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Introduction

In the months of March-July in 1844,in the magazine Le Siecle,the first
portion of a story appeared, penned by the celebrated playwright Alex-
andre Dumas. It was based, he claimed, on some manuscripts he had
found a year earlier in the Bibliotheque Nationale while researching a
history he planned to write on Louis XIV. They chronicled the adven-
tures of a young man named D'Artagnan who, upon entering Paris, be-
came almost immediately embroiled in court intrigues, international
politics, and ill-fated affairs between royal lovers. Over the next six
years, readers would enjoy the adventures of this youth and his three
famous friends, Porthos, Athos, and Aramis, as their exploits unraveled
behind the scenesof some of the most momentous events in French and
even English history.

Eventually these serialized adventures were published in novel form,
and became the three D'Artagnan Romances known today. Here is a
brief summary of the first two novels:

The Three Musketeers (serialized MarchNJuly, 1844):The year is 1625.
The young D'Artagnan arrives in Paris at the tender age of 18, and al-
most immediately offends three musketeers, Porthos, Aramis, and
Athos. Instead of dueling, the four are attacked by five of the Cardinal's
guards, and the courage of the youth is made apparent during the battle.
The four becomefast friends, and, when asked by D'Artagnan's landlord
to find his missing wife, embark upon an adventure that takes them
acrossboth France and England in order to thwart the plans of the Car-
dinal Richelieu. Along the way, they encounter a beautiful young spy,
named simply Milady, who will stop at nothing to disgrace Queen Anne
of Austria before her husband, Louis Xlll, and take her revenge upon the
four friends.

Twenty Years After (serialized JanuaryNAugust, 1845): The year is
now 1648,twenty years since the close of the last story. Louis XlIl has
died, as has Cardinal Richelieu, and while the crown of France may sit
upon the head of Anne of Austria asRegentfor the young Louis XIV, the
real power resides with the Cardinal Mazarin, her secret husband.
D'Artagnan is now a lieutenant of musketeers, and his three friends have
retired to private life. Athos turned out to be a nobleman, the Comte de
la Fere,and has retired to his home with his son, Raoul de Bragelonne.
Aramis, whose real name is D'Herblay, has followed his intention of
shedding the musketeer's cassockfor the priest's robes, and Porthos has
married a wealthy woman, who left him her fortune upon her death. But



trouble is stirring in both Franceand England. Cromwell menacesthe in-
stitution of royalty itself while marching against Charles I, and at home
the Fronde is threatening to tear France apart. D'Artagnan brings his
friends out of retirement to save the threatened English monarch, but
Mordaunt, the son of Milady, who seeksto avenge his mother's death at
the musketeers' hands, thwarts their valiant efforts. Undaunted, our her-
oesreturn to Francejust in time to help savethe young Louis XIV, quiet
the Fronde, and tweak the nose of Cardinal Mazarin.

The third novel, The Vicomte de Bragelonne (serialized October,
1847NJanuary, 1850),has enjoyed a strange history in its English transla-
tion. It has beensplit into three, four, or five volumes at various points in
its history. The five-volume edition generally does not give titles to the
smaller portions, but the others do. In the three-volume edition, the nov-
els are entitled The Vicomte de Bragelonne, Louise de la Valliere, and
The Man in the Iron Mask. For the purposes of this etext, | have chosen
to split the novel asthe four-volume edition does, with thesetitles: The
Vicomte de Bragelonne, Ten Years Later, Louise de la Valliere, and The
Man in the Iron Mask. In the first two etexts:

The Vicomte de Bragelonne (Etext 2609): It is the year 1660, and
D'Artagnan, after thirty-five years of loyal service, has becomedisgusted
with serving King Louis XIV while the real power resides with the Car-
dinal Mazarin, and hastendered his resignation. He embarks on his own
project, that of restoring Charles Il to the throne of England, and, with
the help of Athos, succeeds,earning himself quite a fortune in the pro-
cess.D'Artagnan returns to Paris to live the life of a rich citizen, and
Athos, after negotiating the marriage of Philip, the king's brother, to
PrincessHenrietta of England, likewise retires to his own estate,La Fere.
Meanwhile, Mazarin hasfinally died, and left Louis to assumethe reigns
of power, with the assistanceof M. Colbert, formerly Mazarin's trusted
clerk. Colbert has an intense hatred for M. Fouquet, the king's superin-
tendent of finances, and has resolved to use any means necessary to
bring about his fall. With the new rank of intendant bestowed on him by
Louis, Colbert succeedsin having two of Fouquet's loyal friends tried
and executed. He then brings to the king's attention that Fouquet is forti-
fying the island of Belle-lle-en-Mer, and could possibly be planning to
use it as a basefor some military operation against the king. Louis calls
D'Artagnan out of retirement and sends him to investigate the island,
promising him atremendous salary and his long-promised promotion to
captain of the musketeers upon his return. At Belle-Isle, D'Artagnan dis-
covers that the engineer of the fortifications is, in fact, Porthos, now the



Baron du Vallon, and that's not all. The blueprints for the island, al-
though in Porthos's handwriting, show evidence of another script that
has been erased, that of Aramis. D'Artagnan later discovers that Aramis
has become the bishop of Vannes, which is, coincidentally, a parish be-
longing to M. Fouquet. Suspecting that D'Artagnan has arrived on the
king's behalf to investigate, Aramis tricks D'Artagnan into wandering
around Vannesin searchof Porthos, and sends Porthos on an heroic ride
back to Paris to warn Fouquet of the danger. Fouquet rushes to the king,
and gives him Belle-Isle as a present, thus allaying any suspicion, and at
the same time humiliating Colbert, just minutes before the usher an-
nounces someone else seeking an audience with the king.

Ten YearsLater (Etext 2681):As 1661approaches,PrincessHenrietta of
England arrives for her marriage, and throws the court of France into
complete disorder. The jealousy of the Duke of Buckingham, who is in
love with her, nearly occasionsa war on the streets of Le Havre, thank-
fully prevented by Raoul's timely and tactful intervention. After the mar-
riage, though, Monsieur Philip becomeshorribly jealous of Buckingham,
and has him exiled. Before leaving, however, the duke fights a duel with
M. de Wardes at Calais. De Wardes is a malicious and spiteful man, the
sworn enemy of D'Artagnan, and, by the sametoken, that of Athos, Ara-
mis, Porthos, and Raoul as well. Both men are seriously wounded, and
the duke is taken back to England to recover. Raoul's friend, the Comte
de Guiche, is the next to succumb to Henrietta's charms, and Monsieur
obtains his exile as well, though De Guiche soon effects a reconciliation.
But then the king's eye falls on Madame Henrietta during the comte's ab-
sence,and this time Monsieur's jealousy has no recourse. Anne of Aus-
tria intervenes, and the king and his sister-in-law decide to pick a young
lady with whom the king can pretend to be in love, the better to mask
their own affair. They unfortunately selectLouise de la Valliere, Raoul's
flancee. While the court is in residence at Fontainebleau, the king unwit-
ting overhears Louise confessing her love for him while chatting with
her friends beneath the royal oak, and the king promptly forgets his af-
fection for Madame. That same night, Henrietta overhears, at the same
oak, De Guiche confessing his love for her to Raoul. The two embark on
their own affair. A few days later, during a rainstorm, Louis and Louise
are trapped alone together, and the whole court begins to talk of the
scandal while their love affair blossoms. Aware of Louise's attachment,
the king arranges for Raoul to be sent to England for an indefinite
period.



Meanwhile, the struggle for power continues between Fouquet and
Colbert. Although the Belle-Isle plot backfired, Colbert prompts the king
to ask Fouquet for more and more money, and without his two friends to
raise it for him, Fouquet is sorely pressed. The situation gets so bad that
his new mistress, Madame de Belliere, must resort to selling all her jew-
els and her gold and silver plate. Aramis, while this is going on, has
grown friendly with the governor of the Bastile, M. de Baisemeaux,a fact
that Baisemeaux unwittingly reveals to D'Artagnan while inquiring of
him as to Aramis's whereabouts. This further arousesthe suspicions of
the musketeer, who was made to look ridiculous by Aramis. He had rid-
den overnight at an insane pace, but arrived afew minutes after Fouquet
had already presented Belle-Isle to the king. Aramis learns from the gov-
ernor the location of a mysterious prisoner, who bears a remarkable re-
semblanceto Louis XIVNin fact, the two are identical. He usesthe exist-
ence of this secretto persuade a dying Franciscan monk, the general of
the society of the Jesuits,to name him, Aramis, the new general of the or-
der. On Aramis's advice, hoping to use Louise's influence with the king
to counteract Colbert's influence, Fouquet also writes a love letter to La
Valliere, unfortunately undated. It never reaches its destination,
however, asthe servant ordered to deliver it turns out to be an agent of
Colbert's.

Porthos, in the meantime, has beenrecovering from his midnight ride
from Belle-Isle at Fouquet's residence at Saint-Mande. Athos has retired,
once again to La Fere.D'Artagnan, little amused by the court's activities
at Fontainebleau, and finding himself with nothing to do, hasreturned to
Paris, and we find him again in Planchet's grocery shop.

And so, the story continues in this, the third etext of The Vicomte de
Bragelonne. Enjoy!

John Bursey



Chapter 1

Malaga.

During all theselong and noisy debatesbetween the opposite ambitions
of politics and love, one of our characters, perhaps the one least de-
serving of neglect, was, however, very much neglected, very much for-
gotten, and exceedingly unhappy. In fact, D'ArtagnanND'Artagnan, we
say, for we must call him by his name, to remind our readers of his exist-
enceND'Artagnan, we repeat, had absolutely nothing whatever to do,
amidst these brilliant butterflies of fashion. After following the king dur-
ing two whole days at Fontainebleau, and critically observing the vari-
ous pastoral fancies and heroi-comic transformations of his sovereign,
the musketeer felt that he needed something more than this to satisfy the
cravings of his nature. At every moment assailed by people asking him,
"How do you think this costume suits me, Monsieur d'Artagnan?" he
would reply to them in quiet, sarcastictones, "Why, | think you are quite
as well-dressed as the best-dressed monkey to be found in the fair at
Saint-Laurent." It was just such a compliment D'Artagnan would choose
where he did not feel disposed to pay any other: and, whether agreeable
or not, the inquirer was obliged to be satisfied with it. Whenever any one
asked him, "How do you intend to dress yourself this evening?" he
replied, "l shall undress myself;" at which the ladies all laughed, and a
few of them blushed. But after a couple of days passedin this manner,
the musketeer, perceiving that nothing serious was likely to arise which
would concern him, and that the king had completely, or, at least, ap-
peared to have completely forgotten Paris, Saint-Mande, and Belle-
IsleNthat M. Colbert's mind was occupied with illuminations and fire-
worksNthat for the next month, at least, the ladies had plenty of glances
to bestow, and also to receive in exchangeND'Artagnan asked the king
for leave of absencefor a matter of private business. At the moment
D'Artagnan made his request, his majesty was on the point of going to
bed, quite exhausted from dancing.



"You wish to leave me, Monsieur d'Artagnan?" inquired the king, with
an air of astonishment; for Louis XIV. could never understand why any
one who had the distinguished honor of being near him could wish to
leave him.

"Sire," said D'Artagnan, "l leave you simply becausel am not of the
slightest service to you in anything. Ah! if | could only hold the
balancing-pole while you were dancing, it would be a very different
affair."

"But, my dear Monsieur d'Artagnan,” said the king, gravely, "people
dance without balancing-poles.”

"Ah! indeed," said the musketeer, continuing his imperceptible tone of
irony, "I had no idea such a thing was possible."

"You have not seen me dance, then?" inquired the king.

"Yes;but | always thought dancerswent from easyto difficult acrobat-
ic feats. | was mistaken; all the more greater reason, therefore, that |
should leave for atime. Sire, | repeat, you have no present occasion for
my services; besides, if your majesty should have any need of me, you
would know where to find me."

"Very well," said the king, and he granted him leave of absence.

We shall not look for D'Artagnan, therefore, at Fontainebleau, for to do
sowould be useless;but, with the permission of our readers, follow him
to the Rue des Lombards, where he was located at the sign of the Pilon
d'Or, in the house of our old friend Planchet. It was about eight o'clock in
the evening, and the weather was exceedingly warm; there was only one
window open, and that one belonging to a room on the entresal A per-
fume of spices, mingled with another perfume lessexotic, but more pen-
etrating, namely, that which arosefrom the street, ascendedto salute the
nostrils of the musketeer. D'Artagnan, reclining in an immense straight-
backed chair, with his legs not stretched out, but simply placed upon a
stool, formed an angle of the most obtuse form that could possibly be
seen.Both his arms were crossedover his head, his head reclining upon
his left shoulder, like Alexander the Great. His eyes,usually soquick and
intelligent in their expression, were now half-closed, and seemed
fastened, asit were, upon a small corner of blue sky that was visible be-
hind the opening of the chimneys; there was just enough blue, and no
more, to fill one of the sacks of lentils, or haricots, which formed the
principal furniture of the shop on the ground floor. Thus extended at his
ease, and sheltered in his place of observation behind the window,
D'Artagnan seemedas if he had ceasedto be a soldier, asif he were no
longer an officer belonging to the palace, but was, on the contrary, a



guiet, easy-going citizen in a state of stagnation between his dinner and
supper, or between his supper and his bed; one of those strong, ossified
brains, which have no more room for a single idea, so fiercely doesanim-
al matter keep watch at the doors of intelligence, narrowly inspecting the
contraband trade which might result from the introduction into the brain
of a symptom of thought. We have already said night was closing in, the
shops were being lighted, while the windows of the upper apartments
were being closed, and the rhythmic steps of a patrol of soldiers forming
the night watch could be heard retreating. D'Artagnan continued,
however, to think of nothing, except the blue corner of the sky. A few
pacesfrom him, completely in the shade, lying on his stomach, upon a
sackof Indian corn, was Planchet, with both his arms under his chin, and
his eyes fixed on D'Artagnan, who was either thinking, dreaming, or
sleeping, with his eyesopen. Planchet had beenwatching him for atoler-
ably long time, and, by way of interruption, he began by exclaiming,
"Hum! hum!" But D'Artagnan did not stir. Planchet then saw that it was
necessary to have recourse to more effectual means still: after a pro-
longed reflection on the subject, the most ingenious means that sugges-
ted itself to him under the present circumstances, was to let himself roll
off the sack on to the floor, murmuring, at the same time, against him-
self, the word "stupid." But, notwithstanding the noise produced by
Planchet'sfall, D'Artagnan, who had in the course of his existence heard
many other, and very different falls, did not appear to pay the least at-
tention to the present one. Besides,an enormous cart, laden with stones,
passing from the Rue Saint-Mederic, absorbed, in the noise of its wheels,
the noise of Planchet'stumble. And yet Planchet fancied that, in token of
tacit approval, he saw him imperceptibly smile at the word "stupid.” This
emboldened him to say, "Are you asleep, Monsieur d'Artagnan?"

“No, Planchet, | am not evenasleep," replied the musketeer.

"I am in despair," said Planchet, "to hear such a word aseven"

"Well, and why not; is it not a grammatical word, Monsieur Planchet?"

"Of course, Monsieur d'Artagnan.”

"Well!"

"Well, then, the word distresses me beyond measure."

“Tell me why you are distressed, Planchet,” said D'Artagnan.

"If you say that you are not evenasleep,it is as much asto say that you
have not even the consolation of being able to sleep; or, better still, it is
precisely the same as telling me that you are getting bored to death."

"Planchet, you know that | am never bored."

"Except to-day, and the day before yesterday."



"Bah!"

"Monsieur d'Artagnan, it is a week since you returned here from Fon-
tainebleau; in other words, you have no longer your orders to issue, or
your men to review and maneuver. You need the sound of guns, drums,
and all that din and confusion; I, who have myself carried a musket, can
easily believe that."

"Planchet,” replied D'Artagnan, "l assure you | am not bored in the
least in the world."

“In that case, what are you doing, lying there, as if you were dead?"

"My dear Planchet, there was, once upon a time, at the siege of La
Rochelle, when | was there, when you were there, when we both were
there, a certain Arab, who was celebrated for the manner in which he ad-
justed culverins. He was a clever fellow, although of a very odd com-
plexion, which was the same color as your olives. Well, this Arab,
whenever he had done eating or working, used to sit down to rest him-
self, as| am resting myself now, and smoked | cannot tell you what sort
of magical leaves, in a large amber-mouthed tube; and if any officers,
happening to pass, reproached him for being always asleep, he used
quietly to reply: 'Better to sit down than to stand up, to lie down than to
sit down, to be dead than to lie down." He was an acutely melancholy
Arab, and | remember him perfectly well, form the color of his skin, and
the style of his conversation. He used to cut off the heads of Protestants
with the most singular gusto!"

"Precisely; and then used to embalm them, when they were worth the
trouble; and when he was thus engaged with his herbs and plants about
him, he looked like a basket-maker making baskets."

"You are quite right, Planchet, he did."

"Oh! | can remember things very well, at times!"

“I have no doubt of it; but what do you think of his mode of
reasoning?"

"l think it good in one sense, but very stupid in another."”

"Expound your meaning, M. Planchet."

"Well, monsieur, in point of fact, then, 'better to sit down than to stand
up,' is plain enough, especially when one may be fatigued," and Planchet
smiled in a roguish way; "as for 'better to be lying down," let that pass,
but asfor the last proposition, that it is 'better to be dead than alive," it is,
in my opinion, very absurd, my own undoubted preference being for my
bed; and if you are not of my opinion, it is simply, as| have already had
the honor of telling you, because you are boring yourself to death."”

"Planchet, do you know M. La Fontaine?"
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“The chemist at the corner of the Rue Saint-Mederic?"

“No, the writer of fables."

"Oh! Maitre Corbeau!

"Exactly; well, then, | am like his hare."

"He has got a hare also, then?"

"He has all sorts of animals."

"Well, what does his hare do, then?"

"M. La Fontaine's hare thinks."

"Ah, ah!"

"Planchet, | am like that hareNI am thinking."

"You are thinking, you say?" said Planchet, uneasily.

"Yes;your house is dull enough to drive people to think; you will ad-
mit that, | hope."

"And yet, monsieur, you have a look-out upon the street.”

"Yes; and wonderfully interesting that is, of course."

"But it is no lesstrue, monsieur, that, if you were living at the back of
the house, you would bore yourselfNI mean, you would thinkNmore
than ever."

"Upon my word, Planchet, | hardly know that."

"Still," said the grocer, "if your reflections are at all like those which led
you to restore King Charles II.LN" and Planchet finished by a little laugh
which was not without its meaning.

"Ah! Planchet, my friend,” returned D'Artagnan, "you are getting
ambitious."

"Is there no other king to be restored, M. d'ArtagnanNno second
Monk to be packed up, like a salted hog, in a deal box?"

“"No, my dear Planchet; all the kings are seated on their respective
thrones; less comfortably so, perhaps, than | am upon this chair; but, at
all events, there they are." And D'Artagnan sighed deeply.

"Monsieur d'Artagnan,” said Planchet, "you are making me very
uneasy."

"You are very good, Planchet."

"l begin to suspect something."

"What is it?"

"Monsieur d'Artagnan, you are getting thin."

"Oh!" said D'Artagnan, striking his chestwhich sounded like an empty
cuirass, "it is impossible, Planchet."

"Ah!" said Planchet, slightly overcome; "if you were to get thin in my
houseN"

"Well?"
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"l should do something rash."

"What would you do? Tell me."

“I should look out for the man who was the cause of all your
anxieties."

"Ah! according to your account, | am anxious now."

"Yes, you are anxious; and you are getting thin, visibly getting
thin. Malaga!if you go on getting thin, in this way, | will take my sword
in my hand, and go straight to M. d'Herblay, and have it out with him."

"What!" said M. d'Artagnan, starting in his chair; "what's that you say?
And what has M. d'Herblay's name to do with your groceries?"

"Just as you please. Get angry if you like, or call me names, if you
prefer it; but, the deuce is in it. | know what | know"

D'Artagnan had, during this second outburst of Planchet's, so placed
himself asnot to lose a single look of his face;that is, he satwith both his
hands resting on both his knees, and his head stretched out towards the
grocer. "Come, explain yourself," he said, "and tell me how you could
possibly utter such a blasphemy. M. d'Herblay, your old master, my
friend, an ecclesiastic,a musketeer turned bishopNdo you mean to say
you would raise your sword against him, Planchet?"

"l could raise my sword against my own father, when | seeyou in such
a state as you are now."

"M. d'Herblay, a gentleman!"

“It's all the sameto me whether he's a gentleman or not. He gives you
the blue devils, that is all | know. And the blue devils make people get
thin. Malaga!l have no notion of M. d'Artagnan leaving my house thin-
ner than when he entered it."

"How does he give me the blue devils, asyou call it? Come, explain,
explain."

"You have had the nightmare during the last three nights."

njou

"Yes, you; and in your nightmare you called out, several times,
'‘Aramis, deceitful Aramis!™

"Ah! | said that, did I?" murmured D'Artagnan, uneasily.

"Yes, those very words, upon my honor."

"Well, what else? You know the saying, Planchet, 'dreams go by
contraries.™

"Not so;for every time, during the last three days, when you went out,
you have not once failed to ask me, on your return, 'Have you seenM.
d'Herblay?' or else 'Have you received any letters for me from M.
d'Herblay?™
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"Well, it is very natural | should take an interest in my old friend," said
D'Artagnan.

"Of course; but not to such an extent as to get thin on that account.”

"Planchet, I'll get fatter; | give you my word of honor | will."

"Very well, monsieur, | acceptit; for | know that when you give your
word of honor, it is sacred."

"I will not dream of Aramis any more; and | will never ask you again if
there are any letters from M. d'Herblay; but on condition that you ex-
plain one thing to me."

"Tell me what it is, monsieur?"

"l am a great observer; and just now you made use of a very singular
oath, which is unusual for you."

"You mean Malaga!l suppose?"

"Precisely."

"It is the oath | have used ever since | have been a grocer."

"Very proper, too; it is the name of a dried grape, or raisin, | believe?"

"It is my most ferocious oath; when | have once said Malaga!l am a
man no longer."

"Still, I never knew you use that oath before."

"Very likely not, monsieur. | had a present made me of it," said
Planchet; and, as he pronounced these words, he winked his eye with a
cunning expression, which thoroughly awakened D'Artagnan's
attention.

"Come, come, M. Planchet."

"Why, | am not like you, monsieur," said Planchet."l don't passmy life
in thinking."

"You do wrong, then."

"I mean in boring myself to death. We have but a very short time to
liveNwhy not make the best of it?"

"You are an Epicurean philosopher, | begin to think, Planchet."

"Why not? My hand is still as steady as ever; | can write, and can
weigh out my sugar and spices; my foot is firm; | can dance and walk
about; my stomach has its teeth still, for | eat and digest very well; my
heart is not quite hardened. Well, monsieur?"

"Well, what, Planchet?"

"Why, you seeN" said the grocer, rubbing his hands together.

D'Artagnan crossed one leg over the other, and said, "Planchet, my
friend, | am unnerved with extreme surprise; for you are revealing your-
self to me under a perfectly new light."
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Planchet, flattered in the highest degree by this remark, continued to
rub his hands very hard together. "Ah, ah," he said, "becausel happen to
be only slow, you think me, perhaps, a positive fool."

"Very good, Planchet; very well reasoned."

"Follow my idea, monsieur, if you please.| said to myself," continued
Planchet, "that, without enjoyment, there is no happiness on this earth."

"Quite true, what you say, Planchet," interrupted D'Artagnan.

"At all events, if we cannot obtain pleasureNfor pleasure is not so
common athing, after allNlet us, at least, get consolations of some kind
or another."

"And so you console yourself?"

"Exactly so."

“Tell me how you console yourself."

"I put on a buckler for the purpose of confronting ennui. | place my
time at the direction of patience; and on the very eve of feeling | am go-
ing to get bored, | amuse myself."

"And you don't find any difficulty in that?"

"None."

"And you found it out quite by yourself?"

"Quite so."

"It is miraculous."

"What do you say?"

"l say, that your philosophy is not to be matched in the Christian or
pagan world, in modern days or in antiquity!"

"You think so?Nfollow my example, then."

"It is a very tempting one."

"Do as | do."

"l could not wish for anything better; but all minds are not of the same
stamp; and it might possibly happen that if | were required to amuse
myself in the manner you do, | should bore myself horribly."

"Bah! at least try first."

"Well, tell me what you do."

"Have you observed that | leave home occasionally?"

"Yes."

“In any particular way?"

"Periodically."

“That's the very thing. You have noticed it, then?"

"My dear Planchet, you must understand that when people seeeach
other every day, and one of the two absents himself, the other misses
him. Do you not feel the want of my society when | am in the country?"
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"Prodigiously; that is to say, | feel like a body without a soul."”

“That being understood then, proceed."

"What are the periods when | absent myself?"

"On the fifteenth and thirtieth of every month."

"And | remain away?"

"Sometimes two, sometimes three, and sometimes four days at a time."

"Have you ever given it a thought, why | was absent?"

“To look after your debts, | suppose.”

"And when | returned, how did you think | looked, asfar as my face
was concerned?"

"Exceedingly self-satisfied."

"You admit, you say, that | always look satisfied. And what have you
attributed my satisfaction to?"

“That your business was going on very well; that your purchases of
rice, prunes, raw sugar, dried apples, pears, and treacle were advantage-
ous. You were always very picturesque in your notions and ideas,
Planchet; and | was not in the slightest degree surprised to find you had
selectedgrocery as an occupation, which is of all trades the most varied,
and the very pleasantest, as far as the character is concerned; inasmuch
as one handles so many natural and perfumed productions.”

"Perfectly true, monsieur; but you are very greatly mistaken."

“In what way?"

“In thinking that | heave here every fortnight, to collect my money or
to make purchases.Ho, ho! how could you possibly have thought such a
thing? Ho, ho, ho!" And Planchet began to laugh in a manner that in-
spired D'Artagnan with very serious misgivings as to his sanity.

"I confess," said the musketeer, "that | do not precisely catch your
meaning."

"Very true, monsieur."

"What do you mean by ‘very true'?"

"It must be true, sinceyou say it; but pray, be assuredthat it in no way
lessens my opinion of you."

"Ah, that is lucky."

"No; you are a man of genius; and whenever the question happens to
be of war, tactics, surprises, or good honest blows to be dealt with, why,
kings are marionettes, compared to you. But for the consolations of the
mind, the proper care of the body, the agreeable things of like, if one
may say soNah! monsieur, don't talk to me about men of genius; they
are nothing short of executioners."
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"Good," said D'Artagnan, really fidgety with curiosity, "upon my word
you interest me in the highest degree."

"You feel already less bored than you did just now, do you not?"

"l was not bored; yet since you have been talking to me, | feel more
animated."

"Very good, then; that is not a bad beginning. | will cure you, rely
upon that."

“There is nothing | should like better."

"Will you let me try, then?"

“Immediately, if you like."

“Very well. Have you any horses here?"

"Yes; ten, twenty, thirty."

"Oh, there is no occasion for so many as that, two will be quite
sufficient."

"They are quite at your disposal, Planchet.”

"Very good; then | shall carry you off with me."

"When?"

"To-morrow."

"Where?"

"Ah, you are asking too much."

"You will admit, however, that it is important | should know where |
am going."

"Do you like the country?"

"Only moderately, Planchet.”

“In that case you like town better?"

“That is as may be."

"Very well; | am going to take you to a place, half town and half
country."

"Good."

“To a place where | am sure you will amuse yourself."

"Is it possible?"

"Yes;and more wonderful still, to a place from which you have just re-
turned for the purpose only, it would seem, of getting bored here."

"It is to Fontainebleau you are going, then?"

"Exactly; to Fontainebleau."

"And, in Heaven's name, what are you going to do at Fontainebleau?"

Planchet answered D'Artagnan by a wink full of sly humor.

"You have some property there, you rascal.”

"Oh, a very paltry affair; a little bit of a houseNnothing more."

"l understand you."
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"But it is tolerable enough, after all."

"l am going to Planchet's country-seat!" exclaimed D'Artagnan.

"Whenever you like."

"Did we not fix to-morrow?"

“Let us say to-morrow, if you like; and then, besides,to-morrow is the
14th, that is to say, the day before the one when | am afraid of getting
bored; so we will look upon it as an understood thing."

"Agreed, by all means."

"You will lend me one of your horses?"

“The best | have."

"No; | prefer the gentlest of all; | never was a very good rider, asyou
know, and in my grocery business| have got more awkward than ever;
besidesN"

"Besides what?"

"Why," added Planchet, "I do not wish to fatigue myself."

"Why so?" D'Artagnan ventured to ask.

"Becausel should lose half the pleasure | expect to enjoy," replied
Planchet. And thereupon he rose from his sack of Indian corn, stretching
himself, and making all his bonescrack, one after the other, with a sort of
harmony.

"Planchet! Planchet!" exclaimed D'Artagnan, "I do declare that there is
no sybarite upon the face of the globe who can for a moment be com-
pared to you. Oh, Planchet, it is very clear that we have never yet eatena
ton of salt together."

"Why so, monsieur?"

"Because,even now | can scarcely say | know you," said D'Artagnan,
"and because,in point of fact, | return to the opinion which, for a mo-
ment, | had formed of you that day at Boulogne, when you strangled, or
did so as nearly as possible, M. de Wardes's valet, Lubin; in plain lan-
guage, Planchet, that you are a man of great resources."

Planchet began to laugh with a laugh full of self-conceit; bade the
musketeer good-night, and went down to his back shop, which he used
as a bedroom. D'Artagnan resumed his original position upon his chair,
and his brow, which had been unruffled for a moment, became more
pensive than ever. He had already forgotten the whims and dreams of
Planchet. "Yes," said he, taking up again the thread of his thoughts,
which had beenbroken by the whimsical conversation in which we have
just permitted our readersto participate. "Yes, yes, those three points in-
clude everything: First, to ascertain what Baisemeauxwanted with Ara-
mis; secondly, to learn why Aramis does not let me hear from him; and
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thirdly, to ascertain where Porthos is. The whole mystery lies in these
three points. Since,therefore,” continued D'Artagnan, "our friends tell us
nothing, we must have recourse to our own poor intelligence. | must do
what | can, mordioux or rather Malaga as Planchet would say."
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Chapter 2

A Letter from M. Baisemeaux.

D'Artagnan, faithful to his plan, went the very next morning to pay a vis-
it to M. de Baisemeaux.It was cleaning up or tidying day at the Bastile;
the cannons were furbished up, the staircasesscraped and cleaned; and
the jailers seemedto be carefully engagedin polishing the very keys. As
for the soldiers belonging to the garrison, they were walking about in
different courtyards, under the pretense that they were clean enough.
The governor, Baisemeaux, received D'Artagnan with more than ordin-
ary politeness, but he behaved towards him with so marked a reserve of
manner, that all D'Artagnan’s tact and clevernesscould not get a syllable
out of him. The more he kept himself within bounds, the more
D'Artagnan's suspicion increased. The latter even fancied he remarked
that the governor was acting under the influence of a recentrecommend-
ation. Baisemeauxhad not been at the Palais Royal with D'Artagnan the
same cold and impenetrable man which the latter now found in the
Baisemeaux of the Bastile. When D'Artagnan wished to make him talk
about the urgent money matters which had brought Baisemeaux in
searchof D'Artagnan, and had rendered him expansive, notwithstanding

what had passed on that evening, Baisemeaux pretended that he had
some orders to give in the prison, and left D'Artagnan so long alone
waiting for him, that our musketeer, feeling sure that he should not get
another syllable out of him, left the Bastile without waiting until Baise-
meaux returned from his inspection. But D'Artagnan's suspicions were
aroused, and when oncethat was the case,D'Artagnan could not sleep or
remain quiet for a moment. He was among men what the cat is among
guadrupeds, the emblem of anxiety and impatience, at the same mo-
ment. A restlesscat can no more remain the sameplace than asilk thread
wafted idly to and fro with every breath of air. A cat on the watch is as
motionless as death stationed at is place of observation, and neither hun-
ger nor thirst can draw it from its meditations. D'Artagnan, who was
burning with impatience, suddenly threw aside the feeling, like a cloak
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which he felt too heavy on his shoulders, and said to himself that that
which they were concealing from him was the very thing it was import-
ant he should know; and, consequently, he reasoned that Baisemeaux
would not fail to put Aramis on his guard, if Aramis had given him any
particular recommendation, and this was, in fact, the very thing that
happened.

