and wrote a letter, which he sealed with his
private signet, and then rang his bell. The officer entered
for the fourth time. '

‘Tell Vitry to come here,” said the cardinal, ’and order
him to be ready for a journey.’

In another moment the man he had sent for was standing
before him, booted and spurred.

‘Vitry,” said he, ‘you must go off at once, without an
jnstant’s delay, to London. You must not stop one moment
on the road, and you will give this letter to my lady. There
is a cheque for two hundred pistoles; go to my treasurer,
and get the money. You shall have the same sum if you
return in six days, having performed my commission with
success !’

The messenger, without answering one word, bowed; took
the letter, and the order for two hundred pistoles, and left
the room.

These were the contents of the letter—

‘My Laoy,

‘Be present at the first ball where you can m-et
the Duke of Buckingham. He will have on his doublet
twelve diamond studs; get close to him, and cut off two.

‘As soon as these studs are in your possession, let me
know it.’

15
Civilians and Soldiers

On the day after these events had happened, as Athos had
not returned to them, d’Artagnan and Porthos informed
M. de Treville of his disappearance.

- As for Aramis, he had requested leave of absence for five
days, and it was said that he was at Rouen on some family
affairs. ‘

M. de Treville was the father of bis soldiers. The hurablest
individual amongst them, from the time that he put on the
uniform of the company, was as certain of hi istance
and support, as M. de Treville’s own brother d bave
been, .

He went, therefore, at once to the criminal lieutenant.
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The officer who commanded at La Croix Rouge was sent
for, and from various inquiries 1t was ascertained that Athos
was at that time lodged at Fort 'Eveque

Athos had been subjected to the same trials as we have
seen Bonancieux exposed to

We have witnessed the confrontation of the two prisoncis
Athos, who, nll then, had said nothing, {rom fear that
d’Artagnan had not had the time he nceded, fiom that
moment declared that hiy name was Athos, and not
d’Artagnan He added that he knew neither M nor Madame
Bonancieux, that he had never spoken either to the onc or
the other, and that he had gone at about ten at night to
pay a visit to his tnend, M d’Artagnan, but until that hour
he had been at M de Tieville’s, where he had dined
Twenty witnesses, he added, could confirm this fact, and
he named many distinguished gentlemen, amongst whom
was the Duc de la Tremouille

The second commussary was as much swprsed as the
first, at this simple but firm declaration of the musketec,
on whom he would gladly have taken that revenge which
cawvilian: so much love to take on soldiers, but the names of
Treville and la Tiemowlle demanded consideration

Athos was, therefore, sent to the cardinal, but his eminence
was, unfortunately, at the Louvie with the king

It was just at this time that M de Tiewlle, having i vamn
sought Athos from the heutenan: and the governor of Iort
I’Eveque, came to make an application to his majesty, 1o
whom he had, as captain ol the musketeers, the rght of
mmmediate access upon all occasions

The prejudices of the king agamst the queen are well
known—prejudices which were skilfully fostercd by the
cardmal, who, mn political intrigues, had much grecater fear
ot women than of men One of the chiet causes of this
prejudice was the triendship of the queen [or Madame de
Chevreuse These two women gave his emunence more
uneasiness than the Spanish war, the rupture with England,
and the embarrassment of the finances, all combined He
was convinced that Madame de Chevreuse sexved the queen,
not only m political ntugues, but—what was far more
vexatious to him—in amorous intrigues as well

At the first word which the cardinal had uttered, that
Madame @ Chevreuse, who was exiled to Tours, and had
been supposed to be 1n that city, had come to Pais, and
had stayed there five days, escaping the police, the king
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became luriously enraged. At once capricious, and a false
husband, Louis still wished to be distinguished as the just
and the chaste. Posterity will, with difficulty, understand this
character, which history explains. not by reasoning, but
by facts. - ,

But when the cardinal added that not only had Madame
de Chevreuse been to Paris, but that the queen had renewed
her friendship with her by means of one of those mysterious
correspondences which were then called cabals—when he
affirmed that he, the cardinal, had all but unravelled the
threads of this intrigue—when, at the moment that he was
about to detect in the very fact, provided with the fullest
proofs, an emissary of the queen, who was in communication
with the exile, a musketeer, had dared violently to interrupt
the course of justice, by falling, sword in hand, upon the
honest officers of the law, who had been charged to examine
the whole affair with impartiality, in order to lay it before
the king—Louis was no longer able to restrain himself. He
took a step towards the queen’s apartments, with that pale
and speechless indignation, which, when it burst out, led
that prince to acts of the most unfeeling cruelty.

And yet, in all this, the cardinal had not said one word
concerning the Duke of Buckingham.

It was at that moment that M. de Treville entered,
cool, polite, and with a manner perfectly unobjectionable.

Warned of what had taken place by the presence of the
cardinal, and by the change in the king’s countenance,
M. de Treville felt himself as strong as Samson in the
presence of the Philistines.

The king had already placed his hand upon the handle
of the door; but, at the noise of M. de Treville’s entrance.
he turned round.

“You come in good time, sir,” said his majesty; who, when
his passions were thoroughly excited, never dissembled, ‘for
I hear fine things of your musketeers.’

‘And I,” said Treville coolly, ‘have fine things to tell you
of your civilians.’ '

‘What is that you say?’ said the king haughtily.

‘I have the honour to inform your majesty,’ said Treville
in the same tone, ‘that a party of lawyers, commissaries, and
police agents—people very respectable in their~way, but
very bitter, as it appears, against the military—have
presumed to arrest in a house, to drag through the public
streets, and to cast into Fort I'Eveque (and all this under
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an order which they refuse to show me), one of my musketeers
or rather of yours, sir, of irreproachable conduct, of an almost
illustrious reputation, and favourably known to your
majesty—M. Athos!’ .

‘Athos,’ said the king mechanically; ‘yes, I certainly do
know that man!’

‘Your majesty may remember,” said M. de Treville,
‘M. Athos is the musketeer who, in the vexatious duel that you
heard of, had the misfortune towound M. de Cahusacseverely;
—by the bye, my lord,’ continued Treville, addressing the
cardinal, “M. de Cahusac is entirely recovered, is he not?

“Yes, thank you,’ said the cardinal, biting his lips with anger,

‘M. Athos,’ continued Treville, ‘had gone to visit one of
his friends who was from home, a young Bearnese, a cadet
in his majesty’s guards, in the company of Essarts; but
scarcely bad he settled himself in his friend’s room, and
taken up a book whilst waiting, when a cloud of bailiffs and
soldiers, mingled together, laid siege to the house, and broke
open several doors.’

