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The Three Musketeers




Chapter 1


On the first Monday of the month of April 1625, the town of Meung looked as if it were in as complete a state of revolution as if the Huguenots had just made a second La Rochelle of it. Many citizens, seeing the women fleeing in the direction of the main street and hearing the children crying out from doorsteps, hastened to don their cuirasses. Then, supporting their somewhat uncertain courage by grasping a musket or a pike, they directed their steps toward the tavern of The Jolly Miller. There a compact group, growing larger by the minute, had gathered, vociferous and full of curiosity.


In that period panics were frequent, and few days passed without some French city’s registering in its archives an event of that sort. There were the nobles making war against one another; there was the King making war against the Cardinal; there was Spain making war against the King. Then, besides these wars – hidden or public, secret or patent – there were also robbers, beggars, Huguenots, wolves, and lackeys who made war on everybody. The citizens always took up arms against thieves, wolves, or lackeys, often against the nobles and the Huguenots, sometimes against the King – but never against the Cardinal or Spain. So on this first Monday of the month of April 1625, since such was their custom, the citizens of Meung, hearing the clamour and seeing neither the red-and-yellow standard of Spain nor the livery of the Duc de Richelieu, rushed toward The Jolly Miller. When they reached it, everyone could see plainly what was causing all this hubbub.


It was a young man – let us sketch his portrait with the pen. Imagine a Don Quixote of eighteen, a Don Quixote without a corselet, coat of mail, or thigh pieces, a Don Quixote clad in a woollen doublet with its blue faded into an indefinite shade between that of the lees of wine and a heavenly azure. His face was long and tanned; his cheekbones were prominent, a sign of shrewdness; the muscles of his jaws were enormously developed, an infallible clue to a Gascon, even when he wore no beret – and our young man did wear a beret, adorned with some sort of feather. His eyes were candid and intelligent, his nose hooked but finely chiselled. Too tall for an adolescent, too short for a grown man, by an experienced observer he might well be taken for a farmer’s son on a journey had it not been for the long sword dangling from a leather belt. The sword kept hitting against its owner’s calves as he walked and against the rough flank of his steed as he rode.


Our young man’s steed was the observed of all observers. It was a Béarn nag twelve or fourteen years old, with a yellow coat and a tail without a single hair, but it was not without sores on its legs. As it always walked with its head below its knees, there was no need for a martingale, but it nevertheless managed to make its eight leagues a day. Unfortunately the good qualities of this horse were so well concealed under its bizarre coat and its incongruous gait that at a period when everybody was a connoisseur in horseflesh, the appearance of the said nag at Meung aroused feelings that were far from favourable, and which naturally included the man who rode it.


These feelings inflicted all the more pain on d’Artagnan – that was the name of the Don Quixote of this second Rosinante – because he could not fail to see how ridiculous such a steed made him, good horseman as he was. Indeed he had sighed deeply as he accepted the gift from his father. He was not unaware that such a beast was worth at least twenty livres, and the words that accompanied the gift were priceless.


‘My son,’ said the old Gascon gentleman in that pure Béarn patois that Henry IV had never succeeded in losing, ‘my son, this horse was born in your father’s house something like thirteen years ago, and here it has remained ever since. That ought to make you love it. Never sell it – let it die peacefully and honourably of old age. If you make a campaign with it, take as good care of it as you would of an old servant. At Court, if you ever have the honour to go there – an honour to which your time-honoured rank as a nobleman gives you the right – uphold worthily the name of gentleman that has been borne worthily by your ancestors for more than half a century. Suffer nothing from any man except the Cardinal and the King. It is by his courage, remember, by his courage alone, that a gentleman makes his way nowadays. The man who trembles for even a second perhaps allows the bait to escape him that Fortune was holding out to him at that very second.


‘You are young. You ought to be brave for two reasons: first, because you are a Gascon, and second, because you are my son. Never be afraid to seize an opportunity, and seek out adventures. I have taught you how to handle a sword; you have thews of iron and a wrist of steel. Fight at every opportunity, all the more willingly because duels are forbidden and consequently it takes twice as much courage to fight one.


‘I have nothing to give you, my son, save fifteen crowns, my horse, and the counsels you have just heard. Your mother will add to these the recipe for a certain balsam that she got from a gypsy woman. It has the miraculous virtue of healing all wounds that do not reach the heart. Take advantage of everything that happens to you, and live happily and long!


‘I have but one word to add, and that is to propose an example for you – not my own, for I have never appeared at Court, and I took part in the Religious Wars only as a volunteer. I mean Monsieur de Tréville, who was once my neighbour, and who as a boy had the honour of being the playfellow of our King, Louis XIII, whom God preserve! Sometimes their games degenerated into battles, and in those battles the King was not always the victor. The blows he received from Monsieur de Tréville gave the King great esteem and friendship for that gentleman. Later, Monsieur de Tréville fought against many other men, perhaps a hundred times. And in spite of ordinances and edicts against duelling, there he is today, Captain of the Royal Musketeers, which is saying that he is the leader of a legion of Caesars that the King holds in high esteem and whom Monsieur le Cardinal fears – he who fears nothing, as everyone knows. Moreover, Monsieur de Tréville earns ten thousand crowns a year, therefore he is a very great nobleman. He began as you are beginning. Go to him with this letter, and make him your model, in order that you may accomplish what he has accomplished.’


Thereupon Monsieur d’Artagnan the elder girded his own sword around his son, kissed him tenderly on both cheeks, and gave him the precious letter and his blessing.


On leaving his father’s room, the young man went to find his mother, who was waiting for him with the famous recipe. The paternal advice we have just recorded would necessitate its rather frequent use. The mother’s farewells were longer and more tender than the father’s. Madame d’Artagnan wept abundantly, and to do justice to Monsieur d’Artagnan the younger, we must say that notwithstanding the efforts he made to be as firm as a future musketeer should be, nature prevailed and he shed many tears, and only with great difficulty did he succeed in concealing half of them.


The same day the young man set out on his journey, fitted out with his father’s three gifts, consisting, as has been noted, of fifteen crowns, the horse, and the letter to Monsieur de Tréville, the advice, naturally, being thrown into the bargain; and with his mother’s recipe for balsam.


With such a vade-mecum d’Artagnan was, both morally and physically, an exact replica of Cervantes’ hero, to whom we have already compared him so appropriately. Don Quixote took windmills for giants and sheep for armies; d’Artagnan took every smile for an insult and every stare for a challenge. Accordingly all the way from Tarbes he kept his fist clenched, or he put his hand on the hilt of his sword, ten times a day. Yet his fist did not come down on any jaw nor did his sword leave its scabbard. The sight of the ill-starred yellow nag certainly lighted the faces of observers with many a smile, but as up on the nag a sword of respectable length was rattling, and as above that sword there gleamed an eye that was ferocious rather than proud, said observers restrained their hilarity. Therefore d’Artagnan remained majestic and irreproachable until he came to this ill-omened town of Meung.


But there, as he was alighting from his horse at the gate of The Jolly Miller without anyone – host, waiter, or hostler – having come to hold his stirrup, d’Artagnan, glancing through a half-open window on the ground floor, espied a gentleman with a good figure and a proud look, though rather a morose one. He was talking with two men who seemed to be listening to him with the greatest respect. D’Artagnan quite naturally, since such was his habit, thought that he was the subject of their conversation, and he listened intently. This time d’Artagnan was only partly mistaken; he himself was not their subject, but his horse was. Apparently the gentleman was enumerating all the horse’s qualities for the benefit of his audience, and since the audience, as has been noted, seemed to have great deference for the narrator, they burst into roars of laughter at every moment. Now since even a half-smile was enough to arouse the wrath of our young man, it is easy to guess how this vociferous mirth affected him.


Nevertheless, before he took action, d’Artagnan wanted to read the countenance of this insolent fellow who was making fun of him. He stared haughtily at the stranger and saw a man between forty and forty-five years old, with piercing black eyes, pale skin, a nose well worthy of notice, and a black moustache that was trimmed to perfection. He was dressed in doublet and hose of violet with points of the same hue and with no other ornament except the customary slashes through which the shirt appeared. The doublet and hose, though new, looked rumpled, as if they were travelling clothes packed for a long time in a portmanteau. D’Artagnan noted all these details with the rapidity of the most meticulous observer and also, perhaps, with an instinctive feeling that this stranger was destined to have a great influence upon his future life.


While d’Artagnan was staring at the gentleman in the violet doublet the gentleman was uttering one of his most masterly and most profound expositions, and his two auditors were laughing even more uproariously than before. The speaker himself allowed a pale smile – if I may be permitted to use such an expression – to appear on his lips. This time there could be no doubt. D’Artagnan was really being insulted. Finally convinced of that now, he pulled his beret down over his eyes, and, endeavouring to copy some of the Court ways that he had picked up in Gascony from travelling noblemen, he stepped forward with one hand on the hilt of his sword and the other planted on his hip. Unfortunately, as he advanced his anger blinded him more and more at every step, so that instead of the dignified and lofty speech he had prepared as his challenge, he found nothing at the tip of his tongue except an unmannerly personal remark that he accompanied with a furious gesture.


‘You, monsieur, you, monsieur, who are hiding behind that shutter – yes, you! Tell me what you are laughing at and we will laugh together!’


The gentleman turned his eyes slowly away from the horse to its rider, and in a tone of irony and insolence impossible to describe he replied: ‘I was not speaking to you, monsieur.’


‘But I am speaking to you, monsieur, I am!’ cried the young man, exasperated by this combination of insolence and good manners, of decorum and disdain.


The stranger looked at him again with his pale smile, left the window, frowned slightly, and came out of the inn slowly. He took his stand in front of the yellow horse within two paces of d’Artagnan. The Gascon drew his sword a foot out of its scabbard.


‘Decidedly, this horse is, or rather was in his youth, a buttercup,’ the stranger went on, addressing his audience at the window. Apparently he had not noticed d’Artagnan’s exasperation, although the young Gascon was standing between him and his audience. ‘This colour is well known to botany, but up to now it has been very rare among horses.’


‘There are men who laugh at a horse who would not dare laugh at his master!’ cried the young emulator of an angry Tréville.


‘I do not laugh often, monsieur,’ replied the stranger, ‘as you can see from the cast of my countenance. But nevertheless I hold to my privilege of laughing whenever I please.’


‘And I,’ cried d’Artagnan, ‘I will allow no man to laugh when it offends me!’


‘Really, monsieur?’ the stranger continued, calmer than ever. ‘Well, that’s all right with me,’ and turning on his heel, he started to go back into the inn by the front gate, where d’Artagnan had already noticed a saddled horse was standing.


But d’Artagnan was not a youth to allow to escape him like that a man who had had the insolence to make fun of him. He drew his sword and ran after the stranger, crying: ‘Turn around, turn around, Master Jester, lest I strike you in the back!’


‘Strike me!’ said the stranger, turning and looking at the young man with both astonishment and contempt. ‘Come, come, my dear fellow, you must be insane!’ Then, in a low tone, as if talking to himself, he went on: ‘This is annoying. What a find for His Majesty this chap would be! He’s always looking everywhere for such fine fellows to recruit the Royal Musketeers!’


