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Introduction by Lawrence Ellsworth


Dumas and His Musketeers

As a successful playwright, Dumas was well-known in Paris by 1840, and had tasted celebrity, but his 1844 novel The Three Musketeers was a global phenomenon. His fame was suddenly worldwide, readers clamored for a sequel, and Dumas gave it to them in 1845 with Twenty Years After, a sprawling historical drama bigger even than The Three Musketeers—too large, in fact, for single-volume publication except in oversized editions or with tiny type between narrow margins.

The sequel was also unexpected in that it didn’t pick up right where Musketeers had left off (Dumas saved that approach for The Red Sphinx), but instead carried d’Artagnan and his comrades from youth into maturity—Twenty Years After, as the title promised. For Dumas had much bigger plans for his best-beloved characters than just giving them further adventures. By that time he was himself over forty, and wanted to show how his four varying archetypal heroes came to grips with the challenges of aging and the complexities of responsibility, while still finding ways to be true to themselves and their codes of honor and morality. To do this he worked out the plan of his four musketeers’ entire lives from the 1620s through the late 1660s, interweaving, clashing, separating, and rejoining, defining them through what today we call long character arcs. And he involved them with a huge ensemble cast of secondary characters historical and fictional whose lives intertwined with theirs. He plotted a grand tale that would run to over a million words through the course of two giant sequels, the enormous Twenty Years After and the even more titanic Le Vicomte de Bragelonne.

This grand tale appeared in serial form, chapter after chapter, in Parisian periodicals from 1845 to 1850, and then was collected into books that were nearly always published in multiple volumes—especially in translation, where the sequels appeared in anywhere from four to eight parts. Your current editor has decided the saga divides most comfortably into six volumes, with Twenty Years After split in half; this book, Blood Royal, is the second volume of what Dumas originally published as Twenty Years After.

What Has Gone Before

It is 1648, and France has changed since the time of The Three Musketeers: King Louis XIII has died, and his son, Louis XIV, is still a minor, so Anne of Austria rules as queen regent. Cardinal Richelieu, the great prime minister of the previous reign, died shortly before his king, and has been replaced by his Italian-born protégé, Cardinal Mazarin, whose relationship with Queen Anne is so close that it’s rumored they are secretly married. Mazarin has continued Richelieu’s policy of centralizing political control under the monarchy, which has alienated the parliament and the nobility, and of demanding high taxes to support the seemingly endless war with Spain, which has angered the populace. The result is burgeoning unrest, an ill-organized and intermittent civil war against the crown that history knows as the Fronde.

D’Artagnan is still Lieutenant of the King’s Musketeers, a post he has held for almost twenty years, increasingly acting as de facto commander as his captain, Tréville, has aged, though without receiving the captain’s rank and rewards. Long in harness, his horizons narrowed by a career in military service, he’s grown sour and wry, but the flames of the Fronde rouse him from his long hibernation. The civil unrest means Mazarin needs more than mere soldiers, he needs covert agents with initiative who can wield both wits and swords—which is d’Artagnan’s specialty.

So, the cardinal offers d’Artagnan a special mission, holding out the promise of his long-awaited captaincy, on condition that first the Gascon find his three former comrades in adventure and recruit them as well. Enlisting the mighty Porthos is easy, for though he’s become a wealthy man of leisure, what he really longs for is the dignity of a noble title, which Mazarin can provide. But sly Aramis has joined the Church and become an abbot, a rising star of the Jesuit order, and claims no further interest in politics or intrigue, while the noble Athos has retired to a modest country estate where he is raising a young ward, Raoul de Bragelonne—and he, too, declines to return to the service of the crown. Seemingly, the aid of Porthos will have to be enough.

But d’Artagnan has the feeling there’s something his old friends aren’t telling him, and his instincts are right: Athos and Aramis have joined “the Princes,” the faction of the nobility on the side of the Frondeurs who are opposed to Mazarin and the queen. Among the Princes, there is one rebellious Prince of the Blood whom Mazarin fears over all the others, the Duc de Beaufort, whom he’s already imprisoned outside Paris in the Château de Vincennes. The duke is heavily guarded, but Athos and Aramis have a plan to liberate him, having planted Athos’s trusty manservant Grimaud among the warden’s guards. Meanwhile, Cardinal Richelieu’s old agent, the Comte de Rochefort, is freed from his incarceration by d’Artagnan’s former lackey Planchet, now himself a Frondeur. With Rochefort’s help, Athos, Aramis, and Grimaud succeed in getting Beaufort out and over the wall of Vincennes, and all gallop away on waiting horses.

Mazarin frantically assigns d’Artagnan his first mission: recapture the Duc de Beaufort! Summoning all his old energy and determination, unaware that he’s also chasing his two former comrades, d’Artagnan takes Porthos and they ride hell-for-leather through the night to overtake the fleeing duke. But their attempt to recapture the prince is forestalled by Athos and Aramis, who fight d’Artagnan and Porthos to a standstill. D’Artagnan, bitter, is forced to admit defeat and has to return to Mazarin to confess his failure, but first he sets up a parley in Paris between the old friends so they can come to terms upon their now-evident conflict and opposition.

It takes two increasingly friendly meetings, but the four musketeers overcome their differences and agree that, though they fight for opposing sides, they will never fight each other again, and the old bonds of comradeship are reaffirmed. Meanwhile, Athos has other business in Paris, taking Raoul to visit the fascinating Duchesse de Chevreuse, that perennial conspirer against the authorities and, twenty years before, the lover of Aramis—and not just Aramis, for it’s revealed that Raoul is actually the secret son of Athos and the duchess. The lad is now old enough to take up arms in the war against Spain, so his parents, their relationship still unknown to him, arrange for him to serve the Prince de Condé, the leading French general of the time.

Raoul rides off to war, finding friendship and adventure along the way: friendship in the person of the young Comte de Guiche, also riding to join Condé, and adventure in a skirmish with the Spanish, in which Raoul and de Guiche capture a prisoner whose information is key to the prince’s victory at the Battle of Lens. They also encounter another young man on the road, a sinister monk with a foreign accent who brutally murders a wounded man they’d rescued from the skirmish, and then flees toward Paris.

But not before Grimaud, who’d been sent to accompany Raoul, realizes the monk’s true identity: he is Mordaunt, the now-adult son of Milady de Winter, the murderess whom the musketeers had hired an executioner to slay at the end of The Three Musketeers. The wounded man Mordaunt had murdered was that same executioner, and now Mordaunt is bound for Paris to seek revenge on those who’d hired him.

Mordaunt also has an official reason to travel to Paris, as he’s been sent by Oliver Cromwell, the leader of the Parliamentary rebels in England, as an envoy to Mazarin on a mission to persuade the cardinal to send no French aid to King Charles I, whom Cromwell is on the verge of defeating. However, the English Baron Winter, Mordaunt’s hated uncle who had conspired with the musketeers at the execution of his mother, has come to Paris on behalf of King Charles with the opposite mission. Mordaunt reaches Mazarin first and Winter’s plea for aid is refused—and Mordaunt recognizes Winter and begins to shadow him.

Winter, desperate for any help for Charles, remembers the four musketeers. D’Artagnan and Porthos are in the service of Mazarin and out of reach, but Winter finds Athos and Aramis and brings them to a meeting with Charles’s wife Queen Henriette, who’s fled the chaos of the English Civil War and is living in poverty at the Louvre. Touched by the pleas of the forlorn yet hopeful queen-in-exile, Athos and Aramis agree to return to England with Winter and do what they can to support King Charles in his final battles.

Athos and Aramis prepare to follow Winter back to England, but the three are themselves pursued by Mordaunt, who is now on their trail. As they take a ship from Boulogne, they are threatened from the shore by Mordaunt, who promises to hunt them down and have his revenge—in England, where d’Artagnan and Porthos will soon be journeying as well, on a mission of their own from Mazarin.

To England—And Back to France

Which brings us to Blood Royal, and the conclusion of this chapter of the Musketeers Cycle.

In this volume we see the shape of a new d’Artagnan start to emerge, as he faces his shortcomings in Twenty Years After and begins to adapt to the many-layered challenges of maturity. It helps that, though d’Artagnan has always been bold and clever, he has another core attribute that now comes to the fore: he is persistent. He tries new ideas, different approaches. And over the course of the story, he faces the reality that to prevail in this new world of complexity and compromise, he must grapple with moral ambiguity. To defeat his new enemies, he must adapt to their dubious methods—and sometimes even adopt them himself.

It is a considerable irony that d’Artagnan will be repeatedly forestalled by the much-younger Mordaunt, who comes out of the past of The Three Musketeers to embody the strengths of audacity and cunning that were once d’Artagnan’s hallmarks. Mordaunt, burning with the fire of vengeance, has usurped and corrupted those youthful strengths, and the older d’Artagnan is no match for him until he finally pulls his former team back together. To weld that team into a unit and wield it as a weapon, he must give up his exclusive reliance on the forthright methods of youth and add to them the tools of maturity: foresight, compromise, dissimulation, and even manipulation of his own allies. He will have to become a true leader of men, leading not just by example but also by persuasion, influencing others by understanding their motivations. Once he accepts this, the team can be re-formed, and they can defeat the specter of their past.

That accomplished, the musketeers must then wrestle with an even greater threat, the eternal nemesis of youthful heroism—politics. As we’ll see, though still and always a man of action when action is called for, d’Artagnan grows and evolves to become that which he once despised: a politician.