Baisemeaux had hardly had time to return from the donjon, than
D'Artagnan placed himself in ambuscade closeto the Rue de Petit-Musc,
so asto seeevery one who might leave the gates of the Bastile. After he
had spent an hour on the look-out from the "Golden Portcullis,” under
the pent-house of which he could keep himself a little in the shade,
D'Artagnan observed a soldier leave the Bastile. This was, indeed, the
surest indication he could possibly have wished for, as every jailer or
warder has certain days, and even certain hours, for leaving the Bastile,
since all are alike prohibited from having either wives or lodgings in the
castle, and can accordingly leave without exciting any curiosity; but a
soldier oncein barracks is kept there for four and twenty hours when on
duty,Nand no one knew this better than D'Artagnan. The guardsman in
question, therefore, was not likely to leave his regimentals, excepton an
expressand urgent order. The soldier, we were saying, left the Bastile at
a slow and lounging pace, like a happy mortal, in fact, who, instead of
mounting sentry before a wearisome guard-house, or upon a bastion no
less wearisome, has the good luck to get a little liberty, in addition to a
walkNboth pleasures being luckily reckoned aspart of his time on duty.
He bent his steps towards the Faubourg Saint-Antoine, enjoying the
fresh air and the warmth of the sun, and looking at all the pretty faceshe
passed.D'Artagnan followed him at a distance; he had not yet arranged
his ideas as what was to be done. "I must, first of all," he thought, "see
the fellow's face.A man seenis a man judged.” D'Artagnan increased his
pace,and, which was not very difficult, by the by, soon got in advance of
the soldier. Not only did he observe that his face showed a tolerable
amount of intelligence and resolution, but he noticed also that his nose
was a little red. "He has a weaknessfor brandy, | see,"said D'Artagnan
to himself. At the same moment that he remarked his red nose, he saw
that the soldier had a white paper in his belt.

"Good, he has a letter," added D'Artagnan. The only difficulty was to
get hold of the letter. But acommon soldier would, of course, be only too
delighted at having beenselectedby M. de Baisemeauxas a special mes-
senger,and would not be likely to sell his message.As D'Artagnan was
biting his nails, the soldier continued to advance more and more into the
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Faubourg Saint-Antoine. "He is certainly going to Saint-Mande," he said
to himself, "and | shall not be able to learn what the letter contains." It
was enough to drive him wild. "If I were in uniform," said D'Artagnan to
himself, "I would have this fellow seized, and his letter with him. | could
easily get assistanceat the very first guard-house; but the devil take me if
| mention my name in an affair of this kind. If | were to treat him to
something to drink, his suspicions would be roused; and besides, he
might drink me drunk. Mordioux! my wits seem to have left me," said
D'Artagnan; "it is all over with me. Yet, supposing | were to attack this
poor devil, make him draw his sword and kill him for the sake of his let-
ter? No harm in that, if it were a question of a letter from a queento a no-
bleman, or a letter from a cardinal to a queen; but what miserable in-
trigues are those of Messieurs Aramis and Fouquet with M. Colbert. A
man's life for that? No, no, indeed; not even ten crowns." As he philo-
sophized in this manner, biting first his nails, and then his mustaches, he
perceived a group of archers and a commissary of the police engaged in
carrying away a man of very gentlemanly exterior, who was struggling
with all his might against them. The archers had torn his clothes, and
were dragging him roughly away. He beggedthey would lead him along
more respectfully, asserting that he was a gentleman and a soldier. And
observing our soldier walking in the street, he called out, "Help,
comrade."

The soldier walked on with the same step towards the man who had
called out to him, followed by the crowd. An idea suddenly occurred to
D'Artagnan; it was his first one, and we shall find it was not a bad one
either. During the time the gentleman was relating to the soldier that he
had just been seized in a house as a thief, when the truth was he was
only there asalover; and while the soldier was pitying him, and offering
him consolation and advice with that gravity which a French soldier has
always ready whenever his vanity or his esprit de corpsis concerned,
D'Artagnan glided behind the soldier, who was closely hemmed in by
the crowd, and with arapid sweep, like a sabre slash, snatched the letter
from his belt. As at this moment the gentleman with the torn clothes was
pulling about the soldier, to show how the commissary of police had
pulled him about, D'Artagnan effected his pillage of the letter without
the slightest interference. He stationed himself about ten pacesdistant,
behind the pillar of an adjoining house, and read on the address, "To
Monsieur du Vallon, at Monsieur Fouquet's, Saint-Mande."
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"Good!" he said, and then he unsealed, without tearing the letter, drew
out the paper, which was folded in four, from the inside; which con-
tained only these words:

"DEAR MONSIEUR DU VALLON,NWill you be good enough to tell
Monsieur d'Herblay that hehas beento the Bastile, and has been making
inquiries.

"Your devoted

"DE BAISEMEAUX."

“Very good! all right!" exclaimed D'Artagnan; "it is clear enough now.
Porthos is engaged in it." Being now satisfied of what he wished to
know: "Mordioux!" thought the musketeer, "what is to be done with that
poor devil of a soldier? That hot-headed, cunning fellow, De Baise-
meaux, will make him pay dearly for my trick,Nif he returns without the
letter, what will they do to him? Besides,| don't want the letter; when the
egg has been sucked, what is the good of the shell?" D'Artagnan per-
ceived that the commissary and the archers had succeededin convincing
the soldier, and went on their way with the prisoner, the latter being still
surrounded by the crowd, and continuing his complaints. D'Artagnan
advanced into the very middle of the crowd, let the letter fall, without
any one having observed him, and then retreated rapidly. The soldier re-
sumed his route towards Saint-Mande, his mind occupied with the gen-
tleman who had implored his protection. Suddenly he thought of his let-
ter, and, looking at his belt, saw that it was no longer there. D'Artagnan
derived no little satisfaction from his sudden, terrified cry. The poor sol-
dier in the greatest anguish of mind looked round him on every side,
and at last, about twenty pacesbehind him, he perceived the lucky en-
velope. He pounced on it like a falcon on its prey. The envelope was cer-
tainly alittle dirty, and rather crumpled, but at all events the letter itself
was found. D'Artagnan observed that the broken seal attracted the
soldier's attention a good deal, but he finished apparently by consoling
himself, and returned the letter to his belt. "Go on," said D'Artagnan, "l
have plenty of time before me, so you may precede me. It appears that
Aramis is not in Paris, since Baisemeauxwrites to Porthos. Dear Porthos,
how delighted | shall be to seehim again, and to have some conversation
with him!" said the Gascon.And, regulating his pace according to that of
the soldier, he promised himself to arrive a quarter of an hour after him
at M. Fouquet's.
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Chapter

In Which the Reader will be Delighted to Find that
Porthos Has Lost Nothing of His Muscularity.

D'Artagnan had, according to his usual style, calculated that every hour
Is worth sixty minutes, and every minute worth sixty seconds.Thanks to
this perfectly exact calculation of minutes and seconds, he reached the
superintendent's door at the very moment the soldier was leaving it with
his belt empty. D'Artagnan presented himself at the door, which a porter
with a profusely embroidered livery held half opened for him.
D'Artagnan would very much have liked to enter without giving his
name, but this was impossible, and so he gave it. Notwithstanding this
concession,which ought to have removed every difficulty in the way, at
least D'Artagnan thought so, the conciergdnesitated; however, at the
second repetition of the title, captain of the king's guards, theconcierge
without quite leaving the passageclear for him, ceasedto bar it com-
pletely. D'Artagnan understood that orders of the most positive charac-
ter had been given. He decided, therefore, to tell a falsehood,Na circum-
stance,moreover, which did not seriously affect his peaceof mind, when
he saw that beyond the falsehood the safety of the state itself, or even
purely and simply his own individual personal interest, might be at
stake. He moreover added to the declarations he had already made, that
the soldier sentto M. du Vallon was his own messenger,and that the
only object that letter had in view was to announce his intended arrival.
From that moment, no one opposed D'Artagnan’'s entrance any further,
and he entered accordingly. A valet wished to accompany him, but he
answered that it was uselessto take that trouble on his account, inas-
much as he knew perfectly well where M. du Vallon was. There was
nothing, of course, to say to a man so thoroughly and completely in-
formed on all points, and D'Artagnan was permitted, therefore, to do as
he liked. The terraces,the magnificent apartments, the gardens, were all
reviewed and narrowly inspected by the musketeer. He walked for a
quarter of an hour in this more than royal residence,which included as
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many wonders as articles of furniture, and as many servants as there
were columns and doors. "Decidedly,” he said to himself, “this mansion
has no other limits than the pillars of the habitable world. Is it probable
Porthos hastaken it into his head to go back to Pierrefonds without even
leaving M. Fouquet's house?" He finally reached a remote part of the
chateau inclosed by a stone wall, which was covered with a profusion of
thick plants, luxuriant in blossoms as large and solid as fruit. At equal
distances on the top of this wall were placed various statuesin timid or
mysterious attitudes. Thesewere vestals hidden beneath the long Greek
peplum, with its thick, sinuous folds; agile nymphs, covered with their
marble veils, and guarding the palace with their fugitive glances. A
statue of Hermes, with his finger on his lips; one of Iris, with extended
wings; another of Night, sprinkled all over with poppies, dominated the
gardens and outbuildings, which could be seenthrough the trees. All
these statuesthrew in white relief their profiles upon the dark ground of
the tall cypresses,which darted their somber summits towards the sky.
Around these cypresseswere entwined climbing roses,whose flowering
rings were fastened to every fork of the branches, and spread over the
lower boughs and the various statues, showers of flowers of the rarest
fragrance. Theseenchantments seemedto the musketeer the result of the
greatest efforts of the human mind. He felt in a dreamy, almost poetical,
frame of mind. The idea that Porthos was living in so perfect an Eden
gave him a higher idea of Porthos, showing how tremendously true it is,
that even the very highest orders of minds are not quite exempt from the
influence of surroundings. D'Artagnan found the door, and on, or rather
in the door, a kind of spring which he detected; having touched it, the
door flew open. D'Artagnan entered, closed the door behind him, and
advanced into a pavilion built in a circular form, in which no other
sound could be heard but cascadesand the songs of birds. At the door of
the pavilion he met a lackey.

"It is here, | believe," said D'Artagnan, without hesitation, "that M. le
Baron du Vallon is staying?"

"Yes, monsieur," answered the lackey.

"Have the goodnessto tell him that M. le Chevalier d'Artagnan, cap-
tain of the king's musketeers, is waiting to see him."

D'Artagnan was introduced into the salon and had not long to remain
in expectation: a well-remembered step shook the floor of the adjoining
room, a door opened, or rather flew open, and Porthos appeared and
threw himself into his friend's arms with a sort of embarrassment which
did not ill become him. "You here?" he exclaimed.
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"And you?" replied D'Artagnan. "Ah, you sly fellow!"

"Yes,"said Porthos, with a somewhat embarrassedsmile; "yes, you see
| am staying in M. Fouquet's house, at which you are not a little sur-
prised, | suppose?"

“Not at all; why should you not be one of M. Fouquet's friends? M.
Fouquet has a very large number, particularly among clever men."

Porthos had the modesty not to take the compliment to himself.
"Besides," he added, "you saw me at Belle-Isle."

"A greater reason for my believing you to be one of M. Fouquet's
friends."

“The fact is, | am acquainted with him," said Porthos, with a certain
embarrassment of manner.

"Ah, friend Porthos," said D'Artagnan, "how treacherously you have
behaved towards me."

“In what way?" exclaimed Porthos.

"What! you complete so admirable awork asthe fortifications of Belle-
Isle, and you did not tell me of it!" Porthos colored. "Nay, more than
that," continued D'Artagnan, "you saw me out yonder, you know | am in
the king's service, and yet you could not guessthat the king, jealously
desirous of learning the name of the man whose abilities had wrought a
work of which he heard the most wonderful accounts,Nyou could not
guess, | say, that the king sent me to learn who this man was?"

"What! the king sent you to learnN"

"Of course; but don't let us speak of that any more."

"Not speak of it!" said Porthos; "on the contrary, we will speak of it;
and so the king knew that we were fortifying Belle-Isle?"

"Of course; does not the king know everything?"

"But he did not know who was fortifying it?"

“No, he only suspected, from what he had beentold of the nature of
the works, that it was some celebrated soldier or another."

“The devil!" said Porthos, "if | had only known that!"

"You would not have run away from Vannes as you did, perhaps?"

“No; what did you say when you couldn't find me?"

"My dear fellow, | reflected.”

"Ah, indeed; you reflect, do you? Well, and what did that reflection
lead to?"

"It led me to guess the whole truth."”

"Come, then, tell me what did you guess after all?" said Porthos, set-
tling himself into an armchair, and assuming the airs of a sphinx.

"l guessed, in the first place, that you were fortifying Belle-Isle."
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“There was no great difficulty in that, for you saw me at work."

"Wait a minute; | also guessed something else,Nthat you were
fortifying Belle-Isle by M. Fouquet's orders."

“That's true."

"But even that is not all. Whenever | feel myself in trim for guessing, |
do not stop on my road; and so | guessedthat M. Fouquet wished to pre-
serve the most absolute secrecy respecting these fortifications."

"l believe that was his intention, in fact," said Porthos.

"Yes, but do you know why he wished to keep it secret?"

“In order it should not become known, perhaps," said Porthos.

“That was his principal reason.But his wish was subservient to a bit of
generosityN"

“In fact," said Porthos, "I have head it said that M. Fouquet was a very
generous man."

“To a bit of generosity he wished to exhibit towards the king."

"Oh, oh!"

"You seem surprised at that?"

"Yes."

"And you didn't guess?"

"No."

"Well, | know it, then."

"You are a wizard."

“Not at all, | assure you."

"How do you know it, then?"

"By a very simple means. | heard M. Fouquet himself say so to the
king."

"Say what to the king?"

“That he fortified Belle-Isle on his majesty's account, and that he had
made him a present of Belle Isle."

"And you heard M. Fouquet say that to the king?"

“In those very words. He even added: 'Belle-Isle has been fortified by
an engineer, one of my friends, a man of a great deal of merit, whom |
shall ask your majesty's permission to present to you.'

"“What is his name?' said the king.

“The Baron du Vallon," M. Fouquet replied.

“Very well,' returned his majesty, 'you will present him to me.

"The king said that?"

"Upon the word of a D'Artagnan!”

"Oh, oh!" said Porthos. "Why have | not been presented, then?"

"Have they not spoken to you about this presentation?"
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"Yes, certainly; but | am always kept waiting for it."

"Be easy, it will be sure to come."

"Humph! humph!* grumbled Porthos, which D'Artagnan pretended
not to hear; and, changing the conversation, he said, "You seemto be liv-
ing in a very solitary place here, my dear fellow?"

"I always preferred retirement. | am of a melancholy disposition,"
replied Porthos, with a sigh.

"Really, that is odd," said D'Artagnan, "I never remarked that before."

"It is only since | have taken to reading," said Porthos, with a thought-
ful air.

"But the labors of the mind have not affected the health of the body, |
trust?"

“Not in the slightest degree."

"Your strength is as great as ever?"

“Too great, my friend, too great."

"Ah! | had heard that, for a short time after your arrivalN"

“That | could hardly move a limb, | suppose?"

"How was it?" said D'Artagnan, smiling, "and why was it you could
not move?"

Porthos, perceiving that he had made a mistake, wished to correct it.
"Yes,| camefrom Belle-Isle upon very hard horses,"he said, "and that fa-
tigued me."

"I am no longer astonished, then, since |, who followed you, found
seven or eight lying dead on the road."

"I am very heavy, you know," said Porthos.

"So that you were bruised all over."”

"My marrow melted, and that made me very ill."

"Poor Porthos! But how did Aramis act towards you under those
circumstances?"

“Very well, indeed. He had me attended to by M. Fouquet's own doc-
tor. But just imagine, at the end of a week | could not breathe any
longer."

"What do you mean?"

"The room was too small; | had absorbed every atom of air."

"Indeed?"

"l was told so, at least; and so | was removed into another apartment.”

"Where you were able to breathe, | hope and trust?"

"Yes, more freely; but no exerciseNnothing to do. The doctor preten-
ded that | was not to stir; I, on the contrary, felt that | was stronger than
ever; that was the cause of a very serious accident."
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"What accident?"

"Fancy, my dear fellow, that | revolted against the directions of that ass
of a doctor, and | resolved to go out, whether it suited him or not: and,
consequently, | told the valet who waited on me to bring me my clothes."

"You were quite naked, then?"

"Oh, no! on the contrary, | had a magnificent dressing-gown to wear.
The lackey obeyed; | dressed myself in my own clothes, which had be-
come too large for me; but a strange circumstance had happened,Nmy
feet had become too large."

"Yes, | quite understand."

"And my boots too small."”

"You mean your feet were still swollen?"

"Exactly; you have hit it."

"Pardieu!And is that the accident you were going to tell me about?"

"Oh, yes; | did not make the same reflection you have done. | said to
myself: 'Since my feet have entered my boots ten times, there is no reas-
on why they should not go in the eleventh.™

"Allow me to tell you, my dear Porthos, that on this occasion you
failed in your logic."

“In short, then, they placed me opposite to a part of the room which
was partitioned; | tried to get my boot on; | pulled it with my hands, |
pushed with all the strength of the muscles of my leg, making the most
unheard-of efforts, when suddenly the two tags of my boot remained in
my hands, and my foot struck out like a ballista."

"How learned you are in fortification, dear Porthos."

"My foot darted out like a ballista, and came against the partition,
which it broke in; | really thought that, like Samson,| had demolished
the temple. And the number of pictures, the quantity of china, vases of
flowers, carpets, and window-panes that fell down were really
wonderful."

“Indeed!"

"Without reckoning that on the other side of the partition was a small
table laden with porcelainN"

"Which you knocked over?"

"Which | dashed to the other side of the room," said Porthos, laughing.

"Upon my word, it is, asyou say, astonishing,"” replied D'Artagnan, be-
ginning to laugh also; whereupon Porthos laughed louder than ever.

"I broke," said Porthos, in a voice half-choked from his increasing
mirth, "more than three thousand francs worth of chinaNha, ha, ha!"

"Good!" said D'Artagnan.
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"| smashed more than four thousand francs worth of glass!Nho, ho,
ho!"

"Excellent."

"Without counting a luster, which fell on my head and was broken in-
to a thousand piecesNha, ha, ha!"

"Upon your head?" said D'Artagnan, holding his sides.

"On top."

"But your head was broken, | suppose?"

“No, since | tell you, on the contrary, my dear fellow, that it was the
luster which was broken, like glass, which, in point of fact, it was."

"Ah! the luster was glass, you say."

"Venetian glass! a perfect curiosity, quite matchless, indeed, and
weighed two hundred pounds."

"And it fell upon your head!"

"Upon my head. Justimagine, a globe of crystal, gilded all over, the
lower part beautifully encrusted, perfumes burning at the top, with jets
from which flame issued when they were lighted."

"l quite understand, but they were not lighted at the time, | suppose?"

"Happily not, or | should have been grilled prematurely."

"And you were only knocked down flat, instead?"

“Not at all."

"How, 'not at all?™

"Why, the luster fell on my skull. It appearsthat we have upon the top
of our heads an exceedingly thick crust."

"Who told you that, Porthos?"

“The doctor. A sort of dome which would bear Notre-Dame."

"Bah!"

"Yes, it seems that our skulls are made in that manner."

"Speak for yourself, my dear fellow, it is your own skull that is made
in that manner, and not the skulls of other people."

"Well, that may be so," said Porthos, conceitedly, "so much, however,
was that the case,in my instance, that no sooner did the luster fall upon
the dome which we have at the top of our head, than there was a report
like a cannon, the crystal was broken to pieces,and | fell, covered from
head to foot."

"With blood, poor Porthos!"

“Not at all; with perfumes, which smelt like rich creams;it was deli-
cious, but the odor was too strong, and | felt quite giddy from it; perhaps
you have experienced it sometimes yourself, D'Artagnan?"
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"Yes, in inhaling the scent of the lily of the valley; so that, my poor
friend, you were knocked over by the shock and overpowered by the
perfumes?"

"Yes;but what is very remarkable, for the doctor told me he had never
seen anything like itN"

"You had a bump on your head | suppose?" interrupted D'Artagnan.

"l had five."

"Why five?"

“I will tell you; the luster had, at its lower extremity, five gilt orna-
ments; excessively sharp.”

"Oh!"

"Well, these five ornaments penetrated my hair, which, asyou see, |
wear very thick."

"Fortunately so."

"And they made a mark on my skin. But just notice the singularity of
it, these things seemreally only to happen to me! Instead of making in-
dentations, they made bumps. The doctor could never succeedin ex-
plaining that to me satisfactorily."

"Well, then, | will explain it to you."

"You will do me a great service if you will," said Porthos, winking his
eyes, which, with him, was sign of the profoundest attention.

"Since you have been employing your brain in studies of an exalted
character, in important calculations, and so on, the head has gained a
certain advantage, so that your head is now too full of science."

"Do you think so?"

"I am sure of it. The result is, that, instead of allowing any foreign mat-
ter to penetrate the interior of the head, your bony box or skull, which is
already too full, avails itself of the openings which are made in allowing
this excess to escape."

"Ah!" said Porthos, to whom this explanation appeared clearer than
that of the doctor.

"The five protuberances, caused by the five ornaments of the luster,
must certainly have been scientific globules, brought to the surface by
the force of circumstances."

“In fact," said Porthos, "the real truth is, that | felt far worse outside my
head than inside. | will even confess,that when | put my hat upon my
head, clapping it on my head with that graceful energy which we gentle-
men of the sword possess,if my fist was not very gently applied, | exper-
lenced the most painful sensations."

"l quite believe you, Porthos."
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“Therefore, my friend," said the giant, "M. Fouquet decided, seeing
how slightly built the house was, to give me another lodging, and so
they brought me here."

"It is the private park, | think, is it not?"

"Yes."

"Where the rendezvous are made; that park, indeed, which is so celeb-
rated in some of those mysterious stories about the superintendent?"

"I don't know; | have had no rendezvous or heard mysterious stories
myself, but they have authorized me to exercisemy muscles, and | take
advantage of the permission by rooting up some of the trees."

"What for?"

“To keep my hand in, and also to take some birds' nests;| find it more
convenient than climbing."

"You are as pastoral as Tyrcis, my dear Porthos."

"Yes, | like the small eggs;| like them very much better than larger
ones.You have no idea how delicate an omelettas, if made of four or five
hundred eggs of linnets, chaffinches, starlings, blackbirds, and thrushes."

"But five hundred eggs is perfectly monstrous!"

"A salad-bowl will hold them easily enough," said Porthos.

D'Artagnan looked at Porthos admiringly for full five minutes, asif he
had seenhim for the first time, while Porthos spread his chest out joy-
ously and proudly. They remained in this state several minutes, Porthos
smiling, and D'Artagnan looking at him. D'Artagnan was evidently try-
ing to give the conversation a new turn. "Do you amuse yourself much
here, Porthos?" he asked at last, very likely after he had found out what
he was searching for.

“Not always."

"I can imagine that; but when you get thoroughly bored, by and by,
what do you intend to do?"

"Oh! | shall not be here for any length of time. Aramis is waiting until
the last bump on my head disappears, in order to present me to the king,
who | am told cannot endure the sight of a bump."

"Aramis is still in Paris, then?"

"No."

"Whereabouts is he, then?"

"At Fontainebleau."

"Alone?"

"With M. Fouquet.”

"Very good. But do you happen to know one thing?"

"No, tell it me, and then | shall know."
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"Well, then, | think Aramis is forgetting you."

"Do you really think so?"

"Yes; for at Fontainebleau yonder, you must know, they are laughing,
dancing, banqueting, and drawing the corks of M. de Mazarin's wine in
fine style. Are you aware that they have a ballet every evening there?"

“The deuce they have!"

"l assure you that your dear Aramis is forgetting you."

"Well, that is not at all unlikely, and | have myself thought so
sometimes."

"Unless he is playing you a trick, the sly fellow!"

"Oh!"

"You know that Aramis is as sly as a fox."

"Yes, but to play mea trickN"

“Listen: in the first place, he puts you under a sort of sequestration.”

"He sequestrates me! Do you mean to say | am sequestrated?"

"l think so."

"l wish you would have the goodness to prove that to me."

"Nothing easier. Do you ever go out?"

"Never."

"Do you ever ride on horseback?"

"Never."

"Are your friends allowed to come and see you?"

"Never."

"Very well, then; never to go out, never to ride on horseback, never to
be allowed to see your friends, that is called being sequestrated.”

"But why should Aramis sequestrate me?" inquired Porthos.

"Come," said D'Artagnan, "be frank, Porthos."

"As gold."

"It was Aramis who drew the plan of the fortifications at Belle-Isle,
was it not?"

Porthos colored as he said, "Yes; but that was all he did."

"Exactly, and my own opinion is that it was no very great affair after
all.”

“That is mine, too."

"Very good; | am delighted we are of the same opinion."

"He never even came to Belle-Isle," said Porthos.

“There now, you see."

"It was | who went to Vannes, as you may have seen."

"Sayrather, as| did see.Well, that is precisely the state of the case,my
dear Porthos. Aramis, who only drew the plans, wishes to pass himself

32



off as the engineer, whilst you, who, stone by stone, built the wall, the
citadel, and the bastions, he wishes to reduce to the rank of a mere
builder."

"By builder, you mean mason, perhaps?"

"Mason; the very word."

"Plasterer, in fact?"

"Hodman?"

"Exactly."

"Oh, oh! my dear Aramis, you seemto think you are only five and
twenty years of age still."

"Yes, and that is not all, for believes you are fifty."

"l should have amazingly liked to have seen him at work."

"Yes, indeed."

"A fellow who has got the gout?"

"Yes."

"Who has lost three of his teeth?"

"Four."

"While I, look at mine." And Porthos, opening his large mouth very
wide, displayed two rows of teeth not quite aswhite assnow, but even,
hard, and sound as ivory.

"You can hardly believe, Porthos," said D'Artagnan, "what a fancy the
king has for good teeth. Yours decide me; | will present you to the king
myself."

"You?"

"Why not? Do you think | have less credit at court than Aramis?"

"Oh, no!"

"Do you think | have the slightest pretensions upon the fortifications at
Belle-Isle?"

"Certainly not."

"It is your own interest alone which would induce me to do it."

"l don't doubt it in the least.”

"Well, I am the intimate friend of the king; and a proof of that is, that
whenever there is anything disagreeableto tell him, it is | who have to
do it."

"But, dear D'Artagnan, if you present meN"

"Well!"

"Aramis will be angry."

"With me?"

"No, with me"
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"Bah! whether he or | present you, since you are to be presented, what
does it matter?"

"They were going to get me some clothes made."

"Your own are splendid.”

"Oh! those | had ordered were far more beautiful."

"Take care: the king likes simplicity."

“In that case,l will be simple. But what will M. Fouquet say, when he
learns that | have left?"

"Are you a prisoner, then, on parole?"

“No, not quite that. But | promised him | would not leave without let-
ting him know."

"Wait a minute, we shall return to that presently. Have you anything
to do here?"

“l, nothing: nothing of any importance, at least."

"Unless, indeed, you are Aramis's representative for something of
importance."

"By no means."

"What | tell youNpray, understand thatNis out of interest for you. |
suppose, for instance, that you are commissioned to send messagesand
letters to him?"

"Ah! lettersNyes. | send certain letters to him."

"Where?"

"To Fontainebleau."”

"Have you any letters, then?"

"ButN"

"Nay, let me speak. Have you any letters, | say?"

"l have just received one for him."

"Interesting?"

"l suppose so."

"You do not read them, then?"

“I am not at all curious," said Porthos, as he drew out of his pocket the
soldier's letter which Porthos had not read, but D'Artagnan had.

"Do you know what to do with it?" said D'Artagnan.

"Of course; do as | always do, send it to him."

"Not so."

"Why not? Keep it, then?"

"Did they not tell you that this letter was important?"

"Very important.”

"Well, you must take it yourself to Fontainebleau."

“To Aramis?"
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"Yes."

"Very good."

"And since the king is thereN"

"You will profit by that."

"l shall profit by the opportunity to present you to the king."

"Ah! D'Artagnan, there is no one like you for expedients."

"Therefore, instead of forwarding to our friend any messages,which
may or may not be faithfully delivered, we will ourselves be the bearers
of the letter."

"I had never even thought of that, and yet it is simple enough."

"And therefore, becauseit is urgent, Porthos, we ought to set off at
once."

"In fact," said Porthos, "the sooner we set off the lesschancethere is of
Aramis's letter being delayed."

"Porthos, your reasoning is always accurate, and, in your case,logic
seems to serve as an auxiliary to the imagination."

"Do you think so?" said Porthos.

"It is the result of your hard reading," replied D'Artagnan. "So come
along, let us be off."

"But," said Porthos, "my promise to M. Fouquet?"

"Which?"

“Not to leave Saint-Mande without telling him of it."

"Ah! Porthos," said D'Artagnan, "how very young you still are."

“In what way?"

"You are going to Fontainebleau, are you not, where you will find M.
Fouquet?"

"Yes."

"Probably in the king's palace?"

"Yes," repeated Porthos, with an air full of majesty.

"Well, you will accosthim with these words: 'M. Fouquet, | have the
honor to inform you that | have just left Saint-Mande."

"And," said Porthos, with the same majestic mien, "seeing me at Fon-
tainebleau at the king's, M. Fouquet will not be able to tell me I am not
speaking the truth."

"My dear Porthos, | was just on the point of opening my lips to make
the sameremark, but you anticipate me in everything. Oh! Porthos, how
fortunately you are gifted! Years have made not the slightest impression
on you."

"Not over-much, certainly."

“Then there is nothing more to say?"
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"l think not."

"All your scruples are removed?"

"Quite so."

“In that case | shall carry you off with me."

"Exactly; and I will go and get my horse saddled."

"You have horses here, then?"

"l have five."

"You had them sent from Pierrefonds, | suppose?"

“No, M. Fouquet gave them to me."

"My dear Porthos, we shall not want five horses for two persons; be-
sides, | have already three in Paris, which would make eight, and that
will be too many."

"It would not be too many if | had some of my servants here; but, alas!
| have not got them."

"Do you regret them, then?"

"l regret Mousqueton; | miss Mousqueton."

"What a good-hearted fellow you are, Porthos," said D'Artagnan; "but
the best thing you can do is to leave your horses here, as you have left
Mousqueton out yonder."

"Why so?"

"Because,by and by, it might turn out avery good thing if M. Fouquet
had never given you anything at all.”

"l don't understand you," said Porthos.

"It is not necessary you should understand.”

"But yetN"

"l will explain to you later, Porthos."

“I'll wager it is some piece of policy or other."

"And of the most subtle character," returned D'Artagnan.