He had barely finished speaking when d’Artagnan made such a furious lunge at him that if he had not leaped back nimbly, he might well have jested for the last time. The stranger perceived then that more than a jest was in question, drew his sword, saluted his adversary, and placed himself on guard soberly. But at the same moment his two auditors, accompanied by the innkeeper, fell upon d’Artagnan with cudgels, shovels, and tongs. This interruption of d’Artagnan’s attack was so rapid and so complete that while the young Gascon turned to face this shower of blows his adversary sheathed his sword. Having just missed being an actor in the fight, now he became a spectator, a role that he played with his habitual impassivity, nevertheless muttering: ‘A plague on these Gascons! Put him back on his orange horse and send him off!’


‘Not before I kill you, you poltroon!’ cried d’Artagnan, meeting the attack as best he could and not giving back a step before his three assailants, who were raining blows on him.


‘Another Gascon boast!’ murmured the gentleman. ‘Upon my honour, these Gascons are incorrigible! Keep up the dance, then, since he will have it so. When he is tired he’ll say that he’s had enough.’


But the stranger did not know as yet what a headstrong man they had to deal with. D’Artagnan was not a man to ask for quarter in any circumstances. So the fight went on a few seconds longer. But at last d’Artagnan, exhausted, dropped his sword, which the blow of a cudgel had broken in two. Another blow struck him in the forehead and brought him to the ground, covered with blood and unconscious.


It was at this point that people came flocking to the scene of action from every direction. Mine host, fearing a scandal, aided by his servants, carried the wounded man into the kitchen. As for the gentleman, he had gone back to his place at the window and stood watching the crowd with some impatience, obviously annoyed that they did not disperse.


‘Well, how goes it with that madman?’ he asked, turning as the opening door announced the innkeeper.


‘Your Excellency is safe and sound?’ enquired mine host.


‘Yes, perfectly safe and perfectly sound, my dear host. I’m asking you what has happened to our young hothead.’


‘He’s getting better. He fainted dead away. But before he fainted he gathered all his strength to challenge you and defy you.’


‘Why, the merry fellow must be the Devil in person!’ cried the stranger.


‘Oh no, Your Excellency, he isn’t the Devil,’ mine host answered with a scornful grimace. ‘While he was in a faint we searched his person and his belongings, and he has nothing but one shirt, and twelve crowns in his purse. But that didn’t keep him from saying as he was swooning that if a thing like that had happened in Paris, you would have been sorry for it at once, whereas now you will not be sorry for it until later.’


‘Perhaps,’ said the stranger coldly, ‘he’s some prince of the blood in disguise.’


‘I have told you this, monsieur, so that you may be on your guard.’


‘Didn’t he name any name in his rage?’


‘Yes, he did. He tapped on his pocket and said, “We shall see what Monsieur de Tréville will think of this insult to his protégé.” ’


‘Monsieur de Tréville?’ the stranger said, his attention aroused. ‘He tapped on his pocket and spoke of Monsieur de Tréville? Come, my dear host, while your young man was unconscious I’m sure you did not fail to look into that pocket. What was in it?’


‘A letter addressed to Monsieur de Tréville, Captain of the Royal Musketeers.’


The stranger left his place at the window and frowned uneasily.


‘The devil!’ he muttered between his teeth. ‘Can Tréville have sent this Gascon after me? He is very young. Still, a sword thrust is a sword thrust, whatever the age of the one who gives it. And one does not suspect a lad as much as a grown man. A slight obstacle is enough to thwart a great plan.’ And the stranger fell into a reverie that lasted several minutes.


‘Come, mine host,’ he said at last, ‘aren’t you going to get rid of this crazy boy for me? As a matter of conscience, I can’t kill him, and yet,’ he added with a coldly menacing expression, ‘yet he is in my way. Where is he?’


‘In my wife’s room on the second floor. They are dressing his wounds.’


‘Are his clothes and the bundle he had with him there too? He hasn’t taken off his doublet, has he?’


‘All his belongings are downstairs in the kitchen. But if he is in your way, the young fool – ’


‘He certainly is. Go upstairs, please, and make out my bill, then summon my lackey. I bade you have my horse saddled. Isn’t it ready?’


‘Yes indeed, and as Your Excellency may have noticed, it is standing by the gate, quite ready for you to ride away.’


‘Good! Do as I have told you, then.’


‘Dear me,’ said the host to himself, ‘can he be afraid of that boy?’ He bowed humbly and withdrew.


‘Milady1 must not be seen by this rascal,’ the stranger said to himself. ‘She should not be long in coming now; she’s already late. I’d better get on my horse and go to meet her . . . If only I knew what is in this letter to Tréville!’ And the stranger made his way to the kitchen, still muttering.


In the meantime the host, certain that it was only the presence of the youth that was driving the stranger from his hostelry, had gone up to his wife’s room, and had found d’Artagnan in his right mind again. Giving him to understand that the police might deal with him rather roughly for having picked a quarrel with a great lord – for in the innkeeper’s opinion the stranger could be nothing less – he insisted that d’Artagnan, despite his weakness, should get up and go on his way. D’Artagnan, half-stupefied, without his doublet and with his head swathed in bandages, rose and, shoved along by the host, began to go down the stairs. But when he reached the kitchen, he glanced through the window and saw his antagonist standing on the step of a heavy carriage drawn by two large Norman horses. He was chatting quietly with a woman whose head was framed by the carriage window. She was apparently about twenty, or perhaps a year or two older. D’Artagnan was an adept at reading faces. He saw at a glance that this woman was young and beautiful. Her beauty was all the more striking because it was entirely different from that of the Midi, where he had always lived until now. She was pale and fair, with long golden curls falling in profusion over her shoulders; she had large blue, languishing eyes, rosy lips, and hands of alabaster. She was talking eagerly with the stranger.


‘So His Eminence orders me – ’ said the lady.


‘To return to England at once, and to let him know immediately if the Duke leaves England.’


‘And my further instructions?’ asked the fair traveller.


‘They are in this box, which you are not to open until you are on the other side of the Channel.’


‘Very well. And you – what are you going to do?’


‘I am going back to Paris.’


‘Without chastising that insolent boy?’ the lady asked.


The stranger was about to reply, but just as he was opening his mouth d’Artagnan, who had heard everything they said, dashed across the threshold of the inn.


‘This insolent boy chastises others,’ he shouted, ‘and I have good hope that the man he means to chastise will not escape him as he did before!’


‘Will not escape him?’ the stranger repeated, frowning.


‘No, will not. In the presence of a woman, you would not dare to run away, would you?’


As she saw the stranger grasp the hilt of his sword, Milady cried: ‘Remember that the least delay will ruin everything!’


‘You are right!’ cried the gentleman. ‘Be off on your way, then, and I will go on mine.’


Bowing to the lady, he sprang into his saddle, and at the same time the coachman lashed his horses vigorously, and the stranger and Milady went off at a gallop in opposite directions.


‘Hey, your reckoning!’ yelled mine host.


‘Pay him, clodhopper!’ the horseman shouted to his lackey, galloping on. The lackey halted long enough to throw two or three pieces of silver at the feet of the innkeeper and galloped off after his master.


‘Oh, you coward, you miserable wretch, you sham gentleman!’ shouted d’Artagnan, springing forward in his turn after the lackey. But his wounds had left him too weak to bear up under such an effort. Scarcely had he taken ten steps when his ears began to ring, he was seized with dizziness, a cloud of blood veiled his eyes, and he fell in the middle of the street, still crying, ‘Coward, coward, coward!’


‘He is indeed a coward!’ muttered the innkeeper.


‘Aye, he is the worst of cowards,’ murmured d’Artagnan. ‘But she, how beautiful she was!’


‘Who is she?’ asked the innkeeper.


‘Milady,’ faltered d’Artagnan. And he fainted again.


‘All right,’ the innkeeper said to himself, ‘I’ve lost two guests, but I still have this one.’


But mine host had reckoned without his guest. The next morning d’Artagnan rose at five o’clock, went down to the kitchen without help, and asked for several ingredients the properties of which have not come down to us. He asked also for wine, oil, and rosemary. With his mother’s recipe in his hand, he made up a balsam with which he anointed his various wounds. He renewed his bandages himself, refusing positively the assistance of any doctor. Thanks, doubtless, to the efficacy of the gypsy balsam, d’Artagnan was on his feet that evening, and was virtually cured on the morrow.


But when the time came to pay for the rosemary, the oil, and the wine – the only expense the master had incurred, since he had fasted while the yellow horse, as the innkeeper said, had eaten three times as much as a horse of his size could reasonably be supposed to consume – then d’Artagnan found in his pocket only his little purse of threadbare velvet and the eleven crowns it contained. The letter addressed to Monsieur de Tréville had disappeared.


The young man began to search for that letter with the greatest patience, turning every one of his pockets inside out over and over again, rummaging in his bundle and then rummaging there again, opening and closing his purse many times. Then when he was convinced that the letter was not to be found, he flew into a rage for the third time, such a rage as almost cost him a fresh expenditure for wine and aromatic oils. Mine host saw the young hothead fuming and threatening to destroy everything in the tavern if his letter was not found. He seized a spit, his wife grasped a broom, and the waiters got the cudgels they had used two days before.


‘My letter of recommendation!’ shouted d’Artagnan. ‘Find my letter of recommendation or by God’s blood I will run a spit through all of you as though you were ortolans!’


Unfortunately there was one circumstance that prevented the youth from carrying out his threat. His sword, the reader will remember, had been broken in two in his first conflict, a fact that he had entirely forgotten. Consequently when d’Artagnan tried to draw that sword, he found that he was armed with nothing but a fragment of it some eight or ten inches long, which the innkeeper had carefully replaced in the scabbard.


‘Where is my letter?’ d’Artagnan thundered. ‘I warn you that that letter is addressed to Monsieur de Tréville and it must be found, and if it isn’t found, he will know how to have it found, Monsieur de Tréville will!’


That threat completed the intimidation of mine host. After the King and the Cardinal, Monsieur de Tréville was the man whose name was most often spoken among soldiers and even among civilians. Throwing down his spit and ordering his wife to do likewise with her broom and the waiters with their cudgels, the innkeeper set the example by beginning the search for the missing letter.


‘Was there anything valuable in that letter?’ he demanded, after a few minutes of futile attempts.


‘Zounds,’ cried the Gascon, ‘I should say there was!’ He was reckoning on that letter to make his way smooth at Court. ‘It contained my whole fortune!’


‘Drafts on the Spanish Treasury?’ asked the worried innkeeper.


‘Drafts on the Privy Treasury of His Majesty the King of France,’ answered d’Artagnan. He had counted on entering the King’s service, thanks to that recommendation, so he thought he might hazard that statement without being a liar.


‘The devil!’ said the innkeeper, now quite disheartened.


‘It doesn’t matter,’ said d’Artagnan, with true Gascon assurance. ‘It doesn’t matter. Money is nothing to me, but that letter meant everything. I would rather have lost a thousand pistoles than to have lost that letter.’


Suddenly a ray of light illumined mine host’s mind, just as he was committing himself to the Devil for finding nothing.


‘That letter is not lost!’ he exclaimed.


‘What do you mean?’ d’Artagnan asked.


‘It isn’t lost. It was stolen from you.’


‘Stolen! Who stole it?’


‘The gentleman who was here yesterday. He went down to the kitchen, where your doublet was. He was alone there for some time. I’ll bet he’s the one who stole it.’


‘Do you think so?’ replied d’Artagnan. He was far from being convinced, for he knew better than anyone else how purely personal the importance of that letter was, and could think of nothing in it that would tempt a thief. ‘You say that you suspect that impertinent gentleman?’