And politics is a skill he will need as the saga continues into the future, for when Louis XIV comes into his power, d’Artagnan will have to learn to navigate the treacherous perils of the Court of the Sun King. Here in Blood Royal Dumas introduces the themes and characters that will be central to the story to follow, in the four final volumes of the Musketeers Cycle. Here we meet Raoul de Bragelonne, the son of Athos and heir to the traditions of chivalry; young Louis XIV, king in principle but not yet in practice, who will embody the new regime of absolute monarchy; and Louise de La Vallière, whom both Raoul and Louis will love in a romance that will prove a defining metaphor for the new era. There’s little romance in Blood Royal, a lack Dumas admittedly regretted, but it firmly establishes the context for the affairs of the heart that will drive the adventures to come, in which love, politics, and power play essential roles in the great drama Dumas mounts on the stage of history.

A Note on the Translation

The public appetite for a sequel to The Three Musketeers was so great that the chapters comprising Blood Royal were rushed into book publication before the serial had even finished running in Le Siècle. The first (and unauthorized) edition, published in Brussels in early 1845, was cobbled together by collecting the installments published in Paris, so the sources of the original French version of the tale are a jumble. Where there were inconsistencies, this translator usually relied on the Pléiade version of Twenty Years After edited by Gilbert Sigaux in 1962, as well as the edition compiled and annotated by Charles Samaran that same year for Éditions Garnier.

Historical Character Note

The first time a notable character from history is mentioned in the text, their name is marked with an asterisk.* A brief paragraph describing that person appears in the Historical Characters appendix at the end of the book.





Blood Royal




I The Te Deum for the Victory at Lens


The commotion in Paris that Queen Henriette* had noticed was caused by news of the victory at Lens, brought by the Duc de Châtillon on behalf of Monsieur le Prince. The duke, who’d had such a noble share in the triumph, was also charged with hanging twenty-two flags in the vault of Notre-Dame, banners captured from the Lorrainers and Spaniards.

This news was decisive in resolving the conflict with parliament in favor of the Royal Court. All the taxes that had been decreed, and which the Parliament had opposed, were immediately ratified to sustain the honor of France during the ongoing battle with its enemies. The country had experienced nothing but defeats since the Battle of Nördlingen, and parliament had had a fine time mocking Mazarin* for the promised victories that never occurred, but now victory was in hand at last, and a great victory, too: everyone regarded it as a double triumph for the Court, giving it the upper hand over enemies both domestic and foreign, so that the young King Louis XIV,* upon hearing the news, declared, “Ah, gentlemen of the Parliament, what do you have to say now?”

Hearing that, Queen Anne* had hugged to her heart her royal child, whose hauteur accorded so well with her own. A council was called that very evening, summoning Maréchal de La Meilleraie and Monsieur de Villeroy because they were Cardinalists, Chavigny* and Séguier because they hated parliament, and Guitaut* and Comminges* because they were devoted to the queen. None of this council’s decisions were made public, except that on the following Sunday there would be a Te Deum sung at Notre-Dame in honor of the victory at Lens.

That Sunday, the Parisians awoke with joy: at that time a Te Deum was a grand affair, not yet made routine by overuse, and it was widely hailed. The sun, which seemed a willing partner in the festivities, had risen radiant, gilding the somber towers of the city, its streets already teeming with immense crowds; even the darkest alleys had taken on a festive air, and along the quays streamed long lines of citizens, workers, women, and children moving toward Notre-Dame, like fish in a river ascending toward its source. The shops were deserted, the houses closed up; everyone wanted to see the young king, his royal mother, and the famous Cardinal Mazarin, whom they hated so much they couldn’t do without him.

Freedom of speech reigned among the surging crowds; every shade of opinion was loudly expressed, and rang out like a call to riot, just as the thousand bells of the churches of Paris rang out the Te Deum. The citizens of Paris made their own rules that day and ensured that nothing dampened the cries of hatred or stilled the flow of slander.

At eight in the morning, the Regiment of the Queen’s Guards, commanded by Guitaut and seconded by his nephew, Comminges, had marched, to the sound of drums and trumpets, from the Palais Royal to Notre-Dame, a maneuver which the Parisians had watched with their habitual admiration of military music and bright uniforms.

Friquet was part of the crowd, dressed in his best, able to attend thanks to a temporary swelling caused by jamming a huge number of cherry pits into the side of his mouth, which had persuaded Bazin to give him the day off. Bazin had refused at first, for the beadle was in a lousy mood, first due to the departure of Aramis,* who had left without telling him where he was going, and then from having to serve at a mass in honor of a victory that didn’t accord with his opinions—Bazin, we recall, was a Frondeur. If there was some way by which, despite the dignity of his position, the beadle could absent himself as easily as the choirboy, Bazin would certainly have made the same request of the archbishop the choirboy had made of him. Thus, he had refused Friquet at first, but the boy’s cheek continued to swell, so for the honor and reputation of the choir, which couldn’t be compromised by such a deformity, he had finally given in, muttering to himself.

Outside the church door, Friquet had spat out the cherry pits and sent toward the oblivious Bazin one of those supremely rude gestures that demonstrate the superiority of the Parisian gamin to all other guttersnipes. As for his tavern job, he had naturally avoided that by saying he’d be serving at the mass at Notre-Dame. Friquet was thus free, and as we mentioned, dressed in his very best, capped by a remarkable ornament, one of those bulbous bonnets worn during the period between the cap of the Middle Ages and the brimmed hat of the reign of Louis XIII.* His mother had made this grotesque headgear for him, and either from whim or from a lack of uniform fabric, had sewn it from an assortment of colors, so that this paragon of 17th-century haberdashery was yellow and green on one side and red and white on the other. This made Friquet, who had always loved bright colors, all the more proud and triumphant.

After leaving Bazin, Friquet ran toward the Palais Royal. He arrived just as the regiment of guards was marching out, and as he hadn’t come for any reason other than to see the sights and enjoy the music, he took a position marching at the head of the column, beating a tattoo with two wooden slats. From the tambour he passed on to the trumpet, which he imitated with his mouth in a way that was the envy of his fellow amateurs of musical imposture.

This amusement lasted from the Barrière des Sergents all the way to Place Notre-Dame, and Friquet thoroughly enjoyed it. But then the regiment halted, and the companies deployed along the streets in the heart of the Île de la Cité, from the end of Rue Saint-Christophe almost to Rue Cocatrix, where Broussel* lived. Then Friquet, remembering he’d not yet had breakfast, considered where best to acquire this important meal, and after thinking for a moment, decided to let Councilor Broussel pick up the tab.

Following this impulse, he ran till he was out of breath, and was soon knocking loudly at the councilor’s door. His mother, Broussel’s aging maidservant, opened and said, “What are you doing here, lad, and why aren’t you at Notre-Dame?”

“I was there, Mother Nanette,” said Friquet, “but I saw things going on that Master Broussel should be warned about, so with the permission of Monsieur Bazin—you know him, Bazin the beadle, right?—I’ve come to speak to Monsieur Broussel.”

“And what do you want to say, you monkey, to Monsieur Broussel?”

“I’ll tell him that personally.”

“Well, you can’t, because he’s working.”

“Then I’ll wait,” said Friquet, pleased, because that suited how he intended to spend the time.

And he ran quickly up the stairs, with Dame Nanette following slowly behind him. “But what do you want with Monsieur Broussel?” she called.

“I want to tell him,” shouted Friquet at the top of his lungs, “that there’s a whole regiment of guards coming this way! And since everybody says the Court is angry with him, I’ve come to warn him to look out!”

Broussel heard the young prankster’s cries and, charmed by this display of zeal, came down to the first floor from where he’d been working up above. “What’s this about a regiment of guards, my friend?” he said. “You simpleton, you’ll start a panic. Don’t you know it’s their custom to march this way, and that the regiment always lines the streets where the king is to pass?”

Friquet pretended to be surprised, and said, turning his new hat between his hands, “Well, of course you’d know that, Monsieur Broussel, because you know everything. But I didn’t know it, I swear to God, and thought I was bringing you important news. Please don’t be angry with me, Monsieur Broussel.”

“On the contrary, my dear lad, your zeal pleases me. Dame Nanette, see if you can find those apricots Madame de Longueville* sent us yesterday from Noisy, and give a half dozen to your son with a crust of fresh bread.”

“Ah, thank you, Monsieur Broussel!” said Friquet. “I like apricots a lot.”

Broussel went to find his wife and ask for his own breakfast. He stopped at the window; the street was completely deserted, but in the distance could be heard, like the rush of an incoming tide, the waves of sound that were rising from the crowds around Notre-Dame.

This sound redoubled when d’Artagnan* arrived at the head of a company of musketeers to take up a position at the doors of Notre-Dame. He’d invited Porthos* to join him and take the opportunity to see the ceremony, and Porthos, in full court dress and mounted on his finest horse, was playing the part of an honorary musketeer, as d’Artagnan had so often done. The company’s sergeant, a veteran of the wars with Spain, had recognized his old companion Porthos, and was regaling his subordinates with tales of the deeds of this giant, a champion of the King’s Musketeers under old Captain Tréville.* The company, therefore, had welcomed him with pride.

At ten o’clock, the cannon of the Louvre announced the king’s departure. A movement like that of the trees bending before a windstorm swept along the ranks of the crowd, stirring behind the rigid hedge of the muskets of the guards. At last the king appeared in a gilded carriage with his mother the queen. This was followed by ten other carriages containing the ladies of honor, the officers of the royal house, and the other members of the Court.

“Vive le roi!” came the cheers from every side.

The young king gravely brought his head to the carriage door, made a face that might have been approval, and bowed slightly, which made the crowd cheer all the louder.

The procession advanced slowly, taking almost half an hour to advance from the Louvre to Place Notre-Dame. Arriving there, the Court moved group by group into the vast and somber vault of the church, and the divine service began.

As the procession was arriving, a coach bearing the arms of Comminges left the line of carriages waiting to disembark their courtiers and turned slowly down Rue Saint-Christophe, now entirely deserted. Once parked around the corner, four guards and an officer went into the heavy coach and closed all the shutters, leaving only the one in front slightly open so the officer could look out toward Rue Cocatrix, as if waiting for someone to arrive.