Porthos nodded his head at this word policy; then, after a moment's
reflection, he added, "I confess, D'Artagnan, that | am no politician."

"l know that well."

"Oh! no one knows what you told me yourself, you, the bravest of the
brave."

"What did I tell you, Porthos?"

"That every man has his day. You told me so, and | have experienced it
myself. There are certain days when one feels lesspleasure than others in
exposing one's self to a bullet or a sword-thrust."

"Exactly my own idea."

"And mine, too, although | can hardly believe in blows or thrusts that
kill outright."
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"The deuce! and yet you have killed a few in your time."

"Yes; but | have never been killed."

"Your reason is a very good one."

“Therefore, | do not believe | shall ever die from a thrust of a sword or
a gun-shot."

“In that case, then, you are afraid of nothing. Ah! water, perhaps?"

"Oh! | swim like an otter."

"Of a quartan fever, then?"

"l have never had one yet, and | don't believe | ever shall; but there is
one thing I will admit," and Porthos dropped his voice.

"What is that?" asked D'Artagnan, adopting the same tone of voice as
Porthos.

"I must confess," repeated Porthos, "that | am horribly afraid of
politics."”

"Ah, bah!" exclaimed D'Artagnan.

"Upon my word, it's true," said Porthos, in a stentorian voice. "l have
seenhis eminence Monsieur le Cardinal de Richelieu, and his eminence
Monsieur le Cardinal de Mazarin; the one was a red politician, the other
a black politician; | never felt very much more satisfied with the one than
with the other; the first struck off the heads of M. de Marillac, M. de
Thou, M. de Cing-Mars, M. Chalais, M. de Bouteville, and M. de Mont-
morency; the second got a whole crowd of Frondeurs cut in pieces, and
we belonged to them."

"On the contrary, we did not belong to them," said D'Artagnan.

"Oh! indeed, yes; for if | unsheathed my sword for the cardinal, |
struck it for the king."

"My good Porthos!"

"Well, | have done. My dread of politics is such, that if there is any
guestion of politics in the matter, | should greatly prefer to return to
Pierrefonds."

"You would be quite right, if that were the case.But with me, my dear
Porthos, no politics at all, that is quite clear. You have labored hard in
fortifying Belle-Isle; the king wished to know the name of the clever en-
gineer under whose directions the works were carried out; you are mod-
est, as all men of true genius are; perhaps Aramis wishes to put you un-
der a bushel. But | happen to seize hold of you; | make it known who
you are; | produce you; the king rewards you; and that is the only policy
| have to do with."

"And the only one | will have to do with either," said Porthos, holding
out his hand to D'Artagnan.
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But D'Artagnan knew Porthos's grasp; he knew that, once imprisoned
within the baron's five fingers, no hand ever left it without being half-
crushed. He therefore held out, not his hand, but his fist, and Porthos did
not even perceive the difference. The servants talked a little with each
other in an undertone, and whispered a few words, which D'Artagnan
understood, but which he took very good care not to let Porthos under-
stand. "Our friend," he said to himself, "was really and truly Aramis's
prisoner. Let us now seewhat the result will be of the liberation of the
captive."
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4

Chapter

The Rat and the Cheese.

D'Artagnan and Porthos returned on foot, as D'Artagnan had set out.
When D'Artagnan, as he entered the shop of the Pilon d'Or, announced
to Planchet that M. du Vallon would be one of the privileged travelers,
and as the plume in Porthos's hat made the wooden candles suspended
over the front jingle together, a melancholy presentiment seemedto ec-
lipse the delight Planchet had promised himself for the morrow. But the
grocer had a heart of gold, ever mindful of the good old timesNa trait
that carries youth into old age. SoPlanchet, notwithstanding a sort of in-
ternal shiver, checked as soon as experienced, received Porthos with re-
spect, mingled with the tenderest cordiality. Porthos, who was a little
cold and stiff in his manners at first, on account of the social difference
existing at that period between a baron and a grocer, soon began to
soften when he perceived so much good-feeling and so many kind atten-
tions in Planchet. He was particularly touched by the liberty which was
permitted him to plunge his great palms into the boxes of dried fruits
and preserves,into the sacksof nuts and almonds, and into the drawers
full of sweetmeats. So that, notwithstanding Planchet's pressing invita-
tions to go upstairs to the entresol he chose as his favorite seat, during
the evening which he had to spend at Planchet's house, the shop itself,
where his fingers could always fish up whatever his nose detected. The
delicious figs from Provence, filberts from the forest, Tours plums, were
subjects of his uninterrupted attention for five consecutive hours. His
teeth, like millstones, cracked heaps of nuts, the shells of which were
scattered all over the floor, where they were trampled by every one who
went in and out of the shop; Porthos pulled from the stalk with his lips,
at one mouthful, bunches of the rich Muscatel raisins with their beautiful
bloom, half a pound of which passedat one gulp from his mouth to his
stomach. In one of the corners of the shop, Planchet's assistants,huddled
together, looked at eachother without venturing to open their lips. They
did not know who Porthos was, for they had never seenhim before. The
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race of those Titans who had worn the cuirassesof Hugh Capet, Philip
Augustus, and Francis I. had already begun to disappear. They could
hardly help thinking he might be the ogre of the fairy tale, who was go-
ing to turn the whole contents of Planchet'sshop into his insatiable stom-
ach, and that, too, without in the slightest degree displacing the barrels
and cheststhat were in it. Cracking, munching, chewing, nibbling, suck-
ing, and swallowing, Porthos occasionally said to the grocer:

"You do a very good business here, friend Planchet."

"He will very soon have none at all to do, if this sort of thing contin-
ues," grumbled the foreman, who had Planchet'sword that he should be
his successor.In the midst of his despair, he approached Porthos, who
blocked up the whole of the passageleading from the back shop to the
shop itself. He hoped that Porthos would rise and that this movement
would distract his devouring ideas.

"What do you want, my man?" asked Porthos, affably.

"I should like to pass you, monsieur, if it is not troubling you too
much."

"Very well," said Porthos, "it does not trouble me in the least.”

At the same moment he took hold of the young fellow by the waist-
band, lifted him off the ground, and placed him very gently on the other
side, smiling all the while with the same affable expression. As soon as
Porthos had placed him on the ground, the lad's legs so shook under him
that he fell back upon some sacksof corks. But noticing the giant's gen-
tleness of manner, he ventured again, and said:

"Ah, monsieur! pray be careful."

"What about?" inquired Porthos.

"You are positively putting a fiery furnace into your body."

"How is that, my good fellow?"

"All those things are very heating to the system!"

"Which?"

"Raisins, nuts, and almonds."

"Yes; but if raisins, nuts, and almonds are heatingN"

“There is no doubt at all of it, monsieur."

"Honey is very cooling,” said Porthos, stretching out his hand toward a
small barrel of honey which was open, and he plunged the scoop with
which the wants of the customers were supplied into it, and swallowed a
good half-pound at one gulp.

"l must trouble you for some water now, my man," said Porthos.

“In a pail, monsieur?" asked the lad, simply.
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“No, in awater-bottle; that will be quite enough;" and raising the bottle
to his mouth, asatrumpeter does his trumpet, he emptied the bottle at a
single draught.

Planchet was agitated in every fibre of propriety and self-esteem.
However, a worthy representative of the hospitality which prevailed in
early days, he feigned to be talking very earnestly with D'Artagnan, and
incessantly repeated:N"Ah! monsieur, what a happiness! what an
honor!"

"What time shall we have supper, Planchet?"inquired Porthos, "l feel
hungry."

The foreman clasped his hands together. The two others got under the
counters, fearing Porthos might have a taste for human flesh.

"We shall only take a sort of snack here," said D'Artagnan; "and when
we get to Planchet's country-seat, we will have supper."

"Ah, ah! so we are going to your country-house, Planchet,” said
Porthos; "so much the better."

"You overwhelm me, monsieur le baron."

The "monsieur le baron" had a great effect upon the men, who detec-
ted a personage of the highest quality in an appetite of that kind. This
title, too, reassured them. They had never heard that an ogre was ever
called "monsieur le baron".

"I will take a few biscuits to eat on the road," said Porthos, carelessly;
and he emptied awhole jar of aniseed biscuits into the huge pocket of his
doublet.

"My shop is saved!" exclaimed Planchet.

"Yes, as the cheese was," whispered the foreman.

"What cheese?"

“The Dutch cheese,inside which a rat had made his way, and we
found only the rind left."

Planchetlooked all round his shop, and observing the different articles
which had escapedPorthos's teeth, he found the comparison somewhat
exaggerated. The foreman, who remarked what was passing in his
master's mind, said, "Take care; he is not gone yet."

"Have you any fruit here?" said Porthos, as he went upstairs to
the entresal where it had just been announced that some refreshment
was prepared.

"Alas!" thought the grocer, addressing a look at D'Artagnan full of en-
treaty, which the latter half understood.

As soon as they had finished eating they set off. It was late when the
three riders, who had left Paris about six in the evening, arrived at
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Fontainebleau. The journey passedvery agreeably. Porthos took a fancy
to Planchet's society, becausethe latter was very respectful in his man-
ners, and seemed delighted to talk to him about his meadows, his
woods, and his rabbit-warrens. Porthos had all the taste and pride of a
landed proprietor. When D'Artagnan saw his two companions in earnest
conversation, he took the opposite side of the road, and letting his bridle
drop upon his horse's neck, separated himself from the whole world, as
he had done from Porthos and from Planchet. The moon shone softly
through the foliage of the forest. The breezesof the open country rose
deliciously perfumed to the horse's nostrils, and they snorted and
pranced along delightedly. Porthos and Planchet began to talk about
hay-crops. Planchet admitted to Porthos that in the advanced years of his
life, he had certainly neglected agricultural pursuits for commerce, but
that his childhood had beenpassedin Picardy in the beautiful meadows
where the grassgrew ashigh asthe knees,and where he had played un-
der the green apple-trees covered with red-cheeked fruit; he went on to
say, that he had solemnly promised himself that as soon as he should
have made his fortune, he would return to nature, and end his days, as
he had begun them, asnear as he possibly could to the earth itself, where
all men must sleep at last.

"Eh, eh!" said Porthos; "in that case,my dear Monsieur Planchet, your
retirement is not far distant.”

"How so?"

"Why, you seem to be in the way of making your fortune very soon."

"Well, we are getting on pretty well, | must admit," replied Planchet.

"Come, tell me what is the extent of your ambition, and what is the
amount you intend to retire upon?"

“There is one circumstance, monsieur," said Planchet, without answer-
ing the question, "which occasions me a good deal of anxiety."

"What is it?" inquired Porthos, looking all round him asif in searchof
the circumstance that annoyed Planchet, and desirous of freeing him
from it.

"Why, formerly," said the grocer, "you used to call me Planchet quite
short, and you would have spoken to me then in a much more familiar
manner than you do now."

"Certainly, certainly, | should have said soformerly," replied the good-
natured Porthos, with an embarrassment full of delicacy; "but
formerlyN"

"Formerly | was M. d'Artagnan's lackey; is not that what you mean?"

"Yes."
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"Well if | am not quite his lackey, | am as much as ever | was his de-
voted servant; and more than that, since that timeN"

"Well, Planchet?"

"Since that time, | have had the honor of being in partnership with
him."

"Oh, oh!" said Porthos. "What, has D'Artagnan gone into the grocery
business?"

“No, no," said D'Artagnan, whom these words had drawn out of his
reverie, and who entered into the conversation with that readiness and
rapidity which distinguished every operation of his mind and body. "It
was not D'Artagnan who entered into the grocery business, but Planchet
who entered into a political affair with me."

"Yes," said Planchet, with mingled pride and satisfaction, "we trans-
acted a little business which brought me in a hundred thousand francs
and M. d'Artagnan two hundred thousand."

"Oh, oh!" said Porthos, with admiration.

"Sothat, monsieur le baron," continued the grocer, "l again beg you to
be kind enough to call me Planchet, as you used to do; and to speak to
me as familiarly asin old times. You cannot possibly imagine the pleas-
ure it would give me."

“If that be the case,my dear Planchet, | will do so, certainly," replied
Porthos. And as he was quite close to Planchet, he raised his hand, as if
to strike him on the shoulder, in token of friendly cordiality; but a fortu-
nate movement of the horse made him miss his aim, so that his hand fell
on the crupper of Planchet'shorse, instead; which made the animal's legs
almost give way.

D'Artagnan burst out laughing, as he said, "Take care, Planchet; for if
Porthos begins to like you so much, he will caressyou, and if he caresses
you he will knock you as flat as a pancake. Porthos is still as strong as
ever, you know."

"Oh," said Planchet, "Mousqueton is not dead, and yet monsieur le
baron is very fond of him."

"Certainly," said Porthos, with a sigh which made all the three horses
rear; "and | was only saying, this very morning, to D'Artagnan, how
much | regretted him. But tell me, Planchet?"

"Thank you, monsieur le baron, thank you."

"Good lad, good lad! How many acres of park have you got?"

"Of park?"

"Yes; we will reckon up the meadows presently, and the woods
afterwards."
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"Whereabouts, monsieur?" "At your chateau."

"Oh, monsieur le baron, | have neither chateau, nor park, nor mead-
Oows, nor woods."

"What have you got, then?"inquired Porthos, "and why do you call it a
country-seat?"

"I did not call it a country-seat, monsieur le baron," replied Planchet,
somewhat humiliated, "but a country-box."

"Ah, ah! | understand. You are modest."

“"No, monsieur le baron, | speak the plain truth. | have rooms for a
couple of friends, that's all."

"But in that case, whereabouts do your friends walk?"

"“In the first place, they can walk about the king's forest, which is very
beautiful."

"Yes, | know the forest is very fine," said Porthos; "nearly as beautiful
as my forest at Berry."

Planchet opened his eyes very wide. "Have you a forest of the same
kind as the forest at Fontainebleau, monsieur le baron?" he stammered
out.

"Yes; | have two, indeed, but the one at Berry is my favorite."

"Why so?" asked Planchet.

"Becausel don't know where it ends; and, also, becauseit is full of
poachers."

"How can the poachers make the forest so agreeable to you?"

"Becausethey hunt my game, and | hunt themNwhich, in these peace-
ful times, is for me a sufficiently pleasing picture of war on a small
scale."

They had reached this turn of conversation, when Planchet, looking
up, perceived the houses at the commencement of Fontainebleau, the
lofty outlines of which stood out strongly against the misty visage of the
heavens; whilst, rising above the compact and irregularly formed mass
of buildings, the pointed roofs of the chateau were clearly visible, the
slates of which glistened beneath the light of the moon, like the scalesof
an immense fish. "Gentlemen," said Planchet, "l have the honor to inform
you that we have arrived at Fontainebleau."
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e O

Chapter

Planchet's Country-House.

The cavaliers looked up, and saw that what Planchet had announced to
them was true. Ten minutes afterwards they were in the street called the
Rue de Lyon, on the opposite side of the hostelry of the Beau Paon. A
high hedge of bushy elders, hawthorn, and wild hops formed an impen-
etrable fence, behind which rose a white house, with a high tiled roof.
Two of the windows, which were quite dark, looked upon the street.
Between the two, a small door, with a porch supported by a couple of
pillars, formed the entrance to the house. The door was gained by a step
raised a little from the ground. Planchet got off his horse, asif he inten-
ded to knock at the door; but, on second thoughts, he took hold of his
horse by the bridle, and led it about thirty pacesfurther on, his two com-
panions following him. He then advanced about another thirty paces,
until he arrived at the door of a cart-house, lighted by an iron grating;
and, lifting up awooden latch, pushed open one of the folding-doors. He
entered first, leading his horse after him by the bridle, into a small court-
yard, where an odor met them which revealed their close vicinity to a
stable. "That smells all right," said Porthos, loudly, getting off his horse,
"and | almost begin to think | am near my own cows at Pierrefonds."

"l have only one cow," Planchet hastened to say modestly.

"And | have thirty," said Porthos; "or rather, | don't exactly know how
many | have."

When the two cavaliers had entered, Planchet fastened the door be-
hind them. In the meantime, D'Artagnan, who had dismounted with his
usual agility, inhaled the fresh perfumed air with the delight a Parisian
feels at the sight of green fields and fresh foliage, plucked a piece of hon-
eysuckle with one hand, and of sweet-briar with the other. Porthos
clawed hold of some peaswhich were twined round poles stuck into the
ground, and ate, or rather browsed upon them, shells and all: and
Planchet was busily engaged trying to wake up an old and infirm peas-
ant, who was fast asleep in a shed, lying on a bed of moss, and dressed in
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an old stable suit of clothes. The peasant, recognizing Planchet, called
him "the master," to the grocer's great satisfaction. "Stable the horses
well, old fellow, and you shall have something good for yourself," said
Planchet.

"Yes, yes; fine animals they are too," said the peasant."Oh! they shall
have as much as they like."

"Gently, gently, my man," said D'Artagnan, "we are getting on a little
too fast. A few oats and a good bedNnothing more."

"Some bran and water for my horse," said Porthos, "for it is very
warm, | think."

"Don't be afraid, gentlemen," replied Planchet; "Daddy Celestin is an
old gendarme, who fought at Ivry. He knows all about horses; so come
into the house." And he led the way along a well-sheltered walk, which
crossed a kitchen-garden, then a small paddock, and came out into a
little garden behind the house, the principal front of which, aswe have
already noticed, faced the street. As they approached, they could see,
through two open windows on the ground floor, which led into a sitting-
room, the interior of Planchet'sresidence. This room, softly lighted by a
lamp placed on the table, seemed, from the end of the garden, like a
smiling image of repose, comfort, and happiness. In every direction
where the rays of light fell, whether upon a piece of old china, or upon
an article of furniture shining from excessive neatness, or upon the
weapons hanging against the wall, the soft light was softly reflected; and
its rays seemedto linger everywhere upon something or another, agree-
able to the eye. The lamp which lighted the room, whilst the foliage of
jasmine and climbing roses hung in massesfrom the window-frames,
splendidly illuminated a damask table-cloth aswhite assnow. The table
was laid for two persons. Amber-colored wine sparkled in a long cut-
glass bottle; and a large jug of blue china, with a silver lid, was filled
with foaming cider. Near the table, in a high-backed armchair, reclined,
fast asleep,a woman of about thirty years of age, her face the very pic-
ture of health and freshness. Upon her knees lay a large cat, with her
paws folded under her, and her eyeshalf-closed, purring in that signific-
ant manner which, according to feline habits, indicates perfect content-
ment. The two friends paused before the window in complete
amazement, while Planchet, perceiving their astonishment, was in no
little degree secretly delighted at it.

"Ah! Planchet, you rascal," said D'Artagnan, "I now understand your
absences."
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"Oh, oh! there is some white linen!" said Porthos, in his turn, in a voice
of thunder. At the sound of this gigantic voice, the cat took flight, the
housekeeper woke up with a start, and Planchet, assuming a gracious
air, introduced his two companions into the room, where the table was
already laid.

"Permit me, my dear," he said, "to present to you Monsieur le Cheva-
lier d'Artagnan, my patron." D'Artagnan took the lady's hand in his in
the most courteous manner, and with precisely the same chivalrous air
as he would have taken Madame's.

"Monsieur le Baron du Vallon de Bracieux de Pierrefonds," added
Planchet. Porthos bowed with areverence which Anne of Austria would
have approved of.

It was then Planchet's turn, and he unhesitatingly embraced the lady
In question, not, however, until he had made a sign as if requesting
D'Artagnan's and Porthos's permission, a permission as a matter of
course frankly conceded. D'Artagnan complimented Planchet, and said,
"You are indeed a man who knows how to make life agreeable."

“Life, monsieur,” said Planchet, laughing, "is capital which a man
ought to invest as sensibly as he possibly can."

"And you get very good interest for yours," said Porthos, with a burst
of laughter like a peal of thunder.

Planchet turned to his housekeeper."You have before you," he said to
her, "the two gentlemen who influenced the greatest, gayest, grandest
portion of my life. | have spoken to you about them both very
frequently.”

"And about two others as well,” said the lady, with a very decided
Flemish accent.

"Madame is Dutch?" inquired D'Artagnan. Porthos curled his mus-
tache, a circumstance which was not lost upon D'Artagnan, who noticed
everything.

"I am from Antwerp," said the lady.

"And her name is Madame Getcher," said Planchet.

"You should not call her madame,"” said D'Artagnan.

"Why not?" asked Planchet.

"Because it would make her seem older every time you call her so."

"Well, | call her Truchen."

"And a very pretty name too," said Porthos.

“Truchen," said Planchet, "came to me from Flanders with her virtue
and two thousand florins. Sheran away from a brute of a husband who
was in the habit of beating her. Being myself a Picard born, | was always
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very fond of the Artesian women, and it is only a step from Artois to
Flanders; she came crying bitterly to her godfather, my predecessorin
the Rue des Lombards; she placed her two thousand florins in my estab-
lishment, which | have turned to very good account, and which have
brought her in ten thousand."

"Bravo, Planchet."

"Sheis free and well off; she has a cow, a maid servant and old Ce-
lestin at her orders; she mends my linen, knits my winter stockings; she
only seesme every fortnight, and seemsto make herself in all things tol-
erably happy.

"And indeed, gentlemen, | amvery happy and comfortable,” said
Truchen, with perfect ingenuousness.

Porthos began to curl the other side of his mustache. "The deuce,"
thought D'Artagnan, "can Porthos have any intentions in that quarter?"

In the meantime Truchen had set her cook to work, had laid the table
for two more, and covered it with every possible delicacy that could con-
vert a light supper into a substantial meal, a meal into a regular feast.
Fresh butter, salt beef, anchovies, tunny, a shopful of Planchet's com-
modities, fowls, vegetables,salad, fish from the pond and the river, game
from the forestNall the produce, in fact, of the province. Moreover,
Planchet returned from the cellar, laden with ten bottles of wine, the
glass of which could hardly be seenfor the thick coating of dust which
covered them. Porthos's heart beganto expand as he said, "I am hungry,"
and he sat himself beside Madame Truchen, whom he looked at in the
most killing manner. D'Artagnan seatedhimself on the other side of her,
while Planchet, discreetly and full of delight, took his seat opposite.

"Do not trouble yourselves," he said, "if Truchen should leave the table
now and then during supper; for she will have to look after your
bedrooms."

In fact, the housekeeper made her escapequite frequently, and they
could hear, on the first floor above them, the creaking of the wooden
bedsteadsand the rolling of the castorson the floor. While this was go-
ing on, the three men, Porthos especially, ate and drank gloriously,Nit
was wonderful to seethem. The ten full bottles were ten empty one by
the time Truchen returned with the cheese.D'Artagnan still preserved
his dignity and self-possession,but Porthos had lost a portion of his; and
the mirth soon beganto grow somewhat uproarious. D'Artagnan recom-
mended a new descentinto the cellar, and, as Planchet no longer walked
with the steadinessof a well-trained foot-soldier, the captain of the mus-
keteers proposed to accompany him. They set off, humming songs wild
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enough to frighten anybody who might be listening. Truchen remained
behind at table with Porthos. While the two wine-bibbers were looking
behind the firewood for what they wanted, a sharp report was heard like
the impact of a pair of lips on a lady's cheek.

"Porthos fancies himself at La Rochelle," thought D'Artagnan, as they
returned freighted with bottles. Planchet was singing so loudly that he
was incapable of noticing anything. D'Artagnan, whom nothing ever es-
caped, remarked how much redder Truchen's left cheek was than her
right. Porthos was sitting on Truchen's left, and was curling with both
his hands both sides of his mustache at once,and Truchen was looking at
him with a most bewitching smile. The sparkling wine of Anjou very
soon produced a remarkable effect upon the three companions.
D'Artagnan had hardly strength enough left to take a candlestick to light
Planchet up his own staircase.Planchet was pulling Porthos along, who
was following Truchen, who was herself jovial enough. It was
D'Artagnan who found out the rooms and the beds. Porthos threw him-
self into the one destined for him, after his friend had undressed him.
D'Artagnan got into his own bed, saying to himself, "Mordioux! | had
made up my mind never to touch that light-colored wine, which brings
my early camp days back again. Fie! fiel if my musketeers were only to
seetheir captain in such a state." And drawing the curtains of his bed, he
added, "Fortunately enough, though, they will not see me."

“The country is very amusing," said Porthos, stretching out his legs,
which passed through the wooden footboard, and made a tremendous
crash, of which, however, no one in the house was capable of taking the
slightest notice. By two o'clock in the morning every one was fast asleep.
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Chapter 6

Showing What Could Be Seen from Planchet's House.

The next morning found the three heroessleeping soundly. Truchen had
closed the outside blinds to keep the first rays of the sun from the
leaden-lidded eyes of her guests, like a kind, good housekeeper. It was
still perfectly dark, then, beneath Porthos's curtains and under Planchet's
canopy, when D'Artagnan, awakened by an indiscreet ray of light which
made its way through a peek-hole in the shutters, jumped hastily out of
bed, as if he wished to be the first at a forlorn hope. He took by assault
Porthos's room, which was next to his own. The worthy Porthos was
sleeping with a noise like distant thunder; in the dim obscurity of the
room his gigantic frame was prominently displayed, and his swollen fist
hung down outside the bed upon the carpet. D'Artagnan awoke Porthos,
who rubbed his eyes in a tolerably good humor. In the meantime
Planchet was dressing himself, and met at their bedroom doors his two
guests,who were still somewhat unsteady from their previous evening's
entertainment. Although it was yet very early, the whole household was
already up. The cook was mercilessly slaughtering in the poultry-yard;

Celestin was gathering white cherries in the garden. Porthos, brisk and
lively asever, held out his hand to Planchet's,and D'Artagnan requested
permission to embrace Madame Truchen. The latter, to show that she
bore no ill-will, approached Porthos, upon whom she conferred the same
favor. Porthos embraced Madame Truchen, heaving an enormous sigh.
Planchet took both his friends by the hand.

"l am going to show you over the house," he said; "when we arrived
last night it was asdark asan oven, and we were unable to seeanything;
but in broad daylight, everything looks different, and you will be satis-
fied, | hope."

“If we begin by the view you have here," said D'Artagnan, "that
charms me beyond everything; | have always lived in royal mansions,
you know, and royal personageshave tolerably sound ideas upon the se-
lection of points of view."
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"I am a great stickler for a good view myself," said Porthos. "At my
Chateau de Pierrefonds, | have had four avenueslaid out, and at the end
of each is a landscape of an altogether different character from the
others."

"You shall seemy prospect,” said Planchet; and he led his two gueststo
a window.

"Ah!" said D'Artagnan, "this is the Rue de Lyon."

"Yes, | have two windows on this side, a paltry, insignificant view, for
there is always that bustling and noisy inn, which is a very disagreeable
neighbor. | had four windows here, but | bricked up two."

“Let us go on," said D'Artagnan.

They entered a corridor leading to the bedrooms, and Planchet pushed
open the outside blinds.

"Hollo! what is that out yonder?" said Porthos.

"The forest," said Planchet. "It is the horizon,Na thick line of green,
which is yellow in the spring, green in the summer, red in the autumn,
and white in the winter."

"All very well, but it is like a curtain, which prevents one seeing a
greater distance."

"Yes," said Planchet; "still, one can see, at all events, everything that
intervenes."

"Ah, the open country," said Porthos. "But what is that | see out
there,Ncrosses and stones?"

"Ah, that is the cemetery," exclaimed D'Artagnan.

"Precisely," said Planchet; "l assureyou it is very curious. Hardly a day
passesthat some one is not buried there; for Fontainebleau is by no
means an inconsiderable place. Sometimeswe seeyoung girls clothed in
white carrying banners; at others, some of the town-council, or rich cit-
izens, with choristers and all the parish authorities; and then, too, we see
some of the officers of the king's household."

"l should not like that," said Porthos.

“There is not much amusement in it, at all events," said D'Artagnan.

"l assure you it encourages religious thoughts,"” replied Planchet.

"Oh, | don't deny that."

"But," continued Planchet, "we must all die one day or another, and |
once met with a maxim somewhere which | have remembered, that the
thought of death is a thought that will do us all good."

"I am far from saying the contrary," said Porthos.
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"But,” objected D'Artagnan, "the thought of green fields, flowers,
rivers, blue horizons, extensive and boundless plains, is no likely to do
us good."

“If | had any, | should be far from rejecting them," said Planchet; "but
possessing only this little cemetery, full of flowers, so moss-grown,
shady, and quiet, | am contented with it, and | think of those who live in
town, in the Rue des Lombards, for instance, and who have to listen to
the rumbling of a couple of thousand vehicles every day, and to the soul-
less tramp, tramp, tramp of a hundred and fifty thousand foot-
passengers."

"But living," said Porthos; "living, remember that."

“That is exactly the reason," said Planchet, timidly, "why | feel it does
me good to contemplate a few dead."

"Upon my word," said D'Artagnan, “"that fellow Planchet is born a
philosopher as well as a grocer."

"Monsieur,” said Planchet, "I am one of those good-humored sort of
men whom Heaven created for the purpose of living a certain span of
days, and of considering all good they meet with during their transitory
stay on earth."

D'Artagnan sat down closeto the window, and asthere seemedto be
something substantial in Planchet's philosophy, he mused over it.

"Ah, ah!" exclaimed Planchet, "if | am not mistaken, we are going to
have a representation now, for | think | heard something like chanting."”

"Yes," said D'Artagnan, "l hear singing too."

"Oh, it is only a burial of a very poor description,” said Planchet, dis-
dainfully; "the officiating priest, the beadle, and only one chorister boy,
nothing more. You observe, messieurs, that the defunct lady or gentle-
man could not have been of very high rank."

“No; no one seems to be following the coffin."

"Yes," said Porthos; "l see a man."

"You are right; a man wrapped in a cloak," said D'Artagnan.

“It's not worth looking at," said Planchet.

"l find it interesting," said D'Artagnan, leaning on the window-sill.

"Come, come, you are beginning to take a fancy to the place already,"
said Planchet, delightedly; "it is exactly my own case.l was so melan-
choly at first that | could do nothing but make the sign of the cross all
day, and the chants were like so many nails being driven into my head,;
but now, they lull me to sleep,and no bird | have ever seenor heard can
sing better than those which are to be met with in this cemetery."
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"Well," said Porthos, "this is beginning to get a little dull for me, and |
prefer going downstairs."

Planchet with one bound was beside his guest, whom he offered to
lead into the garden.

"What!" said Porthos to D'Artagnan, as he turned round, “are you go-
ing to remain here?"

"Yes, | will join you presently."

"Well, M. D'Artagnan is right, after all," said Planchet: "are they begin-
ning to bury yet?"

"Not yet."

"Ah! yes, the grave-digger is waiting until the cords are fastened
round the bier. But, see,a woman has just entered the cemetery at the
other end."

"Yes, yes, my dear Planchet,” said D'Artagnan, quickly, "leave me,
leave me; | feel | am beginning already to be much comforted by my
meditations, so do not interrupt me."

Planchet left, and D'Artagnan remained, devouring with his eager
gaze from behind the half-closed blinds what was taking place just be-
fore him. The two bearers of the corpse had unfastened the straps by
which they carried the litter, and were letting their burden glide gently
into the open grave. At a few paces distant, the man with the cloak
wrapped round him, the only spectator of this melancholy scene,was
leaning with his back against a large cypress-tree,and kept his face and
person entirely concealed from the grave-diggers and the priests; the
corpse was buried in five minutes. The grave having beenfilled up, the
priests turned away, and the grave-digger having addressed a few
words to them, followed them as they moved away. The man in the
mantle bowed asthey passedhim, and put a piece of gold into the grave-
digger's hand.

"Mordioux!" murmured D'Artagnan; "it is Aramis himself."