‘I tell you I am sure he took it. When I told him that your lordship was the protégé of Monsieur de Tréville, and that you even had a letter for that illustrious gentleman, he seemed very much disturbed. He asked me where the letter was and went straight down to the kitchen, where he knew your doublet was.’


‘Then he’s the thief who robbed me,’ said d’Artagnan. ‘I will complain to Monsieur de Tréville, and Monsieur de Tréville will complain to the King.’


Then, with a majestic air, he took two crowns from his purse, gave them to the innkeeper, who accompanied him to the gate, hat in hand, mounted his yellow horse, and rode off. His steed bore him without any further mishap to the Porte Saint-Antoine of Paris, where its owner sold it for three crowns – a very good price, considering that d’Artagnan had ridden it hard from Meung.


Thus d’Artagnan entered Paris on foot, carrying his little bundle under his arm. He walked around until he found a room to rent that suited his scanty means. It was a sort of attic situated in the Rue des Fossoyeurs, near the Luxembourg.


As soon as he took possession of his lodging, d’Artagnan spent the rest of the day sewing on his doublet and hose some ornamental braid that his mother had cut off an almost new doublet of Monsieur d’Artagnan the elder and had given her son secretly. Then he went to the Quai de la Ferraille to have a new blade put in his sword, and walked back toward the Louvre, asking the first musketeer he met with where Monsieur de Tréville’s house was. It proved to be in the Rue du Vieux-Colombier, which was near the place where d’Artagnan had taken his attic. This circumstance seemed to him a happy augury for the success of his journey.


After that, quite content with the way he had conducted himself at Meung, with no remorse for the past, confident as to the present, and full of hope for the future, our young Gascon went to bed and slept the sleep of the brave.


This sleep of one who was still a provincial lasted until nine o’clock the next morning, at which hour he rose and got ready to repair to the residence of the illustrious Monsieur de Tréville, the third personage in the kingdom of France in his father’s estimation.




Chapter 2


Monsieur de Troisville, the family name always used in Gascony, or Monsieur de Tréville, as he had at last styled himself in Paris, had really begun life in Paris as d’Artagnan was now doing – without a sou in his pocket, but with that stock in trade of audacity, shrewdness, and intelligence that often leads the poorest Gascon lordling to derive more in hope from his paternal inheritance than the richest of gentleman of Périgord or Berry derives from his in reality. Monsieur de Tréville’s insolent bravery, his still more insolent success at a time when blows showered down on him like hail, sent him up to the top of that difficult ladder that is called Court favour. He had gone up that ladder four rungs at a time. He was a friend of King Louis XIII, who, as everyone knows, revered the memory of his father, Henry IV. Monsieur de Tréville’s father had served Henry IV so loyally in the Religious Wars that the monarch, since he always lacked ready money, authorised his faithful servant to assume as his coat of arms a golden lion passant upon gules, with the motto Fidelis et Fortis – Loyal and Brave. This was a great honour, but a very small contribution to a life of ease. So when the illustrious companion of the great Henry died, the only inheritance he left his son consisted in his sword and his motto. Thanks to this double gift and to the spotless name that accompanied it, Monsieur de Tréville was admitted into the household of young Prince Louis, whom he served so well with the sword, proving so faithful to his motto that Louis XIII, one of the best swordsmen in his kingdom, often said that if he had a friend who was about to fight a duel, he would advise him to choose as a second in the first place himself, next, Tréville – or perhaps Tréville even first.


Moreover, Louis XIII felt real affection for Tréville – royal affection, selfish affection, it is true, but nevertheless true affection. At that unhappy period men in high places sought to surround themselves with men of Tréville’s stamp. Tréville’s was one of those rare natures endowed with obedient intelligence like that of a dog, with blind valour, with a quick eye and a prompt hand. Apparently sight had been given him only that he might see when the King was displeased with someone, and a hand only that he might strike down the culprit. In short, up to now Tréville had lacked nothing save the right opportunity; but he was always on the watch for it, and he promised himself that he would seize it by three hairs of its head if it came within reach of his hand. It came at last, and Louis XIII made Tréville Captain of the Royal Musketeers, a corps that in devotion, or rather in fanaticism, was to Louis XIII what his Ordinaires had been to Henry III and his Scots Guards to Louis XI.


On his side, the Cardinal was not far behind the King in this respect. When he saw the redoubtable elite with which Louis XIII surrounded himself, this second – or shall we say the first? – real ruler of France determined to have his own guards. So he had his own musketeers – though they were called guards – as Louis XIII had his. These two rival powers vied with each other in recruiting the most celebrated swordsmen, not only from all the provinces but also from all foreign nations. Richelieu and Louis XIII often argued as to the merits of their respective soldiers while they were playing their evening game of chess. Each praised the steadiness and the courage of his own men. They denounced duels and riots authoritatively and loudly, but secretly they incited their musketeers and guardsmen to quarrel, suffering real sorrow when they were defeated and feeling real joy when they were victors.


Tréville understood the weak side of his master. It was to his skill in exploiting it that he owed the long and steadfast favour of a monarch who has not left us the reputation of a man particularly faithful in his friendships. The King paraded his musketeers before Armand Duplessis, Cardinal and Duc de Richelieu, with a bantering air that made His Eminence’s gray moustaches bristle with anger. Tréville was a master of the war methods of that period, when if soldiers could not live at the expense of the enemy, they must live at the expense of their fellow countrymen. His men made up a legion of daredevils absolutely without discipline save for that they accepted from him.


Loose-living, heavy drinkers, tough, the King’s musketeers, or rather Monsieur de Tréville’s, were to be seen all over the city – in the taverns, in the public walks, at the public sports – shouting, twisting their moustaches, rattling their swords, and taking great pleasure in jostling Monsieur le Cardinal’s guardsmen whenever they met with them. Then they would draw their swords in the open street, uttering a thousand jests. Sometimes they were killed, but they were sure that if they died, they would be both mourned and avenged. Often they were the killers, but then they were sure that they would not vegetate in a prison, since Monsieur de Tréville was lauded to the skies by these men who adored him and who, ruffians though they were, trembled before him like schoolboys before their schoolmaster. Obedient to the least word that he said, they were ready to suffer death to wipe out his lightest reproach.


In no one of the memoirs of that period which has left us so many memoirs, even in those of his enemies – and he had many enemies among men of the pen as well as among men of the sword – is this worthy gentleman accused of deriving personal advantage from the cooperation of his henchmen. Endowed with a rare genius for intrigue that made him the peer of the ablest intriguers, he remained a man of integrity. He had become one of the most gallant frequenters of bedside levees of his day, one of the most cunning squires of dames, and one of the most subtle phrasers of pretty compliments. The Captain of the Royal Musketeers was therefore admired, feared, and loved, a condition that is the apogee of human good fortune.


From six o’clock in the morning on in summer and from eight o’clock on in winter the courtyard of Monsieur de Tréville’s house in the Rue du Vieux-Colombier looked like an armed camp. Fifty or sixty musketeers, who seemed to relieve one another constantly in order always to present an imposing number, strolled about continuously, armed to the teeth and ready for anything. On one of those immense staircases within the space of which our modern civilisation would build a whole house, ascended and descended the petitioners of Paris who were in quest of some favour or other. There were gentlemen from the provinces eager to be enrolled in the Royal Musketeers, and lackeys bedizened in all sorts of liveries who were bringing and taking back messages between their masters and Monsieur de Tréville. In the antechamber the elect – those who had been summoned – were sitting on long circular benches. A constant buzzing was to be heard in that room from morning to night while in his office adjoining the antechamber Monsieur de Tréville received visits, listened to complaints, and gave his orders.


The day d’Artagnan presented himself there, the assemblage was certainly impressive, particularly for a provincial just arriving from his province. True, this provincial was a Gascon, and, especially at that period, d’Artagnan’s compatriots enjoyed the reputation of being very difficult to intimidate. After he had stepped through the massive door, d’Artagnan found himself in the midst of a troop of swordsmen who were crossing one another as they passed to and fro, calling out, quarrelling, and playing tricks on one another.


Our young man advanced through this tumult and confusion with a heart beating fast, holding his long rapier against his lanky leg and keeping one hand on the brim of his felt beret with that half-smile of the embarrassed provincial who is trying to look confident. Having got by one group, he breathed more easily, but he realised that people were turning round to stare at him, and for the first time in his life d’Artagnan, who up to now had entertained a pretty good opinion of himself, felt that he was ridiculous.


When he reached the staircase matters were still worse. On the lower steps four musketeers were amusing themselves by fencing, while ten or a dozen of their comrades were standing on the landing waiting to take their turn at the sport. One of the four stood on a step a little above the others, sword in hand, preventing, or at least trying to prevent, the others from coming up. These three others were fencing with agile swords. At first d’Artagnan took these weapons for foils, and thought they had the buttons on, but he soon realised by the scratches they inflicted that every weapon was as pointed and as sharp as any swordsman could wish. At every one of those scratches not only the spectators but even the actors themselves laughed like so many madmen.


The musketeer who was standing on the upper step was keeping his adversaries in check admirably. The rules of this game prescribed that when one of the players was hit he must give up his place, and the man who hit him was allowed another round. In five minutes, the defender of the upper stair touched the three men lower down lightly, one on the hand, one on the chin, and one on the ear. He himself remained untouched, and his dexterity won him three extra rounds, according to the rules.


However difficult it might be – or rather however difficult he pretended it was – to astonish the young Gascon, this pastime really did astonish him. In his own province, that land where heads get hot so easily, he had seen more elaborate preliminaries of duels, and he thought the gasconade – the boastful bravado – of the four fencers surpassed any that he had witnessed, even in Gascony. But our young man had not yet reached his goal; he still had to get past the landing and the antechamber.


The musketeers on the landing were not fighting; they were telling stories about women. In the antechamber stories about the Court were being told. On the landing d’Artagnan blushed; in the antechamber he shuddered. His lively and adventurous imagination, which in Gascony had made him formidable to young chambermaids, and sometimes even to their young mistresses, had never, even in moments of delirium, pictured half the amorous wonders or a quarter of the feats of gallantry he heard then, enhanced by the loftiest names and by details that were but lightly veiled.


But if his moral sense was shocked on the landing, his feeling of respect for the Cardinal was scandalised in the antechamber. There, to his amazement, d’Artagnan heard the policy that made all Europe tremble criticised freely, as well as the private life of the Cardinal. Many high-placed and powerful nobles had brought down punishment on themselves for trying to find out about that private life. That great man, so revered by Monsieur d’Artagnan the elder, was an object of ridicule to Monsieur de Tréville’s musketeers, who cracked jokes about his bandy legs and his crooked back. Some of them sang ditties about Madame d’Aiguillon, his mistress, and Madame de Combalet, his niece; others were making plans to harass the pages and the guardsmen of the Cardinal-Duc.


‘Certes, these fellows will be either imprisoned or hanged,’ thought d’Artagnan, terrified, ‘and I no doubt with them, for now that I have been listening to them and have heard what they were saying, I shall of course be considered their accomplice. What would my good father say if he knew that I was in the society of such heathen?’


It is therefore needless to say that d’Artagnan did not dare join in the conversation. But he looked with both his eyes and listened with both his ears, straining all his five senses in order to miss nothing. Despite his confidence in his father’s admonitions, he felt himself urged by his tastes and led by his instincts to praise rather than blame the unheard-of things that were being said there.