Everyone was occupied with the ceremony, so no one paid any attention to the coach or the careful precautions of those within. Friquet, the only one nosy enough to spot them, had climbed up onto a house opposite Notre-Dame, where he savored his apricots as he watched the arrival of the king, the queen, and Cardinal Mazarin, and heard the mass as well as if he’d been taking part in it.

Toward the end of the service, the queen, seeing that Comminges was standing near at hand awaiting confirmation of the order she’d given before they left the Louvre, said to him in a low voice, “Go, Comminges—and may God go with you!”

Comminges went at once, leaving the church and turning down Rue Saint-Christophe. Friquet, who noticed this handsome officer marching with two guards behind him, amused himself by following along, as the ceremony had ended and the king had reentered his carriage.

As soon as the officer in the coach saw Comminges arrive at the end of Rue Cocatrix, he spoke an order to the driver, who put the vehicle into motion and drove it to Broussel’s door. Comminges began knocking on that door just as the coach arrived.

Friquet came up behind Comminges as he was knocking on the door. “What are you doing here, monkey?” asked Comminges.

“I’m waiting to go into Councilor Broussel’s house, Monsieur l’Officier,” Friquet said, in that obsequious tone the Parisian gamin can adopt at need.

“Does he live here?” Comminges asked.

“Yes, Monsieur.”

“On what floor?”

“All of them,” said Friquet. “The whole house is his.”

“But where is he usually found?”

“He works on the second floor but comes down to the first for his meals. Right now, he must be eating, since it’s noon.”

“Good,” said Comminges. Just then the door opened. The officer questioned the servant, learning that Broussel was at home and dining. Comminges followed the servant up the stairs, and Friquet went up behind Comminges.

Broussel was seated at the table with his family, his wife across from him, his two daughters by his side, and at the end of the table was his son, Louvières,* whom we already met on the day of the councilor’s accident, from which he was now fully recovered. The good man, restored to full health, was enjoying the apricots sent by Madame de Longueville.

Comminges, who had stopped the servant by grabbing his arm as he was about to open the door and announce him, opened the door himself and was face-to-face with this family tableau.

At the sight of the officer Broussel felt uneasy, but as the officer bowed politely, he rose and did the same.

Despite this polite exchange, the women looked anxious, while Louvières, turning pale, waited impatiently for the officer to explain himself.

“Monsieur,” said Comminges, “I’m the bearer of an order from the king.”

“Very well, Monsieur,” Broussel replied. “Where is this order?” And he extended his hand.

“I am commissioned to detain you, Monsieur,” said Comminges, in the same polite tone, “and if you’ll take my word for that, it will save you the trouble of reading this long letter. Please follow me.”

If a thunderbolt had fallen among those good people, so peacefully gathered, it couldn’t have had a more terrible effect. Broussel backed away, trembling. It was a terrible thing at that time to be imprisoned by direct order of the king. Louvières made a movement toward his sword, which hung on a chair in the corner, but a look from Broussel, who was determined not to lose his head, stopped him. Madame Broussel, separated from her husband by the width of the table, burst into tears, and the two young daughters embraced their father.

“Come, Monsieur, make haste,” said Comminges. “We must obey the king.”

“Monsieur,” said Broussel, “I’m in poor health and in no condition to give myself up—I need some time.”

“Impossible,” replied Comminges. “It’s a formal order and must be executed at once.”

“Impossible?” said Louvières. “Monsieur, be careful you don’t drive us to desperate measures.”

“Impossible!” screeched a voice from the rear of the room.

Comminges turned to see Dame Nanette, broomstick in hand and eyes aflame with anger.

“My good Nanette, calm down,” said Broussel, “I beg you.”

“Me, calm down while they arrest my master, the supporter, the liberator, the father of the people! Oh, right! You know me better than that! You,” she said to Comminges, “get out of here!”

Comminges smiled. “Come, Monsieur,” he said, turning to Broussel, “silence this noisy woman and follow me.”

“Silence me! Me!” said Nanette. “It will take more than just you to do that, my king’s pretty coxcomb. You’ll see.” And Dame Nanette rushed to the window, opened it, and shouted in a voice so piercing it could be heard in the Place Notre-Dame, “Help! Help! They’re arresting my master! They’re arresting Councilor Broussel! Help!”

“Monsieur,” said Comminges, “make up your mind: will you obey, or do you intend rebellion against the king?”

“I obey, I obey, Monsieur,” cried Broussel, trying to disengage himself from his clinging daughters, and from his son, who wanted to help him escape.

“In that case,” said Comminges, “make this old crone shut up.”

“Oh! Crone, is it?” said Nanette. And, clinging to the bars of the window, she began to scream even louder, “Help! Help! Help for Master Broussel, who’s being arrested for defending the people! Help!”

Comminges grabbed the maidservant by the arm and tried to drag her from the window, but another voice, issuing falsetto from the ground floor below, took up the cry: “Murder! Fire! Assassination! They’re slaughtering Monsieur Broussel!”

It was Friquet. Dame Nanette, encouraged by his support, joined loudly in chorus.

Already a few curious heads were appearing at neighboring windows. People, attracted to the end of the street, came around the corner at a run, individuals, groups, and then a whole crowd. They saw the coach but didn’t understand what it meant. Friquet leapt from the staircase to the top of the vehicle. “They’re trying to arrest Monsieur Broussel!” he cried. “There are guards in the coach, and an officer upstairs!”

The crowd began to shout and approach the coach and horses. The two guards who’d stayed in the street went inside to assist Comminges, while those in the coach came out and blocked the doorway with crossed halberds.

“Do you see them?” cried Friquet. “Look! Here they are!”

The driver turned and gave Friquet a blow with his whip that made him howl in pain. “Agh! You devil’s coachman! You want a fight? Just wait!” And he jumped back to the staircase, from which he peppered the driver with whatever projectiles came to hand.

Despite the guards’ aggressive response, or perhaps because of it, the crowd began to close in on the coach. The guards struck out with the flats of their halberds, and the rebels were driven back. However, the tumult continued to increase, and soon the street was overflowing as the mob came from every direction, and people began to invade the space between the coach and the formidable pole arms of the guards. The soldiers, compressed as by living walls, seemed about to be crushed against the wheels and side of the vehicle. The cry, “In the king’s name!” repeated twenty times over by the officer, just seemed to make the mob angrier—until a young cavalier, hearing the king’s name invoked, and seeing uniformed soldiers being mistreated, rushed into the fray with his sword in his hand, bringing unexpected aid to the guards.

This young man, fifteen or sixteen years old, was pale with anger. Like the guards, he dismounted, put his back against the shaft of the coach, made a rampart of his horse, drew his pistols from the saddle holsters, thrust them through his belt, then drew his sword and began to use it like a man who knows how.

For several minutes, the young man on his own fended off the attacks of the crowd. But then the mob saw Comminges come out, pushing Broussel before him.

“Smash the coach!” cried the crowd.

“Help! Help!” cried the old woman.

“Murder! Murder!” cried Friquet, as he continued to pepper the guards with everything he could find.

“In the king’s name!” cried Comminges.

“The next one who tries something is dead!” cried Raoul de Bragelonne,* who, feeling himself pressed, especially by a giant of a man who looked ready to crush him, pricked him with the point of his sword, and the giant, feeling himself wounded, recoiled with a howl.

For it was indeed Raoul, who, returning from Blois after five days’ absence, as he’d promised the Comte de La Fère, had wished to have a look at the ceremony, and was thus in the streets that led to Notre-Dame. Arriving in the neighborhood of Rue Cocatrix, he’d found himself swept along by the huge crowd—and hearing the words, In the king’s name, he’d recalled that Athos* had told him, “Serve the king,” and he’d rushed into the fight to defend the royal guards.

Comminges basically threw Broussel into the carriage and tumbled in after him. At that moment an arquebus was fired, the ball perforated Comminges’s hat, and went on to break a guard’s arm. Comminges looked up and saw, behind the powder smoke, the menacing figure of Louvières at the second-floor window. “Very well, Monsieur,” Comminges called, “you’ll be hearing from me about this.”

“As you’ll hear from me, Monsieur,” Louvières said, “and we’ll see who speaks the loudest.”

Friquet and Nanette were still screaming; the shouts, the sound of the shot, the smell of gunpowder, always so intoxicating, all these had their effect. “Kill the officer! Kill him!” the crowd cried. And they surged forward.

“One more step,” shouted Comminges, knocking open the shutters so everyone could see into the carriage, and placing the point of his sword on Broussel’s chest, “one more step, and I kill the prisoner. I was ordered to bring him in dead or alive, and I’ll bring him in dead if I have to.”

There was a terrible cry from above, as Broussel’s wife and daughters held out their hands in supplication to the people. And the people realized that this officer, so pale but seemingly so resolute, would do as he said, so they continued to threaten, but drew back a bit.

Comminges had the wounded guard get into the coach with him, and ordered the others to shut the door. “To the palace,” he called to the driver, who was more dead than alive.

The coachman whipped up his animals, who forced their way through the crowd. But upon reaching the quay they could go no further; the coach was upset, and the horses carried away by the crowd. Raoul, still on foot, as he’d never had time or space to remount his horse, gave up striking with the flat of his blade and began using the point. But this last resort only infuriated the mob. Weapons began to appear in the crowd, a musket barrel here, a rapier blade there; shots rang out, a sound that only added to the excitement, and projectiles rained down from the windows above. The crowd’s voice rose to that roar heard only in a true riot, and faces showed expressions seen only on days of bloody conflict. Shouts of “À mort! Kill the guards! Throw the officer in the Seine!” could be heard even above the clamor of the crowd. Raoul, his hat crushed, his face bloody, felt that not just his strength, but his very reason began to abandon him. His vision clouded with a reddish mist, and through this fog he saw a hundred arms reaching out to menace him, ready to seize him when he fell.