Aramis, in fact, remained alone, on that side at least; for hardly had he
turned his head when awoman's footsteps, and the rustling of her dress,
were heard in the path closeto him. He immediately turned round, and
took off his hat with the most ceremonious respect; he led the lady under
the shelter of some walnut and lime trees, which overshadowed a mag-
nificent tomb.

"Ah! who would have thought it,” said D'Artagnan; "the bishop of
Vannes at a rendezvous! He is still the same Abbe Aramis as he was at
Noisy-le-Sec.Yes,"he added, after a pause;"but asit is in a cemetery, the
rendezvous is sacred." But he almost laughed.

53



The conversation lasted for fully half an hour. D'Artagnan could not
seethe lady's face,for she kept her back turned towards him; but he saw
perfectly well, by the erect attitude of both the speakers, by their ges-
tures, by the measured and careful manner with which they glanced at
eachother, either by way of attack or defense,that they must be convers-
ing about any other subject than of love. At the end of the conversation
the lady rose, and bowed profoundly to Aramis.

"Oh, oh," said D'Artagnan; "this rendezvous finishes like one of a very
tender nature though. The cavalier kneels at the beginning, the young
lady by and by gets tamed down, and then it is she who hasto supplic-
ate. Who is this lady? | would give anything to ascertain."

This seemed impossible, however, for Aramis was the first to leave;
the lady carefully concealedher head and face,and then immediately de-
parted. D'Artagnan could hold out no longer; he ran to the window
which looked out on the Rue de Lyon, and saw Aramis entering the inn.
The lady was proceeding in quite an opposite direction, and seemed,in
fact, to be about to rejoin an equipage, consisting of two led horsesand a
carriage, which he could seestanding close to the borders of the forest.
Shewas walking slowly, her head bent down, absorbed in the deepest
meditation.

"Mordioux! Mordioux! | must and will learn who that woman is," said
the musketeer again; and then, without further deliberation, he setoff in
pursuit of her. As he was going along, he tried to think how he could
possibly contrive to make her raise her veil. "Sheis not young," he said,
"and is awoman of high rank in society. | ought to know that figure and
peculiar style of walk." As he ran, the sound of his spurs and of his boots
upon the hard ground of the street made a strange jingling noise; a fortu-
nate circumstance in itself, which he was far from reckoning upon. The
noise disturbed the lady; she seemedto fancy she was being either fol-
lowed or pursued, which was indeed the case, and turned round.
D'Artagnan started as if he had received a charge of small shot in his
legs, and then turning suddenly round asif he were going back the same
way he had come, he murmured, "Madame de Chevreuse!" D'Artagnan
would not go home until he had learnt everything. He asked Celestin to
inquire of the grave-digger whose body it was they had buried that
morning.

"A poor Franciscan mendicant friar," replied the latter, "who had not
even a dog to love him in this world, and to accompany him to his last
resting-place."
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"If that were really the case,"thought D'Artagnan, "we should not have
found Aramis present at his funeral. The bishop of Vannes is not pre-
cisely a dog asfar asdevotion goes:his scent,however, is quite askeen, |
admit."

55



Chapter 7

How Porthos, Truchen, and Planchet Parted with Each
Other on Friendly Terms, Thanks to D'Artagnan.

There was good living in Planchet's house. Porthos broke a ladder and
two cherry-trees, stripped the raspberry-bushes, and was only unable to
succeedin reaching the strawberry-beds on account, as he said, of his
belt. Truchen, who had become quite sociable with the giant, said that it
was not the belt so much ashis corporation; and Porthos, in a state of the
highest delight, embraced Truchen, who gathered him a pailful of the
strawberries, and made him eatthem out of her hands. D'Artagnan, who
arrived in the midst of these little innocent flirtations, scolded Porthos
for his indolence, and silently pitied Planchet. Porthos breakfasted with a
very good appetite, and when he had finished, he said, looking at
Truchen, "I could make myself very happy here." Truchen smiled at his
remark, and so did Planchet, but not without embarrassment.

D'Artagnan then addressed Porthos: "You must not let the delights of
Capua make you forget the real object of our journey to Fontainebleau."

"My presentation to the king?"

"Certainly. | am going to take a turn in the town to get everything
ready for that. Do not think of leaving the house, | beg."

"Oh, no!" exclaimed Porthos.

Planchet looked at D'Artagnan nervously.

"Will you be away long?" he inquired.

"No, my friend; and this very evening | will release you from two
troublesome guests."

"Oh! Monsieur d'Artagnan! can you sayN"

"No, no; you are a noble-hearted fellow, but your house is very small.
Such a house, with half a dozen acres of land, would be fit for a king,
and make him very happy, too. But you were not born a great lord."

"No more was M. Porthos," murmured Planchet.

"But he has become so, my good fellow; his income has been a hun-
dred thousand francs a year for the last twenty years, and for the last
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fifty years Porthos has been the owner of a couple of fists and a back-
bone, which are not to be matched throughout the whole realm of
France. Porthos is a man of the very greatest consequencecompared to
you, andE well, | need say no more, for | know you are an intelligent
fellow."

“No, no, monsieur, explain what you mean."

"Look at your orchard, how stripped it is, how empty your larder,
your bedstead broken, your cellar almost exhausted, look tooE at Ma-
dame TruchenN"

"Oh! my goodness gracious!" said Planchet.

"Madame Truchen is an excellent person,” continued D'Artagnan, "but
keep her for yourself, do you understand?" and he slapped him on the
shoulder.

Planchet at this moment perceived Porthos and Truchen sitting close
together in an arbor; Truchen, with a grace of manner peculiarly Flemish,
was making a pair of earrings for Porthos out of a double cherry, while
Porthos was laughing as amorously as Samsonin the company of Delil-
ah. Planchet pressed D'Artagnan’'s hand, and ran towards the arbor. We
must do Porthos the justice to say that he did not move as they ap-
proached, and, very likely, he did not think he was doing any harm. Nor
indeed did Truchen move either, which rather put Planchet out; but he,
too, had been so accustomed to seefashionable folk in his shop, that he
found no difficulty in putting a good countenance on what seemeddis-
agreeableor rude. Planchet seized Porthos by the arm, and proposed to
go and look at the horses, but Porthos pretended he was tired. Planchet
then suggestedthat the Baron du Vallon should taste some noyeau of his
own manufacture, which was not to be equaled anywhere; an offer the
baron immediately accepted;and, in this way, Planchet managed to en-
gage his enemy's attention during the whole of the day, by dint of sacrifi-
cing his cellar, in preference to his amour propre Two hours afterwards
D'Artagnan returned.

"Everything is arranged," he said; "I saw his majesty at the very mo-
ment he was setting off for the chase; the king expects us this evening."

"The king expectsme!" cried Porthos, drawing himself up. It is a sad
thing to have to confess,but a man's heart is like an ocean billow; for,
from that very moment Porthos ceasedto look at Madame Truchen in
that touching manner which had so softened her heart. Planchet encour-
aged these ambitious leanings as best as he could. He talked over, or
rather gave exaggeratedaccounts of all the splendors of the last reign, its
battles, sieges,and grand court ceremonies. He spoke of the luxurious
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display which the English made; the prizes the three brave companions
carried off; and how D'Artagnan, who at the beginning had been the
humblest of the four, finished by becoming the leader. He fired Porthos
with a generous feeling of enthusiasm by reminding him of his early
youth now passed away; he boasted as much as he could of the moral

life this great lord had led, and how religiously he respected the ties of
friendship; he was eloquent, and skillful in his choice of subjects. He
tickled Porthos, frightened Truchen, and made D'Artagnan think. At six
o'clock, the musketeer ordered the horsesto be brought round, and told

Porthos to get ready. He thanked Planchet for his kind hospitality,

whispered a few words about a post he might succeedin obtaining for
him at court, which immediately raised Planchetin Truchen's estimation,
where the poor grocerNso good, so generous, so devotedNhad become
much lowered ever since the appearance and comparison with him of
the two great gentlemen. Such, however, is a woman's nature; they are
anxious to possesswhat they have not got, and disdain it assoon asit is
acquired. After having rendered this service to his friend Planchet,
D'Artagnan said in alow tone of voice to Porthos: "That is a very beauti-
ful ring you have on your finger."

"It is worth three hundred pistoles," said Porthos.

"Madame Truchen will remember you better if you leave her that
ring," replied D'Artagnan, asuggestion which Porthos seemedto hesitate
to adopt.

"You think it is not beautiful enough, perhaps," said the musketeer. "
understand your feelings; a great lord such asyou would not think of ac-
cepting the hospitality of an old servant without paying him most hand-
somely for it: but | am sure that Planchetis too good-hearted a fellow to
remember that you have an income of a hundred thousand francs a
year."

"I have more than half a mind," said Porthos, flattered by the remark,
“to make Madame Truchen a present of my little farm at Bracieux; it has
twelve acres."

"It is too much, my good Porthos, too much just at presentE Keep it
for a future occasion."He then took the ring off Porthos's finger, and ap-
proaching Truchen, said to her:N"Madame, monsieur le baron hardly
knows how to entreat you, out of your regard for him, to acceptthis little
ring. M. du Vallon is one of the most generous and discreet men of my
acquaintance. He wished to offer you a farm that he has at Bracieux, but
| dissuaded him from it."

"Oh!" said Truchen, looking eagerly at the diamond.
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"Monsieur le baron!" exclaimed Planchet, quite overcome.

"My good friend," stammered out Porthos, delighted at having beenso
well represented by D'Artagnan. These several exclamations, uttered at
the same moment, made quite a pathetic winding-up of a day which
might have finished in a very ridiculous manner. But D'Artagnan was
there, and, on every occasion, wheresoever D'Artagnan exercised any
control, matters ended only just in the very way he wished and willed.
There were general embracings; Truchen, whom the baron's munificence
had restored to her proper position, very timidly, and blushing all the
while, presented her forehead to the great lord with whom she had been
on such very pretty terms the evening before. Planchet himself was over-
come by a feeling of genuine humility. Still, in the same generosity of
disposition, Porthos would have emptied his pockets into the hands of
the cook and of Celestin; but D'Artagnan stopped him.

“No," he said, "it is now my turn." And he gave one pistole to the wo-
man and two to the man; and the benedictions which were showered
down upon them would have rejoiced the heart of Harpagon himself,
and have rendered even him a prodigal.

D'Artagnan made Planchet lead them to the chateau, and introduced
Porthos into his own apartment, where he arrived safely without having
been perceived by those he was afraid of meeting.
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Chapter 8

The Presentation of Porthos at Court.

At seven o'clock the same evening, the king gave an audience to an am-
bassador from the United Provinces, in the grand reception-room. The
audience lasted a quarter of an hour. His majesty afterwards received
those who had been recently presented, together with a few ladies, who
paid their respectsfirst. In one corner of the salon, concealed behind a
column, Porthos and D'Artagnan were conversing together, waiting until
their turn arrived.

"Have you heard the news?" inquired the musketeer of his friend.

"No!"

"Well, look, then." Porthos raised himself on tiptoe, and saw M. Fou-
quet in full court dress, leading Aramis towards the king.

"Aramis!" said Porthos.

"Presented to the king by M. Fouquet."

"Ah!" ejaculated Porthos.

"For having fortified Belle-Isle," continued D'Artagnan.

"And |?"

"YouNoh, you! as| have already had the honor of telling you, are the
good-natured, kind-hearted Porthos; and sothey beggedyou to take care
of Saint-Mande a little."

"Ah!" repeated Porthos.

"But, happily, | was there," said D'Artagnan, "and presently it will
be my turn."

At this moment Fouquet addressed the king.

"Sire," he said, "l have a favor to solicit of your majesty. M. d'Herblay
IS not ambitious, but he knows when he can be of service. Your majesty
needs a representative at Rome, who would be able to exercisea power-
ful influence there; may | request a cardinal's hat for M. d'Herblay?" The
king started. "I do not often solicit anything of your majesty," said
Fouquet.
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“That is a reason, certainly," replied the king, who always expressed
any hesitation he might have in that manner, and to which remark there
was nothing to say in reply.

Fouquet and Aramis looked at each other. The king resumed: "M.
d'Herblay can serve us equally well in France; an archbishopric, for
instance."

"Sire," objected Fouquet, with a grace of manner peculiarly his own,
"your majesty overwhelms M. d'Herblay; the archbishopric may, in your
majesty's extreme kindness, be conferred in addition to the hat; the one
does not exclude the other."

The king admired the readiness which he displayed, and smiled, say-
ing: "D'Artagnan himself could not have answered better." He had no
sooner pronounced the name than D'Artagnan appeared.

"Did your majesty call me?" he said.

Aramis and Fouquet drew back a step, as if they were about to retire.

"Will your majesty allow me," said D'Artagnan quickly, as he led for-
ward Porthos, "to present to your majesty M. le Baron du Vallon, one of
the bravest gentlemen of France?"

As soon asAramis saw Porthos, he turned as pale asdeath, while Fou-
guet clenched his hands under his ruffles. D'Artagnan smiled blandly at
both of them, while Porthos bowed, visibly overcome before the royal
presence.

"Porthos here?" murmured Fouquet in Aramis's ear.

"Hush! deep treachery at work," hissed the latter.

"Sire," said D'Artagnan, "it is more than six years ago | ought to have
presented M. du Vallon to your majesty; but certain men resemble stars,
they move not one inch unless their satellites accompany them. The Plei-
ades are never disunited, and that is the reason | have selected, for the
purpose of presenting him to you, the very moment when you would see
M. d'Herblay by his side."

Aramis almost lost countenance. He looked at D'Artagnan with a
proud, haughty air, as though willing to accept the defiance the latter
seemed to throw down.

"Ah! these gentlemen are good friends, then?" said the king.

"Excellent friends, sire; the one can answer for the other. Ask M. de
Vannes now in what manner Belle-Isle was fortified?" Fouquet moved
back a step.

"Belle-Isle," said Aramis, coldly, "was fortified by that gentleman," and
he indicated Porthos with his hand, who bowed a second time. Louis
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could not withhold his admiration, though at the same time his suspi-
cions were aroused.

"Yes," said D'Artagnan, "but ask monsieur le baron whose assistance
he had in carrying the works out?"

"Aramis's," said Porthos, frankly; and he pointed to the bishop.

"What the deuce does all this mean?" thought the bishop, "and what
sort of a termination are we to expect to this comedy?"

"What!" exclaimed the king, "is the cardinal's, | mean this bishop's,
name Aramis?'

"His nom de guerrg said D'Artagnan.

"My nickname," said Aramis.

"A truce to modesty!" exclaimed D'Artagnan; "beneath the priest's
robe, sire, is concealedthe most brilliant officer, a gentleman of the most
unparalleled intrepidity, and the wisest theologian in your kingdom."

Louis raised his head. "And an engineer, also, it appears," he said, ad-
miring Aramis's calm, imperturbable self-possession.

"An engineer for a particular purpose, sire," said the latter.

"My companion in the musketeers, sire," said D'Artagnan, with great
warmth of manner, "the man who has more than a hundred times aided
your father's ministers by his adviceNM. d'Herblay, in a word, who,
with M. du Vallon, myself, and M. le Comte de la Fere,who is known to
your majesty, formed that quartette which was a good deal talked about
during the late king's reign, and during your majesty's minority."

"And who fortified Belle-Isle?" the king repeated, in a significant tone.

Aramis advanced and bowed: "In order to servethe son as| served the
father."

D'Artagnan looked very narrowly at Aramis while he uttered these
words, which displayed so much true respect, so much warm devotion,
such entire frankness and sincerity, that even he, D'Artagnan, the eternal
doubter, he, the almost infallible in judgment, was deceived by it. "A
man who lies cannot speak in such a tone as that," he said.

Louis was overcome by it. "In that case,"he said to Fouquet, who
anxiously awaited the result of this proof, "the cardinal's hat is promised.
Monsieur d'Herblay, | pledge you my honor that the first promotion
shall be yours. Thank M. Fouquet for it." Colbert overheard these words;
they stung him to the quick, and he left the salon abruptly. "And you,
Monsieur du Vallon," said the king, "what have you to ask?| am truly
pleasedto have it in my power to acknowledge the servicesof those who
were faithful to my father."
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"SireN" began Porthos, but he was unable to proceed with what he
was going to say.

"Sire," exclaimed D'Artagnan, "this worthy gentleman is utterly over-
powered by your majesty's presence,he who so valiantly sustained the
looks and the fire of a thousand foes. But, knowing what his thoughts
are, INwho am more accustomed to gaze upon the sunNcan translate
them: he needs nothing, absolutely nothing; his sole desire is to have the
happiness of gazing upon your majesty for a quarter of an hour."

"You shall sup with me this evening," said the king, saluting Porthos
with a gracious smile.

Porthos became crimson from delight and pride. The king dismissed
him, and D'Artagnan pushed him into the adjoining apartment, after he
had embraced him warmly.

"Sit next to me at table," said Porthos in his ear.

"Yes, my friend."

"Aramis is annoyed with me, | think."

"Aramis has never liked you so much as he does now. Fancy, it was |
who was the means of his getting the cardinal's hat."

"Of course," said Porthos. "By the by, does the king like his gueststo
eat much at his table?"

"It is a compliment to himself if you do," said D'Artagnan, "for he him-
self possesses a royal appetite.”
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Chapter

Explanations.

Aramis cleverly managed to effect a diversion for the purpose of finding
D'Artagnan and Porthos. He came up to the latter, behind one of the
columns, and, as he pressed his hand, said, "So you have escapedfrom
my prison?"

"Do not scold him," said D'Artagnan; "it was |, dear Aramis, who set
him free."

"Ah! my friend," replied Aramis, looking at Porthos, "could you not
have waited with a little more patience?"

D'Artagnan came to the assistanceof Porthos, who already began to
breathe hard, in sore perplexity.

"You see,you members of the Church are great politicians; we mere
soldiers come at once to the point. The facts are these: | went to pay
Baisemeaux a visitN"

Aramis pricked up his ears at this announcement.

"Stay!" said Porthos; "you make me remember that | have a letter from
Baisemeauxfor you, Aramis." And Porthos held out the bishop the letter
we have already seen.Aramis begged to be allowed to read it, and read
it without D'Artagnan feeling in the slightest degree embarrassedby the
circumstance that he was so well acquainted with the contents of it.
Besides, Aramis's face was so impenetrable, that D'Artagnan could not
but admire him more than ever; after he had read it, he put the letter into
his pocket with the calmest possible air.

"You were saying, captain?" he observed.

"l was saying," continued the musketeer, "that | had gone to pay Baise-
meaux a Vvisit on his majesty's service."

"On his majesty's service?" said Aramis.

"Yes," said D'Artagnan, "and, naturally enough, we talked about you
and our friends. | must say that Baisemeaux received me coldly; so |
soon took my leave of him. As | was returning, a soldier accosted me,
and said (no doubt as he recognized me, notwithstanding | was in
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private clothes), 'Captain, will you be good enough to read me the name
written on this envelope?' and | read, 'To Monsieur du Vallon, at M.
Fouquet's house, Saint-Mande.' The deuce, | said to myself, Porthos has
not returned, then, as| fancied, to Bell-Isle, or to Pierrefonds, but is at M.
Fouquet's house, at Saint-Mande; and as M. Fouquet is not at Saint-
Mande, Porthos must be quite alone, or, at all events, with Aramis; | will
go and see Porthos, and | accordingly went to see Porthos."

"Very good," said Aramis, thoughtfully.

"You never told me that," said Porthos.

"l had no time, my friend."

"And you brought back Porthos with you to Fontainebleau?"

"Yes, to Planchet's house."

"Does Planchet live at Fontainebleau?" inquired Aramis.

"Yes, near the cemetery," said Porthos, thoughtlessly.

"What do you mean by 'near the cemetery?" said Aramis,
suspiciously.

"Come," thought the musketeer, "since there is to be a squabble, let us
take advantage of it."

"Yes, the cemetery,” said Porthos. "Planchet is a very excellent fellow,
who makes very excellent preserves; but his house has windows which
look out upon the cemetery. And a confoundedly melancholy prospect it
is! So this morningN"

"This morning?" said Aramis, more and more excited.

D'Artagnan turned his back to them, and walked to the window,
where he began to play a march upon one of the panes of glass.

"Yes, this morning we saw a man buried there."

"Ah!"

"Very depressing, was it not? | should never be able to live in a house
where burials can always be seenfrom the window. D'Artagnan, on the
contrary, seems to like it very much."

"So D'Artagnan saw it as well?"

"Not simply sawit; he literally never took his eyes off the whole time."

Aramis started, and turned to look at the musketeer, but the latter was
engagedin earnestconversation with Saint-Aignan. Aramis continued to
guestion Porthos, and when he had squeezed all the juice out of this
enormous lemon, he threw the peel aside. He turned towards his friend
D'Artagnan, and clapping him on the shoulder, when Saint-Aignan had
left him, the king's supper having been announced, said, "D'Artagnan.”

"Yes, my dear fellow," he replied.

"We do not sup with his majesty, | believe?"
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"Well?N wedo."

“Can you give me ten minutes' conversation?"

“Twenty, if you like. His majesty will take quite that time to get prop-
erly seated at table."

"Where shall we talk, then?"

"Here, upon these seatsif you like; the king has left, we can sit down,
and the apartment is empty."

“Let us sit down, then."

They sat down, and Aramis took one of D'Artagnan’'s hands in his.

“Tell me, candidly, my dear friend, whether you have not counseled
Porthos to distrust me a little?"

"I admit, | have, but not asyou understand it. | saw that Porthos was
bored to death, and | wished, by presenting him to the king, to do for
him, and for you, what you would never do for yourselves."

"What is that?"

"Speak in your own praise."

"And you have done it most nobly; | thank you."

"And | brought the cardinal's hat a little nearer, just asit seemedto be
retreating from you."

"Ah! | admit that,” said Aramis, with a singular smile, "you are, in-
deed, not to be matched for making your friends' fortunes for them."

"You see,then, that | only acted with the view of making Porthos's for-
tune for him."

"I meant to have done that myself; but your arm reachesfarther than
ours."

It was now D'Artagnan's turn to smile.

"Come," said Aramis, "we ought to deal truthfully with eachother. Do
you still love me, D'Artagnan?"

"“The same as | used to do," replied D'Artagnan, without comprom-
ising himself too much by this reply.

“In that case,thanks; and now, for the most perfect frankness," said
Aramis; "you visited Belle-Isle on behalf of the king?"

"Pardieu!

"You wished to deprive us of the pleasure of offering Bell-Isle com-
pletely fortified to the king."

"But before | could deprive you of that pleasure, | ought to have been
made acquainted with your intention of doing so."

"You came to Belle-Isle without knowing anything?"
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"Of you! yes. How the devil could | imagine that Aramis had become
so clever an engineer as to be able to fortify like Polybius, or
Archimedes?"

“True. And yet you smelt me out over yonder?"

"Oh! yes."

"And Porthos, too?"

"I did not divine that Aramis was an engineer. | was only able to guess
that Porthos might have become one. There is a saying, one becomesan
orator, one is born a poet; but it has never beensaid, one is born Porthos,
and one becomes an engineer."

"Your wit is always amusing," said Aramis, coldly.

"Well, | will go on."

"Do. When you found out our secret,you made all the haste you could
to communicate it to the king."

"l certainly made as much haste as| could, since | saw that you were
making still more. When a man weighing two hundred and fifty pounds,
as Porthos does, rides post; when a gouty prelateNI beg your pardon,
but you yourself told me you were soNwhen a prelate scours the high-
wayNI naturally suppose that my two friends, who did not wish to be
communicative with me, had certain matters of the highest importance
to concealfrom me, and so | made as much hasteas my leannessand the
absence of gout would allow."

"Did it not occur to you, my dear friend, that you might be rendering
Porthos and myself a very sad service?"

"Yes, | thought it not unlikely; but you and Porthos made me play a
very ridiculous part at Belle-Isle."

"l beg your pardon,” said Aramis.

"Excuse me," said D'Artagnan.

"So that," pursued Aramis, "you now know everything?"

“No, indeed."

"You know | was obliged to inform M. Fouquet of what had
happened, in order that he would be able to anticipate what you might
have to tell the king?"

“That is rather obscure."

"Not at all: M. Fouquet has his enemiesNyou will admit that, |
suppose."

"Certainly."

"And one in particular."

"A dangerous one?"
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"A mortal enemy. Well, in order to counteract that man's influence, it
was necessarythat M. Fouquet should give the king a proof of his great
devotion to him, and of his readinessto make the greatest sacrifices. He
surprised his majesty by offering him Belle-Isle. If you had beenthe first
to reach Paris, the surprise would have been destroyed, it would have
looked as if we had yielded to fear."

"l understand."

“That is the whole mystery," said Aramis, satisfied that he had at last
guite convinced the musketeer.

"Only," said the latter, "it would have been more simple to have taken
me aside, and said to me, 'My dear D'Artagnan, we are fortifying Belle-
Isle, and intend to offer it to the king. Tell us frankly, for whom you are
acting. Are you a friend of M. Colbert, or of M. Fouquet?' Perhaps |
should not have answered you, but you would have added,N'Are you
my friend?' | should have said 'Yes." Aramis hung down his head. "In
this way," continued D'Artagnan, "you would have paralyzed my move-
ments, and | should have gone to the king, and said, 'Sire, M. Fouquet is
fortifying Belle-Isle, and exceedingly well, too; but here is a note, which
the governor of Belle-Isle gave me for your majesty;' or, 'M. Fouquet is
about to wait upon your majesty to explain his intentions with regard to
it." 1 should not have beenplaced in an absurd position; you would have
enjoyed the surprise so long planned, and we should not have had any
occasion to look askant at each other when we met."

"While, on the contrary,” replied Aramis, "you have acted altogether as
one friendly to M. Colbert. And you really are a friend of his, | suppose?"

"Certainly not, indeed!" exclaimed the captain. "M. Colbert is a mean
fellow, and | hate him as | used to hate Mazarin, but without fearing
him."

"Well, then," said Aramis, "I love M. Fouquet, and his interests are
mine. You know my position. | have no property or meanswhatever. M.
Fouguet gave me several livings, a bishopric as well; M. Fouquet has
served and obliged me like the generous-hearted man he is, and | know
the world sufficiently well to appreciate a kindness when | meet with
one. M. Fouquet has won my regard, and | have devoted myself to his
service."

"You could not possibly do better. You will find him a very liberal
master."

Aramis bit his lips; and then said, "The best a man could possibly
have." He then paused for a minute, D'Artagnan taking good care not to
interrupt him.
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"l suppose you know how Porthos got mixed up in all this?"

“No," said D'Artagnan; "I am curious, of course, but | never question a
friend when he wishes to keep a secret from me."

"Well, then, | will tell you."

"It is hardly worth the trouble, if the confidence is to bind me in any
way."

"Oh! do not be afraid.; there is no man whom | love better than
Porthos, becausehe is so simple-minded and good-natured. Porthos is so
straightforward in everything. Since | have become a bishop, | have
looked for these primeval natures, which make me love truth and hate
intrigue.”

D'Artagnan stroked his mustache, but said nothing.

"I saw Porthos and again cultivated his acquaintance; his own time
hanging idly on his hands, his presencerecalled my earlier and better
days without engaging me in any present evil. | sent for Porthos to come
to Vannes. M. Fouquet, whose regard for me is very great, having learnt
that Porthos and | were attached to each other by old ties of friendship,
promised him increase of rank at the earliest promotion, and that is the
whole secret."

"l shall not abuse your confidence," said D'Artagnan.

"l am sure of that, my dear friend; no one has a finer senseof honor
than yourself."

"| flatter myself that you are right, Aramis."

"And now"Nand here the prelate looked searchingly and scrutiniz-
ingly at his friendN"now let us talk of ourselves and for ourselves; will
you becomeone of M. Fouquet's friends? Do not interrupt me until you
know what that means."

"Well, | am listening."

"Will you become a marechal of France, peer, duke, and the possessor
of a duchy, with a million of francs?"

"But, my friend,” replied D'Artagnan, "what must one do to get all
that?"

"Belong to M. Fouquet."

"But | already belong to the king."

"Not exclusively, | suppose.”

"Oh! a D'Artagnan cannot be divided."

"You have, | presume, ambitions, as noble hearts like yours have."

"Yes, certainly | have."

"Well?"
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"Well! | wish to be a marechal; the king will make me marechal, duke,
peer; the king will make me all that."

Aramis fixed a searching look upon D'Artagnan.

“Is not the king master?" said D'Artagnan.

“No one disputes it; but Louis Xlll. was master also."

"Oh! my dear friend, between Richelieu and Louis XIll. stood no
D'Artagnan,” said the musketeer, very quietly.

“There are many stumbling-blocks round the king," said Aramis.

“Not for the king's feet."

"Very likely not; stillN"

"One moment, Aramis; | observe that every one thinks of himself, and
never of his poor prince; | will maintain myself maintaining him."

"And if you meet with ingratitude?"

"The weak alone are afraid of that."

"You are quite certain of yourself?"

"l think so."

"Still, the king may some day have no further need for you!"

"On the contrary, | think his need of me will soon be greater than ever;
and hearken, my dear fellow, if it became necessaryto arrest a new
Conde, who would do it? ThisNthis alone in France!" and D'Artagnan
struck his sword, which clanked sullenly on the tesselated floor.

"You are right," said Aramis, turning very pale; and then he rose and
pressed D'Artagnan's hand.

“That is the last summons for supper,” said the captain of the musket-
eers; "will you excuse me?"

Aramis threw his arm round the musketeer's neck, and said, "A friend
like you is the brightest jewel in the royal crown." And they immediately
separated.

“I was right,” mused D'Artagnan; "there is, indeed, something
strangely serious stirring."

"We must hasten the explosion,” breathed the coming cardinal, "for
D'Artagnan has discovered the existence of a plot."
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Chapter 1 O

Madame and De Guiche.

It will not be forgotten how Comte de Guiche left the queen-mother's
apartments on the day when Louis XIV. presented La Valliere with the
beautiful bracelets he had won in the lottery. The comte walked to and
fro for sometime outside the palace,in the greatestdistress, from athou-
sand suspicions and anxieties with which his mind was beset. Presently
he stopped and waited on the terrace opposite the grove of trees, watch-
ing for Madame's departure. More than half an hour passedaway; and
as he was at that moment quite alone, the comte could hardly have had
any very diverting ideas at his command. He drew his tables from his
pocket, and, after hesitating over and over again, determined to write
these words:N"Madame, | implore you to grant me one moment's con-
versation. Do not be alarmed at this request, which contains nothing in
any way opposed to the profound respectwith which | subscribe myself,
etc., etc." He had signed and folded this singular love-letter, when he
suddenly observed several ladies leaving the chateau, and afterwards
several courtiers too; in fact, almost every one that formed the queen's
circle. He saw La Valliere herself, then Montalais talking with Malicorne;
he watched the departure of the very last of the numerous guests that
had a short time before thronged the queen-mother's cabinet.

Madame herself had not yet passed; she would be obliged, however,
to crossthe courtyard in order to enter her own apartments; and, from
the terrace where he was standing, De Guiche could seeall that was go-
ing on in the courtyard. At last he saw Madame leave, attended by a
couple of pages,who were carrying torches before her. Shewas walking
very quickly; as soon as she reached the door, she said:

"Let some one go and look for De Guiche: he hasto render an account
of a mission he had to discharge for me; if he should be disengaged, re-
guest him to be good enough to come to my apartment.”

De Guiche remained silent, hidden in the shade; but as soon as Ma-
dame had withdrawn, he darted from the terrace down the steps and
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assumed a most indifferent air, so that the pageswho were hurrying to-
wards his rooms might meet him.