However, as d’Artagnan was a perfect stranger to the throng of Monsieur de Tréville’s courtiers, and this was the first time he had been seen in that place, a lackey came to ask him what he wanted. D’Artagnan gave his name very modestly, emphasised his statement that he was a fellow countryman of Monsieur de Tréville, and asked the lackey to request a moment’s audience for him with that gentleman. The lackey promised him, with a rather patronising air, that he would transmit the request in due season.


D’Artagnan, having recovered a little from his first surprise, now had leisure to examine the persons and the costumes around him. The central figure of the most lively group was a very tall musketeer with a haughty bearing and a costume so fantastic that it attracted everyone’s attention. He was not wearing the cloak belonging to the musketeer uniform, but instead a sky-blue doublet, somewhat faded and threadbare, and over this a magnificent baldric with gold embroidery that glittered like rippling water under sunlight. A long cloak of crimson velvet fell in graceful folds from his shoulders, disclosing the front of the magnificent baldric, from which hung a gigantic rapier.


This musketeer had just come off guard. He complained of having caught a cold, and now and then he coughed affectedly. His cold was the reason he had put on his cloak, he explained tofa those about him, and while he spoke with a lofty air, twisting his moustache disdainfully, everyone was admiring his embroidered baldric enthusiastically, d’Artagnan more than anyone else.


‘After all,’ said the musketeer, ‘it’s the fashion now. It’s an extravagance, I admit, but it’s the fashion. Besides, a man must use in some way the money that he inherits.’


‘Come, Porthos,’ cried one of his listeners, ‘don’t try to make us believe that that baldric comes from your father’s generosity! I’ll wager it was given you by the veiled lady I met you with one Sunday near the Porte Saint-Honoré.’


‘No, ’pon honour and by the faith of a gentleman, I bought it myself, with my own money,’ answered the man who had been called Porthos.


‘Yes,’ commented another musketeer, ‘just as I bought this new purse with the money my mistress put in my old one.’


‘It’s true, though,’ Porthos declared, ‘and the proof is that I paid twelve pistoles for it. Didn’t I, Aramis?’ he added, turning to another musketeer.


This musketeer offered a perfect contrast to his questioner, who had just called him Aramis. He was a young man not more than twenty-two or twenty-three years old, with a rather mild, ingenuous countenance, gentle black eyes, and cheeks as rosy and downy as an autumn peach. His delicate moustache marked a perfectly straight line over his upper lip. He seemed to be afraid to let his hands drop lest their veins swell, and from time to time he pinched his ear-lobes to preserve their delicate pink transparency. Habitually he spoke little and that slowly; he bowed frequently and laughed noiselessly, showing his beautiful teeth, which he seemed to take the greatest care of, as he did of the rest of his person. He answered his friend’s appeal with an affirmative nod.


This affirmation seemed to settle all doubts as to the baldric. The others continued to admire it, but said no more about it, and the subject of the conversation was changed.


‘What do you think of the tale Chalais’s esquire tells?’ asked another musketeer.


‘And what does he say?’ asked Porthos in a consequential tone.


‘He says that at Brussels he met Rochefort, the âme damnée of the Cardinal, disguised as a Capuchin monk, and that this accursed Rochefort, thanks to his disguise, had tricked Monsieur de Laigues, simpleton that he is.’


‘A simpleton that man certainly is,’ said Porthos. ‘But is what the esquire says true?’


‘Why, you know it is, Porthos,’ said Aramis. ‘I told you all about it yesterday. Let’s drop the subject.’


‘Drop the subject!’ retorted Porthos. ‘That’s your opinion, is it? Drop the subject! Plague take it, you draw your conclusions quickly. What! The Cardinal sets a spy on a gentleman, has his letter stolen from him by a traitor, a brigand, a gallows bird? With the help of this spy and thanks to those letters he has Chalais’s head cut off and while we are all gaping with wonder at the news you say, “Drop the subject”!’


‘Oh well, let’s talk about it, since you wish to,’ replied Aramis patiently.


‘That Rochefort!’ cried Porthos. ‘If I were the esquire of poor Monsieur Chalais, Rochefort would have a bad time of it with me for a minute or two.’


‘And as for you, you would have a bad quarter of an hour of it with the Red Duke.’


‘Oho! The Red Duke! Bravo, bravo! The Red Duke is a wonderful name. I will spread that sobriquet about everywhere, my dear fellow, you may be sure of that. Isn’t he a wit, our Aramis! What a pity that you didn’t follow your vocation, my dear Aramis, what a delightful abbé you would have made!’


‘Oh, that’s only postponed temporarily,’ Aramis replied. ‘Someday I shall be an abbé. You know very well, Porthos, that I am continuing my theological studies.’


‘Aramis is only waiting for one thing to decide him finally to put on the cassock that is hanging under his uniform,’ said another musketeer.


‘What’s he waiting for?’ asked another.


‘For the Queen to produce an heir to the Crown of France.’


‘Don’t jest on that subject, gentlemen,’ said Porthos. ‘Thank God the Queen is still of an age to produce one.’


‘They say the Duke of Buckingham is in France,’ Aramis continued with a sly smile that gave this simple statement a tolerably scandalous meaning.


‘Aramis my friend, this time you are wrong,’ Porthos broke in. ‘Your wit is always leading you beyond the limits of decency. If Monsieur de Tréville heard you, you would be very sorry you said that.’


‘Do you think you are going to teach me better?’ cried Aramis, a flash of lightning blazing in his usually gentle eyes.


‘My dear Aramis, be either a musketeer or an abbé, but not both at once,’ Porthos answered. ‘Come, you know what Athos told you the other day – you eat from everybody’s trencher. Don’t be angry with me, I beg of you, it would be futile. You know perfectly well what we agreed on, you and Athos and I. You certainly visit Madame d’Aiguillon and you pay court to her, you visit Madame de Bois-Tracy and you pay court to her, you visit Madame de Chevreuse and you are reputed to be well to the front in that lady’s good graces . . . ’


A lackey threw open the office door and interrupted the conversation. ‘Monsieur de Tréville is ready to see Monsieur d’Artagnan,’ he announced.


Since the office door remained open, at that announcement all talk ceased, and amid the general silence the young Gascon crossed the antechamber and entered the office of the Captain of the Royal Musketeers, congratulating himself with all his heart on having escaped this extraordinary quarrel in the nick of time.




Chapter 3


Monsieur de Tréville was in a very bad humour at the moment; nevertheless he greeted the young man courteously. D’Artagnan bowed to the ground and de Tréville smiled at the Béarn accent with which he paid his respects. It reminded the older man both of his youth and of his province, a twofold remembrance that makes any man smile, whether he is old or young. But he stepped toward the antechamber, gesturing to d’Artagnan as if to ask permission to finish with others before he began with him. He called out three names, his voice growing louder for each name, so that it ran through all the tones from that of command to that of anger.


‘Athos! Porthos! Aramis!’


The two musketeers who answered to the last two names, whose acquaintance we have already made, left their group at once and went to the office. Though they did not look quite at ease, their bearing, nonchalant and full of dignity and submissiveness at the same time, aroused d’Artagnan’s admiration. He saw them as demigods, and their commander as an Olympian Jupiter armed with all his thunderbolts.


When the two musketeers had entered the office and the door had shut behind them, the buzzing murmur in the antechamber revived. In his office, Monsieur de Tréville paced up and down the room three or four times in silence, with a frowning brow, passing in front of Porthos and Aramis each time. They stood at attention as if on parade. Suddenly Monsieur de Tréville stopped in front of them, eying them angrily from top to toe.


‘Do you know what the King said to me, and that no longer ago than last night?’ he demanded. ‘Do you know, gentlemen?’


‘No,’ one of the musketeers replied after a moment of silence, ‘no, monsieur, we do not know.’ And the other echoed him.


‘But I hope that you will do us the honour to tell us, monsieur,’ Aramis said in his most courteous tone and with his most gracious bow.


‘He told me that henceforth he would recruit his musketeers from among the guardsmen of Monsieur le Cardinal!’


‘The guardsmen of Monsieur le Cardinal! And why, monsieur?’ Porthos asked indignantly.


‘Because His Majesty realises that his watery wine needs to be invigorated by mixing some good wine in it. Yes, yes,’ Monsieur de Tréville went on, growing more excited as he spoke, ‘His Majesty was quite right, for upon my honour it is true that the musketeers cut a sorry figure at Court. When Monsieur le Cardinal was playing chess with the King last evening he told him, with an air of commiseration that irritated me very much, that day before yesterday those damned musketeers, those daredevils – and he emphasised those words with an ironical tone that irritated me still more – that those bullies, he added, looking at me with those tiger cat’s eyes of his, had rioted last night in a tavern in the Rue Férou and that a patrol of his guards – I thought he was going to laugh in my face – had been forced to arrest those disturbers of the peace.


‘ ’Sdeath! You must know something about it! Arrest musketeers! You were among them, you three. Don’t deny it, you were recognised, and the Cardinal named you. But it’s all my own fault, yes, it’s all my fault, because it is I myself who choose my men. You now, Aramis, why the devil did you ask me for a musketeer’s uniform when a cassock would have fitted you much better? And you, Porthos, do you wear such a fine baldric embroidered in gold just to hang a sword of straw from it? And Athos! I don’t see Athos. Where is he?’


‘Monsieur,’ replied Aramis in a sorrowful tone, ‘he is ill, very ill.’


‘Ill, very ill, say you? With what disease?’


‘We’re afraid it’s chickenpox,’ Porthos answered, ‘and if it is, it would be a great pity, for it would spoil his good looks.’


‘Chickenpox! That’s a pretty story to tell me, Porthos! Sick with the chickenpox at his age! No, no – but doubtless wounded, perhaps killed. Ah, if I only knew! ’Sblood, gentlemen of the musketeers, I will not have my men haunting places of evil repute this way, being caught quarrelling in the streets, indulging in sword play at every crossroads. Above all, I will not have them the laughing-stock of Monsieur le Cardinal’s guardsmen, who are brave, peaceful, and skilful, and who don’t get themselves into a position to be arrested, and who moreover would never allow themselves to be arrested, those fellows! I’m sure of that. They would rather die on the spot than give back one step. To run away, to decamp, to flee – that’s a fine thing to be said of His Majesty’s Musketeers!’


Porthos and Aramis were quivering with rage. They would have strangled Monsieur de Tréville gladly if they had not felt that it was the great love he had for them that made him speak thus. They stamped on the carpet, they bit their lips till they drew blood, and they grasped the hilts of their swords with all their strength. Everyone in the antechamber had heard Athos, Porthos, and Aramis summoned, and had guessed from the tone of Monsieur de Tréville’s voice that he was boiling with rage. At least ten heads full of curiosity were bending close to the tapestry curtain, and they were growing pale with wrath, for their ears, glued against it, did not miss a syllable of what was said in the office, and their mouths repeated the insults of the Captain of the Musketeers to everyone in the antechamber.


‘Aha! So the King’s Musketeers are arrested by the Cardinal’s Guards, are they!’ Monsieur de Tréville went on, as furious as his soldiers, but flinging out his words and plunging them one by one, so to speak, into the breasts of the men he was castigating. ‘Oho! Six of His Eminence’s guardsmen arrest six of His Majesty’s Musketeers! ’Sdeath! I know what I’ll do! I will go straight to the Louvre, I will hand in my resignation as Captain of the Royal Musketeers and ask for a lieutenancy in the Cardinal’s Guards. And if he will not accept me, ’sdeath! I’ll turn abbé!’