The cardinal here made the king a sign, which signified,
‘It was on account of the business which I have been telling

ou.’ .
Y ‘We know all that,’ said the king, ‘“for it was all done in
our service.’

‘And was it,” asked Treville, ‘in your majesty’s service,
also, that one of my musketeers, who was perfectly innocent,
has been seized, ptaced between two guards like a criminal,
and marched through the midst of an insolent crowd,
although he is a gallant man, who has shed his blood
for your majesty ten times, and is yet ready to shed it again?

‘Bab,’ said the king, somewhat shaken; ‘and was that
really the way of it?

‘M. de Treville does not say,’ replied the cardinal with
the greatest indifference, ‘that this innocent musketeer, this
gallant man, had, only ane hour before, attacked, sword in
hand, four commissaries delegated by me to collect in-
formation concerning an affair of the greatest importance.’

‘T defy your eminence to prove it,” cried Treville, with
true Gascon frankness, and true military bluntness ‘for, an-
hour before, M. Athos, who, I can assure you, is a man of
the noble origin, did me the honour, after baving dined
with me, of conversing in my drawing-room with the Count
de Chalons and the Duc de la Tremouille.’

The king looked at the cardinal.
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‘It is proved by a deposition,” said the cardinal, in answer
to the mute interrogation of the king; ‘and the individuals
who were ill-treated have prepared what I have now the
honour to present to your majesty.’

‘Is the affidavit of a civilian of equal value with the word
of honour of a soldier?’ demanded Treville fiercely.

‘Come, come, Treville, be silent,” said the king.

‘If his eminence has any suspicions against one of my
musketeers,’ replied Treville, ‘the justice of the cardinal is
so well known, that I should myself demand an inquiry.’

‘In the house in which this attack on justice has been
made,’ said the immovable cardinal, ‘there lodges, I believe,
a Bearnese, a friend of the musketeer.’

‘Your eminence probably alludes to M. d’Artagnan?’

‘I allude to a protégé of yours, M. de Treville.

‘Yes, your eminence; precisely so.’

‘Do you not suspect this young man of having led M.
Athos astray?’

‘M. Athos—a man nearly double his own age,’ broke in
M. de Treville. ‘No, sir; besides, M. d’Artagnan passed the
evening at my house!’

‘Ah!’ said the cardinal, ‘everybody seems to have passed
the evening at your house.’ ‘

‘Does his eminence doubt my word?’ exclaimed Treville,
his face flushed with anger.

‘No, God forbid!’ said the cardinal; ‘but, only, at what
hour was he at your house?’

‘Qh! as to that, I can speak with certainty to your
eminence; for, as he entered, I remarked that it was half-
past nine by the clock, although I had believed it to be later.”

‘And at what hour did he leave your hotel?’

‘At half-past ten—exactly one hour after this event
happened.’

‘But, at least, M. Athos was seized in that house, in the
Rue des Fossoyeuss!’ said the cardinal, who did not for 2
moment doubt the loyalty of M. de Treville, yet felt that
victory was leaving him. -

“Is it unlawful for a friend to visit a friend? or for a
musketeer of my company to keep company with a guard
of M. des Essarts® ‘

“Yes, when the house where he associates with his friend
is suspected.’ - =

“This house is suspected, Treville!’ said the king: ‘perhaps
you did not know that.’ ' .
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‘Indeed, sire. I did not know it. But, although it might
be suspected, I deny that it was in that part which M.
d’Artagnan inhabits; for I can assure you, sir, if I may
believe what he has said, that there does not exist a more
devoted servant of your majesty, or a more profound admirer
of the cardinal.’

‘Is it not this d’Artagnan who wounded Jussac in that
unfortunate encounter which took place one day near the
convent des Carmes Dechaux?’ demanded the king, looking
at the cardinal, who coloured with spite. ‘And wounded
Bernajoux the next day.’

“Yes, sire, yes; it is the same. Your majesty has a good
memory!’

‘Come, what shall we decide upon?’ said the king.

“That concerns your majesty more than me,” answered
the cardinal. ‘I assert his guilt.”

‘And I deny it,’ said Treville. ‘But his majesty has judges—
let them determine on the affair.’

‘Exactly so,” said the king, let us refer the matter to the
judges: it is their business to judge, and they shall judge it.

‘Only,” said Treville, ‘it is 2 sad thing, in these unhappy
times in which we live, that the purest life, the most indis-
putable virtue, cannot secure a man from disgrace and
persecution. The army will be but little satisfied, I can
answer for it, at being the object of such rigorous treatment
at the hands of the police.’

“The expression was imprudent, but Treville had thrown
it out purposely. He wished for an explosion; because the
mine flames out as it explodes, and the flame enlightens us.

‘The policel’ cried the king, taking up Treville’s words.
‘Affairs of the police! And what do you know about them,
sir? Busy yourself with your musketeers, and don’t perplex
my brain. It would seem, to hear you, that if a musketeer
is arrested, France is imperilled. Ah! what a fuss abouta
musketeer! I will arrest ten, fifty, a hundred, ay, even the
whole company, nor will any one utter a word!’

“The instant that they are suspected by your majesty,’
said Treville, ‘the musketeers become guilty. I am ready,
therefore, to surrender my sword; for, after having accused
my soldiers, I do not doubt that the cardinal will conclude’
by accusing me; and it is unquestionably better that I°
should deliver myself up as a prisoner with M. Athos, wh¥®
B already arrested, and with M. d’Artagnan, who will

doubtless before long be so too,’
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‘Gascon head! will you have done?’ said the king.

‘Slre, said Treville, without in the least lowering his
voice, ‘give me up my musketeer, or let him be tried!’

‘He shall be tried,’ said the king.

‘Well, so much the better: for then I shall demand your
majesty’s permission to plead his cause.’

The king dreaded an outbreak.

‘If his eminence,” said he, ‘had not any personal
motives 0

The cardinal saw which way the king was tending, and
anticipated him.

‘Pardon me,’ said he, ‘but the moment that the kmg sees
inme a pre_]udxced judge, I retire.’

‘Come,” said the king to M. de Treville, ‘do you swear to
me by my father, that M. Athos was at your house during
this event, and that he had nothing to do with it?*

‘By your glorious father, and by yourself, whom I love
and venerate most in the world, I swear it!’

‘You must reflect, sire,’ said the cardinal, ‘that if we thus
release this prisoner, the truth cannot be discovered.’