In the overturned coach, Comminges tore his hair in rage. The guards couldn’t help him, as they could barely defend themselves. It was all over: coach, horses, guards, officer, maybe even the prisoner, all seemed likely to be torn to pieces—when suddenly a voice well-known to Raoul rang out, and a familiar sword shone in the air. The crowd separated and reeled back as an officer of the King’s Musketeers, striking and slashing left and right, ran to Raoul and took him in his arms just as he was about to fall.

“Sangdieu!” the officer cried. “Have they murdered him? If so, woe unto them!” And he turned, bristling with such fury, menace, and force that even the angriest rebels recoiled, some retreating right into the Seine.

“Monsieur d’Artagnan,” Raoul murmured.

“Yes, God’s blood! In person, and fortunately for you it seems, my young friend. This way! Over here!” he called, leaping back into the saddle and waving his sword to the rest of his musketeers, who were just catching up. “Come on, drive this rabble back! Muskets at the ready! Present arms! Prepare to fire! Ready…”

At this order the populace withdrew so suddenly that d’Artagnan couldn’t restrain a burst of Homeric laughter.

“Thank you, d’Artagnan,” said Comminges, protruding half out the door of the overturned coach. “And thank you, my young gentleman. Your name? For I must tell the queen.”

Raoul was about to respond, when d’Artagnan leaned down and said in his ear, “Keep quiet, and let me do the talking.” Then, turning to Comminges, he said, “No time for that now, Comminges. Get out of this coach if you can, and let’s find you another.”

“Another? What other?”

“Pardieu, the first one that comes along! They’ll be happy, I’m sure, to lend their carriage to the service of the king.”

“Well, I don’t know,” said Comminges.

“Let’s move, or in five minutes that rabble will be back with swords and muskets. You’ll be killed and your prisoner set free. Come on. Ah, here comes a carriage now.”

Then, leaning back toward Raoul, d’Artagnan whispered, “No matter what, don’t mention your name.” The young man looked at him in astonishment.

“Very well, we’ll go then,” said Comminges. “But if the crowd comes back, open fire.”

“No, by no means,” replied d’Artagnan. “On the contrary, nobody make a move. A shot fired today would be dearly paid for tomorrow.”

Comminges took his four guards and the same number of musketeers and ran to the approaching carriage. He made the passengers get out and brought the carriage to the overturned coach. But when Broussel was to be transferred from the broken vehicle to the new one, the people, who saw the man they called their liberator, uttered angry screams and rushed forward anew.

“Go,” said d’Artagnan. “I’m sending ten musketeers with you; I’ll keep twenty to hold back the crowd. Go, and don’t lose a moment. Ten men for Monsieur de Comminges!”

Ten men separated from the troop, surrounded the new carriage, and departed at a gallop.

At the departure of the carriage the cries redoubled; ten thousand people crowded the quays, thronging the Pont Neuf and the nearby streets.

A few shots rang out. A musketeer was wounded. “Forward,” cried d’Artagnan, pushed to the limit and gnawing his mustache.

And with his twenty men he charged the entire crowd, who fell back in terror. Only one man stood fast, holding an arquebus. “Ah!” said the man. “It’s you, the one who tried to trample the councilor! Now we’ll see.” And he lowered his arquebus on d’Artagnan, who approached at the gallop.

D’Artagnan leaned low on his horse’s neck as the young man fired, so the ball only cut the plume from his hat.

The furious horse hurtled into the reckless young man, who’d tried single-handed to stop a tempest, and threw him against a wall. While his musketeers continued their charge, d’Artagnan reined in his horse and raised his sword over the man he’d knocked down.

“Wait!” cried Raoul, who recognized the young man from Rue Cocatrix. “Spare him, Monsieur—that’s Broussel’s son.”

D’Artagnan lowered his sword. “Ah, you’re his son?” he said. “That changes things.”

“Monsieur, I surrender,” said Louvières, holding out his smoking arquebus.

“Not at all! Surrender? Mordieu, on the contrary, run for it, and quickly! If you’re captured, you’ll hang.”

The young man didn’t wait to be told twice. He ducked under the horse’s neck and disappeared around the corner of Rue Guénégaud.

“Ma foi,” d’Artagnan said to Raoul, “it was high time to stop me, because he was a dead man otherwise, and if I’d killed him and then learned who he was, I’d have regretted it.”

“Please, Monsieur,” said Raoul, “allow me, after thanking you for saving that poor lad, to thank you for saving me. I was as good as dead when you arrived.”

“Hush, my young friend, save your breath till you recover.” Then, drawing from a saddle bag a canteen of Spanish wine, he said, “Drink two sips of this.”

Raoul drank, then tried to renew his thanks. “Dear lad,” d’Artagnan said, “we’ll talk about this later.” Then, seeing that his musketeers had swept the crowd away from the Pont Neuf to the Quai Saint-Michel and were returning, he waved his sword to signal haste.

The musketeers arrived at the trot, but at the same time, the ten troopers who’d been sent as escort with Comminges reappeared at the end of the quay. “Holà!” called d’Artagnan. “What’s happened?”

“Eh, Monsieur,” said the sergeant, “that carriage is broken down as well. It’s like a curse or something.”

D’Artagnan shrugged his shoulders. “Incompetence,” he said. “Why couldn’t they choose a decent carriage? If you set out to arrest a Broussel, you need a carriage strong enough to carry a thousand.”

“What are our orders, Lieutenant?”

“Take the detachment and escort them home.”

“But you’re going off alone?”

“I am. Do you think I’m in need of an escort?”

“Well…”

“Get going.”

The musketeers departed, leaving Raoul with d’Artagnan, who said to him, “Now, are you hurt?”

“Yes, Monsieur, they cracked my head good.”

“Your head? Let’s take a look,” d’Artagnan said, lifting Raoul’s hat. “Ow, look at that bump.”

“Yes, I think they hit me with a flower pot.”

“The rabble!” said d’Artagnan. “But you’re wearing spurs—were you on horseback?”

“Yes, I dismounted to defend Monsieur de Comminges, and then my horse disappeared. But wait, here it comes.”

In fact, at that moment Raoul’s horse came galloping along, ridden by Friquet, who was waving his hat of four colors and crying, “Broussel! Broussel!”

“Hold on! Pull up, you young rascal,” d’Artagnan cried. “Bring that horse over here.”

Friquet heard him but pretended not to, trying to continue on his way. D’Artagnan thought about running after him, but didn’t want to leave Raoul, so he just pulled out a pistol and cocked it. Friquet had a sharp eye and a keen ear; he saw what d’Artagnan was up to and stopped the horse short. “Ah, it’s you, Monsieur,” he said, riding up to d’Artagnan. “I’m very glad to see you.”

D’Artagnan looked at Friquet and recognized him as the gamin of the Rue de la Calandre. “Ah, it’s you, little jester,” he said. “Come here.”

“Why yes, it’s me, Monsieur l’Officier,” Friquet said innocently.

“Have you found a new calling? Are you no longer a choirboy or a potboy? Are you a horse thief now?”

“Oh, Monsieur, how can you say that?” said Friquet. “I was looking for the gentleman who owns this horse, a young cavalier as brave as Caesar….” He then pretended to see Raoul for the first time. “Why, if I’m not mistaken, here he is! Monsieur, you remember me, don’t you?”

Raoul put his hand into his pouch.

“What do you think you’re doing?” said d’Artagnan.

“Giving ten livres to a brave young lad,” Raoul replied, pulling a pistole from his pocket.

“Ten whacks on the head is more like it,” said d’Artagnan. “Get going, jester! And don’t forget I know where you live.”

Friquet, who hadn’t expected to get off so easy, dismounted and disappeared up the Rue Dauphine. Raoul regained his horse, and at a walking pace, d’Artagnan guarding the young man as if he were his own son, they made their way to Rue Tiquetonne.

Along the way they could hear tumult in the distance and were given threatening looks, but the appearance of this officer, so upright and martial, and the sight of the well-worn sword in his determined grip, kept trouble at bay, and no serious attempts were made to interfere with the two cavaliers. They arrived without incident at the Hôtel de La Chevrette.

There, the lovely Madeleine reported to d’Artagnan that Planchet had returned accompanied by Mousqueton, who had heroically borne the extraction of the musket ball and was as well as could be expected given his condition. D’Artagnan asked her to call Planchet, but though Planchet was summoned, he didn’t appear—he was gone. “In that case, some wine!” said d’Artagnan.

Once the wine had been brought, and d’Artagnan was alone with Raoul, he looked Raoul straight in the eye and said, “You’re quite pleased with yourself, aren’t you?”

“But yes,” said Raoul. “It seems to me I did my duty. Didn’t I defend the king?”

“And who told you to defend the king?”

“Why, the Comte de La Fère himself.”

“Right, he said the king. But today you didn’t defend the king, you defended Mazarin, which isn’t the same thing at all.”

“But, Monsieur…”

“You have blundered, young man, and mixed yourself up in things that don’t concern you.”

“But you yourself…”

“Oh, me! That’s another thing entirely. I had to follow the orders of my commander. Hear me well: your commander is Monsieur le Prince, and you have no other. But today you had the ridiculous idea of assisting Mazarin, and helping him to arrest Broussel, of all things! Don’t breathe a word of this to anyone. Why, the Comte de La Fère would be furious.”

“You think the Comte de La Fère would be angry with me?”

“Think so? I’m sure of it! If it wasn’t for that I’d thank you, for you certainly worked hard on our behalf. So, I’ll scold you in his place—and believe me, the storm of my reproof is a lot milder than his would be. Anyway,” d’Artagnan added, “I’m just exercising the responsibilities your guardian placed on me in his absence.”