‘Well, Captain,’ said Porthos, quite beside himself, ‘it is the truth that we were six against six, but they set on us treacherously, and before we had time to draw out swords, two of our party were dead and Athos, grievously wounded, was in little better case. You know Athos, Captain. Well, Athos tried to get to his feet twice, and twice he fell down again. But we did not surrender, we did not! They dragged us away by force. On the way to the jail we escaped. As for Athos, they thought he was dead and they left him in peace on the field of battle, thinking it wasn’t worth the trouble to carry off a corpse. That’s the whole story. Devil take it, Captain, no man ever won all his battles!’


‘And I have the honour to assure you, monsieur, that I killed one of them with his own sword,’ said Aramis. ‘Mine was broken at the first parry. Killed him or stabbed him, monsieur, whichever way of putting it you prefer.’


‘I did not know all this,’ said Monsieur de Tréville in a somewhat softened tone. ‘Monsieur le Cardinal exaggerated a little, apparently.’


‘But pray, monsieur,’ Aramis continued – now that his commanding officer was more calm, he hazarded a plea – ‘do not say that Athos was wounded. He would be desperately unhappy if the King should learn it. And as the wound is a very serious one, since after the blade went through his shoulder it entered his chest, it is to be feared that – ’


At that instant the tapestry hanging in front of the door was raised and a noble and fine head appeared.


‘Athos!’ cried both the other musketeers.


‘Athos!’ echoed Monsieur de Tréville himself.


‘You sent for me, monsieur,’ said Athos in a feeble but perfectly calm voice. ‘You asked for me, so my comrades have told me, and I am hastening to obey your orders. Here I am, monsieur. What is it you want of me?’


As he said this the musketeer, in impeccable uniform, belted according to regulations, entered Monsieur de Tréville’s office with a firm step. Monsieur de Tréville, deeply moved by this proof of Athos’s courage, sprang toward him.


‘I was just telling these gentlemen,’ he said, ‘that I forbid my musketeers to risk their lives needlessly. Brave men are very dear to the King, and the King knows that his musketeers are the bravest men on this earth. Your hand, Athos!’


And without waiting for the newcomer to reply to this proof of his affection, Monsieur de Tréville seized Athos’s right hand and pressed it with all his might, without noticing that Athos, great as his self-control might be, could not restrain a spasm of pain and was growing even paler than before.


The door still stood open and Athos’s arrival had created a sensation. Despite the care taken to keep his wound a secret, everyone there knew of it. An uproar of satisfaction greeted the Captain’s last words. But suddenly he felt Athos’s hand stiffen, and looking at the wounded man, he saw that he was about to faint. At that moment Athos, who had gathered all his strength to fight against pain, was at last overcome by it and fell to the floor like a dead man.


‘A surgeon!’ cried Monsieur de Tréville. ‘Mine, the King’s, the best there is! ’Sblood! A surgeon, or my brave Athos will die!’


At Monsieur de Tréville’s cries the whole assemblage in the antechamber rushed into the office. It didn’t occur to Monsieur de Tréville to shut the door against them, and they all crowded around the wounded man. All this eager attention might have proved useless if the physician so loudly called for had not chanced to be in the house. He elbowed his way through the throng and approached Athos, who was still unconscious. As all this noise and commotion inconvenienced the physician very much, the first thing he asked, and urgently, was that Athos be taken to an adjoining room. Monsieur de Tréville immediately opened a door and led the way for Porthos and Aramis, who carried their comrade in their arms. Behind this group walked the surgeon, and behind the surgeon the door was closed. Then Monsieur de Tréville’s office, usually a place held so sacred, became an annex to the antechamber. Everybody was chattering, haranguing, vociferating, swearing, cursing, and consigning the Cardinal and his guardsmen to all the devils.


An instant later, Porthos and Aramis came back, leaving Monsieur de Tréville and the surgeon alone with the wounded man. At last Monsieur de Tréville himself returned. Athos had regained consciousness, the surgeon had declared that the musketeer’s condition was such that his friends had no need to worry, his weakness being due entirely to loss of blood. Then Monsieur de Tréville waved his hand and everyone withdrew except d’Artagnan, who did not forget that he had an audience and with the tenacity of a Gascon had stayed where he was.


When all the others had gone out and the door was closed, Monsieur de Tréville turned and found himself alone with the young man. The exciting event that had just taken place had broken the thread of his thoughts. He asked his persistent visitor what he wanted. D’Artagnan gave his name again and Monsieur de Tréville, suddenly recalling all his remembrances of the past and the present, remembered what this was all about.


‘Pardon me,’ he said, smiling, ‘pardon me, my dear fellow countryman, but I had forgotten all about you. What can you expect! A captain is nothing but a father charged with an even greater responsibility than the father of an ordinary family. Soldiers are only big children, but as I insist on the orders of the King, and especially the orders of Monsieur le Cardinal, being carried out – ’


D’Artagnan could not hide a smile, and noting that smile, Monsieur de Tréville judged that it was no fool he was dealing with, and he changed the subject of their conversation at once.


‘I was very fond of your father,’ said he. ‘What can I do for his son? Tell me quickly, for my time is not my own.’


‘Monsieur,’ said d’Artagnan, ‘when I left Tarbes to come here, it was my intention to request you, in remembrance of the friendship you have not forgotten, to grant me the uniform of a musketeer; but after all I have seen here during the last two hours, I understand what a tremendous favour that would be, and I fear I do not deserve it.’


‘It is certainly a great favour, young man,’ Monsieur de Tréville replied, ‘but it may not be so far above your hopes as you believe – or you seem to believe. At all events, one of His Majesty’s rulings has anticipated such a case, and I regret to inform you that no one is admitted to the musketeers until he has been through the ordeal of several campaigns or has performed certain brilliant feats or served at least two years in some regiment less favoured than ours.’


D’Artagnan bowed without replying. He was still more eager to don the musketeer’s uniform when he learned that it was so difficult to obtain one.


‘However,’ Tréville continued, fixing so piercing a glance on his companion that he seemed to be trying to read his most secret thoughts, ‘for the sake of your father, my old comrade, I want to do something for you, young man, as I have intimated. Our youths from Béarn are usually far from rich, and I have no reason to think things have changed very much since I left the province. I dare say you haven’t brought any too much money with you.’


D’Artagnan drew himself up proudly with a look that said plainly that he asked charity of no man.


‘Very well, young man, very well,’ Tréville went on, ‘I know what those lofty airs mean. I myself came to Paris with four crowns in my pocket, and I would have fought with anyone who told me I was not in a position to buy the Louvre.’


D’Artagnan drew himself up more and more proudly; thanks to the sale of his yellow nag, he was beginning his career with four crowns more than Monsieur de Tréville had possessed when he began his.


‘You must need to husband the means you have, I say, however large the sum may be. But you also need to perfect yourself in the exercises befitting a gentleman. I will write a letter today to the Director of the Royal Academy of Arms, and tomorrow he will admit you without asking you for any fee. Our best-born and wealthiest gentlemen sometimes solicit that favour in vain. You will learn horsemanship, swordsmanship of all kinds, and dancing. You will make desirable acquaintances there, and you can call on me occasionally to tell me how you are getting along, and whether I can be of further service to you.’


D’Artagnan, stranger though he was to the manners of the Court, nevertheless felt that he was being treated rather coldly.


‘Alas, monsieur,’ said he, ‘I perceive now how much I need the letter of introduction that my father gave me to present to you.’


‘Indeed I was surprised,’ Monsieur de Tréville replied, ‘that you undertook so long a journey without that necessary viaticum, the only passport that we poor Béarnese possess.’


‘I had one, monsieur, and thank God, a fine one!’ cried d’Artagnan. ‘But it was perfidiously stolen from me.’


Then he related everything that had happened at Meung. He described the unknown gentleman in the most minute detail, and with a warmth and evident truthfulness that delighted Monsieur de Tréville.


‘This is all very extraordinary,’ commented Monsieur de Tréville after reflecting a minute or two. ‘You mentioned my name aloud, then?’


‘Yes, monsieur, I did commit that imprudence. But why not? A name like yours must needs serve me as a shield on my journey. You shall judge whether I used it often for my protection!’


Flattery was much in vogue at that period, and Monsieur de Tréville loved incense as much as any king or any cardinal. He could not restrain a smile of evident satisfaction, but that smile soon disappeared, and he returned to the adventure at Meung.


‘Tell me,’ he said, ‘did this gentleman have a slight scar on his temple?’


‘Yes, a scar that perhaps was made by the grazing of a bullet.’


‘Wasn’t he a fine-looking man? Very tall?’


‘Yes.’


‘Pale complexion? Dark hair?’


‘Yes, yes, that’s the man. How comes it that you know that man so well, monsieur? Oh, if ever I find him again – and I will find him, I swear, even if it’s in Hell – ’


‘He was waiting for a woman?’ Tréville continued.


‘At least he left after he had talked with one for a few minutes.’


‘You do not know what they talked about?’


‘He gave her a little box, told her that it contained her instructions, and warned her not to open it until she reached London.’


‘Was this woman English?’


‘He called her Milady.’


‘It is he,’ murmured Tréville, ‘it must be he! I thought he was still in Brussels!’


‘Oh, monsieur, if you know who that man is,’ cried d’Artagnan, ‘I beg you to tell me who he is and where he comes from. If you do, I will release you from all your promises, even that of helping me to join the musketeers someday, for the thing I want above everything else is to avenge myself.’


‘Beware of attempting that, young man!’ cried Tréville. ‘On the contrary, if ever you see him coming to meet you on one side of the street, cross over to the other side! Do not throw yourself against a rock like that; he would smash you as he would a drinking glass.’


‘That will not prevent me, if ever I meet him again, from – ’


‘In the meantime,’ interrupted Tréville, ‘take my advice – do not seek him out.’


All at once Tréville stopped speaking, as if struck by a sudden suspicion. This great hatred that the young traveller proclaimed loudly for this man who had stolen his father’s letter – a rather improbable story – was there some treachery hidden behind that hatred? Might not this young man be sent by His Eminence to lay a trap for Tréville? Might not this pretended d’Artagnan be an emissary whom the Cardinal was seeking to introduce into his house and to place near him in order to win his confidence and then bring about his ruin? The Cardinal had played that trick a thousand times. He looked at d’Artagnan still more intently than before. He was fairly well reassured, however, by the expression on that face sparkling with shrewd intelligence and pretended humility.


‘I know he’s a Gascon,’ he reflected, ‘but he may be as much of a Gascon for Monsieur le Cardinal as he is for me. Well, let’s test him. My boy,’ he said aloud, slowly, ‘as the son of my old friend – for I believe your story of the lost letter is quite true – I wish to make up for the coldness you may have remarked in my welcome by revealing to you the secrets of our policy. The King and the Cardinal are the best of friends. Their apparent bickerings are only stratagems to deceive fools. I am not willing that a fellow countryman, a fine cavalier, a brave youth well qualified to make his way, should be the dupe of such artifices and fall into the trap like a simpleton, after the fashion of so many others who have done so to their ruin. Rest assured that I am devoted to both these all-powerful masters, and my earnest endeavours have no other aim than the service both of the King and of the Cardinal, who is one of the most illustrious geniuses France has ever produced.


‘Now, young man, order your conduct accordingly. And if from your family, your relatives, or even your instincts, you have acquired such enmity as we are constantly discovering among gentlemen, say farewell to me and let us part. I will aid you in many ways, but without attaching you to my person. I hope that in any case my frankness will at least make you my friend, for you are the only young man I have ever spoken to like this.’