‘M. Athos shall always be forthcoming,’ said Treville,
‘when it may please the lawyers to interrogate him. He will
not run away. I stand surety for him.’

‘In reality he will not desert,” said the king; ‘he can
always be found, as Treville says. Besides,” added he,
lowering his voice, and regarding the cardinal with a
supplicating air, ‘put them in security: it is politic.”

This policy of Louis XIII. made Richelieu smile.

‘Give your order, sire,’ said he, ‘for you have the privilege
of pardon.’

“The privilege of pardon applies only to the guilty,” said
Treville, who wished to have the last word, ‘and my
musketeer is innocent It is not a pardon, therefore, that
your majesty is going to grant, but justice.’

‘Ts he at Fort I"Eveque?’ asked the king. )

‘Yes, sire, and in a solitary dungeon, like the worst of

. criminals.’

¢>0d’s blood!’ said the king, ‘what is to be done?

‘Sign the order for his release,’ said the cardinal, ‘and all
will be ended. I believe, like your majesty, tha.t M. de
Treville’s security is more than sufficient.’ S

Treville bowed respectfully, with a joy not. unmmgled
with fear. He would have preferred an obstinate. resistance
on the part of the cardinal, to this'sudden concession.
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The king signed the order of release, and Treville carried
it away immediately.

At the moment he was going out, the cardinal gave him
a friendly smile, and said to the king—

‘Great harmony exists between the officers and the
soldiers of your musketeers, sire; it must be very beneficial
to the service, and reflects honour on them all.” -

‘He will play me some scurvy trick presently,” thought
Treville; ‘one never has the last word with such a man.
But let me hasten, for the king may change his mind soon;
and, after all, it is more difficult to put a man back into
the Bastille, or Fort PEveque, once he has got out of it,
than to keep him prisoner there when they have already
caught him.’

M. de Treville entered Fort I’Eveque triumphantly, and
set at liberty his musketeer, who had not lost his calm
indifference.

And the first time that he saw d’Artagnan, he said to
him, “You have escaped well: your sword-thrust to Jussac
is now paid for; that to Bernajoux still remains; but you
must not be too confident.’

M. de Treville had reason to distrust the cardinal, and
to think that all was not ended ; for scarcely had the captain
of musketeers closed the door behind him before his eminence
said to the king—

‘Now that we are alone together, we must have some
serious conversation, if it please your majesty. Sire, the
Duke of Buckingham has been in Paris for five days, and
left it only this morning.’

16

In which the Keeper of the Seals, Séguier, looked more than
once afier the bell, that he might ring it as he had been used to do

It is impossible to form an idea of the impression which
these few words produced on the king. He grew red and
pale by turns, and the cardinal saw immediately that he
had regained, by a single stroke; all the ground that he had
previousty fost., o T : ‘

“The Duke of Buckingham'at Paris! said the king; ‘and’
What has he been doisy there?
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‘No doubt plotting with your enemies, the Huguenots.
and the Spaniards.’

‘No, by God, no! Plotting, rather against my honour,
with Madame de Chevreuse, Madame de Longueville, and
the Conde.’

‘Oh! sire, what an idea! The queen is too good, and,
above all, loves your majesty too well.’

‘Woman is feeble,’ said the king: ‘and as for her loving
me too well, I have my own opinion about that!’

‘Nevertheless, I maintain that the Duke of Buckingham
came to Paris for an entirely political object.’

‘And I am just as sure that he came for other purposes;
but, if the queen is guilty, let her tremble!’

‘After all,’ said the cardinal, ‘however unwilling I am to
dwell upon a treason of this kind, your majesty, by your
words, reminds me that Madame de Lannoy, whom, by
your majesty’s order, I have several times questioned, told
me this morning that, the night before last, the queen was
up very late, that this morning she was weeping very
much, and that she had been writing throughout the
whole day.’

‘That confirms it!’ said the king: ‘writing to Aim, no
doubt. Cardinal, I must have the queen’s papers.!’

‘But how are we to get them, sire? It appears to me that
neither I nor your majesty ought to undertake such an office.’

‘How did they proceed towards the Maréchale d’Ancre,’
said the king, in the most violent rage; ‘they first ransacked
her chests, and at last searched her person.’

‘The Maréchale d’Ancre was only the Maréchale d’Ancre,
a Florentine adventuress: but the august spouse of your
majesty is Anne of Austria, Queen of France; that is, one
of the greatest princesses in the world.’

“That only makes her the more criminal! The more she
has forgotten the high position in which she is placed, the
lower she has fallen. For a long time, now, I have been
determined to put an end to all these petty intrigues of
politics and love. There is, also, one La Porte in her service.’

‘Whom I believe to be the master-spirit in all this.’

“Then you think as I do—that she is deceiving me,” said
the king. .

‘I believe, and I repeat it to your majesty, that the queen
plots against the king’s power, but I have not said against
his honour.’ o -

‘And I tell you, against both. I tell you that the queen
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does not love me, I tell you that she loves another, I tell
you that she loves this infamous Duke of Buckingham' Why
did not you arrest him whilst he was in Paris?®

‘Arrest the duke! airest the prime minister ol Chailes I
Think, sire, what a commotior! And then, 1if the suspicions
of your majesty had any foundation, which I much doubt,
what a dreadful esposure—what horrible scandal ’

‘But i he esposed himself to 1t, like a vagabond and a
pilferer, he ought ?

Lous stopped, catching himself on the veirge ol a dreadful
expression, whilst Richelieu, stretching out his neck, 1n vamn
expected the word which hung upon the hing’s lips

‘He ought: ?

‘Nothing,’ said the king, ‘nothing But,” added he, ‘duning
all the time that he was 1n Paiis, you did not ever lose sight
of lum?®

‘Never, sire'’

‘Where did he reside?

‘In the Rue de la Haipe, at No 45°

Whete 1s that?

‘Near the Luxembourg ’

And you are certamn that the queen and he did not see
each other®

‘I beheve that the queen 1s too much attached to her
duty swrel’

‘But they corresponded 1t 1s to him that the quecn was
writing all day! Duke, I must have those letters ®

‘Sire, and yet >

‘Duke, at whatever cost, I must havc them !

‘T would observe to your majcsty, however.

‘And would you also betray me, cardinal, since you thus
oppose my wishes? Are you also 1n league with the Spaniard,
and the English, with Madame de Chevreuse, and with
the queen™

‘Sire,” replied the cardinal, with a smile, ‘T thought my-
self far removed from any such suspicion *

‘But' cardinal, you hear what I say I will have these
Iecters?

