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CHAPTER 1

An Adventure in Meung
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The town of Meung was used to disturbances of one sort or another, but on that first Monday in April 1625, there seemed to be something special happening. People were shouting and running toward an inn called the Jolly Miller, where a large crowd was watching a young man named D’Artagnan.


A few days earlier, D’Artagnan’s father had sent him on a journey to find fortune, adventure, and honor. He had also given his son a letter that would introduce him to Monsieur de Tréville, the leader of the Musketeers.


D’Artagnan was just eighteen years old. He was wearing a faded blue cloak and a little hat with a feather tucked into it. His face was long, thin, and tanned, with high cheekbones and a wide jaw. Too tall to be a child, but too short to be an adult, he looked like a farmer’s son on a long journey. Only the large sword hanging from his belt distinguished him as a fighter.


It was D’Artagnan’s old yellow horse that had created the sensation. It walked strangely and looked even stranger. As he tied his horse to a post outside the Jolly Miller, D’Artagnan saw a man inside who seemed to be about forty-five years old, with pale skin, piercing black eyes, a black moustache, and a scar across his cheek. He and some men were laughing at D’Artagnan.


Tired of being embarrassed, D’Artagnan challenged the man to a duel. They drew swords, but then the man’s friends attacked. D’Artagnan fought them all until someone hit him from behind and knocked him unconscious.


When D’Artagnan awoke, he found that the innkeeper had taken him upstairs. Through the window, he saw the stranger again. He was speaking to a young woman in a horse-drawn carriage. She seemed to be around twenty-five years old, and she was beautiful. The man handed her a box. Through the open window, D’Artagnan heard him tell the woman to take the box to London on orders from the Cardinal. Then he heard the man call her Milady.


The man left before D’Artagnan could catch up with him to finish their duel. Upset and injured, D’Artagnan returned to the inn and stayed for several days. He spent most of his money paying for his stay. When he finally looked for the letter that would introduce him to Monsieur de Tréville, it was gone!
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The innkeeper told D’Artagnan that it had fallen from his pocket when he had been knocked out. The man with the scar had seen the letter and seemed very interested in it.


“That villain stole my letter,” D’Artagnan said. “I swear I’ll find him.”





D’Artagnan left the inn and made his way to Paris. When he arrived at Monsieur de Tréville’s mansion, he saw many Musketeers practicing with swords, and heard them talking about the Cardinal. Although the King ruled France, everyone knew that the Cardinal wanted to take power. Cardinal Richelieu led the church. He had his own soldiers, the Cardinal’s Guards, who often clashed with the Musketeers, a group in the royal army that served the King.


On the stairs, D’Artagnan passed a tall Musketeer dressed in a sky-blue shirt and a long crimson cloak. Across his chest hung a magnificent golden sash called a baldric. This was not the regular uniform, and the other Musketeers were teasing him about it. D’Artagnan learned that the man’s name was Porthos.


“My dear Aramis, make up your mind,” Porthos said to another Musketeer. “Are you to be a priest or a Musketeer? Be one or the other, but not both.”


“Porthos,” Aramis replied, sounding angry, “you are a vain man. Look at your sash. It’s far too fancy for a Musketeer. As for me, if I choose to become a priest, then I shall. Meanwhile, I am a Musketeer and I will say what I like. And at this moment, I’m happy to say that I find you a great bore.”


Just as D’Artagnan was beginning to wonder why the two men were so angry, the door to Monsieur de Tréville’s office opened and he was called inside.


Before D’Artagnan could get very far, Monsieur de Tréville motioned for him to wait, and then shouted three names toward the hallway. At each name, his volume and anger rose.


“Athos! Porthos! Aramis!”


The two men D’Artagnan had seen arguing entered the room. Monsieur de Tréville told them he had learned from the King that several of the Cardinal’s guards had fought and defeated them the previous night.


“Tell me, Aramis,” said Monsieur de Tréville, “why did you ask me for a Musketeer’s uniform when a priest’s frock would have suited you better? And Porthos, what use is such a fancy sash when all it holds up is a sword made of straw? And Athos? Where is Athos?”


The two Musketeers said that Athos was ill, but it was clear that Monsieur de Tréville did not believe them.


“It seems the guardsmen are better soldiers, after all,” continued Monsieur de Tréville. “Perhaps I should resign here and apply to be a Lieutenant with them!”