“I don’t understand, Monsieur,” Raoul said.

D’Artagnan got up, went to his desk, picked up a letter and presented it to Raoul.

Raoul finished reading the letter and looked up in dismay. “My God!” he said, his handsome eyes moist with tears. “Has Monsieur le Comte left Paris without even seeing me?”

“He left four days ago,” d’Artagnan said.

“But his letter implies he runs the risk of death.”

“What, him—in danger of death? Hardly. He’s traveling on business and will return soon enough. In the meantime, I hope you’re not reluctant to accept me as your acting guardian.”

“Oh, no, Monsieur d’Artagnan!” Raoul said. “You’re such a brave gentleman, and Monsieur le Comte loves you!”

“Then, by God, you should love me as well! I promise not to torment you more than you deserve, my young friend, on the condition that you remain a Frondeur—and a dedicated Frondeur, at that.”

“But may I continue to see Madame de Chevreuse?”*

“Mordieu, I should think so! And the coadjutor* as well, and Madame de Longueville, and even good Councilor Broussel, whom you so foolishly helped to arrest. If you see him, apologize at once, and kiss him on both cheeks.”

“All right, Monsieur, I’ll obey you, though I don’t understand you.”

“It’s not necessary for you to understand me,” said d’Artagnan, turning toward the door as it opened. “And now here comes Monsieur du Vallon with his fine clothes all torn.”

“Yes,” said Porthos, dripping with sweat and covered in dust, “but in exchange I tore a lot of others’ skin. Peste! The rabble actually tried to take away my sword. It’s an uprising, I tell you,” the giant continued, dusting himself serenely. “But I knocked over a good twenty of them with the pommel of Balizarde here. A little wine, if you please, d’Artagnan.”

“Oh, it’s an uprising, I quite agree with you,” said the Gascon, filling Porthos’s glass to the brim. “But once you’ve had a sip, I’d like your opinion on something.”

Porthos drank the wine in a single swallow, sucked his mustache, put down the glass, and said, “On what?”

“You see before you,” d’Artagnan replied, “one Monsieur de Bragelonne, who did everything he could to assist at the arrest of Broussel, and whom I prevented from defending Monsieur de Comminges only with the greatest of difficulty.”

“Peste!” said Porthos. “And his guardian? What would he say if he learned of this?”

“You see?” d’Artagnan said to Raoul. “Be a Frondeur, my young friend, and take my word in everything as if I were the count.” Then, turning to his companion, he said, “Are you coming, Porthos?”

“Where to?” asked Porthos, pouring himself another glass of wine.

“To pay our compliments to the cardinal.”

Porthos swallowed the second glass with the same tranquility he had the first, picked up his hat, and followed d’Artagnan.

As for Raoul, he stayed behind and tried to sort out the confusing things he’d been told, remaining in his chamber, at d’Artagnan’s request, until all the commotion in the streets had died down.
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II The Beggar of Saint-Eustache


D’Artagnan’s delay in reporting to the Palais Royal was entirely calculated; it had given Comminges time to arrive before him, and to inform the cardinal of the valuable services which he, d’Artagnan, and his friend had performed that morning on the queen’s behalf. So, they were well received by Mazarin, who paid them many compliments, and told them they were more than halfway to the goals they desired, that is, d’Artagnan to his captaincy and Porthos to his barony.

D’Artagnan would rather have had money than compliments, for he knew that Mazarin promised more often than he paid off. He regarded the cardinal’s promises as mists and smoke but tried to appear satisfied while in the presence of Porthos, whom he didn’t want to discourage.

While the two friends were with the cardinal, the queen sent for him. The cardinal thought he saw a way to increase the zeal of his two champions by procuring for them the queen’s personal thanks, so he beckoned them to follow him. D’Artagnan and Porthos protested, displaying their torn and soiled garments, but the cardinal shook his head. “These outfits,” he said, “are better than those of the courtiers you’ll find around the queen, for these are the uniforms of war.” D’Artagnan and Porthos obeyed.

The court of Anne of Austria was crowded and joyfully loud, for, after having won a victory over the Spanish, they’d won another victory over the people. Broussel had been taken out of Paris without resistance and by this hour should be in the prison at Saint-Germain. Blancmesnil, who’d been arrested at that same time as Broussel, but without noise or difficulty, was already incarcerated in the Château de Vincennes.

Comminges was near the queen, who was asking him about the details of his expedition, and everyone was listening to his account when he saw d’Artagnan and Porthos at the door, entering behind the cardinal. “Ah, Madame,” he said, rushing over to d’Artagnan, “here’s someone who can tell you better than I, for he was my savior. If not for him, at this moment my body would probably be getting caught in the fish-nets at Saint-Cloud, for the mob was about to throw me into the river. Speak, d’Artagnan, speak.”

He just bowed. Since he was a Lieutenant of the Musketeers, d’Artagnan had found himself in the same room as the queen a hundred times before, but she’d never spoken with him.

“Well, Monsieur, after having rendered me such a service, you remain silent?” Anne of Austria said.

“Madame,” d’Artagnan replied, “I have nothing to say other than that my life is in Your Majesty’s service, and I’ll be happy on the day I lose it for her.”

“I know that, Monsieur, I know that,” the queen said, “and have for a long time. So, I’m delighted to have an opportunity to make a public show of my esteem and gratitude.”

“Allow me, Madame,” said d’Artagnan, “to share some of that with my friend, a former musketeer of the company of Tréville, as I was”—he emphasized these words—“and who has performed wonders.”

“Monsieur’s name?” the queen asked.

“In the musketeers,” d’Artagnan said, “he was known as Porthos”—the queen started—“but his real name is the Chevalier du Vallon.”

“De Bracieux de Pierrefonds,” added Porthos.

“These names are too numerous for me to remember them all—and I prefer to remember only the first,” the queen said graciously.

Porthos bowed. D’Artagnan took two steps back.

Just then the coadjutor was announced. There was a cry of surprise from the royal assembly. Though the coadjutor had preached at the morning’s mass, it was known that he leaned strongly toward the Fronde; Mazarin, in asking the Archbishop of Paris to have his nephew conduct a victory mass, had evidently intended to bestow upon Monsieur de Retz one of those underhanded Italian blows of which he was so fond.

In fact, upon leaving Notre-Dame, the coadjutor had learned what was going on. Though friendly with the leading Frondeurs, he wasn’t in so deep that he couldn’t retreat if the Court offered him the right incentives; for him, the office of coadjutor was just a means to an end. Monsieur de Retz wanted to be an archbishop like his uncle, or a cardinal like Mazarin, and the people’s faction could hardly award him those royal favors. He’d come to the palace to compliment the queen on the victory at Lens, and how his compliments were received would determine whether he would side for or against the Court. So, the coadjutor entered, and at his appearance, the entire Court, giddy with triumph, turned in curiosity to hear what he had to say.

Now the coadjutor, by himself, almost had more wit than all those gathered there prepared to mock him. His speech was so eloquent and proper that those who were ready to ridicule him could find no fault to seize upon. He concluded by placing all his weak and unworthy powers at the feet of Her Majesty.

The queen appeared, while it lasted, to enjoy the coadjutor’s address, but when it ended with that expression of devotion—the only phrase that provided any pretext for mockery—she turned away from him toward her favorites with a look that said that now he was fair game. At once the court wits began pretending surprise and mystification. Nogent-Bautru, the Court’s leading clown, declared that the queen must be thrilled to have the support of the Church, though it came when she no longer needed it.

Everyone started to laugh.

The Comte de Villeroy said that he didn’t see how anyone could have been anxious for a moment when the Court had as a defender against parliament and the mob one such as the coadjutor, who with a word could raise an army of curates, beadles, and choirboys.

The Maréchal de La Meilleraie added that, if it came to blows, the coadjutor should join in, though it would be a shame they wouldn’t be able to recognize him in the mêlée by a red cardinal’s hat, the way Henri IV had been known by his white plume at the Battle of Ivry.

Coadjuteur de Gondy remained calm and serene before this storm, which he could turn about and make deadly to his mockers. The queen then asked him if he had anything to add to the fine speech he’d just made.

“Yes, Madame,” said the coadjutor. “Victories are fine things, but I must beg you to think twice before throwing the kingdom into civil war.”

The queen turned her back and the laughter resumed.

The coadjutor bowed and left the chamber, after sending the cardinal, who was watching him, one of those looks that everyone knew declared them mortal enemies. This look was so sharp that it went right to Mazarin’s heart, and he, sensing that it was a declaration of war, grabbed d’Artagnan by the arm and said, “When the time comes, you’ll recognize that man, won’t you? The one who just went out.”

“Yes, Monseigneur,” d’Artagnan said. Then, turning to Porthos, he added. “The devil! I don’t like quarrels with men of the Church.”

Meanwhile, Gondy made his way out of the palace, bestowing blessings as he went, and savoring the pleasure of making his enemies’ servants fall on their knees. “Oh,” he muttered, passing through the palace gate, “what an ungrateful court—a perfidious court—a cowardly court! Tomorrow they’ll be laughing in a different tone.”

But while the courtiers at the Palais Royal outdid each other in transports of joy to entertain and exalt the queen, Mazarin, who was a man of sense, and who, moreover, had the foresight that comes from fear, wasted no time in vain and dangerous distractions: he left right behind the coadjutor, secured his account books, locked up his gold, and with workers he trusted, contrived new secret caches in the walls.

On returning home, the coadjutor learned that a young man had arrived after his departure and now awaited him; he asked for the young man’s name and started with pleasure when he heard it was Louvières. He rushed to his office, where Broussel’s son was in fact waiting for him, still furious and bloodstained from his fight with the king’s guards. The only precaution he’d taken before coming to the archbishopric had been to leave his arquebus with a friend.