“There can be only one way ’

‘What 18 that®

‘It 18 to charge M de Séguer, the keeper of the seals,
with this cemmussion The matter 1s wholly within his scope

‘Let him be sent for mamediately *

‘He must be at my house, sire I sent for lum there, and
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when I came to the Louvre, I left word that he should wait
for me"’

‘Let lum be sent for instantly !’

‘Your majesty’s orders shall be executed, but—

‘But what®’

‘But the queen may perhaps refuse to obey *

‘What, my orders®

“Yes, 1f she does not know that these orders come from
the king’

‘Well, then, that she may have no doubt, I will convey
the orders to her myself?

‘Your majesty will not forget that I have done all I could
to prevent a rupture!

“Yes, duke, yes, I know that you are very indulgent,
perhaps too indulgent, to the queen, and I can tell you we
must have some talk about that hereafter *

‘Whenever your majesty pleases, but I shall be always
happy and proud to saciifice myself for the haxmony which
I should wish to see between the hing and queen of France ’

‘Well and good, cardinal, but, 1n the meantime, send for
the chancellor And now I hasten to the queen ’

Then, opening the door of communication, Lows entered
mto the cotridor which led from his own apartments to
those of Anne of Ausinia

The queen was surrounded by her ladics, Madame de
Guitaut, Madame de Sabl¢, Madame de Monthazon, and
Madame de Gu{méné In a corner was the Spanish lady
of the bed-chamber, Donna Estafana who had accom-
pamied her majesty from Madnid Madame Guéméné was
reading aloud, and everybody was listening to her, except
the queen, who had promoted this reading that she mught,
under the pretence of payng attention, indulge the traimn
of her own thoughts

These thoughts, all gilded as they were by a dying beam
of love, were not therefore the less sad Anne of Austria—
deprived of the confidence of her husband, pursued by the
hatred of the cardinal, who could never pardon her repulsion
of a softer sentiment, and having constantly before her eyes
the case of the queen-mother whom that hatred had
tormented throughout her life, although, if the memoirs of
the trzes are to be believed, Marie de Medic: had begun by
granting to the cardinal the sentiment which Anne of
Austrig’ had persisted i refusing him—Anne of Austria
had seég, her most devoted servants, her most confidential
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companions, her dearest favourites, fall around her Like
those unhappy bemngs who are endowed with a baleful
nature, she brought musfortune upon everything she touched
Her friendship was a fatal gift, which attiacted persecution
Madame de Chevreuse and Madame de Vernal were
banished, and La Porte did not conceal from his mistress
that he was 1n momentary expectation of an arrest

It was at the very instant that she was proloundly in-
dulging 1n these melancholy reflections that the door opened,
and the king entered

The reader became immediately silent, the ladies arose,
and all was silence

As for the Ling, he made no show of politeness, only
stopping before the queen

‘Madame,’ said he 1n a nervous voice, ‘you are about to
receive a visit from the chancellor, who will make known
to you certain commands with which I have charged
him’

The unhappy queen, who was olten threatened with
divorce, with exile, and even with death, grew pale beneath
her rouge, and could not restrain herself fiom saying—

‘But why that visit, sire® What can the chancellor have
to say, which your majesty could not tell me personally™

The Ling turned on his heel without any answer, and
almost at the same moment, the captain of the guards,
M de Gutaut, announced the presence of the chanccllor

Before the chancellor appeared, the king had already
left the apartment by another door

The chancellor entered, halt smiling, and half blushing
As we shall probably fall into his company again m the
course of thus history, there will be no harm 1n our readers
making acquaintance with him now

This chancellor was a pleasant fellow It was by des
Roches le Masle, a canon of Notre-Dame, who had formerly
been the cardinal’s valet, that he had been recommended
to his eminence, as one entirely devoted to his interesis The
cardinal trusted him, and was always well served

The following 1s one of the many stories which were
circulated concerning him

After a stormy youth, he had retired into a monastery
to expiate, at least for a time, the follies of his yuvenile
years But, 1n entering into this holy place, the poor pentent
had been unable to close the door so quickly but $hat the
passions which he flew from could enter with hy# They
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worried him, in fact, unceasingly; and the superior—to
whom he had confided this disgrace, and who wished to
preserve him from it as far as he was able—advised him, in
order to drive out the diabolical tempter, to have recourse
to the bell-rope, and to pull it with his utmost might; since,
on hearing this admonitory sound, the monks would under-
stand that a brother was beset by temptation, and the whole
community would instantly proceed to prayers.

The counsel seemed good to the future chancellor, who
exorcised the evil spirit by a large volume of prayers, which
were offered up by the monks. The devil, however, i3 not
easily displaced, when he has once got into garrison; and
in proportion as these exorcisms were multiplied, the
temptations were increased; so that the unceasing clamour
of the bell, by day and by night, perpetually announced
the extreme need of mortification which the penitent
experienced. .

“The monks no longer enjoyed a moment’s rest. By day,
they did nothing but go up and down the chapel stairs; and
by night, besides complines and matins, they were obliged
to jump out of their beds at least twenty times, to prostrat
themselves upon the flooring of their cells. :

It is not known whether the devil quitted his hold, or
the monks got tired out; but at the end of three months the
penitent reappeared in the world, with the reputation of
being more terribly possessed by the evil spirit than any one
who had ever lived.

On leaving the convent, he entered the magistracy, and
became president in the place of his uncle. He then joiried
the cardinal’s party, in doing which he evinced no small
sagacity; became chancellor; served his eminence zealously
against Anne of Austria; stimulated the judge in the business
of Chalais; encouraged the efforts of the royal forest~-master,
M. de Laffemas; and, finally, invested with the fullest
confidence of the cardinal, which he had so well won, he
had just received that singular commission, in the execution
of which he now presented himself before the queen.’

The gueen was standing when he entered, but asjoon as
she perceived him she seated herself in her easy-chair, and
making a sign for her ladies to place themselves on their
cushiong and stools, said, in a tone of supreme haughtiness—

‘Whak ‘do’ you want, sir; apd for what object do you
comeiBéned’ .

“Te'ggake, madame, in the king’s name, and without
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abating the respect which I entertain for your majesty, an
exact examination of all your papers ’

‘What, sir! an examination of my papers—of mine!
Truly, 1t 15 a most disgraceful act?’