Unable to remain silent anymore, Porthos spoke. He told Monsieur de Tréville that the guards had attacked them first and without warning. Before they could even draw their swords, two Musketeers had been hurt and unable to fight. The fight remained six guards against four Musketeers until Athos was badly hurt. They continued to fight anyway, but the guards overwhelmed them. Luckily, the Musketeers managed to escape.


“I didn’t hear about this,” said Monsieur de Tréville. “The guards should not have fought unfairly.”


Just then, Athos entered. It was clear from his movements that he was still hurt. Monsieur de Tréville tried to shake his hand, but Athos collapsed. A doctor came and took him to another room to recover.


When word arrived back that Athos had woken up and that his wounds would heal, Monsieur de Tréville apologized to the other Musketeers and told them to go. Then he turned his attention back to D’Artagnan.


“I know your father,” said Monsieur de Tréville. “He has always been very dear to me. What can I do for his son?”


D’Artagnan asked to become a Musketeer. Monsieur de Tréville told him that he must first prove himself in battle. He offered to have D’Artagnan enrolled in the military academy, where he would learn to be a soldier.


“Alas,” said D’Artagnan, “my father gave me a letter for you. I believe it would have convinced you to allow me into the Musketeers. How I wish I had it now.”


D’Artagnan told Monsieur de Tréville of his adventure in Meung and the lost letter.


“Your letter had my name written on it?” asked Monsieur de Tréville.


D’Artagnan said it did. After thinking for a few moments, Monsieur de Tréville asked, “Was the man tall with black hair and a moustache? Did he have a scar on his cheek?”


“That’s him,” said D’Artagnan. “If I ever find him again—”


“He was speaking to a lady?” Monsieur de Tréville interrupted.


D’Artagnan told him of Milady and the instruction he had overheard—that she was to bring a box to London. Suddenly D’Artagnan looked out the window and shouted, “I see him! The man from Meung—he’ll not escape me this time!”


Before Monsieur de Tréville could stop him, D’Artagnan ran from the room.


“Thief!” D’Artagnan shouted. “Coward!”















CHAPTER 2

A Day for Dueling
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D’Artagnan raced down the stairs and collided with a Musketeer, who cried out in pain.


“Excuse me,” said D’Artagnan. “I’m very sorry, but I’m in a hurry.”


He had barely taken a step when someone grabbed his belt and he was pulled backward.


“You’re sorry, eh?” said the Musketeer. “You heard how Monsieur de Tréville spoke to my friends and now you think anyone can treat us like that?”


D’Artagnan recognized the Musketeer as Athos. He tried to apologize again, but Athos was in a bad mood and would not accept. D’Artagnan had no patience for this kind of behavior, even from a Musketeer as brave as Athos. Before he knew it, he had challenged Athos to a duel. The men agreed to fight at noon.


Outside, D’Artagnan saw Porthos speaking to another man in front of the main gate. There was just enough room to run behind Porthos. As he did, a gust of wind blew Porthos’s cloak up and D’Artagnan became wrapped in it. Porthos pulled his cloak together and found himself nose-to-nose with D’Artagnan.
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“Excuse me,” D’Artagnan said, moving out from under the large man’s arm. “I am in a great hurry. I was chasing—”


“And you always run blind, I suppose?” Porthos towered over him.


“No, I do not,” D’Artagnan said, his temper rising again.


“Do you think you can just push past me?” Porthos asked. “You should have asked before barging through.”


“I was in a hurry,” D’Artagnan said. “This is very important. And you are also very large and your cloak is too long. It was in my way—”


“What?” Porthos shouted.


The two men argued and, as quickly as it had happened with Athos, D’Artagnan found himself agreeing to another duel. This one was set for one o’clock in the same place where D’Artagnan was to fight Athos.


D’Artagnan resumed his chase, but the man from Meung was gone. Suddenly the events of the morning began to sink in. D’Artagnan had disgraced himself in front of Monsieur de Tréville by rushing out like that. Then he had challenged two dangerous men to duels. What’s worse, he thought of those two men as heroes!


What a fool I am, D’Artagnan thought. I should try to be like Aramis. Didn’t he seem friendly and graceful?


Suddenly D’Artagnan saw Aramis talking with some other men. This time, D’Artagnan decided to be careful and polite. He saw a handkerchief under Aramis’s boot and picked it up.
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