"Ah! it is Madame, then, who is seeking me!" he said to himself, quite
overcome; and he crushed in his hand the now worse than useless letter.

"M. le comte," said one of the pages, approaching him, "we are indeed
most fortunate in meeting you."

"Why so, messieurs?"

"A command from Madame."

"From Madame!" said De Guiche, looking surprised.

"Yes, M. le comte, her royal highness has been asking for you; she ex-
pectsto hear, shetold us, the result of a commission you had to execute
for her. Are you at liberty?"

"l am quite at her royal highness's orders."

"Will you have the goodness to follow us, then?"

When De Guiche entered the princess's apartments, he found her pale
and agitated. Montalais was standing at the door, evidently uneasy
about what was passing in her mistress's mind. De Guiche appeared.

"Ah! is that you, Monsieur de Guiche?" said Madame; "come in, | beg.
Mademoiselle de Montalais, | do not require your attendance any
longer."

Montalais, more puzzled than ever, courtesied and withdrew. De
Guiche and the princess were left alone. The come had every advantage
in his favor; it was Madame who had summoned him to a rendezvous.
But how was it possible for the comte to make use of this advantage?
Madame was so whimsical, and her disposition so changeable.Shesoon
allowed this to be perceived, for, suddenly, opening the conversation,
she said: "Well! have you nothing to say to me?"

He imagined she must have guessed his thoughts; he fancied (for
those who are in love are thus constituted, being as credulous and blind
as poets or prophets), he fancied she knew how ardent was his desire to
see her, and also the subject uppermost in his mind.

"Yes, Madame," he said, "and | think it very singular."

“The affair of the bracelets," she exclaimed, eagerly, "you mean that, |
suppose?"

"Yes, Madame."

"And you think the king is in love; do you not?"

Guiche looked at her for some time; her eyes sank under his gaze,
which seemed to read her very heart.

"l think," he said, "that the king may possibly have had an idea of an-
noying some one; were it not for that, the king would hardly show

72



himself so earnestin his attentions as he is; he would not run the risk of
compromising, from mere thoughtlessness of disposition, a young girl
against whom no one has been hitherto able to say a word."

“Indeed! the bold, shameless girl," said the princess, haughtily.

"l can positively assure your royal highness," said De Guiche, with a
firmness marked by great respect, "that Mademoiselle de la Valliere is
beloved by a man who merits every respect, for he is a brave and honor-
able gentleman."

"Bragelonne?"

"My friend; yes, Madame."

"Well, and though he is your friend, what does that matter to the
king?"

"The king knows that Bragelonne is affianced to Mademoiselle de la
Valliere; and as Raoul has served the king most valiantly, the king will
not inflict an irreparable injury upon him."

Madame beganto laugh in a manner that produced a sinister impres-
sion upon De Guiche.

"l repeat, Madame, | do not believe the king is in love with Mademois-
elle de la Valliere; and the proof that | do not believe it is, that | was
about to ask you whose amour propreit is likely the king is desirous of
wounding? You, who are well acquainted with the whole court, can per-
haps assistme in ascertaining that; and assuredly, with greater certainty,
since it is everywhere said that your royal highness is on very friendly
terms with the king."

Madame bit her lips, and, unable to assign any good and sufficient
reasons,changed the conversation. "Prove to me," she said, fixing on him
one of those looks in which the whole soul seemsto passinto the eyes,
“prove to me, | say, that you intended to interrogate me at the very mo-
ment | sent for you."

De Guiche gravely drew from his pocket the now crumpled note that
he had written, and showed it to her.

"Sympathy," she said.

"Yes," said the comte, with an indescribable tenderness of tone,
"sympathy. | have explained to you how and why | sought you; you,
however, have yet to tell me, Madame, why you sent for me."

“True," replied the princess. She hesitated, and then suddenly ex-
claimed, "Those bracelets will drive me mad."

"You expected the king would offer them to you," replied De Guiche.

"Why not?"
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"But before you, Madame, before you, his sister-in-law, was there not
the queen herself to whom the king should have offered them?"

"Before La Valliere," cried the princess, wounded to the quick, "could
he not have presented them to me? Was there not the whole court, in-
deed, to choose from?"

"l assureyou, Madame," said the comte, respectfully, "that if any one
heard you speak in this manner, if any one were to seehow red your
eyesare, and, Heaven forgive me, to see,too, that tear trembling on your
eyelids, it would be said that your royal highness was jealous."

"Jealous!" said the princess, haughtily, "jealous of La Valliere!"

She expected to seeDe Guiche yield beneath her scornful gesture and
her proud tone; but he simply and boldly replied, "Jealousof La Valliere;
yes, Madame."

"Am | to suppose, monsieur," she stammered out, "that your objectis
to insult me?"

"It is not possible, Madame," replied the comte, slightly agitated, but
resolved to master that fiery nature.

"Leave the room!" said the princess, thoroughly exasperated, De
Guiche's coolnessand silent respecthaving made her completely lose her
temper.

De Guiche fell back a step, bowed slowly, but with great respect,drew
himself up, looking as white as his lace cuffs, and, in a voice slightly
trembling, said, "It was hardly worth while to have hurried here to be
subjected to this unmerited disgrace." And he turned away with hasty
steps.

He had scarcely gone half a dozen paceswhen Madame darted like a
tigress after him, seized him by the cuff, and making him turn round
again, said, trembling with passion as she did so, "The respectyou pre-
tend to have is more insulting than the insult itself. Insult me, if you
please, but at least speak."

"Madame," said the comte, gently, as he drew his sword, "thrust this
blade into my heart, rather than kill me by degrees."

At the look he fixed upon her,Na look full of love, resolution, and des-
pair, even,Nshe knew how readily the comte, so outwardly calm in ap-
pearance,would passhis sword through his own breastif she added an-
other word. She tore the blade from his hands, and, pressing his arm
with a feverish impatience, which might pass for tenderness, said, "Do
not be too hard upon me, comte. You see how | am suffering, and yet
you have no pity for me."
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Tears, the cries of this strange attack, stifled her voice. As soon as De
Guiche saw her weep, he took her in his arms and carried her to an arm-
chair; in another moment she would have been suffocated.

"Oh, why," he murmured, ashe knelt by her side, "why do you conceal
your troubles from me? Do you love any oneNtell me? It would kill me,
| know, but not until | should have comforted, consoled, and served you
even."

"And do you love me to that extent?" she replied, completely
conquered.

"l do indeed love you to that extent, Madame."

She placed both her hands in his. "My heart is indeed another's," she
murmured in solow atone that her voice could hardly be heard; but he
heard it, and said, "Is it the king you love?"

Shegently shook her head, and her smile was like a clear bright streak
in the clouds, through which after the tempest has passed one almost
fancies Paradiseis opening. "But," she added, "there are other passionsin
a high-born heart. Love is poetry; but the real life of the heart is pride.
Comte, | was born on athrone, | am proud and jealous of my rank. Why
does the king gather such unworthy objects round him?"

"Once more, | repeat,” said the comte, "you are acting unjustly towards
that poor girl, who will one day be my friend's wife."

"Are you simple enough to believe that, comte?"

“If 1 did not believe it," he said, turning very pale, "Bragelonne should
be informed of it to-morrow; indeed he should, if | thought that poor La
Valliere had forgotten the vows she had exchangedwith Raoul. But no, it
would be cowardly to betray a woman's secret;it would be criminal to
disturb a friend's peace of mind."

"You think, then," said the princess, with awild burst of laughter, "that
ignorance is happiness?”

"l believe it," he replied.

"Prove it to me, then," she said, hurriedly.

"It is easily done, Madame. It is reported through the whole court that
the king loves you, and that you return his affection."

"Well?" she said, breathing with difficulty.

"Well; admit for a moment that Raoul, my friend, had come and said
to me, 'Yes, the king loves Madame, and has made an impression upon
her heart,’ | possibly should have slain Raoul."”

"It would have been necessary,"said the princess, with the obstinacy
of awoman who feels herself not easily overcome, "for M. de Bragelonne
to have had proofs before he ventured to speak to you in that manner."
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"Such, however, is the case,"replied De Guiche, with a deep sigh,
“that, not having been warned, | have never examined into the matter
seriously; and | now find that my ignorance has saved my life."

"So, then, you drive selfishnessand coldnessto that extent,” said Ma-
dame, "that you would let this unhappy young man continue to love La
Valliere?"

"I would, until La Valliere's guilt were revealed."

"But the bracelets?"

"Well, Madame, since you yourself expectedto receive them from the
king, what can | possibly say?"

The argument was a telling one, and the princess was overwhelmed
by it, and from that moment her defeat was assured. But as her heart and
mind were instinct with noble and generous feelings, she understood De
Guiche's extreme delicacy. She saw that in his heart he really suspected
that the king was in love with La Valliere, and that he did not wish to re-
sort to the common expedient of ruining arival in the mind of awoman,
by giving the latter the assuranceand certainty that this rival's affections
were transferred to another woman. She guessedthat his suspicions of
La Valliere were aroused, and that, in order to leave himself time for his
convictions to undergo a change, so asnot to ruin Louise utterly, he was
determined to pursue a certain straightforward line of conduct. She
could read so much real greatnessof character, and such true generosity
of disposition in her lover, that her heart really warmed with affection
towards him, whose passion for her was so pure and delicate. Despite
his fear of incurring her displeasure, De Guiche, by retaining his position
as a man of proud independence of feeling and deep devotion, became
almost a hero in her estimation, and reduced her to the state of a jealous
and little-minded woman. Sheloved him for this so tenderly, that she
could not refuse to give him a proof of her affection.

"Seehow many words we have wasted," she said, taking his hand,
"suspicions, anxieties, mistrust, sufferingsNI think we have enumerated
all those words."

"Alas! Madame, yes."

"Efface them from your heart as| drive them from mine. Whether La
Valliere does or does not love the king, and whether the king does or
does not love La ValliereNfrom this moment you and | will draw a dis-
tinction in the two characters| have to perform. You open your eyesso
wide that | am sure you hardly understand me."

"You are so impetuous, Madame, that | always tremble at the fear of
displeasing you."
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"And seehow he trembles now, poor fellow," she said, with the most
charming playfulness of manner. "Yes, monsieur, | have two characters
to perform. | am the sister of the king, the sister-in-law of the king's wife.
In this character ought | not to take an interest in these domestic in-
trigues? Come, tell me what you think?"

"As little as possible, Madame."

"Agreed, monsieur; but it is a question of dignity; and then, you know,
| am the wife of the king's brother." De Guiche sighed. "A circumstance,"
she added, with an expression of great tenderness, "which will remind
you that | am always to be treated with the profoundest respect." De
Guiche fell at her feet, which he kissed, with the religious fervor of a
worshipper. "And | begin to think that, really and truly, | have another
character to perform. | was almost forgetting it."

"Name it, oh! name it," said De Guiche.

"l am a woman," she said, in a voice lower than ever, "and | love." He
rose, she opened her arms, and their lips met. A footstep was heard be-
hind the tapestry, and Mademoiselle de Montalais appeared.

"What do you want?" said Madame.

"M. de Guiche is wanted," replied Montalais, who was just in time to
seethe agitation of the actors of thesefour characters;for De Guiche had
consistently carried out his part with heroism.
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Chapter 1 1

Montalais and Malicorne.

Montalais was right. M. de Guiche, thus summoned in every direction,
was very much exposed, from such a multiplication of business, to the
risk of not attending to any. It so happened that, considering the awk-
wardness of the interruption, Madame, notwithstanding her wounded
pride, and secret anger, could not, for the moment at least, reproach
Montalais for having violated, in so bold a manner, the semi-royal order
with which she had beendismissed on De Guiche's entrance. De Guiche,
also, lost his presenceof mind, or, it would be more correct to say, had
already lost it, before Montalais's arrival, for, scarcely had he heard the
young girl's voice, than, without taking leave of Madame, asthe most or-
dinary politeness required, even between persons equal in rank and sta-
tion, he fled from her presence, his heart tumultuously throbbing, and
his brain on fire, leaving the princess with one hand raised, as though to
bid him adieu. Montalais was at no loss, therefore, to perceive the agita-
tion of the two loversNthe one who fled was agitated, and the one who
remained was equally so.

"Well," murmured the young girl, as she glanced inquisitively round
her, "this time, at least, | think | know as much asthe most curious wo-
man could possibly wish to know." Madame felt so embarrassedby this
inquisitorial look, that, asif she heard Montalais's muttered side remark,
she did not speak a word to her maid of honor, but, casting down her
eyes, retired at once to her bedroom. Montalais, observing this, stood
listening for a moment, and then heard Madame lock and bolt her door.
By this she knew that the rest of the evening was at her own disposal;
and making, behind the door which had just been closed, a gesture
which indicated but little real respectfor the princess, shewent down the
staircase in search of Malicorne, who was very busily engaged at that
moment in watching a courier, who, covered with dust, had just left the
Comte de Guiche's apartments. Montalais knew that Malicorne was en-
gaged in a matter of someimportance; shetherefore allowed him to look
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and stretch out his neck as much as he pleased; and it was only when
Malicorne had resumed his natural position, that she touched him on the
shoulder. "Well," said Montalais, "what is the latest intelligence you
have?"

"M. de Guiche is in love with Madame."

"Fine news, truly! I know something more recent than that."

"Well, what do you know?"

“That Madame is in love with M. de Guiche."

“The one is the consequence of the other.”

“Not always, my good monsieur."

“Is that remark intended for me?"

"Present company always excepted."

"Thank you," said Malicorne. "Well, and in the other direction, what is
stirring?"

“The king wished, this evening, after the lottery, to see Mademoiselle
de la Valliere."

"Well, and he has seen her?"

“No, indeed!"

"What do you mean by that?"

"The door was shut and locked."

"So thatN"

"Sothat the king was obliged to go back again, looking very sheepish,
like a thief who has forgotten his crowbar."

"Good."

"And in the third place?" inquired Montalais.

“The courier who has just arrived for De Guiche came from M. de
Bragelonne."

"Excellent," said Montalais, clapping her hands together.

"Why so?"

"Becausewe have work to do. If we get weary now, something un-
lucky will be sure to happen.”

"We must divide the work, then," said Malicorne, "in order to avoid
confusion.”

"Nothing easier,"replied Montalais. "Three intrigues, carefully nursed,
and carefully encouraged, will produce, one with another, and taking a
low average, three love letters a day."

"Oh!" exclaimed Malicorne, shrugging his shoulders, "you cannot
mean what you say, darling; three letters a day, that may do for senti-
mental common people. A musketeer on duty, ayoung girl in a convent,
may exchangeletters with their lovers once a day, perhaps, from the top
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of a ladder, or through ahole in the wall. A letter contains all the poetry
their poor little hearts have to boast of. But the caseswe have in hand re-
quire to be dealt with very differently."

"Well, finish," said Montalais, out of patience with him. "Some one
may come."

"Finish! Why, | am only at the beginning. | have still three points asyet
untouched."

"Upon my word, he will be the death of me, with his Flemish indiffer-
ence," exclaimed Montalais.

"And you will drive me mad with your Italian vivacity. | was going to
say that our lovers here will be writing volumes to eachother. But what
are you driving at?"

"At this. Not one of our lady correspondents will be able to keep the
letters they may receive."

"Very likely."

"M. de Guiche will not be able to keep his either."

“That is probable."

"Very well, then; | will take care of all that."

"That is the very thing that is impossible," said Malicorne.

"Why so?"

"Becauseyou are not your own mistress; your room is as much La
Valliere's asyours; and there are certain persons who will think nothing
of visiting and searching a maid of honor's room; so that | am terribly
afraid of the queen,who is asjealous asa Spaniard; of the queen-mother,
who is as jealous as a couple of Spaniards; and, last of all, of Madame
herself, who has jealousy enough for ten Spaniards."

"You forgot some one else."

"Who?"

"Monsieur."

"l was only speaking of the women. Let us add them up, then: we will
call Monsieur, No. 1."

"De Guiche?"

"No. 2."

“The Vicomte de Bragelonne?"

"No. 3."

"And the king, the king?"

“No. 4. Of course the king, who not only will be more jealous, but
more powerful than all the rest put together. Ah, my dear!"

"Well?"

“Into what a wasp's nest you have thrust yourself!"
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"And as yet not quite far enough, if you will follow me into it."

"Most certainly | will follow you where you like. YetN"

"Well, yetN"

"While we have time, | think it will be prudent to turn back."

“But I, on the contrary, think the wisest course to take is to put
ourselves at once at the head of all these intrigues."

"You will never be able to do it."

"With you, | could superintend ten of them. | am in my element, you
must know. | was born to live at the court, asthe salamander is made to
live in the fire."

"Your comparison does not reassure me in the slightest degree in the
world, my dear Montalais. | have heard it said, and by learned men too,
that, in the first place, there are no salamanders at all, and that, if there
had been any, they would have beeninfallibly baked or roasted on leav-
ing the fire."

"Your learned men may be very wise as far as salamanders are con-
cerned, but they would never tell you what | can tell you; namely, that
Aure de Montalais is destined, before a month is over, to becomethe first
diplomatist in the court of France."

"Be it so, but on condition that | shall be the second."

"Agreed; an offensive and defensive alliance, of course."

"Only be very careful of any letters."

"l will hand them to you as | receive them."

"What shall we tell the king about Madame?"

“That Madame is still in love with his majesty."

"What shall we tell Madame about the king?"

“That she would be exceedingly wrong not to humor him."

"What shall we tell La Valliere about Madame?"

"Whatever we choose, for La Valliere is in our power."

"How so?"

"Every way."

"What do you mean?"

“In the first place, through the Vicomte de Bragelonne."

"Explain yourself."

"You do not forget, | hope, that Monsieur de Bragelonne has written
many letters to Mademoiselle de la Valliere."

"l forget nothing."

"Well, then, it was | who received, and | who intercepted those letters."

"And, consequently, it is you who have them still?"

"Yes."
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"Where,Nhere?"

"Oh, no; | have them safe at Blois, in the little room you know well
enough.”

"That dear little room,Nthat darling little room, the ante-chamber of
the palace | intend you to live in one of these days. But, | beg your par-
don, you said that all those letters are in that little room?"

"Yes."

"Did you not put them in a box?"

"Of course;in the same box where | put all the letters | received from
you, and where | put mine also when your businessor your amusements
prevented you from coming to our rendezvous."

"Ah, very good," said Malicorne.

"Why are you satisfied?"

"Becausel seethere is a possibility of not having to run to Blois after
the letters, for | have them here."

"You have brought the box away?"

"It was very dear to me, because it belonged to you."

"Be sure and take care of it, for it contains original documents that will
be of priceless value by and by."

"I am perfectly well aware of that indeed, and that is the very reason
why | laugh as | do, and with all my heart, too."

"And now, one last word."

"Why last?'

"Do we need any one to assist us?"

"No one."

"Valets or maid-servants?"

"Bad policy. You will give the letters,Nyou will receive them. Oh! we
must have no pride in this affair, otherwise M. Malicorne and Ma-
demoiselle Aure, not transacting their own affairs themselves, will have
to make up their minds to see them done by others."

"You are quite right; but what is going on yonder in M. de Guiche's
room?"

"Nothing; he is only opening his window."

“Let us be gone." And they both immediately disappeared, all the
terms of the contract being agreed on.

The window just opened was, in fact, that of the Comte de Guiche. It
was not alone with the hope of catching a glimpse of Madame through
her curtains that he seated himself by the open window for his preoccu-
pation of mind had at that time a different origin. He had just received,
as we have already stated, the courier who had been dispatched to him
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by Bragelonne, the latter having written to De Guiche a letter which had
made the deepestimpression upon him, and which he had read over and
over again. "Strange, strange!" he murmured. "How irresponsible are the
means by which destiny hurries men onward to their fate!" Leaving the
window in order to approach nearer to the light, he once more read the
letter he had just received:N

"CALAIS.

"MY DEAR COUNT,NI found M. de Wardes at Calais; he has been
seriously wounded in an affair with the Duke of Buckingham. De
Wardes is, as you know, unquestionably brave, but full of malevolent
and wicked feelings. He conversed with me about yourself, for whom,
he says,he hasawarm regard, also about Madame, whom he considersa
beautiful and amiable woman. He has guessedyour affection for a cer-
tain person. He also talked to me about the lady for whom | have so ar-
dent aregard, and showed the greatestinterest on my behalf in express-
ing a deep pity for me, accompanied, however, by dark hints which
alarmed me at first, but which | at last looked upon as the result of his
usual love of mystery. These are the facts: he had received news of the
court; you will understand, however, that it was only through M. de Lor-
raine. The report goes,so saysthe news, that a change has taken place in
the king's affections. You know whom that concerns. Afterwards, the
news continues, people are talking about one of the maids of honor, re-
specting whom various slanderous reports are being circulated. These
vague phraseshave not allowed me to sleep.| have beendeploring, ever
since yesterday, that my diffidence and vacillation of purpose, notwith-
standing a certain obstinacy of character | may possess,have left me un-
able to reply to theseinsinuations. In a word, M. de Wardes was setting
off for Paris, and | did not delay his departure with explanations; for it
seemed rather hard, | confess,to cross-examine a man whose wounds
are hardly yet closed. In short, he travelled by short stages, as he was
anxious to leave, he said, in order to be present at a curious spectaclethe
court cannot fail to offer within a short time. He added a few congratu-
latory words accompanied by vague sympathizing expressions.| could
not understand the one any more than the other. | was bewildered by my
own thoughts, and tormented by a mistrust of this man,Na mistrust
which, you know better than any one else, | have never been able to
overcome. As soon as he left, my perceptions seemedto become clearer.
It is hardly possible that a man of De Wardes's character should not have
communicated something of his own malicious nature to the statements
he made to me. It is not unlikely, therefore, that in the strange hints De
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Wardes threw out in my presence,there may be a mysterious significa-
tion, which | might have some difficulty in applying either to myself or
to some one with whom you are acquainted. Being compelled to leave as
soon as possible, in obedience to the king's commands, the idea did not
occur to me of running after De Wardes in order to ask him to explain
his reserve; but | have dispatched a courier to you with this letter, which
will explain in detail my various doubts. | regard you as myself; you
have reflected and observed; it will be for you to act. M. de Wardes will
arrive very shortly; endeavor to learn what he meant, if you do not
already know. M. de Wardes, moreover, pretended that the Duke of
Buckingham left Paris on the very best of terms with Madame. This was
an affair which would have unhesitatingly made me draw my sword,
had | not felt that | was under the necessity of dispatching the king's mis-
sion before undertaking any quarrel whatsoever. Burn this letter, which
Olivain will hand you. Whatever Olivain says,you may confidently rely
on. Will you have the goodness, my dear comte, to recall me to the re-
membrance of Mademoiselle de la Valliere, whose hands | kiss with the
greatest respect.

"Your devoted

"DE BRAGELONNE.

"P. S.NIf anything serious should happenNwe should be prepared for
everything, dispatch a courier to me with this one single word, '‘come,’
and | will bein Paris within six and thirty hours after the receipt of your
letter."

De Guiche sighed, folded up the letter a third time, and, instead of
burning it, as Raoul had recommended him to do, placed it in his pocket.
He felt it needed reading over and over again.

"How much distress of mind, yet what sublime confidence, he shows!"
murmured the comte; "he has poured out his whole soul in this letter. He
says nothing of the Comte de la Fere, and speaks of his respect for
Louise. He cautions me on my own account, and entreats me on his. Ah!"
continued De Guiche, with athreatening gesture, "you interfere in my af-
fairs, Monsieur de Wardes, do you? Very well, then; | will shortly occupy
myself with yours. As for you, poor Raoul,Nyou who intrust your heart
to my keeping, be assured | will watch over it."

With this promise, De Guiche begged Malicorne to come immediately
to his apartments, if possible. Malicorne acknowledged the invitation
with an activity which was the first result of his conversation with Mont-
alais. And while De Guiche, who thought that his motive was
undiscovered, cross-examined Malicorne, the latter, who appeared to be
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working in the dark, soon guessed his questioner's motives. The con-
sequence was, that, after a quarter of an hour's conversation, during
which De Guiche thought he had ascertained the whole truth with re-
gard to La Valliere and the king, he had learned absolutely nothing more
than his own eyes had already acquainted him with, while Malicorne
learned, or guessed,that Raoul, who was absent, was fast becoming sus-
picious, and that De Guiche intended to watch over the treasure of the
Hesperides. Malicorne acceptedthe office of dragon. De Guiche fancied
he had done everything for his friend, and soon began to think of noth-
ing but his personal affairs. The next evening, De Wardes's return and
first appearanceat the king's reception were announced. When that visit
had been paid, the convalescentwaited on Monsieur; De Guiche taking
care, however, to be at Monsieur's apartments before the visit took place.
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Chapter 1 2

How De Wardes Was Received at Court.

Monsieur had received De Wardes with that marked favor light and
frivolous minds bestow on every novelty that comesin their way. De
Wardes, who had beenabsentfor a month, was like fresh fruit to him. To
treat him with marked kindness was an infidelity to old friends, and
there is always something fascinating in that; moreover, it was a sort of
reparation to De Wardes himself. Nothing, consequently, could exceed
the favorable notice Monsieur took of him. The Chevalier de Lorraine,
who feared this rival but a little, but who respected a character and dis-
position only too parallel to his own in every particular, with the addi-
tion of a bull-dog courage he did not himself possess,received De
Wardes with a greater display of regard and affection than even Mon-
sieur had done. De Guiche, aswe have said, was there also, but kept in
the background, waiting very patiently until all these interchanges were
over. De Wardes, while talking to the others, and even to Monsieur him-
self, had not for a moment lost sight of De Guiche, who, he instinctively
felt, was there on his account. As soon as he had finished with the others,
he went up to De Guiche. They exchanged the most courteous compli-
ments, after which De Wardes returned to Monsieur and the other
gentlemen.

In the midst of these congratulations Madame was announced. She
had beeninformed of De Wardes's arrival, and knowing all the details of
his voyage and duel, she was not sorry to be present at the remarks she
knew would be made, without delay, by one who, she felt assured, was
her personal enemy. Two or three of her ladies accompanied her. De
Wardes saluted Madame in the most graceful and respectful manner,
and, asa commencement of hostilities, announced, in the first place, that
he could furnish the Duke of Buckingham's friends with the latest news
about him. This was a direct answer to the coldnesswith which Madame
had received him. The attack was a vigorous one, and Madame felt the
blow, but without appearing to have even noticed it. He rapidly casta
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glance at Monsieur and at De Guiche,Nthe former colored, and the latter
turned very pale. Madame alone preserved an unmoved countenance,
but, asshe knew how many unpleasant thoughts and feelings her enemy
could awaken in the two persons who were listening to him, she smil-
ingly bent forward towards the traveler, asif to listen to the news he had
broughtNbut he was speaking of other matters. Madame was brave,
even to imprudence; if shewere to retreat, it would be inviting an attack;
S0, after the first disagreeableimpression had passedaway, she returned
to the charge.

"Have you suffered much from your wounds, Monsieur de Wardes?"
she inquired, "for we have beentold that you had the misfortune to get
wounded."

It was now De Wardes's turn to wince; he bit his lips, and replied, "No,
Madame, hardly at all.”

"Indeed! and yet in this terribly hot weatherN"

"The sea-breezeswere very fresh and cool, Madame, and then | had
one consolation."

“Indeed! What was it?"

“The knowledge that my adversary's sufferings were still greater than
my own."

"Ah! you mean he was more seriously wounded than you were; | was
not aware of that," said the princess, with utter indifference.

"Oh, Madame, you are mistaken, or rather you pretend to misunder-
stand my remark. | did not say that he was a greater sufferer in body
than myself; but his heart was very seriously affected."”

De Guiche comprehended instinctively from what direction the
struggle was approaching; he ventured to make a sign to Madame, asif
entreating her to retire from the contest. But she, without acknowledging
De Guiche's gesture, without pretending to have noticed it even, and still
smiling, continued:

"Is it possible," she said, "that the Duke of Buckingham's heart was
touched? | had no idea, until now, that a heart-wound could be cured."

"Alas! Madame," replied De Wardes, politely, "every woman believes
that; and it is this belief that gives them that superiority to man which
confidence begets."

"You misunderstand altogether, dearest," said the prince, impatiently;
"M. de Wardes means that the Duke of Buckingham's heart had been
touched, not by the sword, but by something sharper.”

"Ah! very good, very good!" exclaimed Madame. "It is a jest of M. de
Wardes's. Very good; but | should like to know if the Duke of
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Buckingham would appreciate the jest. It is, indeed, a very great pity he
Is not here, M. de Wardes."

The young man's eyes seemed to flash fire. "Oh!" he said, as he
clenched his teeth, "there is nothing | should like better."

De Guiche did not move. Madame seemed to expect that he would
come to her assistance.Monsieur hesitated. The Chevalier de Lorraine
advanced and continued the conversation.

"Madame,” he said, "De Wardes knows perfectly well that for a
Buckingham's heart to be touched is nothing new, and what he has said
has already taken place."

"Instead of an ally, | have two enemies,"murmured Madame; "two de-
termined enemies,and in league with each other." And she changed the
conversation. To change the conversation is, as every one knows, a right
possessed by princes which etiquette requires all to respect. The re-
mainder of the conversation was moderate enough in tone; the principal
actors had rehearsed their parts. Madame withdrew easily, and Mon-
sieur, who wished to question her on several matters, offered her his
hand on leaving. The chevalier was seriously afraid that an understand-
ing might be established between the husband and wife if he were to
leave them quietly together. He therefore made his way to Monsieur's
apartments, in order to surprise him on his return, and to destroy with a
few words all the good impressions Madame might have been able to
sow in his heart. De Guiche advanced towards De Wardes, who was sur-
rounded by alarge number of persons, and thereby indicated his wish to
converse with him; De Wardes, at the same time, showing by his looks
and by a movement of his head that he perfectly understood him. There
was nothing in thesesigns to enable strangers to suppose they were oth-
erwise than upon the most friendly footing. De Guiche could therefore
turn away from him, and wait until he was at liberty. He had not long to
wait; for De Wardes, freed from his questioners, approached De Guiche,
and after a fresh salutation, they walked side by side together.

"You have made a good impression since your return, my dear De
Wardes," said the comte.

"Excellent, as you see."

"And your spirits are just as lively as ever?"

"Better."

"And a very great happiness, t00."

"Why not? Everything is soridiculous in this world, everything so ab-
surd around us."

"You are right."
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"You are of my opinion, then?"

"l should think so! And what news do you bring us from yonder?"

"I? None at all. | have come to look for news here."

"But, tell me, you surely must have seensome people at Boulogne, one
of our friends, for instance; it is no great time ago."

"Some peopleNone of our friendsN"

"Your memory is short.”

"Ah! true; Bragelonne, you mean."

"Exactly so."

"Who was on his way to fulfil a mission, with which he was intrusted
to King Charles I1."

"Precisely. Well, then, did he not tell you, or did not you tell himN"

"I do not precisely know what | told him, | must confess: but | do
know what | did nottell him." De Wardes was finessatself. He perfectly
well knew from De Guiche's tone and manner, which was cold and dig-
nified, that the conversation was about to assumea disagreeableturn. He
resolved to let it take what course it pleased, and to keep strictly on his
guard.

"May | ask you what you did not tell him?" inquired De Guiche.

"All about La Valliere."

"La ValliereE What is it? and what was that strange circumstance you
seemto have known over yonder, which Bragelonne, who was here on
the spot, was not acquainted with?"

"Do you really ask me that in a serious manner?"

"Nothing more so."

"What! you, a member of the court, living in Madame's household, a
friend of Monsieur's, a guest at their table, the favorite of our lovely
princess?"