‘Deign to pardon me, madame, but in this affair I am
only an instrument of the royal will Has not his majesty
but just left the room, and did he not himscIf mwite you to
expect this visit?

‘Search, then, sir, I am, 1t scems, a criminal Dstafana,
give up the keys of my tables and desks’

The chancellor went through the formality of scarclung
throughout the room, although he well knew that it was
not there that the queen would hide the important lettcr
which she had that day written

But when he had, at least twenty times, opuned all the
drawers, and shut them again, 1t became neccssary, mn spite
of any hesitation he might experience, to end the business
by searching the queen herself The chancellor advanced,
therefore, towards her mayjesty, and, with a ncivous tone
and manner, said—

‘And now I must make the principal scaich ’

‘And what 1s that” demanded the qucen, who did not,
or rather would not, understand hum

‘His majesty 15 certain that a letter has been wuttcu by
you during the day, and he knows that it has not ycL been
forwarded to its destination This letter 1s not to be {found
erther 1 your table, or your desk, and yet 1t must be
somewhere *

‘Would you dare to lay your hand upon your qucen?’
asked Anne of Austria, assuming all her haughtiness, and
fixing on the chancellor eyes which had become almost
threatening

‘T am a faithful subject of the king, madame, and every-
thing that his majesty may order, I shall exccute ’

‘Well, 1t 1s true” enclaimed the queen, ‘and the spies of
the cardinal have served him faithfully I have wrilten a
letter to-day, and that letter 13 not gone It 1s heie! and her
majesty placed her beautiful hand upon her bosom

‘Give me the letter, then, madame,’ said the chancellor

‘I will only give 1t to the king, sir,’ said the queen

‘If h1s majesty had wished the letter to be handed to him,
madame, he would have demanded 1t himself But I repeat,

1t1s to me that he gave the order to obtam 1t, and, i you
dud not gave 1t up——?

178



SCGUILFP, 'HE LEEPER OF THE SEALS

‘Well! what then?

‘It 1s me that he has ordered to take 1t’

‘How? What can you mean?’

‘That my orders go very far, madame, and that I am
authonsed to seek for this suspected paper, even on the
person of your majesty ’

‘Hoinble" exclaimed the queen

‘Be more comphant, then, madame ’

This conduct 1s infamous 1n 1ts violence! Cannot you see
that, sir®

‘IThe king commands 1t! Therefore, madame, excusec me ’

‘I will not endure 1t No! no' I will die rather!” said the
queen, m whom the mmperial blood of Spain and Austria
revolted at the outiage

The chancellor made a most reverential bow, but it was
evident that he did not mean to recede one step in the
accomplishment of his commussion Just as an executioner’s
man might have done 1n the torture-chamber, he approached
Anne of Austiia, from whose eyes large tears of rage were
gushing

The qucen was, as we have already said, of a smgular
beauty The commussion therefore was a delicate one, but
the king had come, from very jealousy of Buckingham, to
be no longer jealous of any other person

At that moment the chancellor, Scgwer, was no doubt
looking out for the rope ot the memorable bell, but, not
finding 1t, he summoned up lus resolution, and moved his
hand towards the place where the queen had admutted that
the paper was concealed

Anne of Austiia—blanched as though 1t had been by the
approach of death—receded for a single step Then, sup-
porting hersell by leaming with her left hand on a table
which stood behind her, she drew with her right the paper
from her bosom, and presented 1t to the keeper of the seals

‘Here, sir, take the letter,” cried the queen, 1n a trembling,
sobbing voice, ‘take 1it, and fiee me {rom your odious
presence ’

The chancellor, who was also trembling {rom an emotion
easy to conceive, took the letter, bowed to the very ground,
and withdrew

Scarcely was the door closed upon him, before the queen
tell nearly senseless into the arms of her women

The chancellor carried the letter to the king, without
having read one syllable of its contents His majesty took
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it with a trembling hand, and looked for the address but,
finding none, he became very pale, and opened the paper
slowly Then, seeing by the first words that it was addressed
to the King of Span, he read 1t very rapidly

It was a complete plan of attack against the cardinal The
queen wnvited her brother and the Emperor of Ausiria to
make a show—offended as they were by the policy of
Richelieu, whose constant aim 1t was to humble the house
of Austria—of declaring war against France, and to lay
down the dismuissal of the cardinal as a condition ol peace,
but, of love, there was not one single word 1n all the letter

The king, 1n great delight, inquired whether the cardinal
was still at the Louvre The answer was that his ecminence
was 1n the official cabinet, awaiting his majesty’s commands

The king immediately hastened to him,

‘Here, duke,’ said he, ‘you were right, and I was wrong
The whole mntrigue 1s political, and love was not the subject
of this letter But, on the other hand, there 15 a2 good deal
about you ’

The cardinal took the letter, and read 1t with the greatest
attention, and when he had reached the end, he read 1t a
second time

‘Well, your majesty,’ said he, ‘you see how far my enenes
go they threaten you with two wars if you do not dismuss
me Truly, sire, 1 your place I would yreld to such pressing
inducements, and, on my part, I should be truly happy to
retire from affairs of state *

‘What are you saying, duke?

‘I say, sire, that my health fails under these excessive
struggles and eternal labours I say, that in all probability
I shall be unable to support the fatigues of the siege of
La Rochelle, and that 1t would be better for you to appomt
either M de Cond¢, or M de Bassompierre, or some vahiant
man whose profession 1s to conduct a war, mstead of me,
a churchman, continually turned aside from my vocation
to engage 1n affawrs for which I am enurely unfit You will
be more prosperous in the interior of the kingdom, swe,
and I doubt not that you will also be more triumphant
abroad ’

‘Duke,’ said the king, “your irony does not deceive me
Depend upon 1t, that all those who are mentioned 1 this
letter shall be punished as they deserve,—even the queen
herself’

‘What can vour majesty mean?® God forbid that the queen

180



SCECUIER, THE KEEPER OF THE SLALS

should be harassed upon my account! She has always
believed me her enemy, sire, though your majesty can testify
that I have ever taken her part warmly, even agamnst your-
selt Oh! if she betrayed your majesty’s honour, it would be
a very different thing, and I should be the first to say—no
mercy, sire, no mercy on the guilty! Happily, there 1s
nothing of the hind here, and your majesty has just obtamed
a new proof of her mmnocence?

‘It 1s true, cardinal, and you were 11ght, as you always are,
but yet the queen has none the less deserved all my anger °

‘It 1s you, sire, who have incutred heis, and when she
seniously resents your conduct, I shall not blame her Your
majesty has tieated her with great severity!”