The coadjutor went up to him and held out his hand. But the young man looked searchingly at him, as if trying to plumb the depths of his heart. “My dear Monsieur Louvières,” said the coadjutor, “please believe that I am personally moved by the tragedy that’s come upon you.”

“Is that true? Do you mean it sincerely?” asked Louvières.

“From the bottom of my heart,” Gondy said.

“In that case, Monseigneur, the time for words has passed, and the hour for action has come. Monseigneur, if you will it, within three days my father will be out of prison, and within six months you will be a cardinal.”

The coadjutor flinched.

“Oh, let’s speak frankly!” said Louvières. “Let’s put all our cards on the table. One doesn’t hand out thirty thousand crowns in alms, as you’ve done in the past six months, from pure Christian charity—no one is that good. You are ambitious: you’re a man of genius, and you want your worth to be recognized. As for what I feel, I hate the Court, and at this moment my sole desire is for vengeance. Give us the clergy and the working poor, I’ll bring you the bourgeoisie and the Parliament, and with these four elements, Paris will be ours within a week. And then believe me, Monsieur le Coadjuteur, the Court will give us out of fear what they won’t give out of benevolence.”

The coadjutor looked at Louvières with his piercing gaze, and said, “But, Monsieur Louvières, don’t you know that what you’re proposing is nothing less than civil war?”

“You’ve been preparing for that for a long time, Monseigneur, so that should be welcome to you.”

“Regardless,” said the coadjutor, “you understand that what you propose requires reflection?”

“How much time are you asking for?”

“Twelve hours, Monsieur. Is that too long?”

“It’s noon; I’ll be back here at midnight.”

“If I haven’t returned by then, wait for me.”

“Good! At midnight then, Monseigneur.”

“At midnight, my dear Monsieur Louvières.”

Left alone, Gondy summoned all the curates with whom he was in contact. Two hours later, he had assembled the thirty priests whose parishes were the most populous, and thus the most contentious, in Paris. Gondy related the insults he’d suffered at the Palais Royal, and the mockeries of Bautru, the Comte de Villeroy, and the Maréchal de La Meilleraie. The curates asked him what was to be done.

“It’s very simple,” the coadjutor said. “You are the conscience of the people. Well! You must undermine the culture of respect and fear of kings. Tell your congregations that the queen is a tyrant, and repeat, forcefully so that everyone knows, that all the evils France suffers come from Mazarin, her lover and her corrupter. Begin this work today, this very hour, and within three days I hope to see results. Now, if any of you have useful advice to give me, stay behind and I’ll be pleased to listen.”

After the others had left three priests remained, the curates of Saint-Merri, of Saint-Sulpice, and of Saint-Eustache. “You think you have better ways to help me than your colleagues?” Gondy asked.

“We hope so,” the curates replied.

“Come, let’s start with you, priest of the parish of Saint-Merri.”

“Monseigneur, I have in my parish a man who might be of great service to you.”

“Who is this man?”

“A merchant of the Rue des Lombards who has great influence over the local tradesmen.”

“What is he called?”

“He’s named Planchet; he started a riot all by himself about six weeks ago, but afterward, since they were out to hang him, he’s disappeared.”

“And can you find him again?”

“I hope so. I haven’t heard that he was arrested, and since I’m his wife’s confessor, if she knows where he is, I’ll know too.”

“Very well, Monsieur le Curé, seek out this man, and if you find him, bring him to me.”

“At what time, Monseigneur?”

“At six o’clock, if you can.”

“I’ll bring him to see you at six o’clock, Monseigneur.”

“Go then, my dear Curate, and God go with you!”

The curate departed.

“And you, Monsieur?” Gondy said, turning to the Curate of Saint-Sulpice.

“I, Monseigneur,” said the latter, “know a man who’s done great things for one of the popular princes. He’d make an excellent rebel captain, and I can place him at your disposal.”

“What do they call this man?”

“Monsieur le Comte de Rochefort.”*

“Yes, I know him too—but unfortunately he isn’t in Paris.”

“Monseigneur, he’s in Rue Cassette.”

“Since when?”

“Since about three days ago.”

“Why hasn’t he come to see me?”

“They told him… Monseigneur will pardon me…?”

“Of course. Speak.”

“He heard Monseigneur was negotiating with the Court.”

Gondy bit his lips. “He was mistaken. Bring him to me at eight o’clock, Monsieur le Curé, and may God bless you as I bless you!”

The second curate bowed and departed.

“It’s your turn, Monsieur,” said the coadjutor, turning to the remaining curate. “Do you have something to offer me as good as those two?”

“Better, Monseigneur.”

“The devil! Take care not to exaggerate; the one offered me a merchant, the other a count. Do you offer me a prince, then?”

“Monseigneur, I offer you a beggar.”

“Indeed!” said Gondy, reflecting. “You’re right, Monsieur le Curé—I could use someone who could rouse that legion of the poor who choke the streets of Paris, who could make them shout out loud enough for all France to hear that it was Mazarin who reduced them to beggary.”

“I have just the man.”

“Bravo! And who is this man?”

“A simple beggar, as I said, Monseigneur, who for some years has asked alms by dispensing holy water on the steps of the Church of Saint-Eustache.”

“And you say he has influence over his fellow beggars?”

“Is Monseigneur aware that begging is an organized occupation, a sort of association of those of no association, to which each contributes a share and reports to a chief?”

“Yes, I’d heard that,” replied the coadjutor.

“Well! This man I offer you is one of their syndics.”

“And what do you know of this man?”

“Nothing, Monseigneur, other than that he seems to me tormented by remorse.”

“What makes you think that?”

“On the twenty-eighth of each month he has me say a mass for the rest of the soul of a person who died a violent death; just yesterday I said this mass again.”

“What do you call him?”

“Maillard—but I don’t think that’s his real name.”

“And do you think that right now we’d find him at his post?”

“Certainly.”

“Let’s go see your beggar, Monsieur le Curé—and if he’s all you say he is, then you’re right, it’s you who’s brought me the real treasure.”

Gondy dressed as a cavalier, wearing a large felt hat with a red plume, a long sword at his belt, and spurs buckled on his boots, then enveloped himself in a large cloak and followed the curate.

The coadjutor and his companion traversed the streets between the archbishopric and the Church of Saint-Eustache, taking careful note of the temper of the populace. The people were aroused, but like a swarm of bees uncertain of where to settle, and if no leadership was found for them, their buzzing would simply fade and die.

Upon arriving at the Rue des Prouvaires, the curate pointed toward the square before the church. “There,” he said, “see him, he’s at his post.”

Gondy looked and saw a poor man sitting on a cheap chair and leaning against a balustrade. He had a small bucket next to him and held a holy water sprinkler in his hand. “Does he have that spot by special privilege?” Gondy asked.

“No, Monseigneur,” said the curate, “he made a deal with his predecessor for the position of holy water dispenser.”

“A deal?”

“Yes, these positions are bought and sold. I believe he paid a hundred pistoles for it.”

“So, this rascal is rich?”

“Some of these men die leaving behind twenty or thirty thousand crowns—or more.”

“Huh!” said Gondy, laughing. “I didn’t know my alms were such a good investment.”

Meanwhile they were advancing into the square; when the curate and the coadjutor reached the base of the church stair, the beggar rose and lifted his aspergillum. He was a man of between sixty-five and seventy, small and portly, with gray hair and light eyes. His face was stamped with the struggle between two opposing principles, an evil nature constrained by sheer force of will, perhaps through repentance.

On seeing the cavalier who accompanied the curate, he started slightly and stared, surprised. The curate and the coadjutor touched the holy water sprinkler with their fingertips and made the sign of the cross, and the coadjutor dropped a silver coin into the open hat sitting on the ground.

“Maillard,” said the curate, “we’ve come, monsieur and I, to speak with you for a moment.”

“With me!” said the beggar. “This is quite an honor for a poor holy water dispenser.” The man’s voice was accented with a tone of irony he couldn’t quite suppress, and which astonished the coadjutor.

The curate, apparently accustomed to this tone, went on, “Yes, we wanted to get your opinion on the events of the day, and what you’re hearing from people going in and out of the church.”

The beggar shook his head. “These are sad times, Monsieur le Curé, and as always, the poor people have the worst of it. As for what’s being said, everyone is dissatisfied, and everyone complains, but when you say everybody, you say nobody.”

“Explain yourself, my friend,” said the coadjutor.

“I say that all these cries, all these complaints and curses, are nothing but wind and thunder, and without a leader to steer the storm, no lightning will strike.”

“My friend,” said Gondy, “you seem like a clever fellow. If we had a little civil war, would you be inclined to place at the disposal of its leader, if we find one, the personal power and influence you have over your comrades?”

“Yes, Monsieur, provided this war was blessed by the Church, and thus could lead me to my goal, which is the remission of my sins.”

“This war will not only be blessed by the Church, it will be led by it. As for the remission of your sins, we’ll have on our side the Archbishop of Paris, who has all the powers of the Court of Rome, and even Monsieur le Coadjuteur, who can grant plenary indulgences; we could recommend you to him.”

“Consider, Maillard,” said the curate, “that I’ve vouched for you to monsieur, who is a powerful lord, so in a way I’m responsible for you.”

“I know, Monsieur le Curé, that you’ve always been very good to me,” said the beggar, “so I’m inclined to serve you.”

“And do you think your influence with your colleagues is as great as Monsieur le Curé tells me it is?” asked Gondy.

“They hold me in a certain esteem,” said the beggar with pride. “They’ll do whatever I ask of them, and wherever I go, they’ll follow.”