Guiche colored violently from anger. "What princess are you alluding
to?" he said.

"I am only acquainted with one, my dear fellow. | am speaking of Ma-
dame herself. Are you devoted to another princess, then? Come, tell me."

De Guiche was on the point of launching out, but he saw the drift of
the remark. A quarrel was imminent between the two young men. De
Wardes wished the quarrel to be only in Madame's name, while De
Guiche would not accept it except on La Valliere's account. From this
moment, it becamea seriesof feigned attacks, which would have contin-
ued until one of the two had beentouched home. De Guiche therefore re-
sumed all the self-possession he could command.
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“There is not the slightest question in the world of Madame in this
matter, my dear De Wardes." said Guiche, "but simply of what you were
talking about just now."

"What was | saying?"

“That you had concealed certain things from Bragelonne."

"Certain things which you know as well as | do," replied De Wardes.

“No, upon my honor."

"Nonsense."

“If you tell me what they are, | shall know, but not otherwise, | swear."

"What! | who have just arrived from a distance of sixty leagues, and
you who have not stirred from this place, who have witnessed with your
own eyes that which rumor informed me of at Calais! Do you now tell
me seriously that you do not know what it is about? Oh! comte, this is
hardly charitable of you."

"As you like, De Wardes; but | again repeat, | know nothing."

"You are truly discreetNwell!Nperhaps it is very prudent of you."

"And soyou will not tell me anything, will not tell me any more than
you told Bragelonne?"

"You are pretending to be deaf, | see.l am convinced that Madame
could not possibly have more command over herself thanyou have."

"Double hypocrite,” murmured Guiche to himself, "you are again re-
turning to the old subject.”

"Very well, then," continued De Wardes, "since we find it sodifficult to
understand each other about La Valliere and Bragelonne let us speak
about your own affairs."”

"Nay," said De Guiche, "I have no affairs of my own to talk about. You
have not said anything about me, | suppose, to Bragelonne, which you
cannot repeat to my face?"

"No; but understand me, Guiche, that however much | may be ignor-
ant of certain matters, | am quite as conversant with others. If, for in-
stance,we were conversing about the intimacies of the Duke of Bucking-
ham at Paris, as| did during my journey with the duke, | could tell you a
great many interesting circumstances. Would you like me to mention
them?"

De Guiche passedhis hand acrosshis forehead, which was covered in
perspiration. "No, no," he said, "a hundred times no! | have no curiosity
for matters which do not concern me. The Duke of Buckingham is for me
nothing more than a simple acquaintance, whilst Raoul is an intimate
friend. | have not the slightest curiosity to learn what happened to the
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duke, while | have, on the contrary, the greatest interest in all that
happened to Raoul."

“In Paris?"

"Yes, in Paris, or Boulogne. You understand | am on the spot; if any-
thing should happen, | am here to meet it; whilst Raoul is absent, and
has only myself to represent him; so, Raoul's affairs before my own."

"But he will return?”

"Not, however, until his mission is completed. In the meantime, you
understand, evil reports cannot be permitted to circulate about him
without my looking into them."

"And for a better reason still, that he will remain some time in Lon-
don," said De Wardes, chuckling.

"You think so," said De Guiche, simply.

“Think so, indeed! do you suppose he was sentto London for no other
purpose than to go there and return again immediately? No, no; he was
sent to London to remain there."

"Ah! De Wardes," said De Guiche, grasping De Wardes's hand, "that is
a very serious suspicion concerning Bragelonne, which completely con-
firms what he wrote to me from Boulogne."

De Wardes resumed his former coldnessof manner: his love of raillery
had led him too far, and by his own imprudence, he had laid himself
open to attack.

"Well, tell me, what did he write to you about?" he inquired.

"He told me that you had artfully insinuated some injurious remarks
against La Valliere, and that you had seemedto laugh at his great confid-
ence in that young girl."

"Well, it is perfectly true | did so," said De Wardes, "and | was quite
ready, at the time, to hear from the Vicomte de Bragelonne that which
every man expectsfrom another whenever anything may have beensaid
to displease him. In the sameway, for instance, if | were seeking a quar-
rel with you, | should tell you that Madame after having shown the
greatest preference for the Duke of Buckingham, is at this moment sup-
posed to have sent the handsome duke away for your benefit."

"Oh! that would not wound me in the slightest degree, my dear De
Wardes," said De Guiche, smiling, notwithstanding the shiver that ran
through his whole frame. "Why, such a favor would be too great a
happiness."

"I admit that, but if | absolutely wished to quarrel with you, | should
try and invent a falsehood, perhaps, and speakto you about a certain ar-
bor, where you and that illustrious princess were togetherNI should
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speak also of certain gratifications, of certain kissings of the hand; and
you who are so secret on all occasions, so hasty, so punctiliousN"

"Well," said De Guiche, interrupting him, with a smile upon his lips,
although he almost felt asif he were going to die; "I swear | should not
carefor that, nor should | in any way contradict you; for you must know,
my dear marquis, that for all matters which concern myself | am a block
of ice; but it is a very different thing when an absentfriend is concerned,
a friend, who, on leaving, confided his interests to my safe-keeping; for
such a friend, De Wardes, believe me, | am like fire itself."

"I understand you, Monsieur de Guiche. In spite of what you say,
there cannot be any question between us, just now, either of Bragelonne
or of this insignificant girl, whose name is La Valliere."

At this moment some of the younger courtiers were crossing the apart-
ment, and having already heard the few words which had just been pro-
nounced, were able also to hear those which were about to follow. De
Wardes observed this, and continued aloud:N"Oh! if La Valliere were a
coquette like Madame, whose innocent flirtations, | am sure, were, first
of all, the causeof the Duke of Buckingham being sent back to England,
and afterwards were the reason of your being sentinto exile; for you will
not deny, | suppose, that Madame's pretty ways really had a certain in-
fluence over you?"

The courtiers drew nearer to the speakers, Saint-Aignan at their head,
and then Manicamp.

"But, my dear fellow, whose fault was that?" said De Guiche, laughing.
"l am avain, conceited fellow, | know, and everybody elseknows it too. |
took seriously that which was only intended as a jest, and got myself ex-
iled for my pains. But | saw my error. | overcame my vanity, and | ob-
tained my recall, by making the amendéonorableand by promising my-
self to overcome this defect; and the consequenceis, that | am so thor-
oughly cured, that | now laugh at the very thing which, three or four
days ago, would have almost broken my heart. But Raoul is in love, and
Is loved in return; he cannot laugh at the reports which disturb his hap-
pinessNreports which you seemto have undertaken to interpret, when
you know, marquis, as| do, asthese gentlemen do, asevery one doesin
fact, that all such reports are pure calumny."

"Calumny!" exclaimed De Wardes, furious at seeing himself caught in
the snare by De Guiche's coolness of temper.

"CertainlyNcalumny. Look at this letter from him, in which he tell me
you have spoken ill of Mademoiselle de la Valliere; and where he asks
me, if what you reported about this young girl is true or not. Do you
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wish me to appeal to these gentlemen, De Wardes, to decide?" And with
admirable coolness, De Guiche read aloud the paragraph of the letter
which referred to La Valliere. "And now," continued De Guiche, "there is
no doubt in the world, asfar as| am concerned, that you wished to dis-
turb Bragelonne's peace of mind, and that your remarks were mali-
ciously intended."

De Wardes looked round him, to seeif he could find support from any
one; but, at the idea that De Wardes had insulted, either directly or indir-
ectly, the idol of the day, every one shook his head; and De Wardes saw
that he was in the wrong.

"Messieurs," said De Guiche, intuitively divining the general feeling,
"my discussion with Monsieur de Wardes refers to a subject so delicate
In its nature, that it is most important no one should hear more than you
have already heard. Close the doors, then, | beg you, and let us finish our
conversation in the manner which becomestwo gentlemen, one of whom
has given the other the lie."

"Messieurs, messieurs!" exclaimed those who were present.

“Is it your opinion, then, that | was wrong in defending Mademoiselle
de la Valliere?" said De Guiche. "In that case,l passjudgment upon my-
self, and am ready to withdraw the offensive words | may have used to
Monsieur de Wardes."

"The deuce! certainly not!" said Saint-Aignan. "Mademoiselle de la
Valliere is an angel."

"Virtue and purity itself," said Manicamp.

"You see, Monsieur de Wardes," said De Guiche, "I am not the only
one who undertakes the defense of that poor girl. | entreat you, there-
fore, messieurs, a second time, to leave us. You see,it is impossible we
could be more calm and composed than we are."

It was the very thing the courtiers wished; some went out at one door,
and the rest at the other, and the two young men were left alone.

"Well played," said De Wardes, to the comte.

"Was it not?" replied the latter.

"How canit be wondered at, my dear fellow; | have got quite rusty in
the country, while the command you have acquired over yourself,
comte, confounds me; a man always gains something in women's soci-
ety; so, pray accept my congratulations.”

"l do accept them."

"And | will make Madame a present of them."

"And now, my dear Monsieur de Wardes, let us speak as loud asyou
please."
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"Do not defy me."

"l do defy you, for you are known to be an evil-minded man; if you do
that, you will be looked upon as a coward, too; and Monsieur would
have you hanged, this evening, at his window-casement. Speak,my dear
De Wardes, speak."”

"l have fought already."

"But not quite enough, yet."

"l see,you would not be sorry to fight with me while my wounds are
still open.”

"No; better still."

"The deuce! you are unfortunate in the moment you have chosen;a
duel, after the one | have just fought, would hardly suit me; | have lost
too much blood at Boulogne; at the slightest effort my wounds would
open again, and you would really have too good a bargain.”

“True," said De Guiche; "and yet, on your arrival here, your looks and
your arms showed there was nothing the matter with you."

"Yes,my arms are all right, but my legs are weak; and then, | have not
had a foil in my hand since that devil of a duel; and you, | am sure, have
been fencing every day, in order to carry your little conspiracy against
me to a successful issue."

"Upon my honor, monsieur," replied De Guiche, "it is six months since
| last practiced."”

“"No, comte, after due reflection, | will not fight, at least, with you. |
will await Bragelonne'sreturn, since you say it is Bragelonne who finds
fault with me."

"Oh no, indeed! You shall not wait until Bragelonne's return,” ex-
claimed the comte, losing all command over himself, "for you have said
that Bragelonne might, possibly, be some time before he returns; and, in
the meanwhile, your wicked insinuations would have had their effect.”

"Yet, | shall have my excuse. So take care."

"l will give you a week to finish your recovery."

“That is better. We will wait a week."

"Yes,yes, | understand; a week will give time to my adversary to make
his escape. No, no; | will not give you one day, even."

"You are mad, monsieur," said De Wardes, retreating a step.

"And you are a coward, if you do not fight willingly. Nay, what is
more, | will denounce you to the king, as having refused to fight, after
having insulted La Valliere."

"Ah!" said De Wardes, "you are dangerously treacherous, though you
pass for a man of honor."
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“There is nothing more dangerous than the treachery, asyou term it, of
the man whose conduct is always loyal and upright.”

"Restore me the use of my legs, then, or get yourself bled, till you are
as white as | am, so as to equalize our chances."

“No, no; | have something better than that to propose."

"What is it?"

"We will fight on horseback,and will exchangethree pistol-shots each.
You are a first rate marksman. | have seenyou bring down swallows
with single balls, and at full gallop. Do not deny it, for | have seenyou
myself."

"l believe you are right," said De Wardes; "and asthat is the case,it is
not unlikely | might kill you."

"You would be rendering me a very great service, if you did."

"l will do my best."

"Is it agreed? Give me your hand upon it."

“There it is: but on one condition, however."

"Name it."

“That not a word shall be said about it to the king."

"Not a word, | swear."

"l will go and get my horse, then."

"And I, mine."

"Where shall we meet?"

“In the plain; | know an admirable place."”

"Shall we go together?"

"Why not?"

And both of them, on their way to the stables, passed beneath
Madame's windows, which were faintly lighted; a shadow could be seen
behind the lace curtains. "There is a woman," said De Wardes, smiling,
"who does not suspectthat we are going to fightNto die, perhaps, on her
account.”
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Chapter 1 3

The Combat.

De Wardes and De Guiche selectedtheir horses,and saddled them with
their own hands, with holster saddles. De Guiche, having two pairs of
pistols, went to his apartments to get them; and after having loaded
them, gave the choice to De Wardes, who selectedthe pair he had made
use of twenty times beforeNthe same, indeed, with which De Guiche
had seenhim kill swallows flying. "You will not be surprised,” he said,
"if |1 take every precaution. You know the weapons well, and, con-
sequently, | am only making the chances equal.”

"Your remark was quite useless,"replied De Guiche, "and you have
done no more than you are entitled to do."

"Now," said De Wardes, "l begyou to have the goodnessto help me to
mount; for | still experience a little difficulty in doing so."

"In that case, we had better settle the matter on foot."

"No; once in the saddle, | shall be all right."

"Very good, then; we will not speakof it again," said De Guiche, ashe
assisted De Wardes to mount his horse.

"And now," continued the young man, "in our eagernessto murder
one another, we have neglected one circumstance."

"What is that?"

“That it is quite dark, and we shall almost be obliged to grope about, in
order to kill."

"Oh!" said De Guiche, "you are as anxious as | am that everything
should be done in proper order."

"Yes; but | do not wish people to say that you have assassinatedme,
any more than, supposing | were to kill you, | should myself like to be
accused of such a crime."

"Did any one make a similar remark about your duel with the Duke of
Buckingham?" said De Guiche; "it took place precisely under the same
conditions as ours."
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"Very true; but there was still light enough to seeby; and we were up
to our middles almost, in the water; besides,there were a good number
of spectators on shore, looking at us."

De Guiche reflected for a moment; and the thought which had already
presented itself to him becamemore confirmedNthat De Wardes wished
to have witnesses present, in order to bring back the conversation about
Madame, and to give a new turn to the combat. He avoided saying a
word in reply, therefore; and, as De Wardes once more looked at him in-
terrogatively, he replied, by a movement of the head, that it would be
bestto let things remain asthey were. The two adversaries consequently
set off, and left the chateau by the same gate, close to which we may re-
member to have seenMontalais and Malicorne together. The night, asif
to counteract the extreme heat of the day, had gathered the clouds to-
gether in masseswhich were moving slowly along from the west to the
east. The vault above, without a clear spot anywhere visible, or without
the faintest indication of thunder, seemedto hang heavily over the earth,
and soon began, by the force of the wind, to split into streamers, like a
huge sheettorn to shreds. Large and warm drops of rain began to fall
heavily, and gathered the dust into globules, which rolled along the
ground. At the same time, the hedges, which seemed conscious of the
approaching storm, the thirsty plants, the drooping branchesof the trees,
exhaled a thousand aromatic odors, which revived in the mind tender re-
collections, thoughts of youth, endless life, happiness, and love. "How
fresh the earth smells," said De Wardes; "it is a piece of coquetry to draw
us to her."

"By the by," replied De Guiche, "several ideas have just occurred to me;
and | wish to have your opinion upon them."

"Relative toN"

"Relative to our engagement.”

"It is quite some time, in fact, that we should begin to arrange matters."

“Is it to be an ordinary combat, and conducted according to estab-
lished custom?"

“Let me first know what your established custom is."

“That we dismount in any particular open space that may suit us,
fasten our horsesto the nearestobject, meet, eachwithout our pistols in
our hands, and afterwards retire for a hundred and fifty paces,in order
to advance on each other."

"Very good; that is precisely the way in which | killed poor Follivent,
three weeks ago, at Saint-Denis."

"l beg your pardon, but you forgot one circumstance."
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"What is that?"

“That in your duel with Follivent you advanced towards eachother on
foot, your swords between your teeth, and your pistols in your hands."

"True."

"While now, on the contrary, asyou cannot walk, you yourself admit
that we shall have to mount our horses again, and charge; and the first
who wishes to fire will do so."

“That is the best course, no doubt; but it is quite dark; we must make
allowances for more missed shots than would be the case in the
daytime."

“Very well; eachwill fire three times; the pair of pistols already loaded,
and one reload."

"Excellent! Where shall our engagement take place?"

"Have you any preference?"

"No."

"You see that small wood which lies before us?"

“The wood which is called Rochin?"

"Exactly."

"You know it?"

"Perfectly."

"You know that there is an open glade in the center?"

"Yes."

"Well, this glade is admirably adapted for such a purpose, with a vari-
ety of roads, by-places, paths, ditches, windings, and avenues.We could
not find a better spot.”

"l am perfectly satisfied, if you are so. We are at our destination, if | am
not mistaken."

"Yes. Look at the beautiful open spacein the center. The faint light
which the stars afford seemsconcentrated in this spot; the woods which
surround it seem, with their barriers, to form its natural limits."

“Very good. Do as you say."

"Let us first settle the conditions."

"These are mine; if you have any objection to make you will state it."

"l am listening."

"If the horse be killed, its rider will be obliged to fight on foot."

“That is a matter of course, since we have no change of horses here."

"But that does not oblige his adversary to dismount.”

"His adversary will, in fact, be free to act as he likes."
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“The adversaries, having once met in close contact, cannot quit each
other under any circumstances, and may, consequently, fire muzzle to
muzzle."

"Agreed."

“Three shots and no more will do, | suppose?"

"Quite sufficient, | think. Here are powder and balls for your pistols;
measure out three charges, take three balls, | will do the same;then we
will throw the rest of the powder and balls away."

"And we will solemnly swear," said De Wardes, "that we have neither
balls nor powder about us?"

"Agreed; and | swear it," said De Guiche, holding his hand towards
heaven, a gesture which De Wardes imitated.

"And now, my dear comte," said De Wardes, "allow me to tell you that
| am in no way your dupe. You already are, or soon will be, the accepted
lover of Madame. | have detected your secret,and you are afraid | shall
tell others of it. You wish to kill me, to insure my silence; that is very
clear; and in your place, | should do the same." De Guiche hung down
his head. "Only," continued De Wardes, triumphantly, "was it really
worth while, tell me, to throw this affair of Bragelonne's on my
shoulders? But, take care, my dear fellow; in bringing the wild boar to
bay, you enrage him to madness;in running down the fox, you endow
him with the ferocity of the jaguar. The consequenceis, that brought to
bay by you, | shall defend myself to the very last."

"You will be quite right to do so."

"Yes; but take care; | shall work more harm than you think. In the first
place, as a beginning, you will readily suppose that | have not been ab-
surd enough to lock up my secret, or your secret rather, in my own
breast. There is a friend of mine, who resemblesme in every way, a man
whom you know very well, who sharesmy secretwith me; so, pray un-
derstand, that if you kill me, my death will not have been of much ser-
vice to you; whilst, on the contrary, if | kill youNand everything is pos-
sible, you knowNyou understand?" De Guiche shuddered. "If | kill you,"
continued De Wardes, "you will have securedtwo mortal enemiesto Ma-
dame, who will do their very utmost to ruin her."

"Oh! monsieur," exclaimed De Guiche, furiously, "do not reckon upon
my death so easily. Of the two enemiesyou speak of, | trust most heart-
ily to dispose of one immediately, and the other at the earliest
opportunity.”

The only reply De Wardes made was a burst of laughter, so diabolical
In its sound, that a superstitious man would have been terrified. But De
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Guiche was not so impressionable as that. "I think,” he said, "that
everything is now settled, Monsieur de Wardes; so have the goodnessto
take your place first, unless you would prefer me to do so."

"By no means," said De Wardes. "l shall be delighted to save you the
slightest trouble." And spurring his horse to a gallop, he crossed the
wide open space,and took his stand at that point of the circumference of
the cross-road immediately opposite to where De Guiche was stationed.
De Guiche remained motionless. At this distance of a hundred paces,the
two adversaries were absolutely invisible to eachother, being completely
concealed by the thick shade of elms and chestnuts. A minute elapsed
amidst the profoundest silence. At the end of the minute, each of them,
in the deep shade in which he was concealed, heard the double click of
the trigger, asthey put the pistols on full cock. De Guiche, adopting the
usual tactics, put his horse to a gallop, persuaded that he should render
his safety doubly sure by the movement, as well as by the speed of the
animal. He directed his coursein a straight line towards the point where,
in his opinion, De Wardes would be stationed; and he expected to meet
De Wardes about half-way; but in this he was mistaken. He continued
his course, presuming that his adversary was impatiently awaiting his
approach. When, however, he had gone about two-thirds of the distance,
he beheld the trees suddenly illuminated and a ball flew by, cutting the
plume of his hat in two. Nearly at the same moment, and as if the flash
of the first shot had served to indicate the direction of the other, a second
report was heard, and a second ball passed through the head of De
Guiche's horse, a little below the ear. The animal fell. Thesetwo reports,
proceeding from the very opposite direction in which he expectedto find
De Wardes, surprised him a great deal; but as he was a man of amazing
self-possession,he prepared himself for his horse falling, but not so com-
pletely, however, that the toe of his boot escapedbeing caught under the
animal asit fell. Very fortunately the horsein its dying agoniesmoved so
asto enable him to releasethe leg which was lessentangled than the oth-
er. De Guiche rose, felt himself all over, and found that he was not
wounded. At the very moment he had felt the horse tottering under him,
he placed his pistols in the holsters, afraid that the force of the fall might
explode one at least, if not both of them, by which he would have been
disarmed, and left utterly without defense.Once on his feet, he took the
pistols out of the holsters, and advanced towards the spot where, by the
light of the flash, he had seenDe Wardes appear. De Wardes had, at the
first shot, accounted for the maneuver, than which nothing could have
been simpler. Instead of advancing to meet De Guiche, or remaining in
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his place to await his approach, De Wardes had, for about fifteen paces,
followed the circle of the shadow which hid him from his adversary's ob-
servation, and at the very moment when the latter presented his flank in
his career, he had fired from the place where he stood, carefully taking
aim, and assistedinstead of being inconvenienced by the horse's gallop.
It has been seenthat, notwithstanding the darkness, the first ball passed
hardly more than an inch above De Guiche's head. De Wardes had so
confidently relied upon his aim, that he thought he had seenDe Guiche
fall; his astonishment was extreme when he saw he still remained erect
in his saddle. He hastenedto fire his secondshot, but his hand trembled,
and he killed the horse instead. It would be a most fortunate chance for
him if De Guiche were to remain held fast under the animal. Before he
could have freed himself, De Wardes would have loaded his pistol and
had De Guiche at his mercy. But De Guiche, on the contrary, was up, and
had three shots to fire. De Guiche immediately understood the position
of affairs. It would be necessaryto exceedDe Wardes in rapidity of exe-
cution. He advanced, therefore, so asto reach him before he should have
had time to reload his pistol. De Wardes saw him approaching like a
tempest. The ball was rather tight, and offered some resistance to the
ramrod. To load carelessly would be simply to lose his last chance;to
take the proper carein loading meant fatal loss of time, or rather, throw-
ing away his life. He made his horse bound on one side. De Guiche
turned round also, and, at the moment the horse was quiet again, fired,
and the ball carried off De Wardes's hat from his head. De Wardes now
knew that he had a moment's time at his own disposal; he availed him-
self of it in order to finish loading his pistol. De Guiche, noticing that his
adversary did not fall, threw the pistol he had just discharged aside, and
walked straight towards De Wardes, elevating the second pistol as he
did so.He had hardly proceeded more than two or three paces,when De
Wardes took aim at him as he was walking, and fired. An exclamation of
anger was De Guiche's answer; the comte's arm contracted and dropped
motionless by his side, and the pistol fell from his grasp. His anxiety was
excessive. "Il am lost,” murmured De Wardes, "he is not mortally
wounded." At the very moment, however, De Guiche was about to raise
his pistol against De Wardes, the head, shoulders, and limbs of the comte
seemedto collapse. He heaved a deep-drawn sigh, tottered, and fell at
the feet of De Wardes's horse.

“That is all right,” said De Wardes, and gathering up the reins, he
struck his spurs into the horse's sides. The horse cleared the comte's mo-
tionless body, and bore De Wardes rapidly back to the chateau. When he
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arrived there, he remained a quarter of an hour deliberating within him-
self asto the proper courseto be adopted. In his impatience to leave the
field of battle, he had omitted to ascertainwhether De Guiche were dead
or not. A double hypothesis presented itself to De Wardes's agitated
mind; either De Guiche was killed, or De Guiche was wounded only. If
he were killed, why should he leave his body in that manner to the
tender mercies of the wolves; it was a perfectly uselesspiece of cruelty,
for if De Guiche were dead, he certainly could not breathe a syllable of
what had passed;if he were not killed, why should he, De Wardes, in
leaving him there uncared for, allow himself to be regarded as a savage,
incapable of one generous feeling? This last consideration determined
his line of conduct.

De Wardes immediately instituted inquires after Manicamp. He was
told that Manicamp had beenlooking after De Guiche, and, not knowing
where to find him, had retired to bed. De Wardes went and awoke the
sleeper, without any delay, and related the whole affair to him, which
Manicamp listened to in perfect silence, but with an expression of mo-
mentarily increasing energy, of which his face could hardly have been
supposed capable. It was only when De Wardes had finished, that Man-
icamp uttered the words, "Let us go."

As they proceeded, Manicamp becamemore and more excited, and in
proportion asDe Wardes related the details of the affair to him, his coun-
tenance assumed every moment a darker expression. "And so," he said,
when De Wardes had finished, "you think he is dead?"

"Alas, | do."

"And you fought in that manner, without witnesses?"

"He insisted upon it."

"It is very singular.”

"What do you mean by saying it is singular?"

“That it is very unlike Monsieur de Guiche's disposition."

"You do not doubt my word, | suppose?"

"Hum! hum!"

"You do doubt it, then?"

“A little. But | shall doubt it more than ever, | warn you, if | find the
poor fellow is really dead."

"Monsieur Manicamp!"

"Monsieur de Wardes!"

"It seems you intend to insult me."

"Justasyou please.The fact is, | never did like people who come and
say, 'l have killed such and such a gentleman in a corner; it is a great
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pity, but | killed him in a perfectly honorable manner.' It has an ugly ap-
pearance, M. de Wardes."

"Silence! we have arrived."

In fact, the glade could now be seen,and in the open spacelay the mo-
tionless body of the dead horse. To the right of the horse, upon the dark
grass,with his face against the ground, the poor comte lay, bathed in his
blood. He had remained in the samespot, and did not even seemto have
made the slightest movement. Manicamp threw himself on his knees, lif-
ted the comte in his arms, and found him quite cold, and steeped in
blood. He let him gently fall again. Then, stretching out his hand and
feeling all over the ground closeto where the comte lay, he sought until
he found De Guiche's pistol.

"By Heaven!" he said, rising to his feet, pale as death and with the pis-
tol in his hand, "you are not mistaken, he is quite dead."

"Dead!" repeated De Wardes.

"Yes;and his pistol is still loaded," added Manicamp, looking into the
pan.

“But | told you that | took aim as he was walking towards me, and
fired at him at the very moment he was going to fire at me."

"Are you quite sure that you fought with him, Monsieur de Wardes? |
confessthat | am very much afraid it has been a foul assassination.Nay,
nay, no exclamations! You have had your three shots, and his pistol is
still loaded. You have killed his horse, and he, De Guiche, one of the best
marksmen in France, has not touched even either your horse or yourself.
Well, Monsieur de Wardes, you have beenvery unlucky in bringing me
here; all the blood in my body seemsto have mounted to my head; and |
verily believe that since so good an opportunity presents itself, | shall
blow your brains out on the spot. So, Monsieur de Wardes, recommend
yourself to Heaven."

"Monsieur Manicamp, you cannot think of such a thing!"

"On the contrary, | am thinking of it very strongly."

"Would you assassinate me?"

"Without the slightest remorse, at least for the present.”

"Are you a gentleman?"

"l have given a great many proofs of that."

“Let me defend my life, then, at least."

"Very likely; in order, | suppose,that you may do to me what you have
done to poor De Guiche."
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And Manicamp slowly raised his pistol to the height of De Wardes's
breast, and with arm stretched out, and a fixed, determined look on his
face, took a careful aim.

De Wardes did not attempt a flight; he was completely terrified. In the
midst, however, of this horrible silence,which lasted about a second, but
which seemed an age to De Wardes, a faint sigh was heard.

"Oh," exclaimed De Wardes, "he still lives! Help, De Guiche, | am
about to be assassinated!"

Manicamp fell back a step or two, and the two young men saw the
comte raise himself slowly and painfully upon one hand. Manicamp
threw the pistol away a dozen paces,and ran to his friend, uttering acry
of delight. De Wardes wiped his forehead, which was covered with a
cold perspiration.

"It was just in time," he murmured.

"Where are you hurt?" inquired Manicamp of De Guiche, "and where-
abouts are you wounded?"

De Guiche showed him his mutilated hand and his chestcovered with
blood.

"Comte," exclaimed De Wardes, "I am accusedof having assassinated
you; speak, | implore you, and say that | fought loyally."

"Perfectly so," said the wounded man; "Monsieur de Wardes fought
quite loyally, and whoever says the contrary will make an enemy of me."

“Then, sir," said Manicamp, "assist me, in the first place, to carry this
gentleman home, and | will afterwards give you every satisfaction you
please;or, if you are in a hurry, we can do better still; let us stanch the
blood from the comte'swounds here, with your pocket-handkerchief and
mine, and then, as there are two shots left, we can have them between
us."

“Thank you," said De Wardes. "Twice already, in one hour, | have seen
death too close at hand to be agreeable;l don't like his look at all, and |
prefer your apologies."

Manicamp burst out laughing, and Guiche, too, in spite of his suffer-
ings. The two young men wished to carry him, but he declared he felt
quite strong enough to walk alone. The ball had broken his ring-finger
and his little finger, and then had glanced along his side, but without
penetrating deeply into his chest. It was the pain rather than the serious-
ness of the wound, therefore, which had overcome De Guiche. Man-
icamp passed his arm under one of the count's shoulders, and De
Wardes did the same with the other, and in this way they brought him
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back to Fontainebleau, to the house of the same doctor who had been
present at the death of the Franciscan, Aramis's predecessor.
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Chapter 1 4

The King's Supper.

The king, while these matters were being arranged, was sitting at the
supper-table, and the not very large number of guests for that day had
taken their seatstoo, after the usual gesture intimating the royal permis-
sion. At this period of Louis XIV.'s reign, although etiquette was not gov-
erned by the strict regulations subsequently adopted, the French court
had entirely thrown aside the traditions of good-fellowship and patri-
archal affability existing in the time of Henry IV., which the suspicious
mind of Louis XIlII. had gradually replaced with pompous state and cere-
mony, which he despaired of being able fully to realize.

The king, therefore, was seatedalone at a small separate table, which,
like the desk of a president, overlooked the adjoining tables. Although
we say a small table, we must not omit to add that this small table was
the largest one there. Moreover, it was the one on which were placed the
greatest number and quantity of dishes, consisting of fish, game, meat,
fruit, vegetables, and preserves. The king was young and full of vigor
and energy, very fond of hunting, addicted to all violent exercisesof the
body, possessing,besides,like all the members of the Bourbon family, a
rapid digestion and an appetite speedily renewed. Louis XIV. was a
formidable table-companion; he delighted in criticising his cooks; but
when he honored them by praise and commendation, the honor was
overwhelming. The king began by eating several kinds of soup, either
mixed together or taken separately. He intermixed, or rather separated,
each of the soups by a glass of old wine. He ate quickly and somewhat
greedily. Porthos, who from the beginning had, out of respect, beenwait-
ing for a jog of D'Artagnan’'s arm, seeing the king make such rapid pro-
gress, turned to the musketeer and said in a low voice:

"It seemsasif one might go on now; his majesty is very encouraging,
from the example he sets. Look."