‘It 1s thus that I will always treat my enemues, and yours,
duke, however lofty they may be, and whatever risk I may
incur from being severe towards them ’

‘The queen 1s my enemy, but not yours, sire, she 1s, on
the contrary, a submussive, wrreproachable, and devoted wife*
permit me, then, to intercede for her with your majesty’

‘Let her humble herself, then, and make the first overtures *

‘On the contrary, sne, set her the example* you were
wiong first, since you were suspicious of the queen ’

‘Make the first overtures® said the king ‘Never!”

‘Sire, I beseech you!”

‘Besides, how could I make overtures?’

‘By doing something which you know will be agreeable
to her’

‘What?

‘Give a ball You know how much the queen loves
dancing, and I will answer for 1t that her anger will not
1esist such an attention ’

‘Cardinal, you know that I do not like these worldly
pleasures ’

‘Her majesty will be only the more grateful to you, as she
knows your anuipathy to this amusement Besides, 1t wall
enable her to wear those beautiful diamond studs which you
gave her on her birthday, and with which she has not yet
had any opportunity to adorn herself ’

‘We shall see, cardinal, we shall see,’ said the king, who,
m his delight at finding the queen merely guilty of a fault
about which he did not much care, and mnocent of a crime
which he greatly dreaded, was quite ready to reconcile
himself with her ‘We shall see, but, upon my honour, you
aie too indulgent’

181



THE THREE MUSKETEERS

‘Sire,” said the cardinal, ‘leave scviuty to mumsters
indulgence 1s a regal virtue make use of 1t, and you will
reap 1ts benefits *

Hearing the clock strike eleven, the caidinal madc an
obewsance, and begged permussion to retire, beseceching his
majesty to make his peace with the queen

Anne of Austria, who, after the seizure ol her letter,
eapected some reproaches, was much surprised the next day
to see the king make some attempts at a reconciliation with
her The first emotion was repulsion her pride as a woman,
and her dignity as a queen, had both been so cruelly
outraged, that she was unable to meet thesc fiist advances
of the king But, vanquished by the advice of her ladics, she
at last appeared to be disposed to forgiveness The king took
advantage of this favourable moment to tell her that he
thought of giving an immediate entertaimnment

An entertainment was so rare a thing to the poor queen,
that at this declaration, as the cardinal had forcseen, the
last tiace of her resentment vanished, i not fiom her heart,
at any rate {tom her countenance She ashked on what day
this entertainment was to be given, but the king answered
that, on that point, he must consult the caidinal

Not a day elapsed, 1n fact, but the hing asked the cardinal
when 1t was to be, and, day by day, his eminence deferzed
1t upon some pretext or other Thus did ten days pass away

On the eighth day after the scene we have described, the
cardinal recerved a letter with the London post-mark, and
containing only these few hines—

‘T have got them, but cannot leave London for want of
money Seand me five hundred pistoles, and, four or five
days after having received them I shall be in Pans’

On the very day that the cardinal recewved this letter,
the king asked the usual question

Ruchebieu counted on his fingers, and said to himself mn
a low voice—

‘She will reach Pais,’ she says, ‘four or five days after
the receipt of this money ’ Four or five days will be required
for the money to get there, four or five days for her to
return, that makes ten days Allow for contrary winds and
accdents of fate and the weakness of a woman and let us
fix 1t at twelve days’

‘Well, duke,’ said the king, ‘have you calcitated?

“Yes, sare this 1s the 20th of September, the city magistrates
"will give an entertaimnment on the grd of October That will
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suit exactly, for you will not have the appearance of going
out of your way to please the queen.’

Then the cardinal added—

‘By the way, sire, do not forget to tell her majesty, the
evening before the féte, that you wish to see how the diamond
studs become her.’

17
The Bonancieux Household

It was the second time that the cardinal had recalled the
king’s attention to these diamond studs. His majesty had
been struck by this circumstance, and supposed that the
recommendation concealed some mystery.

More than once had his majesty been annoyed that the
cardinal’s police—which, without having attained the per-
fection of that of modern times, was nevertheless very good—
was better informed than he himself was of what was taking
place in his own royal household. He hoped, therefore, to
glean some information from a conversation with the queen,
and then to return to the cardinal, and tell him some secret
which his eminence might, or might not, be acquainted
with, but whose exposition, in either case, must raise him
very much in the eyes of his minister.

He went accordingly to the queen, and, in his habitual
way, accosted her with threats against those by whom she
was surrounded. The queen bowed her head, and allowed
the torrent to pass by without reply, hoping that it would
at last exhaust itself. But that was not his majesty’s design.
He wished for a discussion, in which some light or other
might be struck out, being convinced that the cardinal had
kept something back, and was springing upon him one of
those terrible surprises which his eminence so well knew
how to contrive. He obtained his object by perseverance in
accusing.

‘But,’ said Anne of Austria, wearied of these vague attacks,
‘but, sire, you do not tell me all that you have in your heart.
What have I done? What crime have I committed? It is
impossible that your majesty should make all this disturbance
about a. letter written to my brother!’

The king, being attacked in such a direct manner himself,
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did not know what to answer. He thought that this was
the time to issue the injunction which he had been charged
to make on the eve of the ball.

‘Madame,’ said he, with dignity, ‘there will soon be a
ball at the Hotel de Ville. I desire that, to honour our
worthy magistrates, you will be present at it in state dress,
and, above all, adorned by those diamond studs which I
gave you on your birthday. There is my answer.”

And terrible that answer was. The queen believed that
his majesty knew all her secret ; and that the cardinal had
persuaded him to that long dissimulation of seven or eight
days, which, moreover, accorded well with his own character,
She became excessively pale; rested her beautiful hand,
which looked then as though it were of wax, upon a bracket;
and, gazing at the king with terrified eyes, answered not
a word.

‘You hear me, madame,’ said the king, who thoroughly
enjoyed this embarrassment, but without guessing its cause;
‘you hear me?’ :

‘Yes, sire, I hear you,’ stammered the queen,

‘You will be present at this ball?’

“Yes.

‘With your diamond studs?’

“Yes.

The paleness of the queen, if possible, increased; and éhc
king perceived, and enjoyed it, with that cold-blooded
cruelty which was one of the worst parts of his character.

" ‘It is settled then,’ said he, ‘and that is all T had to say

' to you.’ "

‘But on what day will this ball take place?’ asked Anne
of Austria.