D’Artagnan answered with the greatest candour: ‘Monsieur, I came to Paris with exactly such intentions. My father advised me to suffer nothing save from the King, Monsieur le Cardinal, and you, whom he considered the three first personages in France.’ D’Artagnan added Monsieur de Tréville to the other two, it is to be noted, but he thought the addition would do no harm. ‘I have therefore the greatest reverence for Monsieur le Cardinal,’ he continued, ‘and the greatest respect for his actions. So much the better for me, monsieur, if, as you say, you are speaking to me frankly, because in doing so you do me the honour to esteem me for sharing your opinion. But if you have any mistrust of me, as naturally you may have, I feel that I am ruining myself in speaking the truth. But still I trust that you will not esteem me any the less, and your esteem is the one thing I desire more than anything else in the world.’


Monsieur de Tréville was overwhelmed with surprise. So much penetration, so much frankness, won his admiration; but it did not entirely dispel his suspicions. The more this young man showed himself superior to others, the more he was to be feared if Tréville was mistaken about him. Nevertheless he pressed d’Artagnan’s hand and said: ‘You are an honest lad. But at present I can do no more for you than what I just offered. My house will always be open to you. Take advantage of every opportunity, and in time you will probably obtain what you desire.’


‘You mean, monsieur,’ d’Artagnan replied, ‘that you will wait until I have proved myself worthy of it, don’t you? Well,’ he added, with all the familiarity of one Gascon speaking to another, ‘you will not have to wait long!’ And in taking his leave he bowed as if he considered the future lay in his own hands.


‘Wait a minute,’ said Monsieur de Tréville, stopping him. ‘I promised you a letter to the Director of the Royal Academy of Arms. Are you too proud to accept it, young gentleman?’


‘No, monsieur,’ said d’Artagnan, ‘and I assure you that this letter will not fare as my father’s did. I will guard it so carefully that I swear it will arrive at its destination, and woe be to the man who tries to take it from me!’


Monsieur de Tréville smiled at this boast, and leaving his young fellow countryman standing at the window, where they had been talking together, he sat down at his desk to write the promised letter of introduction. While he was doing this d’Artagnan, having nothing better to do, began to drum a march on the windowpanes.


When he had written the letter, Monsieur de Tréville sealed it, rose, and walked toward the young man in order to give it to him. But at the very moment when d’Artagnan held out his hand to take it, to Monsieur de Tréville’s amazement his protégé, fiery red with anger, made a sudden spring and rushed out of the room, crying: ‘Ah, ’sblood, he shall not escape me this time!’


‘Who? Who is it?’ called Monsieur de Tréville.


‘That man, my thief!’ shouted d’Artagnan. ‘Ah, the traitor!’


‘Devil take that madman!’ murmured Monsieur de Tréville. ‘Unless,’ he added, ‘having failed in his purpose, this is only a clever way of making his escape!’




Chapter 4


D’Artagnan, in a towering rage, crossed the antechamber in three leaps, and was darting toward the stairway expecting to go down it four steps at a time, when in his heedless rush he ran headlong into a musketeer who was coming out of one of Monsieur de Tréville’s private rooms. As d’Artagnan’s lowered head hit the musketeer’s shoulder, the latter uttered a cry, or rather a howl.


‘Excuse me,’ said d’Artagnan, trying to be off on his way. ‘Excuse me, but I am in a hurry.’


Scarcely had he cleared the first step when a hand of iron seized him by the belt.


‘You’re in a hurry, are you?’ cried the musketeer, as white as a sheet. ‘You think that’s reason enough for running into me? You say “Excuse me,” and you think that’s enough? Not at all, my boy. Do you think that because you heard Monsieur de Tréville speak somewhat cavalierly to us today other people can treat us the way he speaks to us? Correct your mistake, comrade. You are not Monsieur de Tréville.’


‘By my faith,’ replied d’Artagnan, recognising Athos, who, having had his wounds dressed by the doctor, was going back to his lodgings, ‘by my faith, I did not do it on purpose, and since I didn’t do it on purpose, I said “Excuse me.” I should think that is apology enough. However, I tell you once more – and perhaps once more is too much – that I am in a hurry, a very great hurry. Let me go, then, I beg of you, let me go about my business.’


‘Monsieur,’ said Athos, taking his hand away, ‘you are not very courteous. It’s easy to see that you come from somewhere far away.’


D’Artagnan had already cleared three or four steps more, but Athos’s remark stopped him short.


‘ ’Sdeath, monsieur,’ he said, ‘I may have come far, but you are not the man who can give me a lesson in good manners, I warn you.’


‘Perhaps,’ said Athos.


‘Oh, if I were not in such a hurry, if I were not chasing somebody – ’


‘Monsieur the Man in a Hurry, you can find me without running after me. Do you get what I mean?’


‘And where, if you please?’


‘Near the Carmes-Déchaux, the Carmelite monastery.’


‘At what time?’


‘About noon.’


‘About noon. Very well, I’ll be there.’


‘Try not to keep me waiting, because at quarter-past twelve I am going to cut your ears off as you run away.’


‘Good!’ cried d’Artagnan. ‘I’ll be there at ten minutes to twelve.’


And he set off running again as if the Devil was bearing him along, still hoping to overtake the man he had seen passing by with a slow step that could not have taken him very far as yet.


But at the street gate Porthos was chatting with the soldier on guard. D’Artagnan thought there was room enough between them for him, and he darted forward like an arrow. But he had reckoned without the wind. As he was about to pass, a gust of wind blew out Porthos’s long cloak, and d’Artagnan ran straight into the middle of it. Doubtless Porthos had his own reasons for refusing to abandon that essential part of his costume, for instead of letting go of the fold of it he held in his hand, he pulled it toward him, so that d’Artagnan was rolled up inside the velvet.


Hearing the musketeer swear, d’Artagnan tried to get out from under the cloak, which was blinding him, and sought to find a way out among its folds. He was particularly anxious not to mar the freshness of that magnificent baldric we know about, but as he opened his eyes timidly, he found his nose glued between Porthos’s shoulders – that is to say, directly on the baldric.


Alas! Like most of the things in this world that have nothing in their favour but their appearance, the baldric was glittering with gold in front but at the back was common buff. Vainglorious as he was, if Porthos could not afford a baldric covered all over with gold, he would have at least half of one. The necessity for his cold and the pressing need for the cloak were easy to understand now.


‘Ye gods,’ cried Porthos, trying hard to get rid of d’Artagnan, who was wriggling about against his back, ‘you must have gone mad to bang into people like that!’


‘Excuse me,’ said d’Artagnan, reappearing from under the giant’s shoulder, ‘but I am in a great hurry. I’m running after someone and – ’


‘Do you always forget you have eyes when you’re running, by any chance?’ Porthos demanded.


‘No,’ replied d’Artagnan, somewhat nettled. ‘No, and thanks to my good eyes, I can even see things that other people don’t see.’


Whether Porthos understood this or not, he gave way to his anger. ‘Monsieur,’ he said, ‘you’ll get your hide tanned, I warn you, if you push musketeers about that way.’


‘My hide tanned!’ repeated d’Artagnan. ‘That’s rather strong language.’


‘It’s language that befits a man accustomed to looking his enemies in the face.’


‘Aha! By the Lord, I know full well that you don’t turn your back to yours, you don’t!’ And the young man, delighted at his jest, started off, laughing heartily. Porthos, foaming with rage, was about to fall upon him.


‘Later, later!’ cried d’Artagnan. ‘When you’re not wearing your cloak.’


‘At one o’clock, then, behind the Luxembourg.’


‘Very well, at one o’clock.’


D’Artagnan turned the corner of the street. But neither in the first street, nor in the one he now scanned eagerly, could he see the man he was looking for. Slowly as the stranger was walking, he must have outdistanced d’Artagnan. Perhaps he had entered some house. D’Artagnan enquired about him of everyone he met with, he went down to the ferry, he came up again by the Rue de Seine and the Rue de la Croix-Rouge, but he found absolutely no trace of him.


He began to reflect on all the events that had occurred; they were numerous and of evil omen. It was barely eleven o’clock in the morning and already the morning had brought him into disgrace with Monsieur de Tréville, who could not fail to think that the way d’Artagnan had left him was a little cavalier. Besides that, he had picked up two fine duels with two men, each of whom was capable of killing three d’Artagnans, with two musketeers – in short, with two of those beings whom he admired so much that in his heart and in his mind he set them above all other men. The outlook was a sorry one. Sure that he would be killed by Athos, the young man, as one can easily understand, didn’t worry much about Porthos. Nevertheless, as hope is the last thing to be extinguished in the heart of man, d’Artagnan ended by hoping that he would survive both these duels.


As he arrived within a few steps of the Hôtel d’Aiguillon d’Artagnan saw Aramis standing in front of it chatting gaily with three gentlemen of the Royal Guards. Aramis, for his part, noticed d’Artagnan, but as he had not forgotten that it was in this young man’s presence that Monsieur de Tréville had been in such a rage at him and his comrades that morning, and a witness of the rebukes they had received was not a very pleasing sight for him, he pretended not to see him. D’Artagnan, on the other hand, full of his plans for conciliation and courtesy, approached the four young men and saluted them with a low bow accompanied by a most gracious smile. Aramis bowed slightly but did not smile. Moreover, all four of them immediately stopped talking.


D’Artagnan was not so stupid as not to perceive that he was unwelcome, but he was not yet familiar enough with the ways of the fashionable world to know how to extricate himself gallantly from a false position. He was trying to think of the least awkward way to retreat when he noticed that Aramis had dropped his handkerchief and, doubtless by mistake, had set his foot on it. This seemed to d’Artagnan a good chance to make up for his breach of good manners. With the most courteous air he could call to his help, he stooped and pulled the handkerchief out from under the musketeer’s foot, in spite of the efforts Aramis made to keep it there, and gave it to him, saying: ‘I believe, monsieur, that this is a handkerchief you would be sorry to lose.’


The handkerchief was indeed richly embroidered, and one of the corners bore a coronet and a crest. Aramis blushed hotly and took, or rather snatched, the handkerchief from the Gascon’s hands.


‘Aha!’ cried one of the guardsmen. ‘Will you persist in saying, O discreet Aramis, that you are not on good terms with Madame de Bois-Tracy when that gracious lady is kind enough to lend you her handkerchief?’


Aramis shot at d’Artagnan one of those glances that tell a man he has acquired a mortal enemy, then, resuming his usual gentle air, he replied: ‘You are mistaken, gentlemen. That handkerchief is not mine, and I can’t imagine why this gentleman took it into his head to give it to me rather than to one of you. As a proof of what I say, here’s mine in my pocket.’


As he spoke he pulled out his own handkerchief, which was also a very elegant one of fine linen, but a handkerchief without embroidery, without a crest, and ornamented only with a single initial, that of its owner.


This time d’Artagnan was not so hasty. He perceived his mistake. But Aramis’s friends refused to be convinced by his denial and one of them, speaking to the young musketeer with affected seriousness, remarked: ‘If things were as you pretend, I would be forced, my dear Aramis, to ask you to give the handkerchief to me, for, as you know, Bois-Tracy is an intimate friend of mine, and I cannot allow his wife’s property to be sported as a trophy.’


‘You put your request badly,’ retorted Aramis, ‘and while I recognise the justice of your claim, I refuse it because of its form.’