"The king eats," said D'Artagnan, "but he talks at the same time; try
and manage matters in such a manner that, if he should happen to
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address a remark to you, he will not find you with your mouth
fullNwhich would be very disrespectful."

“The best way, in that case,"said Porthos, "is to eat no supper at all;
and yet | am very hungry, | admit, and everything looks and smells most
invitingly, as if appealing to all my senses at once."

"Don't think of not eating for amoment," said D'Artagnan; "that would
put his majesty out terribly. The king has a saying, 'that he who works
well, eats well,’ and he does not like people to eat indifferently at his
table."

"How can | avoid having my mouth full if | eat?" said Porthos.

"All you have to do," replied the captain of the musketeers,"is simply
to swallow what you have in it, whenever the king doesyou the honor to
address a remark to you."

"Very good," said Porthos; and from that moment he beganto eat with
a certain well-bred enthusiasm.

The king occasionally looked at the different persons who were at
table with him, and, enconnoisseurcould appreciate the different dispos-
itions of his guests.

"Monsieur du Vallon!" he said.

Porthos was enjoying a salmidelievre, and swallowed half of the back.
His name, pronounced in such a manner, made him start, and by a vig-
orous effort of his gullet he absorbed the whole mouthful.

"Sire," replied Porthos, in a stifled voice, but sufficiently intelligible,
nevertheless.

“Let those filets d'agneaube handed to Monsieur du Vallon," said the
king; "do you like brown meats, M. du Vallon?"

"Sire, | like everything," replied Porthos.

D'Artagnan whispered: "Everything your majesty sends me."

Porthos repeated: "Everything your majesty sends me," an observation
which the king apparently received with great satisfaction.

"People eatwell who work well," replied the king, delighted to have en
tete-a-tete guest who could eat as Porthos did. Porthos received the dish
of lamb, and put a portion of it on his plate.

"Well?" said the king.

"Exquisite," said Porthos, calmly.

"Have you as good mutton in your part of the country, Monsieur du
Vallon?" continued the king.

"Sire, | believe that from my own province, as everywhere else, the
best of everything is sentto Paris for your majesty's use; but, on the other
hand, | do not eat lamb in the same way your majesty does."
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"Ah, ah! and how do you eat it?"

"Generally, | have a lamb dressed whole."

"Whole?

"Yes, sire."

"In what manner, Monsieur du Vallon?"

“In this, sire: my cook, who is a German, first stuffs the lamb in ques-
tion with small sausageshe procures from Strasburg, force-meat balls
from Troyes, and larks from Pithiviers; by some means or other, which |
am not acquainted with, he bonesthe lamb as he would do a fowl, leav-
ing the skin on, however, which forms a brown crust all over the animal;
when it is cut in beautiful slices,in the sameway as an enormous saus-
age, a rose-colored gravy pours forth, which is asagreeableto the eye as
it is exquisite to the palate." And Porthos finished by smacking his lips.

The king opened his eyes with delight, and, while cutting some of
the faisan en daubevhich was being handed to him, he said:

“That is a dish | should very much like to taste, Monsieur du Vallon. Is
it possible! a whole lamb!"

"Absolutely an entire lamb, sire."

"Pass those pheasants to M. du Vallon; | perceive he is an amateur."

The order was immediately obeyed. Then, continuing the conversa-
tion, he said: "And you do not find the lamb too fat?"

“No, sire, the fat falls down at the same time as the gravy does, and
swims on the surface;then the servant who carvesremoves the fat with a
spoon, which | have had expressly made for that purpose.”

"Where do you reside?" inquired the king.

"At Pierrefonds, sire."

"At Pierrefonds; where is that, M. du VallonNnear Belle-Isle?"

"Oh, no, sire! Pierrefonds is in the Soissonnais."

"l thought you alluded to the lamb on account of the salt marshes."

“No, sire, | have marshes which are not salt, it is true, but which are
not the less valuable on that account.”

The king had now arrived at the entrementsbut without losing sight of
Porthos, who continued to play his part in the best manner.

"You have an excellent appetite, M. du Vallon," said the king, "and you
make an admirable guest at table."

"Ah! sire, if your majesty were ever to pay a visit to Pierrefonds, we
would both of us eat our lamb together; for your appetite is not an indif-
ferent one by any means."

D'Artagnan gave Porthos a kick under the table, which made Porthos
color up.
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"At your majesty's present happy age," said Porthos, in order to repair
the mistake he had made, "I was in the musketeers, and nothing could
ever satisfy me then. Your majesty has an excellent appetite, as | have
already had the honor of mentioning, but you selectwhat you eat with
quite too much refinement to be called for one moment a great eater."

The king seemed charmed at his guest's politeness.

"Will you try some of these creams?" he said to Porthos.

"Sire, you majesty treats me with far too much kindness to prevent me
speaking the whole truth."

"Pray do so, M. du Vallon."

"Will, sire, with regard to sweet dishes | only recognize pastry, and
even that should be rather solid; all these frothy substancesswell the
stomach, and occupy a spacewhich seemsto me to be too precious to be
so badly tenanted."”

"Ah! gentlemen," said the king, indicating Porthos by a gesture, "here
Is indeed a model of gastronomy. It was in such a manner that our fath-
ers, who so well knew what good living was, used to eat while we," ad-
ded his majesty, "do nothing but tantalize with our stomachs."And ashe
spoke, he took the breast of a chicken with ham, while Porthos attacked a
dish of partridges and quails. The cup-bearer filled his majesty's glass.
"Give M. du Vallon some of my wine," said the king. This was one of the
greatest honors of the royal table. D'Artagnan pressed his friend's knee.
“If you could only manage to swallow the half of that boar's head | see
yonder," said he to Porthos, "l shall believe you will be a duke and peer
within the next twelvemonth."

"Presently,” said Porthos, phlegmatically; "I shall come to that by and
by."

In fact it was not long before it came to the boar's turn, for the king
seemedto take pleasure in urging on his guest; he did not pass any of
the dishes to Porthos until he had tasted them himself, and he accord-
ingly took some of the boar's head. Porthos showed that he could keep
pace with his sovereign; and, instead of eating the half, as D'Artaghan
had told him, he ate three-fourths of it. "It is impossible," said the king in
an undertone, "that a gentleman who eats so good a supper every day,
and who has such beautiful teeth, can be otherwise than the most
straightforward, upright man in my kingdom."

"Do you hear?" said D'Artagnan in his friend's ear.

"Yes; | think | am rather in favor," said Porthos, balancing himself on
his chair.

"Oh! you are in luck's way."
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The king and Porthos continued to eat in the same manner, to the
great satisfaction of the other guests, some of whom, from emulation,
had attempted to follow them, but were obliged to give up half-way. The
king soon began to get flushed and the reaction of the blood to his face
announced that the moment of repletion had arrived. It was then that
Louis XIV., instead of becoming gay and cheerful, as most good livers
generally do, becamedull, melancholy, and taciturn. Porthos, on the con-
trary, was lively and communicative. D'Artagnan's foot had more than
onceto remind him of this peculiarity of the king. The dessertnow made
its appearance.The king had ceasedto think anything further of Porthos;
he turned his eyes anxiously towards the entrance-door, and he was
heard occasionally to inquire how it happened that Monsieur de Saint-
Aignan was so long in arriving. At last, at the moment when his majesty
was finishing a pot of preserved plums with a deep sigh, Saint-Aignan
appeared. The king's eyes, which had become somewhat dull, immedi-
ately beganto sparkle. The comte advanced towards the king's table, and
Louis rose at his approach. Everybody got up at the sametime, including
Porthos, who was just finishing an almond-cake capable of making the
jaws of a crocodile stick together. The supper was over.
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Chapter 1 5

After Supper.

The king took Saint-Aignan by the arm, and passed into the adjoining
apartment. "What has detained you, comte?" said the king.

"l was bringing the answer, sire," replied the comte.

"She has taken a long time to reply to what | wrote her."

"Sire, your majesty deigned to write in verse, and Mademoiselle de la
Valliere wished to repay your majesty in the same coin; that is to say, in
gold."

"Verses! Saint-Aignan," exclaimed the king in ecstasy."Give them to
me at once." And Louis broke the seal of a little letter, inclosing the
verses which history has preserved entire for us, and which are more
meritorious in invention than in execution. Such as they were, however,
the king was enchanted with them, and exhibited his satisfaction by un-
equivocal transports of delight; but the universal silence which reigned
in the rooms warned Louis, so sensitively particular with regard to good
breeding, that his delight must give rise to various interpretations. He
turned aside and put the note in his pocket, and then advancing a few
steps, which brought him again to the threshold of the door closeto his
guests, he said, "M. du Vallon, | have seenyou to-day with the greatest
pleasure, and my pleasure will be equally great to see you again."
Porthos bowed asthe Colossus of Rhodes would have done, and retired
from the room with his face towards the king. "M. d'Artagnan,” contin-
ued the king, "you will await my orders in the gallery; | am obliged to
you for having made me acquainted with M. du Vallon. Gentlemen," ad-
dressing himself to the other guests, "l return to Paris to-morrow on ac-
count of the departure of the Spanish and Dutch ambassadors.Until to-
morrow then."

The apartment was immediately cleared of the guests. The king took
Saint-Aignan by the arm, made him read La Valliere's versesover again,
and said, "What do you think of them?"

"Charming, sire."
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“They charm me, in fact, and if they were knownN"

"Oh! the professional poets would be jealous of them; but it is not
likely they will know anything about them."

"Did you give her mine?"

"Oh! sire, she positively devoured them."

"They were very weak, | am afraid."

“That is not what Mademoiselle de la Valliere said of them."

"Do you think she was pleased with them?"

"l am sure of it, sire."

"I must answer, then."

"Oh! sire, immediately after supper? Your majesty will fatigue
yourself."

"You are quite right; study after eating is notoriously injurious."

“The labor of a poet especially so; and besides, there is great excite-
ment prevailing at Mademoiselle de la Valliere's."

"What do you mean?"

"With her as with all the ladies of the court."

"Why?"

"On account of poor De Guiche's accident.”

"Has anything serious happened to De Guiche, then?"

"Yes, sire, he has one hand nearly destroyed, a hole in his breast; in
fact, he is dying."

"Good heavens! who told you that?"

"Manicamp brought him back just now to the house of a doctor herein
Fontainebleau, and the rumor soon reached us all."

"Brought back! Poor De Guiche; and how did it happen?"

"Ah! that is the very question,Nhow did it happen?"

"You say that in a very singular manner, Saint-Aignan. Give me the
details. What does he say himself?"

"He says nothing, sire; but others do."

"What others?"

“Those who brought him back, sire."

"Who are they?"

"I do not know, sire; but M. de Manicamp knows. M. de Manicamp is
one of his friends."

"As everybody is, indeed," said the king.

"Oh! no!" returned Saint-Aignan, "you are mistaken sire; every one is
not precisely a friend of M. de Guiche."

"How do you know that?"

"Does your majesty require me to explain myself?"
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"Certainly | do."

"Well, sire, | believe | have heard something said about a quarrel
between two gentlemen."

"When?"

“This very evening, before your majesty's supper was served."

“That can hardly be. | have issued such stringent and severe ordin-
anceswith respectto duelling, that no one, | presume, would dare to dis-
obey them."

“In that case,Heaven preserve me from excusing any one!" exclaimed
Saint-Aignan. "Your majesty commanded me to speak, and | spoke
accordingly."

"“Tell me, then, in what way the Comte de Guiche has been wounded?"

"Sire, it is said to have been at a boar-hunt."

"This evening?"

"Yes, sire."

"One of his hands shattered, and a hole in his breast. Who was at the
hunt with M. de Guiche?"

"l do not know, sire; but M. de Manicamp knows, or ought to know."

"You are concealing something from me, Saint-Aignan."

“Nothing, sire, | assure you."

“Then, explain to me how the accident happened; was it a musket that
burst?"

"Very likely, sire. But yet, on reflection, it could hardly have beenthat,
for De Guiche's pistol was found close by him still loaded."

"His pistol? But a man does not go to a boar-hunt with a pistol, |
should think."

"Sire, it is also said that De Guiche's horse was killed and that the
horse is still to be found in the wide open glade in the forest."

"His horse?NGuiche go on horsebackto a boar-hunt?NSaint-Aignan, |
do not understand a syllable of what you have been telling me. Where
did this affair happen?"

"At the Rond-point, in that part of the forest called the Bois-Rochin."

“That will do. Call M. d'Artagnan.” Saint-Aignan obeyed, and the mus-
keteer entered.

"Monsieur d'Artagnan,” said the king, "you will leave this place by the
little door of the private staircase."

"Yes, sire."

“You will mount your horse."

"Yes, sire."
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"And you will proceed to the Rond-point du Bois-Rochin. Do you
know the spot?"

"Yes, sire. | have fought there twice."

"What!" exclaimed the king, amazed at the reply.

"Under the edicts, sire, of Cardinal Richelieu,"” returned D'Artagnan,
with his usual impassability.

“That is very different, monsieur. You will, therefore, go there, and
will examine the locality very carefully. A man has beenwounded there,
and you will find ahorse lying dead. You will tell me what your opinion
Is upon the whole affair."

"Very good, sire."

"As a matter of course, it is your own opinion | require, and not that of
any one else."

"You shall have it in an hour's time, sire."

"l prohibit your speaking with any one, whoever it may be."

"Except with the person who must give me a lantern,” said
D'Artagnan.

"Oh! that is a matter of course," said the king, laughing at the liberty,
which he tolerated in no one but his captain of the musketeers.
D'Artagnan left by the little staircase.

“Now, let my physician be sent for," said Louis. Ten minutes after-
wards the king's physician arrived, quite out of breath.

"You will go, monsieur," said the king to him, "and accompany M. de
Saint-Aignan wherever he may take you; you will render me an account
of the state of the person you may seein the house you will be taken to."
The physician obeyed without a remark, as at that time people began to
obey Louis XIV., and left the room preceding Saint-Aignan.

"Do you, Saint-Aignan, send Manicamp to me, before the physician
can possibly have spoken to him." And Saint-Aignan left in his turn.
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Chapter 1 6

Showing in What Way D'Artagnan Discharged the
Mission with Which the King Had Intrusted Him.

While the king was engaged in making these last-mentioned arrange-
ments in order to ascertain the truth, D'Artagnan, without losing a
second, ran to the stable, took down the lantern, saddled his horse him-
self, and proceeded towards the place his majesty had indicated. Accord-
ing to the promise he had made, he had not accostedany one; and, aswe
have observed, he had carried his scruples so far asto do without the as-
sistance of the stable-helpers altogether. D'Artagnan was one of those
who in moments of difficulty pride themselves on increasing their own
value. By dint of hard galloping, he in lessthan five minutes reachedthe
wood, fastened his horse to the first tree he came to, and penetrated to
the broad open space on foot. He then began to inspect most carefully,
on foot and with his lantern in his hand, the whole surface of the Rond-
point, went forward, turned back again, measured, examined, and after
half an hour's minute inspection, he returned silently to where he had
left his horse, and pursued his way in deep reflection and at a foot-pace
to Fontainebleau. Louis was waiting in his cabinet; he was alone, and
with a pencil was scribbling on paper certain lines which D'Artagnan at
the first glance recognized as unequal and very much touched up. The
conclusion he arrived at was, that they must be verses. The king raised
his head and perceived D'Artagnan. "Well, monsieur," he said, "do you
bring me any news?"

"Yes, sire."

"What have you seen?"

"As far as probability goes, sireN" D'Artagnan began to reply.

"It was certainty | requested of you."

"I will approach it asnear asl possibly can. The weather was very well
adapted for investigations of the character | have just made; it has been
raining this evening, and the roads were wet and muddyN"

"Well, the result, M. d'Artagnan?"
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"Sire, your majesty told me that there was a horse lying dead in the
cross-road of the Bois-Rochin, and | began, therefore, by studying the
roads. | say the roads, becausethe center of the cross-road is reached by
four separate roads. The one that | myself took was the only one that
presented any fresh traces. Two horseshad followed it side by side; their
eight feet were marked very distinctly in the clay. One of the riders was
more impatient than the other, for the footprints of the one were invari-
ably in advance of the other about half a horse's length."

"Are you quite sure they were traveling together?" said the king.

"Yes sire. The horses are two rather large animals of equal
pace,Nhorses well used to maneuvers of all kinds, for they wheeled
round the barrier of the Rond-point together."

"WellNand after?"

"The two cavaliers paused there for a minute, no doubt to arrange the
conditions of the engagement; the horses grew restless and impatient.
One of the riders spoke, while the other listened and seemedto have
contented himself by simply answering. His horse pawed the ground,
which proves that his attention was so taken up by listening that he let
the bridle fall from his hand."

"A hostile meeting did take place then?"

"Undoubtedly."”

"Continue; you are a very accurate observer."

"One of the two cavaliers remained where he was standing, the one, in
fact, who had been listening; the other crossed the open space,and at
first placed himself directly opposite to his adversary. The one who had
remained stationary traversed the Rond-point at a gallop, about two-
thirds of its length, thinking that by this means he would gain upon his
opponent; but the latter had followed the circumference of the wood."

"You are ignorant of their names, | suppose?"

"Completely so, sire. Only he who followed the circumference of the
wood was mounted on a black horse."

"How do you know that?"

"l found afew hairs of his tail among the brambles which bordered the
sides of the ditch."

"Go on."

"As for the other horse, there can be no trouble in describing him, since
he was left dead on the field of battle."

"What was the cause of his death?"

"A ball which had passed through his brain."

"Was the ball that of a pistol or a gun?"
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"It was a pistol-bullet, sire. Besides,the manner in which the horse was
wounded explained to me the tactics of the man who had killed it. He
had followed the circumference of the wood in order to take his ad-
versary in flank. Moreover, | followed his foot-tracks on the grass."

“The tracks of the black horse, do you mean?"

"Yes, sire."

"Go on, Monsieur d'Artagnan.”

"As your majesty now perceives the position of the two adversaries, |
will, for a moment, leave the cavalier who had remained stationary for
the one who started off at a gallop."

"Do so."

“The horse of the cavalier who rode at full speed was killed on the
spot.”

"How do you know that?"

"The cavalier had not time even to throw himself off his horse, and so
fell with it. | observed the impression of his leg, which, with a great ef-
fort, he was enabled to extricate from under the horse. The spur, pressed
down by the weight of the animal, had plowed up the ground.”

"Very good; and what did he do as soon as he rose up again?"

"He walked straight up to his adversary."

"Who still remained upon the verge of the forest?"

"Yes, sire. Then, having reached a favorable distance, he stopped
firmly, for the impression of both his heels are left in the ground quite
close to each other, fired, and missed his adversary."

"How do you know he did not hit him?"

"l found a hat with a ball through it."

"Ah, a proof, then!" exclaimed the king.

“Insufficient, sire," replied D'Artagnan, coldly; "it is a hat without any
letters indicating its ownership, without arms; a red feather, as all hats
have; the lace, even, had nothing particular in it."

"Did the man with the hat through which the bullet had passedfire a
second time?"

"Oh, sire, he had already fired twice."

"How did you ascertain that?"

"l found the waddings of the pistol."

"And what became of the bullet which did not kill the horse?"

"It cut in two the feather of the hat belonging to him against whom it
was directed, and broke a small birch at the other end of the open glade."

“In that case,then, the man on the black horse was disarmed, whilst
his adversary had still one more shot to fire?"
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"Sire, while the dismounted rider was extricating himself from his
horse, the other was reloading his pistol. Only, he was much agitated
while he was loading it, and his hand trembled greatly."

"How do you know that?"

"Half the charge fell to the ground, and he threw the ramrod aside, not
having time to replace it in the pistol."

"Monsieur d'Artagnan, this is marvellous you tell me."

"It is only close observation, sire, and the commonest highwayman
could tell as much."

“The whole scene is before me from the manner in which you relate it."

"l have, in fact, reconstructed it in my own mind, with merely a few
alterations."

"And now," said the king, "let us return to the dismounted cavalier.
You were saying that he walked towards his adversary while the latter
was loading his pistol."”

"Yes; but at the very moment he himself was taking aim, the other
fired."

"Oh!" said the king; "and the shot?"

“The shot told terribly, sire; the dismounted cavalier fell upon his face,
after having staggered forward three or four paces."

"Where was he hit?"

“In two places;in the first place, in his right hand, and then, by the
same bullet, in his chest."

"But how could you ascertain that?" inquired the king, full of
admiration.

"By a very simple means;the butt end of the pistol was covered with
blood, and the trace of the bullet could be observed, with fragments of a
broken ring. The wounded man, in all probability, had the ring-finger
and the little finger carried off."

"As far as the hand goes, | have nothing to say; but the chest?"

"Sire, there were two small pools of blood, at a distance of about two
feet and a half from eachother. At one of these pools of blood the grass
was torn up by the clenched hand; at the other, the grass was simply
pressed down by the weight of the body."

"Poor De Guiche!" exclaimed the king.

"Ah! it was M. de Guiche, then?" said the musketeer, quietly. "l suspec-
ted it, but did not venture to mention it to your majesty."

"And what made you suspect it?"

"l recognized the De Gramont arms upon the holsters of the dead
horse."
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"And you think he is seriously wounded?"

"Very seriously, since he fell immediately, and remained along time in
the same place; however, he was able to walk, ashe left the spot, suppor-
ted by two friends."

"You met him returning, then?"

“No; but | observed the footprints of three men; the one on the right
and the one on the left walked freely and easily, but the one in the
middle dragged his feet as he walked; besides, he left traces of blood at
every step he took."

"Now, monsieur, since you saw the combat so distinctly that not a
single detail seemsto have escapedyou, tell me something about De
Guiche's adversary."

"Oh, sire, | do not know him."

"And yet you see everything very clearly."

"Yes,sire, | seeeverything; but | do not tell all | see;and, since the poor
devil has escaped,your majesty will permit me to say that | do not in-
tend to denounce him."

"And yet he is guilty, since he has fought a duel, monsieur."

“Not guilty in my eyes, sire," said D'Artagnan, coldly.

"Monsieur!" exclaimed the king, "are you aware of what you are
saying?"

"Perfectly, sire; but, according to my notions, a man who fights a duel
Is a brave man; such, at least, is my own opinion; but your majesty may
have another, it is but natural, for you are master here."

"Monsieur d'Artagnan, | ordered you, howeverN"

D'Artagnan interrupted the king by a respectful gesture. "You ordered
me, sire, to gather what particulars | could, respecting a hostile meeting
that had taken place; those particulars you have. If you order me to ar-
rest M. de Guiche's adversary, | will do so; but do not order me to de-
nounce him to you, for in that case | will not obey."

"Very well! Arrest him, then."

"Give me his name, sire."

The king stamped his foot angrily; but after a moment's reflection, he
said, "You are rightNten times, twenty times, a hundred times right."

“That is my opinion, sire: | am happy that, this time, it accords with
your majesty's."

"One word more. Who assisted Guiche?"

"l do not know, sire."

"But you speak of two men. There was a person present, then, as
second.”

119



“There was no second, sire. Nay, more than that, when M. de Guiche
fell, his adversary fled without giving him any assistance."

"The miserable coward!" exclaimed the king.

"The consequenceof your ordinances, sire. If a man has fought well,
and fairly, and has already escapedone chance of death, he naturally
wishes to escapea second. M. de Bouteville cannot be forgotten very
easily."

"And so, men turn cowards."

“No, they become prudent.”

"And he has fled, then, you say?"

"Yes; and as fast as his horse could possibly carry him."

“In what direction?"

“In the direction of the chateau."”

"Well, and after that?"

"Afterwards, asl| have had the honor of telling your majesty, two men
on foot arrived, who carried M. de Guiche back with them."

"What proof have you that these men arrived after the combat?"

"A very evident proof, sire; at the moment the encounter took place,
the rain had just ceased,the ground had not had time to imbibe the
moisture, and was, consequently, soaked; the footsteps sank in the
ground; but while M. de Guiche was lying there in a fainting condition,
the ground became firm again, and the footsteps made a less sensible
impression."

Louis clapped his hands together in sign of admiration. "Monsieur
d'Artagnan,” he said, "you are positively the cleverest man in my
kingdom."

“The identical thing M. de Richelieu thought, and M. de Mazarin said,
sire."

"And now, it remains for us to see if your sagacity is at fault.”

"Oh! sire, a man may be mistaken; humanumesterrare" said the mus-
keteer, philosophically. !

“In that case,you are not human, Monsieur d'Artagnan, for | believe
you are never mistaken."

"Your majesty said that we were going to seewhether such was the
case, or not."

"Yes."

“In what way, may | venture to ask?"

"l have sent for M. de Manicamp, and M. de Manicamp is coming."

"And M. de Manicamp knows the secret?"

1."To err is human."
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"De Guiche has no secrets from M. de Manicamp."

D'Artagnan shook his head. "No one was present at the combat, | re-
peat; and unless M. de Manicamp was one of the two men who brought
him backN"

"Hush!" said the king, "he is coming; remain, and listen attentively."

"Very good, sire."

And, atthe very samemoment, Manicamp and Saint-Aignan appeared
at the threshold of the door.
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Chapter 1 7

The Encounter.

The king signified with an imperious gesture, first to the musketeer, then
to Saint-Aignan, "On your lives, not a word." D'Artagnan withdrew, like
a sentinel, to a corner of the room; Saint-Aignan, in his character of a fa-
vorite, leaned over the back of the king's chair. Manicamp, with his right
foot properly advanced, a smile upon his lips, and his white and well-
formed hands gracefully disposed, advanced to make his reverence to
the king, who returned the salutation by a bow. "Good evening, M. de
Manicamp," he said.

"Your majesty did me the honor to send for me," said Manicamp.

"Yes,in order to learn from you all the details of the unfortunate acci-
dent which has befallen the Comte de Guiche."

"Oh! sire, it is grievous indeed."

"You were there?"

"Not precisely, sire."

"But you arrived on the sceneof the accident, a few minutes after it
took place?"

"Sire, about half an hour afterwards."

"And where did the accident happen?"

"l believe, sire, the place is called the Rond-point du Bois-Rochin."

"Oh! the rendezvous of the hunt."

"The very spot, sire."

"Good; give me all the details you are acquainted with, respecting this
unhappy affair, Monsieur de Manicamp."

"Perhaps your majesty has already beeninformed of them, and | fear
to fatigue you with useless repetition."

"No, do not be afraid of that."

Manicamp looked round him; he saw only D'Artagnan leaning with
his back against the wainscotND'Artagnan, calm, kind, and good-
natured as usualNand Saint-Aignan whom he had accompanied, and
who still leaned over the king's armchair with an expression of
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countenance equally full of good feeling. He determined, therefore, to
speak out. "Your majesty is perfectly aware," he said, "that accidents are
very frequent in hunting."

“In hunting, do you say?"

"I mean, sire, when an animal is brought to bay."

"Ah, ah!" said the king, "it was when the animal was brought to bay,
then, that the accident happened?"

"Alas! sire, unhappily it was."

The king paused for a moment before he said: "What animal was being
hunted?"

"A wild boar, sire."

"And what could possibly have possessedDe Guiche to go to a wild
boar-hunt by himself; that is but a clownish idea of sport, only fit for that
classof people who, unlike the Marechal de Gramont, have no dogs and
huntsmen, to hunt as gentlemen should do."

Manicamp shrugged his shoulders. "Youth is very rash,"” he said,
sententiously.

"Well, go on," said the king.

"At all events,” continued Manicamp, not venturing to be too precipit-
ate and hasty, and letting his words fall very slowly one by one, "at all
events, sire, poor De Guiche went huntingNall alone."

"Quite alone?indeed?NWhat a sportsman! And is not M. de Guiche
aware that the wild boar always stands at bay?"

“That is the very thing that really happened, sire."

"He had some idea, then, of the beast being there?"

"Yes, sire, some peasants had seen it among their potatoes’"

"And what kind of animal was it?"

"A short, thick beast."

"You may aswell tell me, monsieur, that De Guiche had some idea of
committing suicide; for | have seen him hunt, and he is an active and
vigorous hunter. Whenever he fires at an animal brought to bay and held
in check by the dogs, he takes every possible precaution, and yet he fires
with a carbine, and on this occasionhe seemsto have faced the boar with
pistols only."

Manicamp started.

"A costly pair of pistols, excellent weapons to fight a duel with a man
and not a wild boar. What an absurdity!"

"There are some things, sire, which are difficult of explanation."

2.Potatoes were not grown in France at that time. La Siecle insists that the error is
theirs, and that Dumas meant "tomatoes."

123



"You are quite right, and the event which we are now discussing is cer-
tainly one of them. Go on."

During the recital, Saint-Aignan, who probably would have made a
sign to Manicamp to be careful what he was about, found that the king's
glance was constantly fixed upon himself, so that it was utterly im-
possible to communicate with Manicamp in any way. As for D'Artagnan,
the statue of Silenceat Athens was far more noisy and far more express-
ive than he. Manicamp, therefore, was obliged to continue in the same
way he had begun, and so contrived to get more and more entangled in
his explanation. "Sire,” he said, "this is probably how the affair
happened. Guiche was waiting to receive the boar asit rushed towards
him."

"On foot or on horseback?" inquired the king.

"On horseback. He fired upon the brute and missed his aim, and then
it dashed upon him."

"And the horse was killed."

"Ah! your majesty knows that, then."

"I have beentold that a horse has beenfound lying dead in the cross-
roads of the Bois-Rochin, and | presume it was De Guiche's horse."

"Perfectly true, sire, it was his."

"Well, so much for the horse, and now for De Guiche?"

"De Guiche, once down, was attacked and worried by the wild boar,
and wounded in the hand and in the chest."

"It is a horrible accident, but it must be admitted it was De Guiche's
own fault. How could he possibly have gone to hunt such an animal
merely armed with pistols; he must have forgotten the fable of Adonis?"

Manicamp rubbed his ear in seeming perplexity. "Very true," he said,
“it was very imprudent.”

"Can you explain it, Monsieur Manicamp?"

"Sire, what is written is written!"

"Ah! you are a fatalist."

Manicamp looked very uncomfortable and ill at ease.

"I am angry with you, Monsieur Manicamp," continued the king.

"With me, sire?"

"Yes. How was it that you, who are De Guiche's intimate friend, and
who know that he is subject to such acts of folly, did not stop him in
time?"

Manicamp no longer knew what to do; the tone in which the king
spoke was anything but that of a credulous man. On the other hand, it
did not indicate any particular severity, nor did he seemto care very
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much about the cross-examination. There was more of raillery in it than
menace."And you say, then," continued the king, "that it was positively
De Guiche's horse that was found dead?"

"Quite positive, sire."

"Did that astonish you?"

“No, sire; for your majesty will remember that, at the last hunt, M. de
Saint-Maure had a horse killed under him, and in the same way."

"Yes, but that one was ripped open.”

"Of course, sire."

"Had Guiche's horse beenripped open like M. de Saint-Maure's horse,
| should not have been astonished."

Manicamp opened his eyes very wide.

"Am | mistaken," resumed the king, "was it not in the frontal bone that
De Guiche's horse was struck? You must admit, Monsieur de Manicamp,
that that is a very singular place for a wild boar to attack."

"You are aware, sire, that the horse is a very intelligent animal, and he
doubtless endeavoured to defend himself."

"But a horse defends himself with his heels and not with his head."

“In that case,the terrified horse may have slipped or fallen down," said
Manicamp, "and the boar, you understand sire, the boarN"

"Oh! | understand that perfectly, as far asthe horse is concerned; but
how about his rider?"