- 'Fhe king instinctively felt that he ought not to reply to
this. question, which the queen had put to him in anr almost
dying voice.

+ “Almost immediately, madame,’ said he; ‘but I do not
exactly remember the precise date. I will ask the cardinal
about it.’ , ‘

‘It was the cardinal, then, who told you of this ball?’ said
the queen, : :

‘h‘%es, madame,’ said the astonished king; ‘but what of
at? ., .. ’

‘And.was it he who told you to request me to appear in

lpese Studs?” -

“That is to say, madame—-—*
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‘It was he, sire; it was hel®

‘Well, what does it signify, whether it was the cardinal
or me? Is there any crime in the request?’

‘No, sire.’

“Then you will appear?’

“Yes, sire!’

‘“Very well,’ said the king, retiring; “very well; T shall
depend upon it.’

The queen curtseyed, less from etiquette, than because
her knees bent under her.

His majesty departed, enchanted. .

‘I am lost,” muttered the queen; ‘lost, for the cardinal
evidently knows all, and he it is who pushes forward
the king, who, as yet, is in ignorance, but will soon be made
acquainted with the whole. I am lost! My God!my God !

She knelt down upon a cushion, and prayed, with her
head buried between her palpitating arms. Her position,
was, in fact, terrible. Buckingham had returned to London.
Madame de Chevreuse was at Tours. More, closely watched
than ever, the queen felt painfully certain that one of her
ladies had betrayed her, without knowing which. La Porte
could not quit the Louvre. She had not a soul in the world
in whom she could trust.

In the prospect of the ruin which was hanging over her,
and the desolation which she experienced, the queen gave

ay to tears and sobs.

‘Cannot I be of any service to your majesty” said a voice,
full of gentleness and pity.

The queen turned eagerly, for there could be no deception
in the expression of that voice; it was the voice of a friend.

In fact, at one of those doors which opened into the queen’s
apartment, appeared the pretty Madame Bonancieux. She
had been engaged arranging dresses and linen in a closet
when the king entered, and, being unable to get out, had
heard the whole of the conversation.

The queen uttered a cry on seeing “herself surprised; for,
in her ag1ta.t10n, she did not recognise the young woman
who had been given to her by La Porte.

‘Oh, do not be afraid,’ said Madame Bonancxeux, gqmmg
her hands, and crying herself, at the queen’s agony. ‘I am
your majesty’s slave, in body and in soul; and far as I am
below you, inferior as my position may be, I believe that
I have found a way of relieving your majesty from yous
difficulty !’
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‘You? oh, Heaven! you!” exclaimed the qucen ‘But let
me see you, let me look you 1n the face I am betrayed on
all sides may I confide n you?

‘Oh! madame!” said the voung woman, taling on her
knees, ‘oh! doubt me not On my soul I am recady to die
for your majesty ’

This exclamation came irom the very depths of the heart,
and 1t was impossible to distrust it

‘Yes,’ continued Madame Bonancieux, ‘there are traitors
here, but, by the blessed name of the Virgin, I swear to
you that there 1s no one more devoted to your majesty than
I am Those diamond studs that the king has mentioned,
you gave to the Duke of Buckingham, did you not? They
were within the hittle rosewood casket which he carried
under his arm Am I mustaken? Is 1t not as I have said®

‘Oh! my God, my God!” muttered the queen, her teeth
chattering with affright

‘Well, these studs,” said Madame Bonancieux, ‘must be
got back agan’

‘Yes, without doubt,’ saxd the queen, ‘but how can 1t be
done® How can we succeed?

‘Some one must be sent to the duke’

‘But who? who® None can be trusted ’

‘Have confidence 1n me, madame, do me this honour,
my queen, and I will find a messenger ’

But 1t will be necessary to write!’

‘Oh, yes, that 1s indispensable But two words from your
majesty’s hand, and under your own private seal, will serve °

‘But those two words! They will be my condemnation
—divorce! exile!”

‘Yes, if they fall into the wrong hands But I will under take
that these two words shall be dehivered according to their
address *

‘Oh! my God! must I then entrust my life, my honou,
my reputation, to your hands®

‘Yes! yes, madame, you must, and I will preserve them all °

‘But how? Tell me that, at least’

‘My husband has been set at liberty these two or three
days I have not yet had time to see him He 15 a worthy,
honest man, incapable of hatred or love He will do what
I wish he will set out at my request, without knowing
what he carries, and he will deliver your majesty’s letter,
#thout even knowing 1t 18 your majesty’, to the address
which 1t may bear *

186



THE BONANCIEUX HOUSEHOLD

The queen seized the young woman’s hands with a
passionate impulse, looked at her as if to read the dcpths
of her heart, and then, seeing nothing but sincerity in her
beautiful eyes, kissed her tenderly.

‘Do this,” exclaimed she, ‘and you will have saved me
my life and my honour!’

‘Oh! do not exaggerate the service which I have the
honour to render you. I have nothing to save for your
maJesty You are only the victim of treacherous plots ?

‘It is true, it is true, my child,’ said the queen; ‘you are
right.’

‘Give me this letter, then, madame, for time presses.’

The queen ran to a small table, on which there were
pens, ink, and paper, and wrote two lines, which she sealed
with her own seal, and handed to Madame Bonancieux.

‘And now,’ said the queen, ‘we forget one thing, which is
very necessary.’

‘And what is that, madame?’

‘Money.’

Madame Bonancieux blushed.

“Yes, it is true,” said she; ‘and I will confess to your
majesty that my husband

“Your husband has none. Is that what you would say?
said the queen.

‘Yes, he has got it, but he is very avaricious: that is his
chjef fault. Nevertheless, let not your majesty be uneasy;
we will find means.’

‘And I have got none either;’ (those who may read the
memoirs of Madame de Motteville will not be astonished
at this reply) ‘but wait a minute!’

The queen ran to her jewel-box.

‘Here,’ said she; ‘here is a ring of great value, as I am
assured. It was given me by my brother, the King of Spain;
it is mine, and I may dispose of it. Take this ring, convert
it into money, and let your husband set out.’

‘In one hour you shall be obeyed.’

‘You see the address,’ said the queen, speaking so low
that she could scarcely be heard—‘To my Lord Duke qf
Buckingham, London.’

“The letter shall be delivered to himself alone!’