‘The fact is,’ hazarded d’Artagnan timidly, ‘I did not see the handkerchief fall from Monsieur Aramis’s pocket. He had his foot on it, that’s all, and since he had his foot on it, I thought it was his.’


‘And you were mistaken, my dear monsieur,’ Aramis replied coldly, disregarding this attempt at reparation. Then, turning to the guardsman who had declared himself to be the friend of Monsieur de Bois-Tracy, he went on: ‘Moreover I think, my dear intimate friend of Bois-Tracy, that I am a friend of his whom he loves no less dearly than he can possibly love you. In any event, strictly speaking, that handkerchief is as likely to have fallen out of your pocket as out of mine.’


‘No, it didn’t, upon my honour!’ cried the guardsman.


‘You are going to swear upon your honour, and I upon my word, and then it will be pretty evident that one of us is lying. Come, let’s do better than that, Montaran, let’s each take half of it.


‘Absolutely just,’ cried one of the other guardsmen, ‘the judgement of King Solomon. Really, Aramis, you are full of wisdom.’


They all burst out laughing, and as may be supposed, the affair had no other consequence. In a moment or two the conversation ended and the three guardsmen and the musketeer, after shaking hands cordially, separated and started off in different directions.


D’Artagnan had stood aside a little during the latter part of this conversation. Now he thought to himself: ‘Here’s my chance to make my peace with this gallant man.’ And with this good idea he approached Aramis, who was going off without paying any attention to him.


‘Monsieur,’ he said, ‘you will excuse me, I trust.’


‘Ah, monsieur,’ Aramis replied, ‘allow me to observe that you have not behaved in this case as a gentleman should.’


‘What, monsieur!’ cried d’Artagnan. ‘Do you suppose that – ’


‘I suppose, monsieur, that you are not a fool,’ interrupted Aramis, ‘and that you know very well, even though you have just come from Gascony, that people don’t step on handkerchiefs without a reason.’


‘Monsieur, you are wrong in trying to humiliate me,’ said d’Artagnan, whose aggressive spirit was beginning to speak more loudly than his pacific resolutions. ‘I come from Gascony, it is true, and since you know that, I do not need to tell you that Gascons are not very patient. When they have begged to be excused once, even for a foolish act, they are convinced that they have done already at least more than half as much as they should have done.’


‘Monsieur,’ Aramis replied, ‘what I said to you was not in order to pick a quarrel with you. Thank God I am not a bravo, and since I am a musketeer only temporarily, I fight only when I am forced to, and always with great repugnance. But this time the affair is serious, because you have compromised a lady.’


‘Because we have compromised her!’ cried d’Artagnan.


‘Why were you so clumsy as to give the handkerchief back to me?’


‘Why were you so clumsy as to drop it?’


‘I have said, monsieur, and say again, that the handkerchief did not come from my pocket.’


‘Well, monsieur, you have lied about it twice now, for I myself saw it fall from there.’


‘Ha! So you are taking that tone, are you, Master Gascon? Very well, I’ll teach you how to behave yourself.’


‘And I’ll send you back to your Mass, Monsieur l’Abbé! Draw, if you please, and instantly.’


‘No, no, if you please, my fine friend – not here, at least. Don’t you see that we are in front of the Hôtel d’Aiguillon, which is full of the Cardinal’s henchmen? How do I know that it is not the Cardinal who has charged you to get my head for him? Now I am ridiculously fond of my head; it seems to me to fit so neatly on my shoulders. I intend to kill you, don’t worry about that, but very quietly, in a snug secret retreat where you can’t boast about your death to anybody.’


‘I’m quite willing, monsieur, but don’t be too confident. And bring your handkerchief with you, whether it belongs to you or not. Perhaps you may need to use it.’


‘Monsieur is a Gascon?’ enquired Aramis.


‘Yes, and one who never postpones a rendezvous through prudence.’


‘Prudence, monsieur, is a virtue of very little use to musketeers, I know, but it is indispensable for ecclesiastics, and as I am a musketeer only temporarily, I have every intention of remaining prudent. At two o’clock I shall have the honour of waiting for you at the Hôtel de Tréville. There, I will acquaint you with the best place to meet.’


The two young men bowed, then Aramis went off up the street leading to the Luxembourg while d’Artagnan, having noticed that the hour of his appointment was drawing near, took the road to the Carmes-Déchaux, saying to himself: ‘Decidedly, I can’t draw back now. But at least if I am killed, I shall be killed by a musketeer!’




Chapter 5


D’Artagnan knew no one in Paris. He went to his rendezvous with Athos, therefore, without a second, resolved to be content with the seconds Athos would have chosen. Besides, he had determined to offer all the proper apologies to the brave musketeer – though without any sign of weakness – for he feared the usual result of an affair of this sort when a young, vigorous man fights with an adversary who is wounded and therefore weak. If he is conquered, he doubles the triumph of his opponent; if he is the victor, he is accused of taking unfair advantage of a wounded man, and of having courage that is easy under such circumstances.


Now our readers must already have noted that d’Artagnan was not an ordinary man. Therefore while he kept telling himself that his death was inevitable, he did not resign himself to dying as tamely as a man less courageous and less self-controlled than he might have done in his place. He reflected on the different characteristics of the men he was to fight, and his situation began to be more clear to him. By offering sincere apologies, he hoped to make a friend of Athos, whose lordly ways and austere bearing he admired so much. He flattered himself that he could frighten Porthos with the adventure of the baldric, which, if he were not killed on the spot, he could tell everybody, a story that, cleverly managed, would cover Porthos with ridicule. As to the crafty Aramis, d’Artagnan had little fear of him, and if he should survive to get to Aramis, he would dispatch him in fine style.


Moreover, d’Artagnan possessed that invincible stock of determination that the counsels of his father had implanted in his heart, counsels the substance of which was: ‘Suffer nothing from anyone save the King, the Cardinal, and Monsieur de Tréville.’ So he flew rather than walked toward the monastery of the Carmes-Déchaux. It was a building without windows and surrounded by barren fields that usually served as a duelling ground for men who had no time to lose.


When d’Artagnan arrived in sight of the stretch of bare ground lying along the foot of the monastery wall, Athos had been waiting only five minutes, and twelve o’clock was striking. D’Artagnan was, then, punctual, and the most rigorous casuist as to duels could have nothing to say. Athos, who was still suffering grievously from his wound, though it had been freshly dressed by Monsieur de Tréville’s surgeon, was sitting on a stone and awaiting his adversary with that placid countenance and noble look which never deserted him. At sight of d’Artagnan he rose and came courteously a few steps to meet him. D’Artagnan, for his part, approached his adversary hat in hand, its plume sweeping the ground.


‘Monsieur,’ said Athos, ‘I have engaged two of my friends as seconds, but they have not yet arrived.’


‘I have no seconds, monsieur,’ replied d’Artagnan, ‘for as I arrived in Paris only yesterday, as yet I know no one except Monsieur de Tréville, to whom I was recommended by my father, who has the honour to be a rather close friend of his.’


Athos reflected a moment, then said: ‘Monsieur de Tréville is the only person you know?’


‘Yes, monsieur, the only one.’


‘Well, now,’ Athos went on, half to himself and half to d’Artagnan, ‘well now, if I kill you I shall look like a child-killer!’


‘Not too much so, monsieur,’ answered d’Artagnan, with a bow that did not lack dignity, ‘since you do me the honour to draw your sword against me when your wound must be troubling you very much.’


‘Very much, upon my word, and you hurt me devilishly when you ran into me, I can tell you. But I will use my left hand – I usually do in such circumstances. Don’t imagine that I’m doing you a favour. I use both hands equally well. Indeed you will be at a disadvantage – a left-handed man can be very troublesome to people who are not used to one.’


‘Truly, monsieur,’ said d’Artagnan, bowing again, ‘your courtesy is so great that I am more than grateful to you.’


‘You embarrass me,’ replied Athos, with his usual gentlemanly air. ‘Pray let us talk of something else. . . . Ah, ’sblood, how you did hurt me! My shoulder is on fire.’


‘If you would allow me – ’ said d’Artagnan, somewhat timidly.


‘Allow what, monsieur?’


‘I have a miraculous balsam for wounds – a balsam my mother gave me. I have tried it on myself. I am sure that in less than three days this balsam would cure you. And after three days, when you are cured, it would still be a great honour for me to be your man.’


D’Artagnan said this with a simplicity that did honour to his courtesy without arousing the least doubt as to his courage.


‘By the Lord, monsieur,’ said Athos, ‘there’s a proposal that pleases me! Not that I accept it, but only a gentleman born could have made it. That is the way the gallant knights of Charlemagne’s day spoke and acted, and every knight ought to look to them for his model. Unfortunately we live in the times of Monsieur le Cardinal, and however well guarded the secret might be, three days from now everyone would know we were going to fight, and our duel would be prevented. . . . Aren’t those dawdlers ever coming?’


‘If you are in a hurry, monsieur,’ said d’Artagnan, with the same simplicity with which a moment before he had proposed to postpone the duel for three days, ‘and if you would like to dispatch me at once, don’t stand upon ceremony, I beg of you.’


‘Again you please me,’ said Athos, with a gracious nod to d’Artagnan. ‘That statement did not come from a brainless man, and certainly not from a heartless man. Monsieur, I like men of your kidney, and I see plainly that if we don’t kill each other, later I shall take much pleasure in conversing with you. We will wait for my friends, if you please. I have plenty of time, and it will be more correct to wait. . . . Ah, here is one of them, I think.’


In fact, at the end of the Rue de Vaugirard the gigantic form of Porthos appeared.


‘What!’ cried d’Artagnan. ‘Is Monsieur Porthos one of your seconds?’


‘Yes. Does that annoy you?’


‘No, not in the least.’


‘And here comes the other one.’


D’Artagnan turned toward the direction in which Athos was looking and saw Aramis.


‘What!’ he cried, in a tone of even greater astonishment than before, ‘Is your other second Monsieur Aramis?’


‘Of course. Don’t you know that one of us is never seen without the others, and that by musketeers and guardsmen at the Court and in the city, we are called Athos, Porthos, and Aramis, or the three inseparables?’


‘By my faith, you are well named!’ said d’Artagnan.


In the meantime Porthos had come up. He waved his hand to Athos and then, turning to d’Artagnan, stood stock-still in surprise. Incidentally, he had changed his baldric and left off his cloak.


‘Aha!’ he said. ‘What does this mean?’


‘This is the gentleman I am to fight with,’ replied Athos, pointing to d’Artagnan and saluting him with the gesture.


‘Why, I am going to fight with him too!’ said Porthos.


‘But not until one o’clock,’ said d’Artagnan.


‘And I too am going to fight with this gentleman,’ announced Aramis as he too arrived.


‘But not until two o’clock,’ said d’Artagnan, as calmly as before.


‘What are you fighting him about?’ asked Aramis.


‘By my faith, I really don’t know. He hurt my shoulder, of course. How about you, Porthos?’


‘By my faith, I’m fighting because I’m fighting,’ answered Porthos, growing red.


Athos, whose keen eye missed nothing, saw a shy smile on the Gascon’s lips as he said: ‘We had an argument about dress.’


‘And you, Aramis?’


‘Oh, ours is a theological quarrel,’ replied Aramis, making a sign to d’Artagnan to keep the reason for their duel a secret.


Athos saw a second smile on d’Artagnan’s lips.


‘And now that we are all here, gentlemen,’ said d’Artagnan, ‘allow me to offer you my apologies.’