"Well! that, too, is simple enough; the boar left the horse and attacked
the rider; and, as | have already had the honor of informing your
majesty, shattered De Guiche's hand at the very moment he was about to
discharge his second pistol at him, and then, with a gouge of his tusk,
made that terrible hole in his chest."

"Nothing is more likely; really, Monsieur de Manicamp, you are
wrong in placing so little confidence in your own eloquence,and you can
tell a story most admirably."

"Your majesty is exceedingly kind," said Manicamp, saluting him in
the most embarrassed manner.

"From this day henceforth, | will prohibit any gentleman attached to
my court going out to a similar encounter. Really, one might just aswell
permit duelling.”

Manicamp started, and moved as if he were about to withdraw. "Is
your majesty satisfied?"

"Delighted; but do not withdraw yet, Monsieur de Manicamp," said
Louis, "l have something to say to you."
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"Well, well' thought D'Artagnan, "there is another who is not up to
the mark;" and he uttered a sigh which might signify, "Oh! the men
of our stamp, where are they now?'

At this moment an usher lifted up the curtain before the door, and an-
nounced the king's physician.

"Ah!" exclaimed Louis, "here comesMonsieur Valot, who has just been
to seeM. de Guiche. We shall now hear news of the man maltreated by
the boar."

Manicamp felt more uncomfortable than ever.

“In this way, at least," added the king, "our consciencewill be quite
clear." And he looked at D'Artagnan, who did not seemin the slightest
degree discomposed.
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Chapter 1 8

The Physician.

M. Valot entered. The position of the different persons present was pre-
cisely the same:the king was seated, Saint-Aignan leaning over the back
of his armchair, D'Artagnan with his back against the wall, and Man-
icamp still standing.

"Well, M. Valot," said the king, "did you obey my directions?"

"With the greatest alacrity, sire."

"You went to the doctor's house in Fontainebleau?"

"Yes, sire."

"And you found M. de Guiche there?"

"l did, sire."

"What state was he in?Nspeak unreservedly."

"In a very sad state indeed, sire."

“The wild boar did not quite devour him, however?"

"Devour whom?"

"De Guiche."

"What wild boar?"

"The boar that wounded him."

"M. de Guiche wounded by a boar?"

"So it is said, at least."

"By a poacher, rather, or by a jealous husband, or an ill-used lover,
who, in order to be revenged, fired upon him."

"What is it that you say, Monsieur Valot? Were not M. de Guiche's
wounds produced by defending himself against a wild boar?"

"M. de Guiche's wounds are the result of a pistol-bullet that broke his
ring-finger and the little finger of the right hand, and afterwards buried
itself in the intercostal muscles of the chest."

"A Dbullet! Are you sure Monsieur de Guiche was wounded by
a bullet?' exclaimed the king, pretending to look much surprised.
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“Indeed, | am, sire; so sure, in fact, that here it is." And he presented to
the king a half-flattened bullet, which the king looked at, but did not
touch.

"Did he have that in his chest, poor fellow?" he asked.

“Not precisely. The ball did not penetrate, but was flattened, as you
see, either upon the trigger of the pistol or upon the right side of the
breast-bone."

"Good heavens!" said the king, seriously, "you said nothing to me
about this, Monsieur de Manicamp."

"SireN"

"What does all this mean, then, this invention about hunting a wild
boar at nightfall? Come, speak, monsieur."

"SireN"

"It seems,then, that you are right,” said the king, turning round to-
wards his captain of musketeers, "and that a duel actually took place."

The king possessed,to a greater extent than any one else, the faculty
enjoyed by the great in power or position, of compromising and dividing
those beneath him. Manicamp darted a look full of reproaches at the
musketeer. D'Artagnan understood the look at once, and not wishing to
remain beneath the weight of such an accusation, advanced a step for-
ward, and said: "Sire, your majesty commanded me to go and explore
the place where the cross-roadsmeet in the Bois-Rochin, and to report to
you, according to my own ideas, what had taken place there. | submitted
my observations to you, but without denouncing any one. It was your
majesty yourself who was the first to name the Comte de Guiche."

"Well, monsieur, well," said the king, haughtily; "you have done your
duty, and | am satisfied with you. But you, Monsieur de Manicamp,
have failed in yours, for you have told me a falsehood."

"A falsehood, sire. The expression is a hard one."

"Find a more accurate, then."

"Sire, | will not attempt to do so. | have already been unfortunate
enough to displease your majesty, and it will, in every respect,be far bet-
ter for me to acceptmost humbly any reproachesyou may think proper
to address to me."

"You are right, monsieur, whoever concealsthe truth from me, risks
my displeasure."

"Sometimes, sire, one is ignorant of the truth.”

“No further falsehood, monsieur, or | double the punishment."
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Manicamp bowed and turned pale. D'Artagnan again made another
step forward, determined to interfere, if the still increasing anger of the
king attained certain limits.

"You see,monsieur,” continued the king, "that it is uselessto deny the
thing any longer. M. de Guiche has fought a duel.”

"I do not deny it, sire, and it would have beentruly generous on your
majesty's part not to have forced me to tell a falsehood."

"Forced? Who forced you?"

"Sire, M. de Guiche is my friend. Your majesty has forbidden duels un-
der pain of death. A falsehood might save my friend's life, and | told it."

"Good!" murmured D'Artagnan, "an excellent fellow, upon my word."

“Instead of telling a falsehood, monsieur, you should have prevented
him from fighting," said the king.

"Oh! sire, your majesty, who is the most accomplished gentleman in
France, knows quite aswell as any of us other gentlemen that we have
never considered M. de Bouteville dishonored for having suffered death
on the Place de Greve. That which does in truth dishonor a man is to
avoid meeting his enemyNnot to avoid meeting his executioner!"

"Well, monsieur, that may be so," said Louis XIV.; "I am desirous of
suggesting a means of your repairing all."

"If it be a means of which a gentleman may avail himself, | shall most
eagerly seize the opportunity.”

“The name of M. de Guiche's adversary?"

"Oh, oh!" murmured D'Artagnan, "are we going to take Louis XIll. asa
model?"

"Sire!" said Manicamp, with an accent of reproach.

"You will not name him, then?" said the king.

"Sire, | do not know him."

"Bravo!" murmured D'Artagnan.

"Monsieur de Manicamp, hand your sword to the captain.”

Manicamp bowed very gracefully, unbuckled his sword, smiling as he
did so, and handed it for the musketeer to take. But Saint-Aignan ad-
vanced hurriedly between him and D'Artagnan. "Sire," he said, "will
your majesty permit me to say a word?"

"Do so0," said the king, delighted, perhaps, at the bottom of his heart,
for some one to step between him and the wrath he felt he had carried
him too far.

"Manicamp, you are a brave man, and the king will appreciate your
conduct; but to wish to serve your friends too well, is to destroy them.
Manicamp, you know the name the king asks you for?"
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"It is perfectly trueNI do know it."

"You will give it up then?"

“If | felt I ought to have mentioned it, | should have already done so."

“Then | will tell it, for | am not so extremely sensitive on such points of
honor as you are."

"You are at liberty to do so, but it seems to me, howeverN"

"Oh! a truce to magnanimity; | will not permit you to go to the Bastile
in that way. Do you speak; or | will."

Manicamp was keen-witted enough, and perfectly understood that he
had done quite sufficient to produce a good opinion of his conduct; it
was now only a question of persevering in such a manner as to regain
the good gracesof the king. "Speak, monsieur," he said to Saint-Aignan,;
"l have on my own behalf done all that my consciencetold me to do; and
it must have been very importunate,” he added, turning towards the
king, "since its mandates led me to disobey your majesty's commands;
but your majesty will forgive me, | hope, when you learn that | was
anxious to preserve the honor of a lady."

"Of a lady?" said the king, with some uneasiness.

"Yes, sire."

"A lady was the cause of this duel?"

Manicamp bowed.

"If the position of the lady in question warrants it," he said, "l shall not
complain of your having acted with so much circumspection; on the con-
trary, indeed."

"Sire, everything which concerns your majesty's household, or the
household of your majesty's brother, is of importance in my eyes."

“In my brother's household," repeated Louis XIV., with a slight hesita-
tion. "The causeof the duel was alady belonging to my brother's house-
hold, do you say?"

"Or to Madame's."

"Ah! to Madame's?"

"Yes, sire."

"WellNand this lady?"

“Is one of the maids of honor of her royal highness Madame la
Duchesse d'Orleans.”

"For whom M. de Guiche foughtNdo you say?"

"Yes, sire, and, this time, | tell no falsehood."

Louis seemedrestless and anxious. "Gentlemen," he said, turning to-
wards the spectators of this scene,"will you have the goodnessto retire
for a moment. | wish to be alone with M. de Manicamp; | know he has
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some important communication to make for his own justification, and
which he will not venture before witnesseskE . Put up your sword, M. de
Manicamp."

Manicamp returned his sword to his belt.

“The fellow decidedly has his wits about him," murmured the musket-
eer, taking Saint-Aignan by the arm, and withdrawing with him.

"He will get out of it," said the latter in D'Artagnan's ear.

"And with honor, too, comte."

Manicamp cast a glance of recognition at Saint-Aignan and the cap-
tain, which luckily passed unnoticed by the king.

"Come, come," said D'Artagnan, as he left the room, "I had an indiffer-
ent opinion of the new generation. Well, | was mistaken after all. Thereis
some good in them, | perceive."

Valot preceded the favorite and the captain, leaving the king and Man-
icamp alone in the cabinet.
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Chapter 1 9

Wherein D'Artagnan Perceives that It Was He Who
Was Mistaken, and Manicamp Who Was Right.

The king, determined to be satisfied that no one was listening, went him-
self to the door, and then returned precipitately and placed himself op-
posite Manicamp.

"And now we are alone, Monsieur de Manicamp, explain yourself."

"With the greatest frankness, sire," replied the young man.

"And in the first place, pray understand," added the king, "that there is
nothing to which | personally attach a greater importance than the honor
of anylady."

“That is the very reason,sire, why | endeavored to study your delicacy
of sentiment and feeling."

"Yes, | understand it all now. You say that it was one of the maids of
honor of my sister-in-law who was the subject of dispute, and that the
person in question, De Guiche's adversary, the man, in point of fact,
whom you will not nameN"

"But whom M. de Saint-Aignan will name, monsieur."

"Yes, you say, however, that this man insulted some one belonging to
the household of Madame."

"Yes, sire. Mademoiselle de la Valliere."

"Ah!" said the king, asif he had expectedthe name, and yet asif its an-
nouncement had caused him a sudden pang; "ah! it was Mademoiselle
de la Valliere who was insulted."

"l do not say precisely that she was insulted, sire."

"But at all eventsN"

"I merely say that she was spoken of in terms far enough from
respectful.”

"A man dares to speak in disrespectful terms of Mademoiselle de la
Valliere, and yet you refuse to tell me the name of the insulter?"

"Sire, | thought it was quite understood that your majesty had aban-
doned the idea of making me denounce him."

132



"Perfectly true, monsieur," returned the king, controlling his anger;
"besides, | shall know in good time the name of this man whom | shall
feel it my duty to punish.”

Manicamp perceived that they had returned to the question again. As
for the king, he saw he had allowed himself to be hurried away a little
too far, and therefore continued:N"And | will punish himNnot because
there is any question of Mademoiselle de la Valliere, although | esteem
her very highlyNbut becausea lady was the object of the quarrel. And |
intend that ladies shall be respected at my court, and that quarrels shall
be put a stop to altogether."

Manicamp bowed.

"And now, Monsieur de Manicamp," continued the king, "what was
said about Mademoiselle de la Valliere?"

"Cannot your majesty guess?"

njo

"Your majesty can imagine the character of the jest in which young
men permit themselves to indulge."

“They very probably said that she was in love with some one?" the
king ventured to remark.

"Probably so."

"But Mademoiselle de la Valliere has a perfect right to love any one
she pleases," said the king.

"That is the very point De Guiche maintained."

"And on account of which he fought, do you mean?"

"Yes, sire, the sole and only cause."

The king colored. "And you do not know anything more, then?"

“In what respect, sire?"

“In the very interesting respect which you are now referring to."

"What does your majesty wish to know?"

"Why, the name of the man with whom La Valliere is in love, and
whom De Guiche's adversary disputed her right to love."

"Sire, | know nothingNl have heard nothingNand have learnt noth-
ing, even accidentally; but De Guiche is a noble-hearted fellow, and if,
momentarily, he substituted himself in the place or stead of La Valliere's
protector, it was becausethat protector was himself of too exalted a posi-
tion to undertake her defense."

These words were more than transparent; they made the king blush,
but this time with pleasure. He struck Manicamp gently on the shoulder.
"Well, well, Monsieur de Manicamp, you are not only a ready, witty
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fellow, but a brave gentleman besides, and your friend De Guiche is a
paladin quite after my own heart; you will express that to him from me."

"Your majesty forgives me, then?"

"Completely."”

"And | am free?"

The king smiled and held out his hand to Manicamp, which he took
and kissed respectfully. "And then," added the king, "you relate stories
so charmingly."

", sire!"

"You told me in the most admirable manner the particulars of the acci-
dent which happened to Guiche. | can seethe wild boar rushing out of
the woodNI can seethe horse fall down fighting with his head, and the
boar rush from the horse to the rider. You do not simply relate a story
well: you positively paint its incidents."

"Sire, | think your majesty condescendsto laugh at my expense,"said
Manicamp.

"On the contrary," said Louis, seriously, "I have so little intention of
laughing, Monsieur de Manicamp, that | wish you to relate this adven-
ture to every one."

"The adventure of the hunt?"

"Yes;in the same manner you told it to me, without changing a single
wordN you understand?

"Perfectly, sire."

"And you will relate it, then?"

"Without losing a minute."

“Very well! and now summon M. d'Artagnan; | hope you are no longer
afraid of him."

"Oh, sire, from the very moment | am sure of your majesty's kind dis-
position, | no longer fear anything!"

"Call him, then," said the king.

Manicamp opened the door, and said, "Gentlemen, the king wishes
you to return.”

D'Artagnan, Saint-Aignan, and Valot entered.

"Gentlemen," said the king, "I summoned you for the purposes of say-
ing that Monsieur de Manicamp's explanation has entirely satisfied me."

D'Artagnan glanced at Valot and Saint-Aignan, as much as to say,
"Well! did | not tell you so?"

The king led Manicamp to the door, and then in a low tone of voice
said: "Seethat M. de Guiche takes good care of himself, and particularly
that he recovers as soon as possible; | am very desirous of thanking him
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in the name of every lady, but let him take special care that he does not
begin again."

"Were he to die a hundred times, sire, he would begin again if your
majesty's honor were in any way called in question."

This remark was direct enough. But we have already said that the in-
censeof flattery was very pleasing to the king, and, provided he received
it, he was not very particular as to its quality.

"Very well, very well," he said, as he dismissed Manicamp, "l will see
De Guiche myself, and make him listen to reason.”"And asManicamp left
the apartment, the king turned round towards the three spectatorsof this
scene,and said, "Tell me, Monsieur d'Artagnan, how doesit happen that
your sight is so imperfect?Nyou, whose eyes are generally so very
good."

"My sight bad, sire?"

"Certainly."

"It must be the casesince your majesty says so; but in what respect,
may | ask?"

"Why, with regard to what occurred in the Bois-Rochin."

"Ah! ah!"

"Certainly. You pretended to have seen the tracks of two horses, to
have detected the footprints of two men; and have described the particu-
lars of an engagement, which you asserttook place. Nothing of the sort
occurred; pure illusion on your part.”

"Ah! ah!" said D'Artagnan.

"Exactly the same thing with the galloping to and fro of the horses,
and the other indications of a struggle. It was the struggle of De Guiche
against the wild boar, and absolutely nothing else;only the struggle was
a long and a terrible one, it seems."

"Ah! ah!" continued D'Artagnan.

"And when | think that | almost believed it for a momentNbut, then,
you told it with such confidence."

"I admit, sire, that | must have been very short-sighted,"” said
D'Artagnan, with a readiness of humor which delighted the king.

"You do admit it, then?"

"Admit it, sire, most assuredly | do."

"So now that you see the thingN"

“In quite a different light from that in which | saw it half an hour ago."

"And to what, then, do you attribute this difference in your opinion?"

"Oh! a very simple thing, sire; half an hour ago | returned from Bois-
Rochin, where | had nothing to light me but a stupid stable lanternN"
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"While now?"

"While now | have all the wax-lights of your cabinet, and more than
that, your majesty'sown eyes,which illuminate everything, like the blaz-
ing sun at noonday."

The king beganto laugh; and Saint-Aignan broke out into convulsions
of merriment.

"It is precisely like M. Valot," said D'Artagnan, resuming the conversa-
tion where the king had left off; "he has been imagining all along, that
not only was M. de Guiche wounded by a bullet, but still more, that he
extracted it, even, from his chest."

"Upon my word," said Valot, "l assure youN"

"Now, did you not believe that?" continued D'Artagnan.

"Yes,"said Valot; "not only did | believe it, but, at this very moment, |
would swear it."

"Well, my dear doctor, you have dreamt it."

"l have dreamt it!"

"M. de Guiche's woundNa mere dream; the bullet, a dream. So, take
my advice, and prate no more about it."

"Well said," returned the king, "M. d'Artagnan's advice is sound. Do
not speak of your dream to any one, Monsieur Valot, and, upon the
word of a gentleman, you will have no occasionto repent it. Good even-
ing, gentlemen; a very sad affair, indeed, is a wild boar-hunt!"

"A very serious thing, indeed," repeated D'Artagnan, in a loud voice,
“is awild boar-hunt!" and he repeated it in every room through which he
passed; and left the chateau, taking Valot with him.

"And now we are alone," said the king to Saint-Aignan, "what is the
name of De Guiche's adversary?"

Saint-Aignan looked at the king.

"Oh! do not hesitate," said the king; "you know that | am bound be-
forehand to forgive."

"De Wardes," said Saint-Aignan.

"Very good," said Louis XIV.; and then, retiring to his own room, ad-
ded to himself, "To forgive is not to forget."
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Chapter 2 O

Showing the Advantage of Having Two Strings to
One's Bow.

Manicamp quitted the king's apartment, delighted at having succeeded
so well, when, just as he reached the bottom of the staircase and was
passing a doorway, he felt that some one suddenly pulled him by the
sleeve.He turned round and recognized Montalais, who was waiting for
him in the passage,and who, in a very mysterious manner, with her
body bent forward, and in alow tone of voice, said to him, "Follow me,
monsieur, and without any delay, if you please."

"Where to, mademoiselle?" inquired Manicamp.

"In the first place, atrue knight would not have asked such a question,
but would have followed me without requiring any explanation.”

"Well, mademoiselle, | am quite ready to conduct myself as a true
knight."

"No; it is too late, and you cannot take the credit of it. We are going to
Madame's apartment, so come at once."

"Ah, ah!" said Manicamp. "Lead on, then."

And he followed Montalais, who ran before him as light as Galatea.

“This time," said Manicamp, as he followed his guide, "I do not think
that stories about hunting expeditions would be acceptable.We will try,
however, and if need beNwell, if there should be any occasionfor it, we
must try something else."

Montalais still ran on.

"How fatiguing it is," thought Manicamp, "to have need of one's head
and legs at the same time."

At last, however, they arrived. Madame had just finished undressing,
and was in a most elegant deshabillebut it must be understood that she
had changed her dress before she had any idea of being subjectedto the
emotions now agitating her. Shewas waiting with the most restlessim-
patience; and Montalais and Manicamp found her standing near the

137



door. At the sound of their approaching footsteps, Madame came for-
ward to meet them.

"Ah!" she said, "at last!"

"Here is M. Manicamp," replied Montalais.

Manicamp bowed with the greatest respect; Madame signed to Mont-
alais to withdraw, and she immediately obeyed. Madame followed her
with her eyes,in silence, until the door closed behind her, and then, turn-
ing towards Manicamp, said, "What is the matter?Nand is it true, asl am
told, Monsieur de Manicamp, that some one is lying wounded in the
chateau?"

"Yes, Madame, unfortunately soNMonsieur de Guiche."

"Yes, Monsieur de Guiche," repeated the princess. "l had, in fact, heard
it rumored, but not confirmed. And so,in truth, it is Monsieur de Guiche
who has been thus unfortunate?"

"M. de Guiche himself, Madame."

"Are you aware, M. de Manicamp," said the princes, hastily, "that the
king has the strongest antipathy to duels?"

"Perfectly so, Madame; but a duel with a wild beast is not answerable."

"Oh, you will not insult me by supposing that | credit the absurd fable,
with what object | cannot tell, respecting M. de Guiche having been
wounded by awild boar. No, no, monsieur; the real truth is known, and,
in addition to the inconvenience of his wound, M. de Guiche runs the
risk of losing his liberty if not his life."

"Alas! Madame, | am well aware of that, but what is to be done?"

"You have seen the king?"

"Yes, Madame."

"What did you say to him?"

"l told him how M. de Guiche went to the chase,and how a wild boar
rushed forth out of the Bois-Rochin; how M. de Guiche fired at it, and
how, in fact, the furious brute dashed at De Guiche, killed his horse, and
grievously wounded himself."

"And the king believed that?"

“Implicitly."

"Oh, you surprise me, Monsieur de Manicamp; you surprise me very
much."

And Madame walked up and down the room, casting a searching look
from time to time at Manicamp, who remained motionless and impass-
ible in the same place. At last she stopped.

"And yet," shesaid, "every one here seemsunanimous in giving anoth-
er cause for this wound."
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"What cause,Madame?" said Manicamp; "may | be permitted, without
indiscretion, to ask your highness?"

"You ask such a question! You, M. de Guiche's intimate friend, his con-
fidant, indeed!"

"Oh, Madame! his intimate friendNyes; confidantNno. De Guiche is a
man who can keep his own secrets,who has some of his own certainly,
but who never breathesa syllable about them. De Guiche is discretion it-
self, Madame."

“Very well, then; those secretswhich M. de Guiche keeps so scrupu-
lously, | shall have the pleasure of informing you of," said the princess,
almost spitefully; "for the king may possibly question you a secondtime,
and if, on the second occasion,you were to repeat the same story to him,
he possibly might not be very well satisfied with it."

"But, Madame, | think your highness is mistaken with regard to the
king. His majesty was perfectly satisfied with me, | assure you."

“In that case,permit me to assureyou, Monsieur de Manicamp, it only
proves one thing, which is, that his majesty is very easily satisfied.”

"l think your highness is mistaken in arriving at such an opinion; his
majesty is well known not to be contented except with very good
reason."

"And do you suppose that he will thank you for your officious false-
hood, when he will learn to-morrow that M. de Guiche had, on behalf of
his friend M. de Bragelonne, a quarrel which ended in a hostile
meeting?"

"A quarrel on M. de Bragelonne's account," said Manicamp, with the
most innocent expression in the world; "what does your royal highness
do me the honor to tell me?"

"What is there astonishing in that? M. de Guiche is susceptible, irrit-
able, and easily loses his temper."

"On the contrary, Madame, | know M. de Guiche to be very patient,
and never susceptible or irritable except upon very good grounds."

"But is not friendship a just ground?" said the princess.

"Oh, certainly, Madame; and particularly for a heart like his."

"Very good; you will not deny, | suppose, that M. de Bragelonneis M.
de Guiche's good friend?"

"A great friend."

"Well, then, M. de Guiche hastaken M. de Bragelonne'spart; and as M.
de Bragelonne was absent and could not fight, he fought for him."

Manicamp began to smile, and moved his head and shoulders very
slightly, as much as to say, "Oh, if you will positively have it soN"
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"But speak, at all events," said the princess, out of patience; "speak!"

njon

"Of course; it is quite clear you are not of my opinion, and that you
have something to say."

"l have only one thing to say, Madame."

"Name it!"

“That | do not understand a single word of what you have just been
telling me."

"What!Nyou do not understand a single word about M. de Guiche's
guarrel with M. de Wardes," exclaimed the princess, almost out of
temper.

Manicamp remained silent.

"A quarrel," she continued, "which aroseout of a conversation scandal-
ous in its tone and purport, and more or less well founded, respecting
the virtue of a certain lady."

"Ah! of a certain lady,Nthis is quite another thing," said Manicamp.

"You begin to understand, do you not?"

"Your highness will excuse me, but | dare notN"

"You dare not," said Madame, exasperated;"very well, then, wait one
moment, | will dare."

"Madame, Madame!" exclaimed Manicamp, as if in great dismay, "be
careful of what you are going to say."

"It would seem, monsieur, that, if | happened to be a man, you would
challenge me, notwithstanding his majesty's edicts, as Monsieur de
Guiche challenged M. de Wardes; and that, too, on account of the virtue
of Mademoiselle de la Valliere."

"Of Mademoiselle de la Valliere!" exclaimed Manicamp, starting back-
wards, as if that was the very last name he expected to hear pronounced.

"What makes you start in that manner, Monsieur de Manicamp?" said
Madame, ironically; "do you mean to say you would be impertinent
enough to suspect that young lady's honor?"

"Madame, in the whole course of this affair there has not been the
slightest question of Mademoiselle de la Valliere's honor."

"What! when two men have almost blown eachother's brains out on a
woman's behalf, do you mean to say she has had nothing to do with the
affair, and that her name has not been called in question at all? | did not
think you so good a courtier, Monsieur de Manicamp."

"Pray forgive me, Madame," said the young man, "but we are very far
from understanding one another. You do me the honor to speak one lan-
guage while | am speaking altogether another."”
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"l beg your pardon, but | do not understand your meaning."

"Forgive me, then; but | fancied | understood your highness to remark
that De Guiche and De Wardes had fought on Mademoiselle de la
Valliere's account?"

"Certainly."

"On account of Mademoiselle de la Valliere, | think you said?" re-
peated Manicamp.

"I do not say that M. de Guiche personally took an interest in Ma-
demoiselle de la Valliere, but | say that he did so asrepresenting or act-
ing on behalf of another."

"On behalf of another?"

"Come, do not always assumesuch a bewildered look. Does not every
one here know that M. de Bragelonne is affianced to Mademoiselle de la
Valliere, and that before he went on the mission with which the king in-
trusted him, he charged his friend M. de Guiche to watch over that inter-
esting young lady?"

“There is nothing more for me to say, then. Your highness is well-
informed."

"Of everything. | beg you to understand that clearly."

Manicamp began to laugh, which almost exasperated the princess,
who was not, as we know, of a very patient disposition.

"Madame," resumed the discreet Manicamp, saluting the princess, "let
us bury this affair altogether in forgetfulness, for it will probably never
be quite cleared up."

"Oh, asfar asthat goesthere is nothing more to do, and the informa-
tion is complete. The king will learn that M. de Guiche has taken up the
cause of this little adventuress, who gives herself all the airs of a grand
lady; he will learn that Monsieur de Bragelonne, having nominated his
friend M. de Guiche his guardian-in-ordinary, the latter immediately
fastened, as he was required to do, upon the Marquis de Wardes, who
ventured to trench upon his privileges. Moreover, you cannot pretend to
deny, Monsieur ManicampNyou who know everything so wellNthat
the king on his side castsa longing eye upon this famous treasure, and
that he will bear no slight grudge against M. de Guiche for constituting
himself its defender. Are you sufficiently well informed now, or do you
require anything further? If so, speak, monsieur."

"No, Madame, there is nothing more | wish to know."

"Learn, howeverNfor you ought to know it, Monsieur de Man-
icampNlearn that his majesty's indignation will be followed by terrible
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consequencesln princes of a similar temperament to that of his majesty,
the passion which jealousy causes sweeps down like a whirlwind."

"Which you will temper, Madame."

"II" exclaimed the princess, with a gesture of indescribable irony; "I!
and by what title, may | ask?"

"Because you detest injustice, Madame."

"And according to your account, then, it would be an injustice to pre-
vent the king arranging his love affairs as he pleases."

"You will intercede, however, in M. de Guiche's favor?"

"You are mad, monsieur," said the princess, in a haughty tone of voice.

"On the contrary, | am in the most perfect possessionof my senses;
and | repeat, you will defend M. de Guiche before the king."

"Why should 1?"

"Becausethe causeof M. de Guiche is your own, Madame," said Man-
icamp, with ardor kindling in his eyes.

"What do you mean by that?"

"I mean, Madame, that, with respectto the defensewhich Monsieur de
Guiche undertook in M. de Bragelonne's absence,| am surprised that
your highness has not detected a pretext in La Valliere's name having
been brought forward."

"A pretext? But a pretext for what?" repeated the princess, hesitatingly,
for Manicamp's steady look had just revealed something of the truth to
her.

"l trust, Madame," said the young man, "l have said sufficient to in-
duce your highness not to overwhelm before his majesty my poor friend,
De Guiche, against whom all the malevolence of a party bitterly opposed
to your own will now be directed."”

"You mean, on the contrary, | suppose, that all those who have no
great affection for Mademoiselle de la Valliere, and even, perhaps, a few
of those who have some regard for her, will be angry with the comte?"

"Oh, Madame! why will you push your obstinacy to such an extent,
and refuse to open your earsand listen to the counsel of one whose de-
votion to you is unbounded? Must | expose myself to the risk of your
displeasure,Nam | really to be called upon to name, contrary to my own
wish, the person who was the real cause of this quarrel?"

"The person?" said Madame, blushing.

"Must I," continued Manicamp, "tell you how poor De Guiche became
irritated, furious, exasperatedbeyond all control, at the different rumors
now being circulated about this person?Must |, if you persist in this will-
ful blindness, and if respect should continue to prevent me naming

142



her,Nmust 1, | repeat, recall to your recollection the various scenes
which Monsieur had with the Duke of Buckingham, and the insinuations
which were reported respecting the duke's exile? Must | remind you of
the anxious care the comte always took in his efforts to please,to watch,
to protect that person for whom alone he lives,Nfor whom alone he
breathes?Well! | will do so; and when | shall have made you recall all
the particulars | refer to, you will perhaps understand how it happened
that the comte, having lost all control over himself, and having been for
some time past almost harassedto death by De Wardes, became, at the
first disrespectful expression which the latter pronounced respecting the
person in question, inflamed with passion, and panted only for an op-
portunity of avenging the affront.”

The princess concealedher face with her hands. "Monsieur, monsieur!"
she exclaimed; "do you know what you are saying, and to whom you are
speaking?"

"And so, Madame," pursued Manicamp, asif he had not heard the ex-
clamations of the princess, "nothing will astonish you any
longer,Nneither the comte's ardor in seeking the quarrel, nor his won-
derful address in transferring it to an quarter foreign to your own per-
sonal interests. That latter circumstance was, indeed, a marvelous in-
stance of tact and perfect coolness,and if the person in whose behalf the
comte so fought and shed his blood does, in reality, owe some gratitude
to the poor wounded sufferer, it is not on account of the blood he has
shed, or the agony he has suffered, but for the steps he has taken to pre-
serve from comment or reflection an honor which is more precious to
him than his own."

"Oh!" cried Madame, asif she had been alone, "is it possible the quar-
rel was on my account!"

Manicamp felt he could now breathe for amomentNand gallantly had
he won the right to do so. Madame, on her side, remained for sometime
plunged in a painful reverie. Her agitation could be seenby her quick
respiration, by her drooping eyelids, by the frequency with which she
pressed her hand upon her heart. But, in her, coquetry was not so much
a passive gquality, as, on the contrary, a fire which sought for fuel to
maintain itself, finding anywhere and everywhere what it required.

“If it be asyou assert,"she said, "the comte will have obliged two per-
sons at the sametime; for Monsieur de Bragelonne also owes a deep debt
of gratitude to M. de GuicheNand with far greater reason, indeed, be-
cause everywhere, and on every occasion, Mademoiselle de la Valliere
will be regarded as having been defended by this generous champion."
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