. ‘Generous child!’ exclaimed Anne of Austria. |

-Madame Bonancieux kissed the queen’s hand, concealed
the letter in her bosom, and disappeared. with. the lightness
of a bird.
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In ten minutes she was at her own house She had not
seen her husband since his liberation, as she had told the
queen, and was therefore ignorant of the change which had
taken place 1n hum regarding the cardmal—a change which
his emunence’s flattery and money had effected, and which
had been stiengthened by two or three visits from Rochefort,
who had become Bonancieux’s best {riend, having persuaded
him that the abduction of hus wife had proceeded from no
culpable sentiment, but was merely a political precaution

She found M Bonancieux alone The poor man was with
great difficulty restoring some order to his house, where
he had found the furniture almost destroyed, and the chests
mostly empty,—justice not being one of the three things
which King Solomon points out as leaving no traces of thewr
course As for the servant-girl, she had fled on the arrest
of her master Terror had taken such hold of the poor thing,
that she never ceased walking until she had reached Bur-
gundy, her native province

The worthy mercer had, as soon as he i1eached home,
announced his happy return to his wife, and she had replied
by congratulations, and an assurance that the first moment
she could snatch from her duties should be altogether
devoted to a visit to lum,

The first moment had been five days in arriving, which,
in other circumstances, rmght have appeared iather long
to Master Bonancieux, but he had ample food for reflection
in the visit he had paid the cardinal, and in those which
bhe had recewved from Rochefort, and it 15 well known that
nothing makes the time pass so well as reflection

And the reflections of Bonancieux were, besides, all of a
rosy tint Rochefort called him his good friend, his dear
Bonancieux, and did not cease to tell him that the cardinal
thought very highly of hum The mercer already saw himself
on the high road to honours and fortune

On her part, Madame Bonancieux had reflected also, but,
it must be confessed, on other things than ambition In spite
of all she could do, her thoughts would turn towards that
handsome young man, who was so brave, and seemed to
be so full of love Married at eighteen, and having always
lwved 1n the mudst of her husband’s friends, who were but
httle calculated to excite the affections of one whose sen-
timents were more elevated than her station, Madame
Bonancieux had remained msensible to all vulgar m-
fressions
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But, at that period more particularly, the title of gentle-
man had great influence over the citizens; and d’Artagnan
was a gentleman, and, besides, wore the uniform of the
guards, which, except that of the musketeers, was the most
highly appreciated by the fair sex. He was, moreover, young,
handsome, and adventurous; and he talked of love like
one who loved, and is eager to be loved in return. All this
was more than enough to turn a heart of twenty-three years
of age; and Madame Bonancieux had just arrived at that
period of her life.

‘The happy married couple, although they had not met
for more than eight days, and during that time some grave
events had happened, addressed each other with a certain
pre-occupation of mind. Nevertheless, M. Bonancieux
manifested sincere joy, and advanced towards his wife with
open arms.

Madame Bonancieux offered her forehead to be kissed.

‘Let us have a little talk,’ said she.

‘What!® said the astonished Bonancieux.

‘Yes, certainly. I have something of the greatest import-
ance to tell you.’

‘Really! and I have some questions of importance to put
to you. Explain to me your abduction, I beg of you.’

“That is of no consequence just now, said Madame
Bonancieux.

‘And what is this affair of consequence, then? Is it about
my imprisonment?’

‘T heard of that on the same day; but, as you were guilty
of no crime, as you were connected with no intrigue, and
as you knew nothing that could compromise you, I only
attached to that event the importance which it merited.’

‘You speak of it with little concern, madame,’ replied
Bonancieux, hurt at the slight interest which his wife mani-
fested in him, ‘Do you not know that I was .ncarcerated for
one day and one night in a dungeon of the Bastile?’

‘A night and a day are soon passed. But let us have done
with your captivity, and retum to the objcct of my return
. to you.’ &

‘What! the object of your return to me' Then is it not the
desire of seeing your husband, from whom you have.been
separated for eight days? demanded the mercer, cut to the

uigk. :
4 g is that ﬁtst, and something else afterwards.’
P

eak)’
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- “An affair of the very greatest importance; on which,
d.’
perhaps, our future fortune may depen )

‘Our fortune has a very different look since I saw you
last, Madame Bonancieux; and I should not wonder if,
some months hence, it should excite the envy of many.’

‘Yes, particularly if you will follow the instructions which
I am going to give you.’

‘Me?’ .

“Yes, you. There is a good and sacred action to be per-
formed, sir, and much money to be gained at the same
time.’

Madame Bonancieux knew that, in speaking to her
husband of money, she attacked his weak side. But a man,
even a mercer, when he has conversed ten minutes with a
Cardinal Richelieu, is no longer the same man.

‘Much money to be gained?’ said Bonancieux, pouting,

‘Yes, a great deal.’

‘About how much?’

‘A thousand pistoles, perhaps.’

“Then ‘what you are going to ask of me is of serious
consequence?’

‘Yes.’

‘What must I do?’

‘Set out immediately. I will give you a paper, which
you will not let out of your own possession under any
pretence whatever, and which you will deliver to the
. proper person.’

‘And where am I go to?

‘To London.’

‘I go to London! Come, now, you are joking. I have no
business at London.’

‘But -others have busimess for you there.’

‘Who are these. others? I tell you, beforehand, I will do
nothing in the dark; and I wish to know, not only to what
I expose myself, but also for whom I expose myself.’

‘An illustrious person sends you, and an illustrious person
will receive you: the recompense will surpass your desires,
and this is all that I can coneede you.’

‘Intrigues again! nothing but intrigues! Thank you, I am
now gomewhat distrustful of them: the cardinal has rather
enlightened me on that subject.’ '

‘The cardinal,’ cried Madame Bonancieux; ‘have you
seen the cardipal®” - . . - T

&

+‘He sent for me,’ proudly answered the mercer.
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‘And were you imprudent enough to accept his invitation?”

‘T ought to say that I had not the choice whether I would
accept it or not, for I was between two guards. It is true,
also, that as I did not then know his eminence, I should have
been greatly delighted if I could have avoided the visit.’

‘And he treated you ill—he threatened you?’

‘He gave me his hand and called me his friend,’ said
Bonancieux: ‘his friend! do you hear, madame, I am the
friend of the great cardinal?’

‘Of the great cardinall’

‘But perhaps you will not allow him that title, madame?’

‘I dispute nothing; but I tell you, that the favour of a
minister is ephemeral; that he must be mad who attaches
himself to one. There are powers above a minister’s which
do not rest on the caprice of one man, or the issue of
one event; and it is to these powers that one ought to
cleave.’

‘I am very sorry, madame, but I know no other power
than that of the great man whom I have the honour
to ser