At the word ‘apologies’ a cloud shadowed Athos’s brow, a haughty smile curled Porthos’s lips, and a sign of refusal was Aramis’s response.


‘You do not understand me, gentlemen,’ protested d’Artagnan, tossing his head. At that moment a ray of sunlight played about that head and gave a golden hue to its fine, bold lines. ‘I am apologising in case I cannot pay my debt to all three of you, Monsieur Athos has the first right to kill me, and that fact deprives your claim of much value, Monsieur Porthos, and makes yours almost worthless, Monsieur Aramis. And now, gentlemen, I ask you once more to excuse me, but on that account only. Now, on guard!’


Whereupon, with the most knightly gesture, d’Artagnan drew his sword. The blood had rushed to his head, and at that moment he would have drawn his sword against all the musketeers in France as willingly as he had just drawn it against Athos, and hoped to draw it against Porthos and Aramis. It was quarter-past twelve. The sun was at the zenith and its fiery heat beat down on the scene of the duel.


‘It’s very hot,’ said Athos, drawing his sword in his turn, ‘and yet I cannot take off my doublet, for just now I felt my wound beginning to bleed again, and I should not like to annoy Monsieur by the sight of blood he had not drawn from me himself.’


‘That is true, monsieur,’ replied d’Artagnan. ‘But whether drawn by myself or by another, I assure you I shall always view with regret the blood of so gallant a gentleman. I will therefore fight in my doublet, as you do.’


‘When you please, monsieur,’ said Athos, putting himself on guard.


‘I was awaiting your word,’ said d’Artagnan, crossing swords.


But hardly had the two rapiers clashed when a squad of His Eminence’s Guards, with Monsieur de Jussac in command, came round the corner of the monastery.


‘The Cardinal’s Guards!’ cried Porthos. ‘Sheathe your swords, gentlemen, sheathe your swords!’ And Aramis echoed him.


But it was too late. The two duellists had been seen in a position that left no doubt of their intentions.


‘Oho!’ cried Jussac, advancing toward them and making a sign to his men to do likewise. ‘Oho, musketeers, so you’re fighting here, are you? And the edicts about duelling, what has become of them?’


‘You are very generous, gentlemen of the guards,’ said Athos, full of acrimony, for Jussac was one of the aggressors of two days before. ‘If we saw you fighting, I assure you we would take good care not to interfere. Leave us alone, then, and you will enjoy a little amusement without any cost to yourselves.’


‘Gentlemen,’ said Jussac, ‘it is with great regret that I declare to you that that is impossible. We must do our duty. Sheathe your swords, then, if you please, and follow us.’


‘Monsieur,’ retorted Athos, parodying Jussac, ‘it would afford us great pleasure to accept your gracious invitation if it depended upon ourselves. But unfortunately that is impossible – Monsieur de Tréville has forbidden it.’


This raillery exasperated Jussac, and he said: ‘We shall charge you, then, if you disobey.’


‘There are five of them,’ said Athos, speaking low, ‘and only three of us. We shall be beaten again, and we must die right here, for I swear I will not go before the Captain again a vanquished man.’


Athos, Porthos, and Aramis drew together as Jussac marshalled his soldiers. This brief interval was enough for d’Artagnan to determine the part he would play. This was one of those events which decide a man’s whole life. He must choose between the King and the Cardinal, and once his choice was made, he must abide by it. To fight was to disobey the law, to risk his head, to make by a single act an enemy of a Minister more powerful than the King himself. The young man perceived all this and, be it said to his credit, he did not hesitate a second. He turned toward Athos and his friends.


‘Gentlemen,’ he said, ‘pray allow me to correct you. You said you were but three, but it seems to me that there are four of us.’


‘But you are not one of us,’ said Porthos.


‘It is true,’ replied d’Artagnan, ‘that I am not wearing a musketeer’s uniform, but I have the same spirit. My heart is a musketeer’s, I am sure of that, gentlemen, and that makes me almost one of you.’


‘Withdraw, young man!’ shouted Jussac. ‘You may withdraw, we will allow you to. Save your skin – get away at once.’


D’Artagnan did not move.


‘Upon my word, you’re a fine lad,’ said Athos, pressing d’Artagnan’s hand.


‘Come, come, make up your minds,’ Jussac went on.


‘See here,’ said Porthos, ‘we must do something about this.’ And Aramis agreed.


‘Monsieur is most generous,’ said Athos. But all three of them were thinking that d’Artagnan was very young and they dreaded his lack of experience.


‘We would still be only three, one of whom is wounded, plus a boy,’ Athos went on, ‘and yet everybody will say that we were four men.’


D’Artagnan understood their hesitation. ‘Gentlemen,’ he said, ‘try me nevertheless. I swear to you on my honour that I will not leave this spot if we are vanquished.’


‘What is your name, my brave fellow?’ asked Athos.


‘D’Artagnan, monsieur.’


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


‘Come, gentlemen, have you made up your minds to make up your minds?’ cried Jussac.


‘We have, gentlemen,’ Athos replied.


‘And what are you going to do?’ demanded Jussac.


‘We are going to have the honour of charging you,’ replied Athos, lifting his hat with one hand and drawing his sword with the other.


‘Oh, you’re resisting, are you?’ cried Jussac.


‘ ’Sblood! Does that surprise you?’


And the nine combatants rushed to do battle with a fury that did not lack a certain amount of method. Athos took on one Cahusac, a favourite of the Cardinal’s, Porthos took on Bicarat, and Aramis found himself facing two adversaries.


As for d’Artagnan, he sprang at Jussac himself. The young Gascon’s heart was beating as if it would burst, not from fear – thank God he hadn’t a shadow of that – but from emulation. He fought like an infuriated tiger, circling his adversary again and again and changing his ground and his guard constantly. Jussac was a fine swordsman and had had much practice, yet it took every bit of his skill to defend himself against an agile and energetic adversary who broke all the rules every moment. He attacked on all sides at once, yet parried like a man with the greatest respect for his own epidermis.


At length the struggle exhausted Jussac’s patience. Furious at being held in check by one he had looked at as no more than a boy, he grew angry and began to make mistakes. D’Artagnan might lack experience, but he was well grounded in theory, and he redoubled his agility. Jussac, determined to finish the young man, sprang forward and aimed a terrible thrust at his adversary, lunging as far as he could reach. D’Artagnan parried in prime, and while Jussac was drawing back, slipped his own blade like a snake under Jussac’s and passed it through his body. Jussac fell like a dead tree.


Now d’Artagnan cast an uneasy glance swiftly over the field of battle. Aramis had already killed one of his men and was pressing the other one hard. Bicarat and Porthos had just hit each other at the same moment. Porthos had received a thrust through the arm, and Bicarat one through the thigh; but neither of the wounds was serious and they were fighting all the more stubbornly because of them. Athos had been wounded afresh by Cahusac and was growing visibly paler and paler, but he was not giving way an inch. He had, however, changed the hand holding his sword and was fighting now with it in his left hand.


According to the laws of duelling at that period, d’Artagnan was at liberty to assist whichever man he pleased. While he was looking about to see which of his companions needed his help most, he caught a glance from Athos, a glance of sublime eloquence. Athos would have died rather than call for help, but he could look, and with the look ask for support. D’Artagnan divined what Athos meant, and sprang to Cahusac’s side with one terrible leap, crying: ‘Here I am, monsieur! On guard! I’m going to kill you!’


Cahusac turned – it was time, for Athos, whose great courage alone had been sustaining him, fell on one knee at that moment.


‘ ’Sblood,’ Athos cried to d’Artagnan, ‘don’t kill him, young man! I have an old affair to settle with him when I am sound again. Just disarm him, make his sword useless. That’s it! Good, very good!’


Athos uttered this last exclamation as he saw Cahusac’s sword fly twenty paces from him. D’Artagnan and Cahusac sprang forward at the same time, the latter to recover it, the former to get possession of it. D’Artagnan, being the more nimble, reached it first and put one foot on it. Cahusac ran to the body of the guardsman who had been killed, seized his rapier, and started back toward d’Artagnan. But on the way he met Athos, who during the brief respite d’Artagnan had afforded him had recovered his breath. Fearing that d’Artagnan might kill this enemy of his own, he was determined to resume the fight.


D’Artagnan understood that he would be disobliging Athos not to leave him alone, and a few minutes later Cahusac fell, a sword thrust through his throat. At the same instant Aramis placed the point of his sword on the breast of his fallen adversary and forced him to ask for mercy. Now only Porthos and Bicarat were left fighting. Porthos was swaggering and jesting without ceasing, but jest as he might, he was making no progress.


But they must stop fighting. The watch might come up at any moment and arrest all the combatants, whether they were wounded or not, whether they were royalists or cardinalists. Athos, Aramis, and d’Artagnan surrounded Bicarat and called upon him to surrender. Like d’Artagnan, Bicarat was a Gascon. Although he was now one against four and a sword had pierced his thigh, he was determined to hold out, but Jussac, pushing himself up on one elbow, called out to him to surrender.


‘You are my brigadier,’ Bicarat replied, ‘it is my duty to obey you.’


Then, springing back, he broke his sword across his knees, threw the pieces over the monastery wall, crossed his arms, and whistled a cardinalist air. Bravery always commands respect even in an enemy. The musketeers saluted Bicarat with their swords and returned them to their scabbards. D’Artagnan followed suit, then, assisted by Bicarat – the only guardsman left standing – he carried Jussac, Cahusac, and the guardsman Aramis had wounded to the porch of the monastery. The fourth guardsman was dead, as has been said. They rang the bell at the door and, leaving there three out of four of the guardsmen’s swords, they went their way, fairly intoxicated with joy, toward Monsieur de Tréville’s.


Arm in arm they went, taking up the whole width of the street and calling to every musketeer they met to follow them, so that in the end they were making a triumphal march. D’Artagnan was mad with delight; he marched between Athos and Porthos, clasping their arms fondly.


‘If I’m not a musketeer yet,’ he told his new friends as they went through the gateway of the Hôtel de Tréville, ‘at least I’ve begun my apprenticeship, haven’t I?’




Chapter 6


The affair made a great sensation. Monsieur de Tréville scolded his musketeers in public and congratulated them in private. But as no time must be lost in informing the King and winning his approval, Monsieur de Tréville hastened to the Louvre. He was too late; the King was closeted with the Cardinal, and Monsieur de Tréville was told that the King was busy and could not receive him just then. In the evening Monsieur de Tréville went to the King’s gaming table. The King was winning, and as His Majesty was very covetous, he was in an excellent humour. As soon as he saw Monsieur de Tréville he said: ‘Come here, Monsieur le Capitaine, come here, so that I may reprimand you. Do you know that His Eminence has just been complaining to me about your musketeers and he’s so stirred up about it that he’s been almost sick all evening? Why, those musketeers of yours are devils incarnate, very gallows birds!’


‘No, Sire,’ replied Tréville, who saw at first glance the turn things would be taking, ‘no, they are good creatures, as gentle as lambs, and they have but one desire, I’ll be their guarantee for that, and that desire is never to draw their swords except in Your Majesty’s service. But what are they to do? Monsieur le Cardinal’s guardsmen are forever picking quarrels with them, and if only for the honour of the corps, the poor young fellows are obliged to defend themselves.’


‘Hearken to Monsieur de Tréville,’ said the King, ‘hearken to him! Wouldn’t anyone say he was talking about members of a religious order? But don’t think I am going to take you at your word. I am called Louis the Just, Monsieur de Tréville, and by and by – by and by we shall see.’
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