“And do you think you could find for me fifty reliable and energetic men ready for a brawl, and able to shout, ‘Down with Mazarin!’ loud enough to bring down the walls of the Palais Royal as was done at Jericho?”

“I think,” said the beggar, “we could undertake to do things even more difficult and significant than that.”

“Ah!” said Gondy. “Could you undertake to build a dozen barricades overnight?”

“I could undertake to build fifty of them, and to defend them, when the time comes.”

“Pardieu,” said Gondy, “you speak with an assurance that pleases me, and since Monsieur le Curé vouches for you…”

“I do,” said the curate.

“Here’s a purse containing five hundred pistoles in gold. Make all your arrangements and tell me where I can meet you this evening at ten o’clock.”

“It would have to be a high place, from which we can see every quarter of Paris.”

“Would you like me to have a word with the vicar of Saint-Jacques-la-Boucherie? He could let you up into the tower,” said the curate.

“Perfect,” said the beggar.

“Then till this evening, at ten o’clock,” said the coadjutor. “And if I’m satisfied with you, you’ll have another purse of five hundred pistoles.”

The beggar’s eyes shone with a gleam of greed, quickly suppressed. “Until tonight, Monsieur,” he said. “Everything will be ready.” He took his chair, pail, and aspergillum and stored them in the church, dipped some holy water from the basin as if he had no confidence in his own, and went on his way.




III The Tower of Saint-Jacques-la-Boucherie


By a quarter to six, Monsieur de Gondy had made all his arrangements and had returned to the archbishop’s palace. At six o’clock the Curate of Saint-Merri was announced. The coadjutor noticed that he was followed by another man. “Come in,” he said.

The curate entered, with Planchet right behind him. “Monseigneur,” said the Curate of Saint-Merri, “this is the person whom I had the honor to tell you about.”

Planchet bowed with the air of a man familiar with genteel houses.

“Are you disposed to serve the cause of the people?” Gondy asked.

“I certainly am,” said Planchet. “I’m a Frondeur to the soul. I stand before you, Monseigneur, a man condemned to be hanged.”

“For doing what?”

“From the hands of Mazarin’s officials, I liberated a noble lord whom they were escorting back to the Bastille, where he’d languished for five years.”

“His name?”

“Oh, Monseigneur knows him well! It was the Comte de Rochefort.”

“Ah! Yes indeed!” said the coadjutor. “I’ve heard talk of this affair—you raised the whole quarter, I was told.”

“Very nearly,” said Planchet, with a satisfied air.

“And your situation is…?”

“Confectioner, Rue des Lombards.”

“Explain to me how it happens that, coming from such a gentle occupation, you have such warlike inclinations?”

“How is it that Monseigneur, a man of the Church, receives me now dressed as a cavalier, with a sword at his side and spurs on his boots?”

“Ma foi! Not bad!” said Gondy, laughing. “But you know I’ve always had warlike inclinations despite my clerical calling.”

“Well, Monseigneur, before I was a confectioner, I spent three years as a sergeant in the Piedmont Regiment, and before that for eighteen months I was lackey to Monsieur d’Artagnan.”

“The Lieutenant of Musketeers?” Gondy asked.

“The same, Monseigneur.”

“But who’s said to be loyal to Mazarin?”

“Uh…” stammered Planchet.

“What are you trying to say?”

“Nothing, Monseigneur. Monsieur d’Artagnan is in the service, so Monsieur d’Artagnan obeys Mazarin, who pays him, just as we bourgeois Frondeurs attack Mazarin, who robs us.”

“You’re a smart fellow, my friend, but are you reliable?”

“I think Monsieur le Curé can vouch for that,” said Planchet.

“Indeed, but I’d prefer to hear it from your own mouth.”

“You can count on me, Monseigneur, if it’s a matter of inciting a riot in the streets.”

“That’s exactly what this is. How many men do you think you could assemble in a night?”

“Two hundred muskets and five hundred halberds.”

“If we had just one man in each quarter who could do the same, by tomorrow we’d have a mighty army.”

“That’s so.”

“Would you be willing to follow the orders of the Comte de Rochefort?”

“I’d follow him into hell—which is no small statement, considering I think he’s capable of getting there.”

“Bravo!”

“What sign shall we use to distinguish friend from enemy?”

“Have every Frondeur wear a knot of straw in his hat.”

“Good. I’ll spread the word.”

“Do you need money?”

“Money never hurts, Monseigneur—if we don’t have any, we’ll do without, but if we have some, things will go better and faster.”

Gondy went to a coffer and pulled out a sack. “Here are five hundred pistoles,” he said. “If the action goes well, count on receiving a similar sum tomorrow.”

“I’ll give Monseigneur a faithful accounting of how it’s spent,” said Planchet, tucking the sack under his arm.

“If it’s an accountant you want to follow, I recommend the cardinal to you.”

“Nevertheless, it’s in good hands.”

Planchet went out, but the curate stayed behind for a moment. “Are you satisfied, Monseigneur?” he said.

“Yes, he seems like a dependable rascal.”

“He’ll deliver even more than he promises.”

“If so, he’s a wonder.”

And the curate left to rejoin Planchet, who was waiting for him on the stairs.

Ten minutes later the Curate of Saint-Sulpice was announced. As soon as the door to Gondy’s office was opened a man rushed in—the Comte de Rochefort. “So, it is you, my dear Count!” said Gondy, holding out his hand.

“Have you finally decided you’re with us, Monseigneur?” asked Rochefort.

“I always was,” said Gondy.

“Then we won’t mention it again—if you say so, I believe you. We’re going to invite Mazarin to a ball.”

“Well… I hope so.”

“And when shall the dancing begin?”

“The invitations were sent out tonight,” said the coadjutor, “but the violins won’t begin to play until tomorrow.”

“You can count on me, plus fifty soldiers promised me by the Chevalier d’Humières whenever I need them.”

“Fifty soldiers?”

“Yes, he’s raising recruits that he’ll lend to me; when the dance is over, I’ll find a way to replace any losses.”

“Very good, my dear Rochefort—but that’s not all.”

“What else is there?” asked Rochefort, smiling.

“Monsieur de Beaufort,* what is he doing?”

“He’s in the Vendômois, where he’s waiting until I write and tell him it’s time to return to Paris.”

“Write to him; it’s time.”

“Then you’re sure about this business?”

“Yes, but he should hurry: once the people of Paris are in revolt, we’ll have ten princes who want to place themselves at their head. If he’s late, he’ll find someone else in his place.”

“Can I tell him that comes straight from you?”

“Yes, absolutely.”

“And can I tell him he can count on your support?”

“Completely.”

“And you’ll put him in charge?”

“Of the war, yes—but as to policy…”

“You know that’s not his strong suit.”

“He must allow me to bargain for my cardinal’s hat as I think best.”

“Why do you want one?”

“Since I must wear a hat that isn’t a helmet,” said Gondy, “I at least want it to be red.”

“There’s no need to argue about shapes and colors,” said Rochefort with a laugh. “I’ll answer for his consent.”

“You’ll write to him tonight?”

“I’ll do better than that—I’ll send a messenger.”

“How long will it take him to get here?”

“Five days.”

“Let him come. He’ll find things have changed.”

“So I hope.”

“I’ll answer for it.”

“What now?”

“Go assemble your fifty men and stand ready.”

“For what?”

“For anything.”

“Is there a rallying sign?”

“A straw knot on the hat.”

“Very good. Adieu, Monseigneur.”

“Adieu, my dear Rochefort.”

“Ah, Mazarin! Mazarin!” said Rochefort, trailed by his curate, who hadn’t been able to get a word into the conversation. “Now you’ll see if I’m too old to be a man of action!”

It was half past nine, and it took a half hour to go from the archbishopric to the tower of Saint-Jacques-la-Boucherie.1 The coadjutor noticed a light glimmering in one of the highest windows of the tower. “Good,” he said, “our syndic is at his post.”

He knocked, and they opened the door for him. The vicar himself led him up, lighting the way to the top of the tower; arriving there, he opened a small door, set the lantern in a corner so the coadjutor could find it upon leaving, and went back down. Though the key was in the door, the coadjutor knocked.

“Enter,” came a voice the coadjutor recognized as that of the beggar.

Gondy entered, and indeed there was the holy water dispenser of the Saint-Eustache square, reclining on a sort of pallet. Upon seeing the coadjutor come in, he rose. Ten o’clock sounded. “Well!” said Gondy. “Have you kept your word?”

“Not exactly,” said the beggar.

“What do you mean?”

“You asked me for five hundred men, yes?”

“Yes—well?”

“Well! I will have two thousand.”

“That’s no boast?”

“Would you like proof?”

“I would.”

Three candles were burning, each in front of a different window, one facing the Île de la Cité, the second toward the Palais Royal, the third toward Rue Saint-Denis. The man went silently to each of these candles and, one by one, blew them out. The coadjutor found himself in darkness, the room lit only by the uncertain rays of a moon lost among the clouds, edging their dark masses with silver. “What did you do?” the coadjutor asked.

“I’ve given the signal.”

“To do what?”

“To raise the barricades.”

“Ah!”

“When you leave here you’ll see my men at work. Take care not to break your legs by tripping over a chain or falling into a trench.”

“Good! Here’s a sum equal to what you received before. Now remember that you’re a leader and stay away from drink.”

“For the last twenty years I’ve drunk nothing but water.”

The man took the purse from the coadjutor, who could hear him handling it and feeling the coins within. “Ah ha!” Gondy said to himself. “You are a greedy rascal, after all.”

The beggar sighed and put the purse down. “Will I never change?” he said. “Will I never be able to set aside the man I was? What vanity! What misery!”

“But you’ll take it, won’t you?”

“Yes, though I swear a vow before you now that whatever remains afterward will be spent in pious works.” His face was pale and drawn like that of a man who has fought an inner battle.

“Strange man!” Gondy murmured. He picked up his hat, but turning to go he saw the beggar between him and the door.

His first thought was that the man meant him some harm—but the beggar only clasped his hands and fell to his knees. “Monseigneur,” he said, “before you leave, give me your blessing, I pray you.”

“Monseigneur?” Gondy said. “My friend, you’ve mistaken me for someone else.”

“No, Monseigneur, I take you for who you are, that is, Monsieur le Coadjuteur. I knew you at first glance.”

Gondy smiled. “And you want my blessing?” he said.

“Yes. I need it.”

The beggar said these words in a tone of humility so great and of repentance so profound, that Gondy extended his hand and gave him his blessing with all the unction at his command. “Now there is communion between us,” said the coadjutor. “I have blessed you, and you are sacred to me, as I am to you. Come, have you committed any crime for which human justice pursues you, and from which I can protect you?”

The beggar shook his head. “My crime, Monseigneur, is not a matter for human justice, and you can only help me by freely blessing me as you have.”

“Come, be frank with me,” said the coadjutor. “You haven’t always followed your current calling?”

“No, Monseigneur, only for the last six years.”

“What did you do before that?”

“I was in the Bastille.”

“And before you were in the Bastille?”

“I will tell you, Monseigneur, on the day you hear my confession.”

“Very well. Remember that at whatever hour of the day you choose to present yourself, I’ll be ready to give you absolution.”

“Thank you, Monseigneur,” the beggar said in a low voice, “but I’m not yet ready to receive it.”

“Very well. Adieu, then.”

“Adieu, Monseigneur,” said the beggar, opening the door and bowing before the prelate. The coadjutor picked up the lantern and went down the stairs, leaving the supplicant to himself.






IV The Riot


It was about eleven o’clock at night. Gondy had scarcely gone a hundred steps along the streets of Paris when he saw that strange changes were underway. The whole city seemed inhabited by specters, silent shadows that could be seen flitting down the streets, or dragging and overturning carts, while others dug trenches deep enough to swallow entire companies of cavalry. All these energetic figures toiled away busily, like demons performing some unknown labor. These were the beggars of the Court of Miracles,2 the agents of the holy water dispenser of Saint-Eustache, preparing the barricades for the following day.3

Gondy regarded these men of the darkness, these nocturnal laborers, with a certain terror; he wondered if, having summoned these unclean creatures from their lairs, he would have the power to compel them to return there. When one of these figures neared him, he was moved to make the sign of the cross.

He reached Rue Saint-Honoré and went along it toward the Rue de la Ferronnerie. There, the situation changed: merchants were going from shop to shop, closing shutters and locking doors, opening them only long enough to admit men trying to conceal what they were carrying—shopkeepers bringing spare weapons to lend to those who had none.

One individual went from door to door, bending under a stack of swords, arquebuses, muskets, and weapons of every kind, which he deposited as he went along. As he passed near a lantern, the coadjutor recognized Planchet.

The coadjutor returned to the river by the Rue de la Monnaie; along the quays, groups of citizens in cloaks of black or gray, depending on whether they were of the upper or lower bourgeoisie, stood waiting, while isolated individuals passed from one group to another. All these gray or black cloaks bulged out behind with the point of a sword, or in front with an arquebus or musket.

On arriving at the Pont Neuf, the coadjutor found that the bridge was guarded. A man approached him and asked, “Who are you? I don’t recognize you as one of us.”

“Then you fail to recognize your friends, my dear Monsieur Louvières,” said the coadjutor, raising his hat. Louvières saw who it was and bowed.

Gondy crossed the river and turned toward the Tour de Nesle.4 There, he saw a long line of people filing past the city wall. One might have taken them for a procession of phantoms, for they were all enveloped in white cloaks. At a certain point, these men seemed to vanish one after another. Gondy drew closer and watched them disappear into the earth from the first to the last. The final phantom looked up as if to make sure that he and his companions weren’t observed, and saw Gondy watching from the shadows. This phantom marched right up to him and put a pistol to his head. “Holà, Monsieur de Rochefort,” said Gondy with a laugh. “Let’s not get too playful with the firearms.”

Rochefort recognized the voice. “Ah! Is it you, Monseigneur?” he said.

“Myself. What are these people doing entering the bowels of the earth?”

“They’re my fifty recruits from the Chevalier d’Humières, who are wearing white cloaks as they’re destined for the light horse.”

“Where are they going?”

“We’re assembling in the underground studio of a sculptor friend of mine, going in through the trap door where they bring in the slabs of marble.”

“Fine,” said Gondy. And he shook hands with Rochefort, who followed his men down and closed the trap door behind him.

The coadjutor returned home. It was one o’clock in the morning. He opened his window and leaned out to listen.

An uncanny ferment, unprecedented, unknown, sounded from the city. One could hear echoing down the streets, dark and hollow, something strange and terrible. From time to time a rumbling like a distant storm or rising swell could be heard, but there was nothing clear, nothing distinct, nothing intelligible about it. It was like that mysterious and subterranean growling said to precede earthquakes.

The work of preparing for revolt lasted all night. The next day Paris, upon awakening, seemed to tremble at her own appearance. It was like a city under siege. Armed men stood at the barricades, their eyes menacing, their muskets at the ready; passwords, slogans, interrogations, and arrests were what passersby encountered in every block. Those with plumed hats and gilded swords were stopped and made to cry out, “Long live Broussel! Down with Mazarin!”—and any who resisted this ceremony were booed, spat upon, and even beaten. No one was killed as yet, but the desire to do so was evident.

The barricades had been pushed almost to the Palais Royal. From the Rue des Bons-Enfants to Rue de la Ferronnerie, from Rue Saint-Thomas-du-Louvre to the Pont Neuf, from Rue Richelieu to the Saint-Honoré gate, there were more than ten thousand men under arms, the most forward of whom called challenges to the impassive sentinels of the regiment of guards placed in defensive positions around the Palais Royal, the gates of which were closed behind them, which made their situation precarious. In between the barricades there circulated, in bands of a hundred or more, ragged and desperate men bearing banners that read, Behold the misery of the people! Wherever these folk passed, shouts and frantic cries went up—and there were many such bands roaming the streets.

Upon arising, Anne of Austria and Mazarin were astonished when they were informed that the city, which had been tranquil the evening before, now trembled with fever and emotion; neither of them would believe the reports until they witnessed it with their own eyes and ears. An outer window was opened for them: they saw, they heard, and were convinced.

Mazarin shrugged his shoulders and pretended to dismiss this fever of the populace, but he paled visibly, and, at the first opportunity, rushed to his study, where he shut himself up with his gold and jewels, running his hands over the finest of his diamonds. As for the queen, furious and left to her own devices, she summoned Maréchal de La Meilleraie5 and ordered him to take as many men as he pleased and go find out the meaning of this nonsense.

The marshal was both adventurous and arrogant, displaying that disdain for the commoners typical of men of the sword. He took a hundred and fifty men and tried to march out by the Louvre bridge, but he encountered Rochefort with his fifty light horse, supported by over fifteen hundred men on foot. There was no way to force such a barrier, and the marshal didn’t even try, falling back to the quay.

But at the Pont Neuf he found Louvières and his bourgeois. This time the marshal tried to charge, but was met by a volley of musketry, while stones fell like hail from the windows. He left three men there.

The marshal beat a retreat toward the quarter of Les Halles, but there he encountered Planchet and his halberdiers. The halberds were leveled menacingly toward him; he tried to make headway against these gray-cloaked opponents, but the gray-cloaks stood their ground. The marshal retreated toward Rue Saint-Honoré, leaving four guards who’d been killed behind.

On Rue Saint-Honoré he encountered the barricades built by the beggar of Saint-Eustache. They were guarded, not only by armed men, but also by women and children. Master Friquet, owner of a pistol and a sword given him by Louvières, had organized a band of rascals like himself, and if nothing else they made a lot of noise.

The marshal thought these defenses less well guarded than the others and tried to force them. He ordered twenty men to dismount and storm the first barricade, while he and the rest of the mounted troop protected the assailants. The twenty men marched right up to the obstacle, but from behind the beams, through the cart wheels, from the windows on either side, came a terrible fusillade. At the sound of this musketry, Planchet’s halberdiers appeared at the corner of the Cemetery of the Innocents, while Louvières’s bourgeois came up the Rue de la Monnaie.

The Maréchal de La Meilleraie was taken between two fires. But the marshal was brave, and resolved to die where he stood. His men gave back blow for blow and screams of pain began to rise from the crowd. The guards, better trained, dealt out more damage, but the citizens so outnumbered them they began to drop beneath a veritable hurricane of iron. Casualties fell so fast it was almost like Rocroi or Lérida. Fontrailles, the marshal’s aide-de-camp, had his arm broken, and his horse took a ball in the neck, the pain of which drove it nearly mad and made it impossible to control.

It was at this climactic moment, when even the bravest felt a thrill of fear and a cold sweat, that the crowd opened up toward the Rue de l’Arbre-Sec, shouting, “Vive le Coadjuteur!” Gondy appeared, in a surplice and hood of chainmail, and walked serenely into the midst of the fusillade, distributing blessings left and right as calmly as if he were conducting the Procession of Corpus Christi.

Everyone fell on their knees.

The marshal recognized Gondy and rushed up to him. “Get me out of here, in the name of heaven,” he said, “or I and all my men are going to lose our skins.”

There was such a clamor that in the midst of it not even thunder could have been heard. Gondy raised his hand to demand silence. Everyone fell quiet. “My children,” he said, “this is the Maréchal de La Meilleraie, whose actions you have misunderstood. He intends, upon returning to the Louvre, to ask the queen in your name for the release of our Broussel. You agree to this, don’t you, Marshal?” added Gondy, turning to La Meilleraie.
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